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  Rebecca escaped her abusive, domineering ex-husband and Dom for a life on the road as a chainmaille jewelry artisan with her dog, Chewi. Unfortunately, she couldn’t escape the fear that ruled her life. When her uncle’s death forces her home again, she meets Toby and Logan and realizes maybe she’s not as happy as she thought.


  Toby and Logan are struggling after a betrayal by an ex. Then they discover their next door neighbor’s body and it shocks them into realizing how short and precious life is. When they learn their neighbor’s niece has friends in common with them, signs point to yes and they decide to take another chance.


  Rebecca knows their friends are all rooting for them, but when a chance encounter with her ex shatters her calm, she realizes she’s going to have to decide whether to run, or to take a stand and fight the invisible chains she’s allowed to bind her all these years.
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  This one’s for Gidget, the inspiration for Chewi.


  One of these days, she’s going to find appropriate “minuns,” and then we’ll all be in trouble…


  


  AUTHOR’S NOTE


  


  


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


  


  1. Safe Harbor


  2. Cardinal’s Rule


  3. Domme by Default


  4. The Reluctant Dom


  5. The Denim Dom


  6. Pinch Me


  7. Broken Toy


  8. A Clean Sweep


  9. A Roll of the Dice


  10. His Canvas


  11. A Lovely Shade of Ouch


  12. Crafty Bastards


  13. A Merry Little Kinkmas


  14. Sapiosexual


  15. A Very Kinky Valentine’s Day


  16. Things Made Right


  17. Click


  18. Spank or Treat


  19. A Turn of the Screwed


  20. Chains


  


  Eliza first appears in A Roll of the Dice, and also appears in A Turn of the Screwed.
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  Chapter One


  


  It was a gorgeous day for a joust. Sunny, not too hot, and with just enough of a cool breeze blowing through the woods surrounding the grounds to keep things comfortable without wreaking havoc with the tents or blowing dust everywhere.


  Rebecca sat in the shade of her tent and took a moment to watch the people walking the grounds. Elegant ladies modeling their finery, handsome knights, a few knaves and wenches, even the occasional pirate. And, of course, plenty of common folk. The scent of roasting meat and other delicacies hovered in the air, on the breeze, as well as the hint of horse manure.


  The latest project she was working on lay safely nestled in the folds of her skirt, forgotten as she focused on a jester annoying a couple trying to eat their roasted turkey legs in peace.


  A woman who’d been browsing some of Rebecca’s wares held up a bracelet.


  “Excuse me, do you take credit cards?”


  “Sure do, m’lady.” Rebecca had a small table set up next to her to hold the chainmaille rings and supplies she needed. So she transferred the project in her lap to the table and reached inside the tent to grab her tablet from the messenger bag she used as her purse.


  Turning it on, she brought up her credit card software, swiped the woman’s card through the reader hooked into the earbud jack, and then e-mailed the woman a receipt while she put the bracelet on.


  “Oh, what an adorable dog!” she said, making Rebecca glance behind her.


  Chewi, awakened by the discussion, was standing at the opening of Rebecca’s tent. The little four-year-old, short-haired tri-color terrier-Chihuahua mix wore an ornate chainmaille vest of many colors. Just over fifteen pounds, he frequently acted like he weighed a hundred and fifteen.


  “Thank you. Chewi’s my baby. He goes everywhere with me.”


  Chewi sat and sneezed at them.


  “Do you sell online?”


  “I sure do.” Rebecca reached over and plucked a couple of cards from a business card holder on her table, handing them to the woman. “I have an Etsy store and a website.”


  “Great, thank you!” The woman tucked the cards into her purse. “Have a nice day.”


  “Thanks! You, too.” Rebecca sat in the camp chair again and reached over to pet Chewi. “Well, that was another couple of weeks of your kibble,” she joked. “Guess I can keep feeding you.”


  This was an old private joke between them. He simply glared at her, as if the idea of her not feeding him was ludicrous.


  Here I am, thirty-seven, and I’m talking to my dog.


  Worse, there were times, frequent times—as in every day—that she held full conversations with Chewi, including an entire mythos about him trying to rule the world.


  And he talked back.


  I need help.


  No, what she needed were more friends, or…well, maybe she did need therapy.


  Over in “the pit,” as everyone called it, she heard a roar from the crowd as the jousting display kicked off. That likely meant business would be slow for the next thirty minutes or so. Once the crowd broke up, they’d head for the main row of food tents located just past her, meaning a flood of people.


  Including ones with sticky fingers.


  She was lucky she lost very few items to theft, and then usually only small things like earrings or bracelets.


  For good measure, she pulled some of her more expensive pieces off the table and slipped them into a glass-topped display box with a few intricate and ornate pieces she never left in the open. Then she thinned out the bracelet display, removing a couple of duplicates, as well as some of the earrings.


  Never hurt to be safe.


  By the end of the day, she’d made over five hundred dollars in sales and didn’t appear to have lost anything. Not her best day, but not bad for a Friday, and at least she’d almost made back her vendor fee for the event. Tomorrow would be busy, and she’d tip over the scales into the black in terms of what she’d shelled out for the vendor space.


  After noting which pieces she’d sold so she could remake them, she packed her merchandise and supplies in totes to stack on her cart to take back to her RV. All the while, Chewi sat and watched her with a baleful glare.


  “This would go faster if you’d help me, you know, instead of giving me dirty looks,” she shot back at him.


  He sneezed at her.


  


  * * * *


  


  Some of the other vendors boondocked on the grounds at the South Carolina park, tapping into an iffy electrical system or using their gennys, but Rebecca didn’t want to do that. Not at this venue.


  Not when there was an excellent RV park literally five minutes away with all the comforts of home, including free Wi-Fi.


  And, since she worked from her “home,” she could deduct part of her costs as business expenses.


  She loaded her stuff into the back of the Toad, her green Honda CRV, got Chewi’s safety harness on him, strapped him into the passenger seat, and hit the road.


  The RV park was a nice one she’d stayed at plenty of times before, always booking herself a space in advance as soon as she had the next Ren fair’s dates in her calendar and had confirmed herself a vendor space. For this fair, which lasted three weekends, she’d spend the entire time living there at the RV park. It meant catching up on shipping orders for her Etsy store, replenishing her supplies because she’d be in one spot long enough to receive a shipment, and being able to actually sit and make new products instead of driving to the next venue.


  It also meant her best friend, Eliza, could ship her any mail she had sitting there at her and Rusty’s house in Sarasota. Most everything Rebecca did was online, including paying her bills, but there were things, like renewing her license plates and her insurance, that required a permanent address.


  She’d known Eliza and Rusty for years, meeting them through their participation in Ren fairs and the SCA in Florida back when Rebecca was in college. Any time she was in Sarasota—which wasn’t often, unfortunately—she parked at their house and she and Chewi stayed with them for a few days. Normally she saw them a few times a year up in Tampa, or Orlando, or at other events around the state, where they came to see her.


  Sarasota, unfortunately, was an area Rebecca tended to avoid.


  Too many bad memories, and as unrealistic a fear as she knew it was, she didn’t want to run into her ex.


  And with her luck, she likely would.


  


  * * * *


  


  Rebecca had arrived at the RV park late Wednesday night, and Thursday had been spent checking in with the fair officials, finding her vendor space, and getting her tent and display tables set up. So she hadn’t even had a chance to settle in to her temporary home yet.


  After nearly ten years of existing like this, she had it down to a science. Living in an RV suited her, allowing her the freedom to vend at different events without worrying about a home left behind.


  It also meant no way for Sam to be able to track her down.


  She knew she was being paranoid. It’d been four years since the last time she’d received word from someone that Sam had asked about her or mentioned her.


  Not one to take chances, she preferred the anonymity of a roving life to being a sitting duck.


  This RV was her second, and at thirty-two feet it was ten feet larger than her last one. She’d saved up for it, buying it used, but it’d been only two years old and had less than ten thousand miles on it when she got it.


  So far, it was holding up well. One day she’d like to upgrade to a slightly larger one, but that was future thinking. And the Toad, as she’d dubbed her green CRV, was in great shape even though it was ten years old. Most of its road miles were earned while being towed on the car dolly behind the RV.


  Tonight she got Chewi and her stuff unloaded and inside the RV before locking herself in and taking a long, hot shower.


  That was another reason she didn’t want to boondock. After years of doing this, she knew some of these Ren fairs were dusty, dirty events. She wanted the luxury of a long, hot shower without worrying about water supplies or how full her grey-water tank was getting. Being hooked directly into the sewer line, and with an incoming fresh-water supply, meant she could take as long a shower as she wanted. Her tankless water heater kept up with it, no problem.


  Finally, she emerged, wearing a T-shirt and with her long, curly brown hair wrapped in a towel. She sank down onto the couch and stared at where Chewi had taken up residence in his bed on the passenger seat, which she’d turned around backward so he could see the interior.


  “Ready for dinner?”


  He sniffed at her.


  “Of course you are.” She scooped him out a bowl of kibble and set it down for him next to his water bowl.


  He stared at her, not moving from his bed.


  “I told you last night, no more pawside service. Not when you keep trying to bury it in your bed.”


  Slowly, he stood, stretched, then jumped down and walked over to his bowl, staring up at her.


  Bitch.


  Well, that’s what his expression read, anyway.


  “Deal with it,” she told him as she tried to decide what she wanted for dinner. First, though, she flipped on the TV and scrolled through the channels until she found something interesting. She’d invested in a satellite package that meant no matter where she was, she could usually get reception.


  Worth every penny, and then some.


  She settled on nuking a bowl of leftover macaroni casserole, a mix of ham and cheese and broccoli, instead of cooking something else. Then she settled back on the couch to watch TV and eat before her next part of her routine would begin.


  Paperwork.


  Logging in what she’d sold, bookkeeping, and checking for new online orders. She also specialized in custom BDSM collars for people, collars that looked like chainmaille jewelry and could be worn every day without causing suspicion. Three quarters of her online income was that demographic.


  Unfortunately, it was also how she’d met Sam, in a local BDSM community in the Sarasota area.


  When she’d divorced him and taken off for a roving RV life, she’d unfortunately left that part of herself behind. She missed having a Dom, and she wouldn’t deny it.


  But not that Dom. And maybe after being independent for so many years, she knew she might not even be fit for a relationship, much less be a submissive in a D/s one.


  Didn’t mean she didn’t miss being in one.


  


  * * * *


  


  By the time she was ready to collapse for the night a little after ten, she’d caught up with her bookkeeping and made two bracelets to replace ones she’d sold that day. She’d e-mailed Eliza the RV park’s address, too, something she’d meant to do the day before and had forgotten.


  With Chewi curled along her back, she settled in, the RV’s AC unit humming and helping to drown out the various sounds outside.


  Overall, other than the occasional loneliness, she didn’t have many complaints about her life. Her parents lived in California, a state Rebecca didn’t like driving the RV through. Not the southern part of the state, at least. Too much traffic, and gas prices were too damn expensive. They usually flew out and met her somewhere every Christmas, usually somewhere warm, and they’d spend a week with her in whatever locale Rebecca had picked for the holiday.


  She had plenty of friends online, via Facebook and FetLife, as well as friends she regularly saw at events where she vended.


  She could pay her bills, had a decent savings account built up, owned her home—technically—and had a fairly low-stress existence.


  So what if she didn’t have a guy?


  She had Chewi, at least.


  I’m pitiful.


  Chapter Two


  


  How long are we going to keep going on like this?


  Toby Sorto stared out the kitchen window at their large backyard garden. Herbs, vegetables, even some fruit, with a manicured tropical ornamental border around it. It was a beautiful Saturday morning, and Logan was still asleep, meaning Toby had peace until his partner awoke and they started what passed for their routine now.


  He loved this house, loved what they’d done to it, loved that they’d put their heart and soul into it. But it felt like every day, more and more, that everything was slipping through his fingers.


  Ever since Julie had left, it was like part of them had left with her.


  Well, part of them, and a chunk of their bank account. They’d never expected her to betray them sexually or financially. They could have pressed charges, but unfortunately, they had nothing in writing and her name was on the account, too.


  Thank god it was only money in checking and she didn’t have access to our savings account.


  She could have wiped them out if she had. It was only because Logan had received text alerts about the withdrawals that he’d been able to immediately stop her from taking any more money out of the account.


  At least the house hadn’t been in her name, and she hadn’t changed her driver’s license or car registration to their address. That meant when they dumped all her shit in the front yard for her to come get it, there wasn’t a damn thing she could do about it.


  And they had thrown a tarp over everything when it started raining. They could have been dicks about it and let it get soaked.


  Now, six months later, they both still stung and had drawn apart, and he didn’t know how to get “them” back.


  Or if they even could.


  Toby had tried coaxing Logan into seeing a counselor with him, but his typically closemouthed partner had shut down even more, like some hermetically sealed vault with no way in.


  He didn’t know if it was the loss of Julie, or her multifaceted betrayal of them, or the fact that it had been Logan who’d met Julie and then pressed Toby to open their relationship to a poly triad that weighed on Logan’s mind heaviest.


  Hell, he didn’t know what was weighing on Logan’s mind since the man didn’t want to talk.


  He loved Logan, but if this was the kind of relationship they’d have for the rest of their lives, Toby knew he’d have to give serious consideration to thinking about moving on if Logan refused to deal with this. With him.


  With them.


  He was forty-two and Logan was forty-four. Long past the playing games phases of their lives.


  Turning from the view, via the front windows he caught sight of the mailman heading their way. He walked outside and down their long driveway to meet him and say hi. Their expansive front yard was mostly lawn, with azaleas surrounding the four oak trees scattered around. Easy to maintain, unlike the high-maintenance backyard. They had nearly two acres total. They’d purchased it together seven years earlier and enjoyed working on it. They both worked in downtown Sarasota—him in the county’s zoning department and Logan at the Clerk of the Court’s office—and drove in together every day.


  It meant the weekends were theirs to do with as they wished.


  Except lately, those weekends had felt pretty empty, indeed.


  He was waiting across the street at the mailbox when the carrier drove up. “Hey, Toby.” The carrier handed a bundle of mail out the window to him. “Thank god it’s Saturday, right?”


  “You can say that again.”


  “Hey, can I ask you a question?”


  “Of course.”


  “Is your neighbor okay?”


  “Who, the Smiths?”


  “No.” He hooked a finger over his shoulder at the property next door and directly to the west of them. This rural area in northeastern Sarasota County, east of I-75, had been a mix of agricultural and residential properties. As developers bought some of them, they were divided. But there were still larger properties scattered throughout the neighborhood. Theirs was one of them, as was their neighbor’s.


  Only the neighbor owned a much older house, one story, maybe built in the 1950s, and had nearly ten acres.


  “Jackson Hames?” Toby asked.


  “Yeah.”


  “I don’t know. We don’t talk to him a whole lot, but come to think of it, I haven’t seen him coming or going the past few days. Why?”


  “His mailbox is overflowing, and I can’t fit anything else in there. No mail hold, like he went out of town or something. I know he lives alone. At least, he never gets any mail for anyone but him.”


  A bad feeling settled in Toby’s gut. “I’ll take it up to the house.”


  The carrier handed it to him. “Better empty his box, too.”


  “Sure. Thanks.”


  The carrier drove off while Toby walked over to Jackson Hames’ mailbox. Sure enough, it was filled to capacity.


  His dread only increased as he realized some of the junk mailers were nearly two weeks old, based on ones they’d received.


  With his arms full of mail, he crossed their rural road and headed up the man’s dirt drive. It looked like he hadn’t mowed in nearly two weeks, either, which also wasn’t like the man. He had a tractor with a mowing deck that he used. And his truck sat in the same spot it’d been parked in for a while, which also wasn’t like their neighbor. He remembered the man once counseling him and Logan not to park in the same spot every day so they didn’t get bare patches in their grass. To alter their pattern.


  As he approached the house, the breeze shifted, coming to him from the north, from behind the house. On the wind a foul stench flowed over him, and Toby knew.


  Still, he moved forward, hoping he was wrong.


  He knocked on the front door as well as rang the bell. “Mr. Hames? It’s Toby, from next door. I have your mail.”


  Nothing.


  Fighting the tight, sickly feeling that grew thicker with every second, he did it again, and again.


  The front curtains were drawn, so he couldn’t see inside. But he walked around the house and found curtains that were open on two of the back windows. One was a bedroom, he guessed. It looked like there was a bed in there, somewhere.


  Maybe.


  Although there were some flies inside the window, ineffectively beating themselves against it, a pile of them dead on the windowsill.


  He’d never been inside the man’s house, although the few times they’d chatted, he was friendly. Didn’t seem to be an asshole about them being gay. He’d had no clue the man was a hoarder.


  The next window opened on an equally cluttered dining room. This time, there were more flies, and he saw a bare foot, and the lower cuff of a pair of jeans, on the floor and disappearing out of sight behind a couch.


  Dammit.


  Between the flies, and the fact that the foot was a blackish blue color, he knew.


  Turning, he pulled his cell phone out and called 911.


  Twenty minutes later, Logan, who he’d called and woke up, was standing in the front yard with Toby, comforting him as he talked to the deputy who’d initially responded. The man had obviously been dead for a while.


  A deputy from the county’s forensics team, who wore a full hazmat bunny suit, emerged from the house. He held an envelope in a plastic evidence bag pinched in his fingers as he walked over to them.


  “Do you know a Rebecca Hames?” he asked them through his respirator and protective face mask. The smell of decomposition washed off the man.


  “His last name was Hames,” Toby said, “but I don’t know a Rebecca.”


  He showed them the envelope. In black marker in a spidery hand was also written Emergency Stuff in large letters. “It’s got her name on it, and the name and phone number of an attorney in Sarasota. It was stuck to the front of his fridge by a magnet.”


  “Sorry. Don’t know her.”


  “We’ll contact the attorney. Must be his next of kin.”


  After questioning, they were allowed to leave. One of the deputies let Toby put the man’s mail in another brown paper evidence bag large enough to hold it, and said they would deal with it.


  Toby didn’t want to see them wheel the man out. Fortunately, he didn’t have any pets.


  When they closed the front door behind them, Logan turned to him, his hands resting on Toby’s shoulders.


  “I’m sorry,” Logan quietly said, sounding, for once, like the man Toby had fallen in love with.


  “For what?”


  “For being an asshole the last few months. I don’t want to end up like that, alone and dead and the only reason someone figured it out was because the mail stacked up. I’m sorry. We can go to counseling, if you still want to. I love you, and I don’t want to lose you.”


  Toby threw his arms around him. “I think that’s the best thing I’ve heard in the past six months. And I love you, too.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Normally, neither of them were heavy drinkers. But that morning, they both needed something after what they’d seen.


  And smelled.


  And now they knew what they needed to do, which was rebuild that shattered bridge between them. After they grabbed a shower to sort of symbolically restart their day on a more positive note, Toby made them a pitcher of mimosas while Logan prepared an omelet.


  They took everything outside onto their screened lanai and talked.


  And talked.


  And drank, but they mostly talked.


  Hope returned to Toby’s soul as Logan admitted he felt guilty about bringing Julie into their lives, only for her to betray them.


  “You were so good about everything,” he said. “You agreed to trying poly, to letting her into our lives, and then she did…that. I feel like this is all my fault.”


  “Hey, I was willing,” Toby said. “Don’t shoulder this burden alone. I fell for her, too. It wasn’t like you had to force me into it. You know I’m bi, just like you. I thought she was our unicorn, I really did.” He reached over and took his partner’s hand. “She just wasn’t the right unicorn for us.”


  Logan let out a snort. “She was a goat masquerading as a unicorn.”


  “Hey, that’s an insult to goats.”


  Logan finally smiled. A genuine, pain-free smile.


  The first one of those Toby had seen on his face since…then.


  The day.


  The day their lives turned upside down and everything they thought they knew was questioned.


  The loss of trust.


  “I really want us to be okay,” Toby said. “I love you.”


  “I love you, too. And if you can forgive me for being a jackass, and I haven’t totally screwed us up yet, I’d like another chance.”


  


  * * * *


  


  “You haven’t screwed us up,” Toby said. “And you’re not a jackass.”


  Logan felt like a jackass. That morning’s discovery right next door, however, had rattled him to his core.


  Life was too damn short. He didn’t want to waste another day. Especially not when he had a damn good guy by his side to share life with.


  A guy he loved.


  “So, date night tonight?” Logan asked.


  Toby smiled, his handsome blue eyes lighting up. “We haven’t had a date night in months.”


  “I know. I feel badly about that, too. I haven’t felt like going out much.”


  “Sigalo’s tonight?”


  “Sure. It’ll be good to see the gang.” They hadn’t even been out to the club in months. The first few times they had, it painfully reminded them of Julie and what she’d done to them. Add to that people who had no clue what had happened asking where she was…


  It was a painful situation.


  “I’ll text Loren and make sure that’s still happening,” Toby said.


  “And we can go to the club after.”


  Toby’s smile widened to a grin. “Really?”


  “Really. I know we won’t play, but I miss our friends.”


  Toby leaned in and kissed him. “I really missed you most of all.”


  “I missed me, too.” He laced fingers with Toby, stroking his thumb across the other man’s hand. “If I let what she did to us ruin our life, our happiness, who we are, then she’s won. I choose not to be chained to her anymore.”


  Toby lifted their hands to his mouth, kissing the back of Logan’s. “Thank you.”


  He smirked. “Sure, you thank me now. Wait until I feel like playing again.”


  “Maybe tonight after the club?” He waggled his eyebrows at Logan in a playful way, another aspect of their relationship that had been missing.


  The fun.


  “Maybe. If someone’s a good boy.” Between them, Logan was more dominant, even though they didn’t have a formal dynamic. And he was a bit of a playful sadist. Toby was a masochistic switch, which was why when submissive masochist Julie came into their lives, it seemed like a perfect match for them all.


  “And I want to put it out there on the table that if we do meet another woman who we click with, I’m okay with exploring things.” Toby lowered their hands. “This time, we won’t let her have access to our bank account.”


  “Damn straight,” Logan agreed. “Play only, at first. Or sex. She’ll have to prove herself before we take it any farther than that.”


  “Agreed.”


  Julie wasn’t the first woman they’d shared, or the first woman they’d played with.


  But she was the first woman they’d felt a stronger, closer bond with.


  Enough so that they’d moved her in with them when her roommate moved out, leaving her unable to pay her rent when she couldn’t find another roommate in time.


  In retrospect, they knew that should have been a red flag, but they’d been so eager to help, to rescue the damsel in distress, that they’d ignored all the red flags.


  After breakfast, they finished off the mimosas and headed into the backyard to work on their garden.


  Logan was relieved to hear Toby humming, to see the change in him. That he’d relaxed, and not just because of the drinks. But genuinely happy.


  He knew he’d been so wrapped up in his own pain and guilt lately that he’d neglected Toby, sinking deeper and deeper into a spinning cycle with no end.


  That stops now. Today. It’s me and my guy. Julie can go fall off the face of the earth, for all I care.


  Chapter Three


  


  Rebecca was having a very brisk day of sales. Even by Saturday standards, it was busy. She’d sold two of her more expensive pieces, as well as took deposits on three custom pieces.


  It would easily take her a week or longer to get caught up at the current rate, which was a problem she definitely didn’t mind having.


  Feast or famine.


  She’d take the feast any day.


  When she heard her cell phone ringing in her messenger bag, she ignored it the first time. She had several people browsing and didn’t want to take her focus off them for fear of appearing rude…or giving anyone a chance to walk off with something.


  When it rang a second time fifteen minutes later, she still didn’t look at it.


  The third time it rang ten minutes later, she had enough time to reach into her bag and grab it, glancing at the screen to see the three missed calls were from Eliza before she slipped the phone into a pocket on the front of her wench’s skirt so she could greet a customer who’d just walked up.


  Then an alert for a text message, Eliza’s custom tone.


  Finally, a half hour later, the joust was in session and Rebecca remembered the phone calls. Eliza had left voice messages, but the text said CALL ME in all caps.


  A dark cloud shifted over her. Couldn’t be about Sam, could it?


  She called Eliza rather than wasting time listening to the messages.


  “Hey, what’s going on?”


  “Did you listen to my messages?”


  “No, I’m swamped with this fair. What’s wrong?”


  It sounded like Eliza had to take a deep breath. “Honey, there’s no easy way to say this, but your Uncle Jackson has died.”


  Rebecca sank into her chair. “How? What happened?”


  “Well, apparently he died maybe a couple of weeks ago, they don’t know for sure yet. His neighbors found him. The mailman had told them his mailbox was full, so they went over to check on him and then called the cops. His attorney just left here a little while ago. Your uncle had an envelope on his refrigerator with the guy’s name on it and yours. You’re the executor of his estate.”


  “Me?” She was still trying to digest the news her uncle had passed. She hadn’t seen him in six years, but they usually talked a couple of times a month. He always called her, because he didn’t have an answering machine or voice mail. The man was very old-fashioned and technophobic.


  Now she felt guilty she hadn’t tried to call him.


  Jackson had been the eldest of three brothers, and the black sheep of the family. Never married, he’d pretty much cut himself off from everyone else, except, for some reason, Rebecca. She remembered as a kid going over to his place and getting to drive his tractor, thinking it was fun to mow the property.


  He’d also been the one who, when he found out Rebecca was divorcing Sam, volunteered to front the money to her for the divorce proceedings. She’d paid him back in less than a year, but they’d remained reasonably close, when compared to his relationship with the rest of his family.


  He’d retired from the military and purchased his property, living on his pension and buying and selling antique farm equipment at various shows.


  Great.


  “You still there?” Eliza asked.


  “Yeah.”


  “I’ll text you the attorney’s information. He asked me to have you call him.”


  “Why didn’t he call me directly?”


  “Your uncle didn’t list your phone number. He listed my address, which is why the attorney came by. And that’s why I’ve been trying to call you, while he was here. And you gave me specific orders to never give our your number. Duh.”


  “I…” Shit. “I’ve got a show. I’m here the next two weekends.”


  “Drive back. Leave the RV parked there and come stay with us. Booger misses Chewi anyway, I think.”


  Their bulldog had been enamored with Chewi from the first time they met. Love at first lick.


  “Okay.” She eyed a group of people approaching her tent. “Listen, I need to go. I’ve got customers coming. Please call the guy back for me and tell him I’ll call him tonight and talk to him. And yes, you can give him my number. The earliest I can get down there is Monday night.”


  “Will do.”


  She ended the call and slipped her phone back into her pocket. She didn’t want to think about this right now. She didn’t want to break down crying here.


  Stuffing her emotions into her pocket as well, she forced a cheery smile as a group of several women gathered around her display.


  “Afternoon, m’ladies. Lovely day, ’tis not?”


  


  * * * *


  


  It was when Rebecca was packing at the end of the day that she remembered what she’d struggled so hard not to think about all day.


  Her uncle.


  Dammit.


  Eliza had texted her the attorney’s info. After packing and returning to the RV, she grabbed a quick shower. With Chewi curled up on the sofa next to her, she called the man.


  “Hi, Mr. Payne? This is Rebecca Hames. My friend Eliza said you’re my uncle’s attorney.”


  “Yes, she explained you were out of town. I’m sorry to have to be the bearer of bad news…”


  By the time she got off the phone with Ed Payne nearly an hour later, she had a page of notes typed on her iPad and felt both stunned and emotionally drained. Yes, her uncle had left everything to her. The property, his bank accounts, she was listed on his insurance as the beneficiary, his military benefits—everything.


  The attorney said that while the house was hoarded, it wasn’t a worst-case scenario. He had friends who ran a disaster recovery business, and one of them had gone in wearing protective gear to assess the house. He’d located where her uncle had kept bank statements and other records in a desk in the living room. The last bank statement listed accumulated balances of over one hundred and ninety thousand dollars, and there would be a life insurance policy to file a claim on as well for over two hundred thousand dollars, in addition to a few other things, like a retirement portfolio account.


  And then there was the property.


  The estimate for clean-up would be around ten thousand dollars, give or take, or she could agree to a film crew documenting the process and the production company would cover much of the expenses. But that the clean-up couldn’t go forward without her there to look at stuff to see what she wanted kept or salvaged from the property.


  Not only did she now have a chunk of property tying her down, she was financially secure—really secure—for the first time in her adult life.


  The retirement account and other things would have to go through probate, but since her uncle had put her name on the bank accounts and on the property, which he owned free and clear, she could access those at any time.


  She stared at Chewi. “Guess you can keep eating the good kibble, buddy.”


  He sniffed at her without raising his head.


  


  * * * *


  


  After Rebecca made herself a cup of chamomile tea to calm her nerves, she made the call she really dreaded—to her father. She had completely brainfarted on calling him earlier, between trying to run her booth at the show and deal with the emotional blow.


  “Hey, sweetheart. What’s up?”


  “I have some bad news for you, Dad.” She gave him the short version, the little that she knew.


  He went silent for so long she had to look to see if the call had dropped.


  “You still there?” she asked.


  “Yeah,” he said, sounding somber. “Sorry. I guess I always thought we’d reconcile.” Her father was the youngest brother. The last time Jackson had seen his two brothers was at their mother’s funeral twenty years earlier. Their father had died the year before her.


  Rebecca had been old enough to drive and still visit her uncle, but back then his house, while looking like a bachelor lived there, hadn’t been hoarded. Yes, he’d had lots of stuff stacked in the spare bedrooms, but nothing like the attorney had described to her on the phone.


  “I’m sorry, Dad.”


  “Why did the attorney contact you, again?”


  She took a deep breath. “I guess I’m his heir. He left everything to me.”


  He laughed. “Good for you, sweetheart. He always did like you better than Tom’s kids. Said you were down-to-earth and fun to have as a niece.”


  “You’re…not mad, are you?”


  “Mad? Why would I be mad?” He sounded genuinely confused.


  “It’s a lot of…it’s a lot.”


  “Sweetheart, after what you’ve been through, consider this your winning lotto ticket. Enjoy it. Go back to school and get another degree. Buy a new RV. Get Chewi some new duds. How is my granddog, anyway?”


  She reached out and stroked his head. “He’s already demanding quarters upgrades.”


  “Maybe now you can afford to buy him those ‘minuns’ he’s been wanting so he can finally take over the world.”


  Now she laughed. Her parents had bought into the storytelling about Chewi and his plans for world ‘dominayshun’ and played along. It didn’t hurt that Chewi was almost like a ventriloquist dog with his facial expressions and reactions to them.


  “Maybe.”


  “Look, I’ll call Tom for you. When are you heading down there?”


  “Monday. Eliza said I can stay with them. I’m going to drive the Toad and leave the RV parked here. I have to be back by early next Friday morning for the weekend. Two more weekends here, then I have two weeks off until the next event. I’ll drive the RV down then, if there’s still stuff to do.”


  “If you need any help, call me.”


  “Do I…I mean, do I have a service or a funeral or something?”


  “What did his will say?”


  “I didn’t think to ask that. The lawyer said he specified he wanted to be cremated, but other than that, I don’t know.”


  “Okay, then ask the lawyer first. I don’t mean to sound cold about this, but Tom and I weren’t close to him. He made it pretty clear the last time we saw him that he didn’t want anything to do with us personally.”


  “Why? I’ve never asked that, but I want to know.”


  He let out a sigh. “Tom and I were pissed off at him for not being there more for Dad and Mom while Dad was sick. The cancer first hit him ten years before it finally killed him. All the stuff we did to help them, we both felt Jack could have taken more of an active role in their care than he did. He was still in the military, but he was stationed at MacDill then. He could have come down and helped some. And when he retired, he hardly helped at all. According to him, Dad was pissed off at him for joining the military and said he didn’t want Jack around.”


  “I thought Grandpa was in the army back in World War II?”


  “He was. Which was why he was so adamant about none of us joining. He wouldn’t talk about it with us. He wanted us to go to college and get degrees, and Jackson enrolled after graduating from high school without talking to Mom and Dad first.


  “No offense, but it sounds like a stupid thing to split a family over.”


  “It was, in retrospect. Tom and I were younger, and yes, we were trying to stay on Dad’s good side because we were teenagers. And then Jackson was gone for years, hardly any contact until he was back in Florida again near retirement. Tom and I tried to talk to him, to get him to put it behind him and be an active part of the family, but he had pulled away, too.”


  “That’s really sad.”


  “It is.” He let out a sigh. “That’s why I’m glad you kept us posted about what was going on with Sam when you divorced him. You didn’t pull away from us.”


  She didn’t want to think about Sam. “He’s in the past.”


  “You can’t fool me. I know that’s why you decided to go on the road. You have a degree in accounting. You could have settled down into a great job in Sarasota, or even up in Tampa or St. Pete. You ran far and fast once you were free of that bastard.”


  “Yeah,” she quietly said. “I can’t deny that.”


  “Well, look at it this way,” her dad said. “You get another chance to start over and do whatever you want. Either fix the house up and live there, or sell it and use the money, anything. It’s all up to you.”


  After a brief chat with her mom, Rebecca ended the call and stared down at Chewi.


  “I guess if we had a house, you would have a place to let your minuns sleep.”


  He lifted his head and stared at her.


  I need you to buy me minuns first.


  She stroked his head. “Maybe I should use that money to buy me some psychotherapy.”


  It couldn’t hurt.


  Chapter Four


  


  Early Monday morning, Rebecca packed up her jewelry supplies, a bag of clothes, Chewi’s stuff, and notified the RV park office she likely wouldn’t be back until late Thursday or early Friday. She left her cell number and Eliza’s number with them, and slipped the manager an extra forty bucks to keep an eye on the RV for her. After setting up the Android cellular tablet she only used for ringing credit card sales and as a GPS unit for driving, she set off for Florida.


  It was late Monday afternoon when she pulled into Eliza and Rusty’s driveway. Eliza emerged from the house, hurrying over to her for a long, strong hug.


  They were interrupted by an irritated grumble from the passenger seat.


  Chewi, slowly wagging his tail, was still held back by his safety harness that kept him tethered to the seat.


  “Hey, Chewi,” Eliza said, walking around to free him. “Did you take over the world yet?”


  He greeted her with eager face licks and a faster beat of his tail.


  “He only loves you for the good nommies,” Rebecca teased. “Remember that.”


  “Yeah, these damn doggy dictators are fickle beasts.” She set him down, holding onto his leash while he sniffed around. “Can I help you unload?”


  “No, I’ll get it in a little while. Right now, I just want to relax.”


  They went inside, where Booger, a fifty-pound Old English bulldog whose real name was Boo, eagerly greeted her long-lost four-legged friend.


  Chewi responded by trying to hump the much taller dog.


  Eliza sadly shook her head. “He still doesn’t remember he’s neutered and she’s spayed, does he?”


  “Sure he does,” Rebecca called out as she headed for the bathroom. “It’s totally safe sex he’s after. He’s no dummy.”


  


  * * * *


  


  They were sitting at the dining room table and talking while waiting on the attorney to arrive when Rebecca finally asked the question. “Any news on you-know-who?”


  “Wow. I’m impressed. You went nearly a whole hour without stressing out over Sam.”


  “Sorry. I’m paranoid.”


  “Don’t be.” She started to say something else when they heard a car in the drive. “That must be Ed Payne. Hold that thought.”


  She got up and let the attorney in. An older man, he wore a suit and tie and carried a laptop bag. Rebecca thought it was a little odd when Eliza greeted him with a warm hug. Rebecca stood when Eliza led him over to the table and made the introductions.


  “Rusty and I know Ed,” Eliza explained. “He’s a friend of ours.”


  “Ah.”


  As they settled in at the table and he pulled his laptop out, he said, “Again, I’m sorry for your loss.”


  “Thanks.”


  “As we discussed on the phone, I signed the paperwork allowing the Medical Examiner’s office to release your uncle’s body to the mortuary. I didn’t know what kind of urn you wanted, but we can go pick that out tomorrow.”


  She nodded, trying to take everything in.


  He pushed a set of keys across the table to her. “We checked these. They unlock the front and back doors to the house, his truck, and locks on the barn and storage sheds behind the house.”


  “How bad is it?” she asked. “The house.”


  “Honestly, I’ve seen worse. Unfortunately, the biological issue is that…well, at least the air conditioner was running in the house. Of course, the carpeting and furniture in the room he was found in should definitely be removed. The rest of the house is cluttered, but there was a sort of order about it, if that makes sense? It’s not like he was collecting garbage. My friend said your uncle was a middle-of-the-road hoarder. He was functional, and even his personal bedroom was fairly clear of items, but he was using the house for storage.”


  “Should I just have an estate sale and be done with it?”


  “Not until some cleaning and decontamination are done, no.”


  Eliza squeezed her hand. “I think what he’s trying to say in a roundabout way is that when you have a body locked up for a couple of weeks in a house, you get bugs.”


  He cleared his throat. “That’s one way of putting it, yes.”


  “So then what do I do?”


  He explained that nothing could happen until she signed a contract with the cleaning service anyway. But they had recommended renting a couple of portable storage units and putting them on the property so that the cleaning team could get the house cleared out. Then she could go through those items and decide what to keep and what to sell.


  “I don’t even have a house of my own,” she said.


  “You do now,” Eliza quipped.


  He had her sign paperwork, and gave her checkbooks and other paperwork she’d need that they’d retrieved from her uncle’s desk. Ed also confirmed he’d go with her in the morning, first to the bank, to get her access to the accounts, then to file the probate papers, followed by the mortuary, and a final stop at the house to meet with one of the members of the clean-up company.


  Rebecca had to cram a lot into a few days. She wanted to spend Thursday night in her own bed, if possible, and would be driving back down to Florida either late Sunday or early Monday morning, depending on how she felt, to get more done.


  But it overwhelmed her.


  By the time Ed left an hour later, Rebecca felt drained.


  Eliza noticed. “Let’s go out to eat. Our treat. Pizza.”


  “I really want to go out to Uncle Jack’s place and get a look at it.”


  “We’ll do that after the Barbarian gets home.” That was Eliza’s nickname for her husband, Rusty. “Then dinner.”


  When Rusty arrived, the three of them drove, with Rebecca navigating from the backseat, out to her uncle’s house.


  They pulled up to the house. In the tall grass, Rebecca spotted plenty of places where it had been recently trampled, car tracks, and she could only imagine the sight of the ME’s van and deputies and other official vehicles parked there Saturday.


  “You all right?” Eliza asked.


  “Yeah. I want to see it now so it doesn’t slam me in the gut tomorrow.” She got out and went to the truck first. Nothing special about it, other than it needed to be washed. The Ford was about fifteen years old.


  Also with her name in addition to her uncle’s on the registration and title. He seemed to be a man who thought ahead to save her aggravation.


  She unlocked it and got in, relieved to see it didn’t look any worse on the inside than any average car. No piles of junk in the cab or in the bed under the topper. Just a small toolbox behind the seat.


  It started on the first try, much to her relief.


  “Know anyone who wants to buy a truck?” she asked.


  “Don’t be so fast to sell it,” Rusty told her. “You might need it. Looks like it has a welded frame trailer hitch on it that’s gotten a lot of use.”


  True. It seemed like she remembered her uncle had a trailer for his tractor and for taking stuff to swap meets. If she sold the truck, she’d have no way of getting the trailer and tractor to their new owners.


  Then again, she might need the tractor for the property.


  She was just getting out of the truck when two guys walked up the driveway. She’d spotted them emerging from the house next door a moment earlier and wondered if they were the ones who’d discovered her uncle’s body.


  Eliza cocked her head quizzically as she studied the two men, but she didn’t say anything when they walked up.


  Before Rebecca could question her friend, one of the men, a cutie with blue eyes and wavy, dark-blond hair, spoke up. “Hi. I’m Toby Sorto. This is my partner, Logan Benford. We live next door.” He stuck a hand out.


  She shook with him. “Rebecca Hames. Jackson was my uncle.”


  “Okay,” Logan said. “Ed stopped by and gave us a heads-up yesterday that you might be coming by soon. Your uncle’s attorney. We’re casual acquaintances with him. We have several mutual friends. We told him we’d keep an eye on the property and call him if we saw anything suspicious.” Logan had short, dark-brown hair and an intense hazel gaze. They were both hunks.


  “Thank you,” she said. “I appreciate that.”


  Eliza had cocked her head the other way, as if puzzling something, then looked like she made the connection. “Ah. That’s where I know you both from. The Suncoast Society munch.”


  Rebecca swiveled her head and glared at her friend.


  But apparently Toby was tracking. “Yes, I was trying to think where I knew you from, too. That’s it.”


  Eliza smiled at Rebecca. “They’re in the lifestyle. We’ve seen them around. Not in a while, though. Glad to see you again.”


  “I’m guessing,” Logan said, “that Rebecca is aware of what that means.”


  “Yes.” Eliza hooked an arm through hers. “Bestie’s been on the road a few years, though. She’s sort of lost touch with the locals. This is my friend who makes the chainmaille collars and jewelry.”


  “Ah!” Toby said. “Okay, yes. You’re the one from Chewi Chains.”


  “That’s me.” Chewi the dog had been named after her business, which she’d named because of her love for the Star Wars character. Eliza was her local pimp, keeping the BDSM club Venture stocked with items and business cards.


  “You’ve got gorgeous stuff,” Logan said. “It’s beautiful.”


  She blushed a little, although not sure why. “Thank you.”


  “Hey,” Eliza said. “You guys eat yet? We’re going to grab pizza when we finish here. Want to join us?”


  The men shared a glance, nodding at each other. “Sure,” Toby said. “We’d love to.”


  


  * * * *


  


  “Why,” Rebecca muttered to Eliza as they started around the back of the house and headed toward the barn, “do I get the idea you’re trying to set me up with those guys?”


  Eliza grinned. “Because I am.”


  “They’re gay.”


  “Correction, love. They’re bi. I know that for a fact. And they’re sweet guys, from what I’ve heard from Tilly. Hell, play around a little.” Eliza grabbed her arm and made her turn to look at her. “Fess up. How long’s it been since you got laid?”


  Rebecca’s face turned red. “Too damn long,” she muttered. There were a couple of guys she knew from the Ren fair circuits that she’d dabbled with here and there, but nothing long-term, and no one she wanted to sacrifice her freedom for.


  “There you go,” Eliza said. “A couple of guys to play with, they’re not currently involved with anyone, and everybody’s happy.”


  “I’m already happy.”


  “Yeah. That’s why your dog has more of a social life than you do. At least he’s getting laid more often.”


  Rusty stepped around them, taking the keys from Rebecca. “You two argue. I’m going to go look in the barn.”


  “At least keep an open mind,” Eliza said. “You know I’m right. Quit arguing with me.” She turned to follow Rusty.


  With an aggravated sigh, Rebecca tagged along behind them.


  I should have known she’d try to pair me up with someone.


  


  * * * *


  


  Rebecca didn’t step any farther inside the house than the front porch. The stench, along with some flies, wafted out through the front door.


  Rusty reached in and yanked the front door shut.


  “Thanks,” she said, feeling ill.


  “That,” Rusty firmly told her, locking the deadbolt with the key, “can wait until the pro gets here tomorrow. You are not going in there without gear on.”


  “I’m not even sure I’m hungry now.”


  They stopped by Toby and Logan’s to let them know they were ready to head to the restaurant. The men followed them, and twenty minutes later, they were seated at a round corner table.


  “How are you holding up?” Toby asked her.


  It didn’t help that he and Logan were both drop-dead gorgeous, in her book.


  “I’ve had better days. I feel bad that I didn’t get to talk to him one last time. Or that he…” She shuddered. “That’s a horrible way to go.”


  “Any word on the cause of death yet?” Logan asked.


  “No. They suspect either a stroke or a heart attack. The autopsy results will tell us that. I just hope it was quick and he didn’t lay there for a couple of days first.” Another shudder escaped her.


  Then again, she was pretty much alone, too, wasn’t she? They might find her one day, on the floor of the RV, with Chewi having chewed on her to survive.


  “I’m sorry we weren’t closer to him,” Toby said. “I feel bad he was over there for so long. We didn’t know him all that well.”


  “Don’t blame yourselves. I guess he didn’t have much of a social life. He kept to himself.”


  “Any ideas on what you’re going to do with the place?” Logan asked.


  “Not yet. I’ll have to get the tractor running and mow, for starters.”


  “If you show us how to use it, we’ll do it for you,” Logan said.


  “Thanks. I appreciate that. It’s not that hard. I’ll pay you.”


  “No,” Toby said. “It’s the least we can do.”


  “Maybe I should just buy a goat and put a front gate up and let it wander around.” She was only half-joking.


  “Anything we can do,” Toby offered, “just let us know. We’ll be happy to help.”


  Logan nodded.


  “You might be sorry you made that offer,” she said.


  Again, only half-joking. She was starting to feel overwhelmed by the scope of the job ahead of her.


  The good thing was she could easily park the RV on the property and hook into electric there, if it was still working. When she’d first started her RV journey, her uncle had installed a hook-up for her by the barn. Not that she got there very often to visit him after that, another thing she felt guilty about.


  And she couldn’t exactly use the bathroom in the house now, either. Not until it was cleaned out.


  By the time they parted ways at the end of the meal, Rebecca felt like maybe the two men could become friends.


  It would be nice to have more good friends than just Eliza and Rusty.


  That they were two hot, hunky, bi men who she might be able to eventually have a play relationship with, only sweetened the pot. No, they hadn’t discussed BDSM over dinner, but Eliza’s words still hung, ringing, in her brain.


  She wasn’t getting any younger.


  Maybe it was time to take a risk or two here or there.


  Chapter Five


  


  Rebecca spent a restless night tossing and turning. Yes, it was a comfortable guest bed, but it wasn’t her bed.


  She was used to the feel and sounds of her RV, as small as it was. Like her little, snuggly den that she could curl up in and hide from the world.


  Literally.


  Ed Payne stopped by to pick her up at eight thirty the next morning. By the time they drove to her uncle’s house at one, she felt exhausted. More mentally than physically, but drained.


  There was a man sitting in a truck parked in front of the house when they pulled in.


  “Ah, that’s Josh Collins.” The side of his truck bore logos for their company, and he shut off the engine and got out to meet them when they pulled in and parked.


  “Hey, Ed.”


  “Thanks for coming back out. Josh is the one who helped me get the paperwork we retrieved from the house,” the attorney explained.


  “Ah. Thank you. We came over yesterday evening and I didn’t get any farther than opening the front door, so you’re a better man than I am.”


  “Yeah, I wouldn’t go in there without a respirator, at the very least. Not until we make some progress.” He held an iPad. “Let’s go sit in the shade on the front porch and we can talk.”


  He went over everything with her, including asking if she wanted their help with the outbuildings.


  All she wanted to do was get the junk cleared out so she could figure out what to do with the house and property.


  “Paperwork, family pictures, any antique furniture that’s salvageable and looks like it holds value, those things I’d like kept aside. Anything else can go in those storage units you talked about. I want to keep the tractor and a couple other things with the house, but if the house itself is cleaned out, then I can have an estate sale company come in and do that part.”


  “Any idea what you’re going to do with the house yet? I ask because if you want it stripped down to bare walls and all the carpet ripped out, we can do that while we’re here. We’ll open up all the windows and pull out all the screens to try to air it out and let any remaining flies escape, and we can have a cleaning crew come in and disinfect it as well as clean out the AC system and ductwork. That’ll make a contractor’s job easier later, rather than waiting and letting it sit as-is.”


  She thought about her shock at the bank manager confirming her newfound wealth. “How much?”


  “Another thousand, but that means, literally, a contractor can come in and start doing whatever you have them do, without them needing to hire a cleaning crew first.”


  “Sure.” Hell, it was only money.


  She stifled a nervous giggle. This felt so wrong.


  “Did you want to talk about having a crew come in and film the operation?”


  She thought about it. “Honestly? My schedule is so crazy, I’d rather not. I’m going to be coming back and forth for the next couple of weeks. I’d rather just get it done. My friend Eliza, her and her husband, Rusty, have volunteered to be here in my place the next couple of weeks. I trust her judgment on what to keep and what to toss or put aside for the estate sale.”


  “Wait,” Josh said. “Rusty and Eliza McElroy?”


  “Yes,” Ed confirmed. “Those friends.”


  Now it clicked in Rebecca’s head exactly how Eliza and Rusty knew the attorney. She looked from Ed to Josh and back again before she finally said it.


  “Is everyone in Sarasota kinky now and no one thought to tell me?”


  


  * * * *


  


  They were just finishing up late in the afternoon when Toby and Logan returned home from work. Rebecca had signed all the contracts on Josh’s iPad and he’d e-mailed her copies to her. They’d have an initial crew come out tomorrow, Dumpsters would be delivered, as would a couple of storage units.


  It was a lot to absorb.


  Toby and Logan walked over to say hello, and yes, Josh knew them, too. The men shook hands in greeting.


  “This is like old home week or something,” Ed joked.


  “Well, at least we don’t have to worry about how we act around you,” Josh said. “My two brothers and I, we’re poly with our wife, Essie. We bought her one of your bracelets. You do gorgeous work.”


  “Thank you.” She again fought the urge to blush. It was one thing to be showing her wares at an event and another for people to heap praise upon her when she wasn’t trying to make a sale.


  “You know,” Logan said, “you should sell project patterns on your website. Or maybe even the patterns and kits to make them.”


  “I really don’t have time to make patterns,” she said. “I’m too busy keeping up my inventory.”


  Then again, her financial luck had just changed. Maybe it was something she could do now.


  Her phone buzzed in her pocket, Eliza calling.


  “Where are you?” Eliza asked by way of greeting.


  “We’re still at the house. We—”


  “Good, stay put. We’ll be there to pick you up. The Barbarian got off work early. We’ll come to you.”


  “But Ed’s my ride and—”


  “Don’t worry about it. And I’ve already walked and fed the Chewster. He’s all happy and curled up with Booger. See you shortly.”


  Eliza hung up on her before Rebecca could respond.


  “What?” Ed asked.


  “Well, I guess I’m waiting here for Eliza and Rusty,” she said. “I’ve been given marching orders that they’re coming to get me.”


  “I should have mentioned,” Toby said, “that you three are coming over to our house for dinner.” His playful smile looked sexy, inviting.


  “What?”


  “Eliza texted me at lunchtime about getting together again tonight for dinner, and we invited you all over.”


  “Ah.” She didn’t know whether to hug or pound her meddling friend. “Okay, then.” She turned to Ed. “Thank you for everything you’ve done so far.” No, he wasn’t working for free, nor did she expect him to, but the two-hundred-dollar fee he quoted her for handling everything so far, in addition to court costs, she suspected was a kinky friends and family discount his average client didn’t get.


  “You’re welcome. I’ll keep you posted on the probate issues, and if you need anything, you’ve got my personal cell and my office number.”


  She gathered her things from his car before he and Josh Collins both left.


  She followed the men down the driveway and around the fence and up their driveway. “I’m sorry Eliza’s getting pushy,” she said. “Fair warning, I think she’s trying to play matchmaker.”


  Both men stopped and turned. “Really?” they asked.


  She couldn’t tell if their tone was a good one or a bad one. “Really. Again, apologies. I can’t control her. She’s got it into her head that I need a play-partner just because I’m single.”


  The men studied each other for a moment before they continued their trek up the yard.


  


  * * * *


  


  Yes, Toby was attracted to Rebecca. Who wouldn’t be, with that gorgeous long, curly brown hair and those beautiful green eyes?


  And yes, Toby wouldn’t deny he’d fantasized about her the night before when he and Logan were making love.


  He honestly hadn’t given much thought to her being single, though. Although it made sense now, in retrospect, looking back on their dinner conversation the evening before.


  Hmm.


  He and Logan had been together eight years. In that time, yes, they’d played with women, and slept with some of them. They both loved women. They’d actually met over a woman, ironically. She’d been dating both of them, and they found out about it, and when each figured out the other was bi, they ended up dating each other instead of her.


  Then Hurricane Julie took the wind out of their sails.


  Hmm.


  He’d seen the look on Logan’s face. He knew that look.


  Intrigued.


  Hmm.


  


  * * * *


  


  The men’s house was nice. Homey, not stuffy or perfect, but the right mix of lived in and comfortable along with casual style to put her at ease as they showed her around.


  “We spent a lot of time on remodeling,” Logan said. “Did a lot of the work ourselves.”


  “It’s very nice. I might be asking you two for advice when I get to that stage.”


  “Thinking about keeping the house?”


  “I don’t know yet. Part of me wants to, and part of me says no, sell it and bank the cash. I don’t know what I’d do with a house if I keep it.”


  “Maybe live in it?” Toby playfully suggested.


  “I spend my life on the road,” she said. “I mean, yeah, I could drive back here between events. If I have over a week of downtime, depending on where I’m at and where I’m going, I’ll either stay over, or move on to the next town and stay there ahead of the event. It’s a regular route, now. I know the good parks, the ones to stay away from, and I don’t like to boondock at the events if I don’t have to.”


  “Must be cramped living in an RV,” Logan said.


  “Not really. Me and Chewi get along just fine.”


  “Chewi?” Logan asked.


  “My dog. I named him after the website. He’s got delusions of grandeur.” She blushed. “Sorry. I forget everyone else thinks I’m crazy that my dog has stories.”


  “No, I think it’s adorable,” Logan said. “We did that growing up with our pets, too. We had a cat who thought aliens were going to come take him away to his real people.”


  Behind him, Toby was smiling, circling his index finger around his temple. Crazy.


  “Don’t give Chewi that idea,” she said. “He might run with it.”


  Toby brought her a glass of iced tea. “So how did you end up living in an RV? Was it planned, or did you just quit going home?”


  She’d managed to go all day without thinking about Sam Edsel. “I didn’t really have a home to go to,” she said. “I divorced my ex, who was also my Dom, unfortunately, and boogied.”


  Toby frowned. “Is he local?”


  “I don’t know. As of a couple of years ago, yes. He’s…” She thought about it. She didn’t know if they knew Sam or not. Best not to run her mouth about him. “Not inclined to find out where he’s at now, actually. I think it’s best for everyone if we don’t ever see each other again.”


  “Sounds like it wasn’t a good divorce,” Logan noted.


  “The divorce was better than the marriage.” She winced. “Sorry. I shouldn’t talk about that.”


  “Was he abusive?” Toby asked.


  “Let’s just say the man who coaxed me into marriage isn’t the man I ended up marrying.”


  “Yowch,” Toby said. “That bad, huh?”


  “Yep.”


  “What’s his name?” Logan asked.


  “If you know him and are friends with him, that’s going to make the rest of this evening really awkward for everyone involved,” she said. “You realize that, right?”


  “Seriously,” Toby said. “We’d like to know.”


  Thinking this was probably a bad idea, she said it. “Sam Edsel.”


  Logan frowned and turned to Toby. “Isn’t that the name of that douchenozzle who Tilly said—”


  “Yes,” Toby said, looking angry. “And the one who Loren told us—”


  “Right,” Logan said, also now looking angry.


  “What?”


  “Your ex has a quiet but negative rep,” Toby said. “I know of at least two instances where the women didn’t want a big deal made over it, but he violated consent after he collared them, and they left him. Then he’d harass them until they disappeared from the local community.”


  Her blood chilled. “Disappeared?”


  “Well, left,” Toby clarified. “Not as in I think he killed them or anything. As in they dropped out of the lifestyle and quit coming around to local events so they wouldn’t cross paths with him.”


  “Oh.”


  “We don’t run into him very often,” Logan said. “Well, especially not lately. We had our own run-in with a predator. Ours was a woman, though.”


  They told her the short version of their story about Julie, who stole their hearts, their trust, and their money.


  When they finished, she felt as angry as both men had looked moments earlier. “Well, then, since we’re sharing, here’s my version of events. He sweet-talked me, consent this, boundaries that…until the night of our honeymoon when he tied me down, gagged me, and used a cane on my ass. This was after we’d gotten married at the courthouse because he said we couldn’t afford a wedding. I didn’t even get a decent damn wedding out of it. Then he told me that since I signed a slave contract, I was his property to do with as he pleased.”


  The men looked horrified. “You didn’t leave then?” Logan asked.


  “He immediately followed it with a forced orgasm scene, so it kind of cancelled it out. Later, I chewed him out over it and he looked all sorry and innocent, said he was just playing, that he thought I wanted something like that. The truth is, he was pushing the boundary to see how I’d react. I didn’t realize it until later. He was back to his sweet self for a couple of months. Then I realized he was slowly taking all control away from me. Stuff I never agreed to in the beginning, mind you. Not consensually taking control. A little thing here, a comment there, until a year in, I realized that he pretty much ruled my whole life without me realizing it. When I tried to sit him down then and talk about it, he once again trotted out the slave contract, but this time Mr. Nice Guy didn’t come back.


  “It took me the better part of a year to work out my escape plan and figure out how to access the bank funds. During that time I had to endure ‘play’ that was really abuse. He got off on me begging him to stop, and he took plenty of pictures of me while I was restrained. He only bruised me on my ass, and said that the slave contract was my consent. He said if I tried to report him to the police, he’d wave that and they’d say I was a freak and not do a damn thing.”


  She almost felt ill retelling it, but in a way it felt good to finally get it all out to someone besides Eliza and Rusty. “And he took pictures of me, naked and bound, during forced orgasm play, that kind of bullshit. Threatened to send them to my parents if I left. He took away my ATM cards and checkbook and gave me cash for stuff. He paid all the bills. One day, he left his computer up when he went to work, and he hadn’t logged out of the banking website. So I made a wire transfer to Eliza and Rusty and got the hell out before he got home. He’s lucky I left him half of what was in the account, because I made twice as much as he did. I was supporting us.”


  “Bet that pissed him off,” Toby said.


  “It did. But since I was a co-owner on the account, he couldn’t do shit about it. And believe me, he tried.”


  “You’re lucky you got out of there,” Logan said.


  “I know. I feel badly for anyone else he’s suckered in.”


  “How long did the divorce take?” Toby asked.


  “Too damn long. But worse, he harassed me. Stalked me. I had to change my cell number, finally ended up leaving Sarasota because he just wouldn’t give up. Even after the divorce was final. I didn’t want him going after my friends, too, so I left town.”


  “Wow,” Logan quietly said.


  “What pisses me off even more,” she added, “is that for all these years I gave up my friends, stuff I liked to do, my hometown, because of him.”


  “You haven’t played with anyone since then?”


  “No. And that sucks, too, because, believe me, I enjoyed it.”


  “We’d play with you,” Toby gently suggested. “I mean, if you ever wanted to.”


  Logan nodded.


  “Watch out, I might take you both up on that with the stress I’m under.”


  “Sorry,” Toby said. “Guess that’s kind of a douchey thing for us to say right now.”


  “No, no apologies, please. It’s nice having real men pay me a compliment like that, instead of made-up stuff Chewi says.” She closed her eyes and shook her head. “Gawd, that makes me sound really fucking pitiful, doesn’t it?”


  “No,” Toby said. “It makes you sound human.”


  Chapter Six


  


  When Eliza and Rusty arrived for dinner, Rusty pulled Rebecca aside. “Apologies,” he muttered in her ear. “She’s on a mission and is convinced you three need each other.”


  “Message received, loud and clear.” She loved Eliza to death, but also knew her friend’s attempts to shove the three of them together weren’t necessarily what any of them needed.


  “I’ll warn the guys,” Rusty said.


  “Can’t you rein her in?”


  He snorted. “You’ve known us how long?”


  “Sorry. Forgot who I was talking about.”


  “Uh, yah, I guess ya did.”


  Dinner was roasted chicken and vegetables and, aside from Eliza’s pushy matchmaking, it was a wonderful evening.


  “If you ever need to park your RV down here,” Logan said, “you’re welcomed to use our shower and bathroom. Or even park here in our yard. We have room.”


  “Thanks. I might have to take you up on that until we get the house cleared out. I can park over there but not sure what shape the RV hookup is in. And I can’t use the house bathrooms right now.”


  “That’s perfect,” Eliza said. “They’re right next door and everything.”


  When Rebecca tried to shoot her stink-eye, Eliza just smiled at her. “Hey, I have a grown daughter with whom I survived her teenage years. You have nothing on her, lady. Just keep making those faces at me.”


  Toby and Logan smiled. Well, that was something, at least. In this macabre situation, she could make someone find humor in it.


  By the time they were ready to leave, Rebecca had relaxed a lot around the two men. She even hugged them. “Thank you for dinner. And everything. You’ve been very kind.”


  “We mean it,” Logan said. “Anything you need, any help, let us know.”


  “Thanks.”


  As they drove home, Rebecca shot death glares into the back of Eliza’s head where she rode shotgun.


  “Still not quitting,” Eliza said. “And again, I had a teenager. You’re an amateur.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Rebecca drove over Wednesday morning to meet the work crew at the house. Josh and his brother, Mark, were there to lead the charge. The two large construction Dumpsters had already been delivered. Rebecca moved her uncle’s truck out of the way so the crews could place the storage units there when they arrived.


  Mark went over things with her while Josh took control of the work crew. If they were sharing a woman, and there was one more of them, that woman was very lucky indeed. They were good-looking men in their own ways, although she found herself more drawn toward Toby and Logan.


  By lunchtime, the crew had already cleared out the living and dining rooms and had started on one of the bedrooms. They brought out the desk and other paperwork and set them in the shade under a tree so she could go through it. One of the two storage units was half-full, and one of the Dumpsters was almost completely full. It wasn’t that there was a lot of junk, but between the furniture that couldn’t be salvaged because it had fabric that had been permeated by the stench of decomposition, the bugs, or both, a lot of stuff couldn’t be saved.


  At least the kitchen hadn’t been gross. The floor was clean, and there wasn’t any overly spoiled food in the fridge, just some that had recently expired. But the fridge itself was clean, and there were only two dirty, but rinsed, dishes in the sink. Even the cabinets in there were in good shape.


  They opted not to worry about anything except getting rid of the food, both in the fridge and the nonperishables, for now. The men would bring boxes tomorrow so the dishes, pots, and pans could be gathered together and put in the storage units.


  By the end of the first day, she felt tired, sad, and lonely. Her uncle had traveled around to various swap meets, according to paperwork and receipts she found, but didn’t seem to have much in the way of friends.


  How ironic.


  Did she really want to be him when she got to be his age?


  Not really.


  Once the crew left for the day, she was able to stand in the back doorway and stare into the dining room. It still reeked, but was now bearable. And most of the flies had left with everything standing open all day and the carpet removed.


  It wasn’t a bad house. Even the Collins brothers noted that it didn’t appear to need anything worse than cleaning and cosmetics to get the house into a livable condition.


  Maybe I could rent it out.


  She didn’t want to just sell it. It didn’t feel right. That the last of what was left of her uncle would just disappear with a signature on a purchase contract.


  “Hey.”


  She turned to see Toby and Logan heading her way, her heart speeding up.


  Hmm.


  They joined her at the back door. “Wow,” Toby said.


  “Yeah.”


  “Any idea how long they’ll take?”


  “They’re working a couple of other jobs along with this one. They’ll work tomorrow and Friday, but I won’t be here Friday. Eliza will be running things. Then next week they’ll be back on Tuesday, when I’m here.”


  “That’s a heck of a commute,” Logan said. “To South Carolina.”


  “I know, but it’s easier to leave the RV up there rather than drive it down here. I’ve already paid in advance for the spot at the RV park. The Toad gets far better mileage. And I’ve got this weekend and the next up there.”


  “Wish we could help you with that,” Toby said.


  “It’s okay. I’m used to driving. Kind of what I do.”


  “How about we pick you up at Eliza’s later and take you out to dinner tonight?” Logan asked.


  “Did Eliza put you up to it again?”


  “She didn’t have to,” Toby said. “We want to. But when we ran the plan by her, she wholeheartedly concurred.”


  “Of course she did.”


  She closed the back door and locked it. The front door was already locked, and the Collins brothers had a spare key. She’d get the locks changed once the work was done.


  “Is that a yes?” Logan asked.


  “Yes, because if I say no, Eliza will likely hound me, or lock me out or something, until she wears me down and I say yes.” She turned to look at them. “Hope this isn’t creeping you guys out.”


  “No,” Toby said. “It’s not. She obviously cares about you.”


  “She does. That’s why I’m putting up with her.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Eliza met Rebecca at the front door with Chewi in her arms. Speaking in a low, rumbling voice, Eliza said, “Mom, you need to go out tonight with Toby and Logan because I need a date night alone with Booger.”


  “I already told them yes,” Rebecca said as she headed toward her bedroom. “So you can quit pushing.”


  “Oh, I wasn’t pushing,” Eliza said in her normal voice, following in Rebecca’s wake, Boo following her. “That was Chewi.”


  “Uh-huh.” She set her things on the guest bed. “Message received. If I promise not to push them away, will you please stop pushing me on them?”


  “Promise?”


  “Promise.”


  Eliza looked down into Chewi’s face. “What do you think, world dominayshun dog?”


  He tipped his nose up a little to sniff at her before licking her chin.


  “He approves,” Eliza declared. Then she grew serious. “How are you holding up?”


  “I’m just…sad. I know we weren’t close, but apparently I was the closest person to him. I’m drawing some seriously disturbing parallels. And I don’t want my life to be like that.”


  “Then don’t let it.” She handed Chewi over to her. “When are they picking you up?”


  “Shortly. I need to get a shower.”


  “Then I’ll leave you alone.” She hugged Rebecca before heading out.


  Rebecca stared down into Chewi’s face. He raptly stared back at her. Boo let out a snort before lowering her pudgy butt to the floor at Rebecca’s feet. Then, the bulldog reached out and slimed Rebecca’s leg with a long-tongued lick.


  “Ugh. Chewi, your girlfriend needs a bib.”


  He stared back at her. Not my problem, woman. And I like her the way she is.


  Oh, yes. She was definitely in desperate need of a real life.


  


  * * * *


  


  They took her to a seafood restaurant on Tamiami Trail. For a little while, she was able to forget about what was going on in the rest of her life, the sad work ahead of her dealing with her uncle’s estate. She had several orders she’d have to fill and prepare to ship before she could go to bed, and e-mail to answer.


  And now…this.


  Toby and Logan were a nice respite from real life. In that vein, she broached the subject.


  “You know, maybe next week, when I’m back down here, we could…do something together.”


  Both men seemed to perk up. “Dinner?” Toby asked. “Or…more?”


  “I’m thinking more. If you guys want to.”


  They exchanged a glance before nodding.


  “Maybe not…play…yet. But…” Hell, she could do this. She was a big girl. “Maybe just hanging out to start with and see where it goes from there? I’m going to need some time to get back into play. And I won’t be able to go to the club yet, anyway, since I won’t be here when it’s open.” She’d heard a lot of good things about the club, even though she hadn’t been there yet.


  It would be nice to finally get to meet some of the people she’d heard about from Eliza, or with whom she’d e-mailed about her pieces.


  “We’re good with that,” Logan said. “Slow is good.”


  She sat back, relaxing. “That will make Eliza happy, at least. Not that I’m not happy, because I am. About…this.”


  “No explanations necessary,” Toby said. “We like you, too. And we’re good with taking our time, too. We’re not dating anyone.”


  The rest of the evening seemed ridiculously easy after that. They talked about a lot of different topics, including her jewelry and their personal likes and dislikes in bed and in BDSM.


  By the time they returned her to Eliza and Rusty’s house, she felt like the evening had slipped through her fingers.


  They walked her to the front door, each of them giving her a hug and a kiss before she headed inside.


  Eliza met her at the door, holding Chewi. In her “Chewi voice,” Eliza said, “I think I like those guys, Mom.”


  She took the dog from her and snuggled him against her. “I think I like those guys, too, buddy.”


  Chapter Seven


  


  Back in South Carolina on Saturday night, when Rebecca was preparing for bed after an exhausting day working her booth at the fair, she found herself wondering what Logan and Toby were doing, if they were out and about.


  Were they thinking about her the way she was thinking about them?


  She’d decided she would leave tomorrow once the Ren fair closed for the day. She could come back here, shower, grab her clothes, and go, without having to unpack and repack the Toad yet again. All her jewelry and stuff would already be in it.


  She wouldn’t deny she couldn’t wait to see the guys again.


  When her phone buzzed with a text message, she was glad to see it was from Logan.


  Still coming back tomorrow?


  The question thrilled her and she wouldn’t deny it.


  That’s still the plan.


  He responded. You can stay here, if you want.


  She stared at Chewi. “Logan says I can stay there.”


  He sniffed at her as if to say, What about me?


  She pondered her reply. And the Chewmonster?


  Of course.


  Okay, so that blew an objection out of the water.


  She knew if she texted Eliza that the men were offering to let her stay with them that Eliza would change her locks just to force Rebecca to go stay with the men. It also made logical sense. After all, they did live next door to her uncle’s property.


  Now her property.


  Logical. Right?


  It’ll be the wee hours of the morning when I get there.


  That’s fine. Keep us posted on your progress.


  You can track me on the Waze app.


  That led to a back-and-forth as she had to explain what it was to him, he and Toby both downloaded it to their phones, and she got them added as friends on the app. It was how she kept track of some of her Ren fair friends, too.


  And it was one more way for Eliza to locate Rebecca should she suddenly drop off the face of the planet. Not much of a safety net, but at least something.


  Although it would be faster for Eliza to simply log into Rebecca’s cell phone account and activate the family tracker on her phone. Eliza was the only other person who had access to Rebecca’s cell account, for obvious reasons. But Rebecca also used Waze on her tablet, and it would still run under Wi-Fi even if she turned off the cellular function.


  While texting with the men, an hour passed before she realized it.


  Ok have to go to sleep. See you tomorrow night.


  Logan responded. Text us when you get on the road. We’ll track you. Is that creepy?


  She smiled. Not when I like who’s doing the tracking.


  And no, she definitely didn’t find it creepy. They were concerned about her. Understandable, because they’d only known her for a week and didn’t quite grasp she had this routine covered.


  It was nice to have someone concerned about her for a change, besides Eliza and Rusty.


  


  * * * *


  


  Logan smacked Toby’s arm. “Yes! She’s going to stay here.”


  “I told you she would. If she hadn’t agreed, I would have sicced Eliza on her.”


  Logan’s smile faded. “Are we getting in over our heads?”


  “Look,” Toby said. “She’s independent. She owns her own home. Doesn’t matter that it’s an RV. She’s got a life, a business. She’s self-sufficient. If there’s any better person to think about playing with, then show me.”


  “Sorry. I’m gun-shy.”


  “So am I, but we know enough about her to take a chance. If we don’t take a chance, who’s to say she won’t just empty the place out, sell it, and leave again?”


  “We still don’t know she won’t do that,” Logan pointed out.


  “Then we get to know her better and give her reasons to want to hang around.”


  “We need more dog treats,” Logan said.


  “I love that dog. He’s hysterical.”


  “We’re not making a mistake, are we?” Logan asked.


  “I don’t think so.” Toby smiled. “Quit being a wussy Dom.”


  “I’m not a wussy Dom. Asshole. I just don’t want a repeat of what we went through.”


  “She’s not Julie,” Toby reminded him. “She’s also older than Julie was. More life experiences. It’s time we quit being afraid and take a chance.”


  “I noticed we haven’t talked about counseling again.”


  Toby stared at him for a long minute. “Do you want to go to counseling? I thought we’d made a lot of progress just in the past week or so.”


  Logan pulled him in for a long, tender kiss. “I’ll leave it up to you. If you decide you want us to go, we’ll go.”


  Toby stroked his partner’s cheek. “As long as the man I fell in love with doesn’t disappear again, then I’m good.”


  


  * * * *


  


  A line of thunderstorms racing through the area late Sunday morning actually changed Rebecca’s timeline. She’d been waffling, watching the weather radar feeds on her tablet ever since she’d gotten up that morning, and suspected her day would be drastically shortened.


  As officials started to clear people from the grounds because of the threat of lightning, she packed her stuff, including her tent and tables, and boogied. Several other smaller vendors were following suit, leaving larger ones to stay behind, hold down the fort, and hope their huge set-ups didn’t get blown away.


  This wasn’t the first time she’d had to pack up and leave with everything. It happened a couple of times a year. Her tent, fortunately, was easy for her to set up and take down by herself, a standard picnic tent for which she’d had custom canvas made to look medieval.


  But it was dry when faced with the average rain shower, the sides keeping rain from blowing in.


  Thunderstorms, however, she didn’t mess with. Not when the dang frame was metal to start with.


  She was able to get everything loaded in two trips, Chewi keeping up with her on his leash and making none of his usual attempts to dawdle, either.


  She suspected his canine nose sensed the weather coming.


  Back at the RV, she got the tent and tables stored in her locking storage compartments before the rain hit. That left her time to shower, pack her clothes, and eat. By the time the storms tapered around three, she was ready to leave.


  Music to the men’s ears. After starting her Waze app on her tablet, she sent the men a note through the app that she was on the way, hooked the tablet into the Toad’s windshield holder for it, as well as plugging it into the power cord, and she and Chewi got on the road.


  


  * * * *


  


  Other than some rain, it was a fairly easy drive. She made a detour around a construction zone that had traffic jacked up miles in both directions and saved an hour’s wait, losing only twenty minutes.


  She thought she was being quiet when she pulled into their driveway around three the next morning, but then Toby walked out, smiling.


  She felt like falling into his arms to hug him.


  Fortunately, he hugged her first. “Glad to see you here safe and sound.” Chewi put his front paws up on Toby’s leg, his tail rapid-fire wagging in joy. “Hey, buddy. No other minuns recruited yet, sorry.”


  “So, did you track us?”


  “Actually, I did. Logan took the first shift, and I had the second. Wanted to make sure you got here all right.”


  That made her feel good, and not the slightest bit creeped out. They cared.


  It’d been…well, only her parents and Eliza and Rusty worried about her reaching a destination safely and on time.


  It felt good to have someone else—someones—also looking out for her.


  Toby helped her get her bags inside. She’d bring the jewelry stuff in later. He showed her to the guest room. “I put towels and stuff in the bathroom. If you need anything, let us know.”


  “Thanks. I’ll get a shower in the morning. I had one before I left up there. Rain shortened the day.”


  “That sucks.”


  “Tell me about it.”


  He seemed to want to say something else. Finally, “Look, we don’t want to creep you out or anything, but we meant it before. If you get to the point where you want to play, we’re open to that. We really like you. And you can talk to anyone you want about us for references.”


  For a moment, she wondered about crawling into bed with them right then. Well, to sleep, not to fool around. She felt too exhausted to fool around.


  “I might take you up on that at some point in the future. I’m not too proud to admit it’s been a long, long time since I’ve gotten what I needed, and I’m not afraid to speak my mind. And if Eliza’s trying to play matchmaker, I’m sure she’s probably already done the homework for me.”


  Toby smiled. “Good. Just wanted to put that out there.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Someone knocking on the bedroom door woke her up. Then, it opened.


  “Get your ass up, girl. Time to work.”


  Rebecca lobbed a pillow in the general direction of Eliza’s voice. “Go away. I’m sleeping.”


  “Not anymore, you aren’t. It’s nine o’clock. Chop-chop.” Eliza walked in and lobbed the pillow back at her.


  “Then at least walk the beast for me, minun.”


  Eliza laughed. “Come here, tough guy.”


  Rebecca peeled open an eye to spot a wagging Chewi licking Eliza’s chin. “He’s a traitor, you know. He’ll turn on you in an instant if someone gives him better nommies.”


  “Is that why I saw the primo dog cookies on their kitchen counter?”


  “What?” Now she rolled over.


  “Yeah. And I don’t recognize that set of doggy dishes in the kitchen.” She tucked Chewi against her chest as she scratched him between his front legs. “I think someone likes you. They don’t have any animals, and those dishes weren’t here before.”


  Okay, that was enough to get her up and moving. After using the bathroom, she went to look. Sure enough, there they were. She turned, startled to see a sleepy-looking Toby standing there.


  “Um, hi,” she lamely said.


  He smiled. “Yes, we’re applying to be Chewi’s minuns.”


  For a moment, she was sorely tempted to drag him back to bed. Shirtless, he wore shorts, and for a man of forty-two he had a damn nice body.


  Yum!


  “I’m sure he’ll hire you,” she said. “Didn’t you have work today?”


  “I took the day off. Put in for it last week. I wanted to pitch in next door.”


  “Thanks.”


  “Logan was going to, but someone else in his department already had the day off today.”


  “Oh, no worries.” She didn’t know how to say it without making it weird. “Thanks for being here today.”


  “I’m happy to do it. How about I make us some breakfast?”


  “That sounds wonderful.”


  Eliza returned at that moment with Chewi. “He was—hellooo.”


  “You’re married,” Rebecca said as she headed over to the coffeemaker, where a clean mug had been set out.


  “I can still look. Why do you think I’m so anxious to get you three together? You’re perfect for each other.”


  “We’re not a science experiment,” she told Eliza. She addressed her next comment to Toby. “Sorry about my friend. She’s a little pushy.”


  “It’s okay. I don’t mind.”


  “Ha! See?” Eliza crowed.


  Rebecca took her coffee into the bathroom with her while she grabbed a quick wake-up shower without washing her hair. When she emerged ten minutes later in shorts and a T-shirt, she smelled bacon frying.


  Eliza was chatting with Toby in the kitchen. “I thought you were rousting me. Why aren’t you back over there?”


  Eliza grinned. “Because they’re not getting started until ten today.” She stuck her tongue out at Rebecca.


  “Did you work out the cost of my dowry yet?” Rebecca asked. “Or do you just have to pay them in a couple of goats?”


  “Becca, honey, I’m telling you, Toby and Logan are great guys. I already did the snoopwork so you don’t have to. I have just about everything but their pecker lengths.”


  Rebecca gasped. “Eliza!”


  Toby let out a howling laugh. “You called that one right, Rebecca. And just for your information, I’m a grower, not a shower.”


  Rebecca knew her face had to be flaming red. “Okay, bestie. That’s enough. We’ve talked and we’re taking things slowly. Just stop.”


  Eliza grinned. “Hey, I’m adding insurance to the situation, all right?”


  


  * * * *


  


  Rebecca wouldn’t deny it was fun—despite the depressing circumstances—getting to spend time with Toby. They talked and flirted all throughout the morning. He even held and soothed her while she had a mini-meltdown at lunchtime, when she stumbled across a picture of her and her uncle, taken when she was maybe twelve or thirteen.


  It hurt knowing that she hadn’t made more of an effort to stay closer to her uncle.


  And that her own life wasn’t too far off the mark from his.


  She knew only she had the power to change that, to make her life better.


  To not isolate herself any longer. To open up and take risks again.


  Logan arrived home from work a little after they’d called it quits for the day, and Eliza kicked her efforts into overdrive to ensure Rebecca didn’t backslide and cancel out her hard work to bring the three of them together.


  Later that evening, after showers and dinner—and getting rid of Eliza—and after her second glass of wine, Rebecca realized she didn’t want to wait any longer for sex with the men.


  Besides, she’d forgotten to pack her damn vibrator.


  Chewi, who’d now fallen in love with his new best friends with the good nommies, was stretched out on the couch between the two men, on his back, his head in Toby’s lap and his butt up against Logan. Toby was stroking his head, and Logan was scratching the favorite spot, just above the base of Chewi’s tail.


  I’m. In. Heaven.


  She stood. “I hate to interrupt his royal highness getting his ass scratched by his new minuns, but I think I’m ready to speed things up a little.”


  The men stared up at her for about two seconds before understanding dawned on their expressions. They left a very huffy Chewi alone on the couch as they stood and stepped over to her.


  “What, exactly, do you want to do tonight?” Logan asked.


  “Sex,” she said. “I’m hoping you guys have condoms? I’m not on the pill.”


  They nodded.


  She nodded back. “Then let’s fly our freak flags. Well, at least we’ll unfold them tonight, I guess.”


  “You’re not drunk, are you?” Toby asked.


  “Not on only two glasses of wine. I’m feeling very mellow. And if you don’t take me up on this offer soon, I’ll be asleep.”


  They surrounded her, Logan behind her and Toby in front. They were both around six two, a perfect height when matched to her five seven.


  She draped her arms around Toby’s neck as she ground her hips against first him, then back against Logan. “Nothing too wild tonight, guys,” she said. “Let’s have some ‘get to know you’ sex.”


  Logan chuckled against the side of her neck, a low, throaty, rumbly sound that dampened her panties nicely, thank you. “I’m guessing we introduce you to a spitroast tonight then, hmm?”


  She tipped her head back against him. “That’s the kind of stuff I’m talking about.”


  Yes, the wine had her a little…loose. Not sloppy, just…well, mellow was the perfect word for it. A little less tightly wound than normal.


  Toby kissed her, slowly, savoring it, almost making her forget there was more she wanted to be doing. They herded her down the hall as they took turns kissing her, tasting, teasing her, until she felt a mattress against the back of her thighs.


  Lowering her down to the bed, they sat on either side of her. Now Logan had captured her mouth, her lips, and Toby pulled her T-shirt up, freeing her breasts from her bra and lavishing his attention on her there.


  This…


  Holy hell, she knew it’d been a long time since she’d gotten laid, but she didn’t remember it ever feeling this good! She wondered if it was just because there were two of them, or because they were that much better than anyone else she’d ever been with before.


  Not that it mattered.


  And not that it was a deep topic she needed to devote brain cells to at that moment.


  They took turns kissing her, the other moving to her breasts, neither making any attempt to go lower. After they’d pretty much turned her panties into a sodden mess, she reached down herself and unfastened her shorts, wiggling and shoving them partway down her hips.


  “Okay,” she gasped. “A little less slow, boys.”


  The men moved lower, Toby stopping at her breasts after helping her pull her T-shirt and bra off, while Logan took the plunge and helped her get her shorts all the way off. Stretched out on the bed between them, she let out a moan when Logan’s fingers slowly stroked her between her legs.


  She felt Toby’s cock pressing against her through his shorts. “Why are you two still dressed?” she asked.


  “We’re getting there,” Logan assured her. “You said slow.”


  “I said slow, not snail. Naked. Now. Please.”


  The men smiled at her as they stood and quickly stripped. “Good thing we’re not playing,” Logan said. “I would have had to spank you for getting pushy and topping from the bottom.”


  “Yeah, well, that’s not exactly punishment.” She reached for their stiff cocks, slowly pumping them. “Besides, I said please.”


  They let out nearly identical moans of need and pleasure as she stroked them, which only made her wetter. They climbed back onto the bed and Logan’s fingers dipped into her pussy, playing with her clit while Toby focused on teasing and sucking her nipples again.


  The first orgasm startled her. First she was enjoying their attention, then it was like a tsunami from nowhere, making her cry out so sharply the men both startled.


  Fortunately, not enough to make Logan stop what he was doing. He kept her going, cresting, rolling through it, lowering his mouth to her mound and flicking her clit with his tongue until she finally gasped for air and let go of his cock so she could tap the top of his head.


  The men settled on the bed on either side of her, smug looks on their faces.


  “What?” she asked when she finally regained her breath…and her ability to form coherent speech.


  “Oh, nothing,” Toby said. “You just gave our egos a huge boost is all.”


  “It’s been a long damn time for me,” she said.


  “We could tell,” Logan said. “And we’re not complaining.” When he kissed her she tasted herself on him.


  “My turn,” Toby said, diving between her legs before she could stop him. This time he used his mouth from the start, a different technique than Logan but every bit as good. It only took him a couple of minutes to pull orgasm number two out of her.


  She held up a finger, indicating she needed a minute. Both men looked on, amused, watching her.


  She couldn’t believe they hadn’t tried to rush her to get them off. Well, she could believe it, but maybe since they had each other for sex they weren’t nearly as desperate as she was.


  Pointing at them, she managed, “I want to see you two kiss.”


  Toby grabbed Logan and planted one on him that was so scorching hot she nearly came just from the radiant heat washing off them.


  Then they turned to her, Toby kissing her, followed by Logan. “Just think,” Toby said. “Maybe one day we’ll get you worked up to the point he’s in your ass while I’m in your pussy and we’re both fucking you at the same time.”


  A needy moan escaped her.


  A hand ended up between her legs, playing with her clit, a finger teasing, testing, slowly working its way inside her pussy until it was sliding in and out in a sultry, sexy rhythm.


  “We love fucking a woman at the same time,” Logan said. “Love taking our time, building her up, making her come so we can feel her body squeezing our cocks at the same time. We love doing that to a woman. And we’re hoping you’ll let us get to that point with you, too, baby.”


  The next orgasm was like diving head-first from a high-dive. One moment she was sailing through the air, then the world exploded around her.


  The hand between her legs moved faster, a second finger joining the first in her pussy. “You’ll love feeling both our cocks fucking you, baby,” Toby rumbled in her ear. “Back and forth, in and out, making you feel so good.”


  Hell, they were making her feel good now and she hadn’t even gotten to their cocks yet.


  “Get the condoms,” she rasped. “Now.”


  When Logan went to fetch them, the hand was still fucking her pussy, so she knew it must belong to Toby.


  He kissed her. “Look at me, baby.”


  She forced her eyes open, staring up into his blue gaze. “You good?” he asked.


  She nodded, eagerly.


  He smiled. “You still have the energy and want us to spitroast you, or do you want us to finish each other off while you watch?”


  While another night she might appreciate a show, not tonight.


  Tonight she wanted to be part of the action.


  “If somebody doesn’t fuck me,” she said, “somebody’s getting hurt. In a bad way.”


  “Guess that answers that,” Logan joked as he tossed a plastic pouch at Toby. He rolled one onto his shaft, all the way to the root, while Toby pulled his hand from her pussy and ripped his wrapper open.


  After flipping her over onto her hands and knees, Logan climbed onto the bed behind her and reached between her legs, playing with her clit, making her moan.


  “Hold on, baby. Just priming you for when he’s ready. Want you to feel both ends filling at the same time.”


  “Sorry they’re not flavored,” Toby said as he moved to kneel in front of her. He cupped her head in his hands, smiling down at her. “Ready?”


  She opened her mouth wide as she wiggled her ass at Logan.


  “Good girl,” Logan said, stirring something inside her. But then the thick knob of Logan’s cock was pressing against her pussy, and Toby was sliding his cock over her tongue, and she didn’t care about anything anymore. Just what was happening to her, what they were doing to her.


  Pleasure.


  Oh, the fucking damn pleasure! She didn’t even care what the condom tasted like. It just felt so damn good having Toby’s hands on her head, fingers pressing into her scalp as he took control and fucked her mouth…incredible. Almost sensory overload.


  Every time she moaned, Toby moaned in response as the vibrations from her voice rumbled through his shaft. The men picked up a rhythm, rocking her back and forth between them and coaxing yet another orgasm out of her before they finally quit holding back.


  When they came, it was nearly at the same time, Logan sinking his cock deep inside her pussy and shoving her onto Toby’s cock, which was nearly down her throat.


  Collapsing onto the bed, she looked up at them.


  “You all right?” Logan asked.


  She shook her head and crooked her fingers at both of them to lean in. She kissed Toby, then Logan. “Now I’m all right.”


  The men cleaned up and rejoined her in bed. A moment later, the end of the bed dipped. She lifted her head to see Chewi glaring at her before he turned around three times and settled at the foot of the bed with his back to them.


  Great. Now the world dominayshun dog is pissed off at me.


  Chapter Eight


  


  Rebecca was vaguely aware of the men climbing out of bed and getting ready for work the next morning morning, but it didn’t fully sink in until Toby brought her a mug of perfectly prepared coffee and kissed her good-bye.


  “I already walked Chewi,” he said.


  Logan walked in to kiss her, too. “We’ll see you tonight, sweetheart.”


  She managed to sit up and kiss them one more time each. “Tonight,” she said. “Guess I don’t need to sleep in the guest room anymore.”


  “We’d prefer you slept with us,” Toby said. “Your choice, and no rush, but we had a hell of a lot of fun last night.”


  “Sorry I conked out so fast. I was exhausted.”


  “Honey, if that was exhausted,” Logan said, “then you’ll run us ragged when you’re at full strength.”


  “And here.” Toby pressed a key into her hand. “That’s for you.” They each kissed her one more time before leaving.


  As she sat on the edge of the bed, sipping her coffee while staring at the key, she caught Chewi’s accusatory glare.


  “Oh, don’t get sanctimonious with me. I’ve seen you try to hump a cat before. You are no angel yourself. You’re just pissed off I interrupted your butt scratching session.”


  He sniffed at her before turning around and lying down on the bed, his back to her.


  “Same to you, buddy. I’m not apologizing for getting laid.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Logan was quieter than usual on their morning drive. “You all right?” Toby asked.


  “Yeah. Just thinking.”


  “Good thinking or bad thinking?”


  “I don’t know.”


  “That doesn’t sound good.” He glanced at Logan.


  “You and I went from almost close to breaking up—and don’t think I don’t know that—to now we’re jumping into another relationship. Is this wise?”


  “I thought you liked her.”


  “I do. Don’t get me wrong. It feels right with her. Easy. In a way being with Julie didn’t feel easy. It feels like Becca’s giving us back as much energy as we’re putting into this.”


  “Then what’s the problem?”


  “Maybe there isn’t one. Maybe I’m just paranoid and gun-shy.”


  “She’s not moving in with us. She’s not getting into our bank accounts. She’s got her own life and business. This is nothing like Julie.”


  “I know.”


  “Then again, what’s the problem?”


  “Because the thought of losing Becca tears me up inside, and we’ve practically just met her.”


  “That’s good, right? Means you feel something for her.” And it was a relief to Toby to hear Logan admit that, because he’d been thinking the same thing.


  “We’re not rebounding, are we?” Logan asked. “Damsel-in-distressing?”


  “No, and no. It’s not like there aren’t others pulling for us, either. Look how protective Eliza is of her. Do you honestly think she would have been pushing for this as hard as she has been if she thought it was a mistake?”


  “No, I guess not. She almost makes Tilly look gentle.”


  “Right?” Toby said. “That’s what I’m saying.”


  “I’d rather face down Tilly than piss off Eliza.”


  “Exactly.”


  “So I’m just being a worrywart?”


  “And I love you for it.” Toby flashed him a smile. “I’m glad to see you puzzling this out in that locked-down brain of yours. It means you aren’t rushing into this without thinking. But we’re adults and we’re allowed to have fun if we choose.”


  Logan took a deep breath. “Fun. I’d almost forgotten what that feels like.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Rebecca ate a bowl of cereal before meeting the crew over at her uncle’s house. It looked a lot different now than when she’d first seen it. Most of the rooms were empty, and the carpet had been ripped out of every room as it was cleared. Bare concrete slab meant sounds echoed throughout the house in an eerie, hollow way.


  There hadn’t been a lot in the way of personal effects to save. Not much she wanted, anyway. There were papers from her uncle’s time in the military, and a couple of photo albums with pictures of him and people she didn’t know during his military service. A few older family photos, and some of his military awards.


  Even his furniture had been practical, and most of it not worth saving, unfortunately.


  The Collins brothers had given her a list of estate sale companies she’d have to contact for estimates. She’d also started going through the storage sheds. They were full of tractor and small engine parts, nothing that she could see value in, but she realized they might be worth something if he’d collected them.


  So far, he hadn’t collected garbage. At least, nothing that was obvious garbage. Even his bathroom had been reasonably clean, albeit cluttered. The grout needed a good scrubbing, but other than a ring in the toilet, it had been clean, too. There was a second bathroom that had been used as storage, so other than needing to be scrubbed out with the rest of the house, it wasn’t bad, either.


  Today the crew would finish emptying the house so the cleaning crew could come in tomorrow, as well as the AC company to clean the ductwork. Once that happened…


  Then she’d have to figure that out. The estate sale first, obviously.


  Then…


  She could sell the house as-is, but that wasn’t an option she liked.


  More and more, she leaned toward remodeling and…well, settling down. It would be nice to have a place of her own to call home when she wasn’t wandering around the country. To have her mom and dad fly to Florida for the holidays and stay with her.


  Toby and Logan complicated matters even more. It was a good complication to have, but still, she knew she couldn’t base the rest of her life on a possibility when she didn’t know if there was a long-term future there.


  Hell, all she’d had was one night of good sex. Regardless of what Eliza thought about the two men, she was the one who needed to have a relationship with them. Right now, she barely knew them.


  She didn’t want to be chained somewhere, physically or emotionally, the way Sam had chained her to him.


  I don’t have to decide today.


  


  * * * *


  


  Rebecca cleaned up and put a pot roast into the oven for dinner. It was nice being able to cook large meals again. She usually didn’t get to do that with her tiny abode.


  A full-sized range, like a full-sized shower, was a luxury.


  And a full-sized fridge.


  She was sitting on the couch with Chewi and working on a bracelet when the men returned home.


  From the way her heart raced when Chewi jumped down and ran over to the back door to greet them, she knew she was in trouble.


  Yes, she was eager to see them.


  Setting her project aside, she walked into the kitchen to find the men feeding Chewi treats.


  “He’s going to need to go on a diet if you guys keep that up,” she teased.


  Chewi threw her a glare, as if to order her to shut her mouth.


  The men walked over to her and took turns kissing her hello.


  That’s when she decided to take a chance. “You know, I’m thinking next weekend I will go ahead and bring the RV back down here. I’ll have two weeks before my next show. No reason not to. I can change my park reservation dates. What do you think?”


  Both men grinned. “Oh, baby,” Logan said, pulling her close. “That sounds like a plan I can get behind.”


  “Me, too,” Toby said.


  They looked happy. Both of them wearing smiles that reached their eyes.


  Maybe it was her past experience with Sam, but she’d been hypervigilant, keeping an eye out for any of the same signs he’d thrown, the red flags she’d willfully ignored in lieu of what she thought she wanted.


  So far, not a single warning sign. If anything, the men were going out of their way not to pressure her to do anything.


  There was an empty house next door that proved to her why she should take a risk on these two men. A perfect, silently screaming metaphor of what her life could be like if she chose wrong and denied herself a future because of the shit Sam put her through in the past.


  “I’ll get the estate sale stuff going, and then once that’s handled, I can figure out what the next step is. I can use your help.”


  “Sure,” Toby said. “Just tell us what you need us to do.”


  “I’m thinking I’m going to need a contractor. Keep it or sell it, I need to put some work into the house. Can you guys find me someone honest and dependable?”


  “Absolutely,” Logan assured her.


  “Does that mean you’re thinking about staying?” Toby asked.


  “I’m thinking about changing how I do a lot of things. Maybe not be here all the time, but it might not be a bad idea to have a permanent base of operations.”


  Toby smiled. “Right next door to us.”


  “Ah, isn’t that a nice coincidence?” she teased.


  “We meant it about not pressuring you,” Logan said. “You set the pace. We’re looking long-term. So whatever you need from us, you’ve got it. We’re not going anywhere.”


  “Just keep doing what you’re doing and I think we’ll be good,” she said. “Real good.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Tuesday night, the three of them fell into an exhausted sleep after wearing each other out in bed. The sex was beyond hot, no denying that.


  Wednesday afternoon, the mortuary called to let Rebecca know her uncle’s remains were ready to be picked up. The cleaning crew really didn’t need her there at the house, so she drove into Sarasota without changing clothes to pick him up.


  The autopsy reports showed he’d died of a heart attack, very likely instantly and with no suffering or lingering. He had a medical history of heart issues she hadn’t known about, documented in his military and VA medical paperwork that she’d found in the desk.


  It was one small relief.


  She buckled the urn into the passenger seat so it didn’t go flying if she had to slam on the brakes, and returned to the house. This whole thing felt…surreal. She knew she’d need to grieve at some point. If it hadn’t been for her uncle, she would have struggled to pay for the divorce, even though Rusty and Eliza had offered to loan her money at the time.


  Because of her uncle, she’d shed Sam’s chains and had a chance for a life.


  I owe him everything, and can’t even tell him that now.


  She took the urn inside Toby and Logan’s house and set it on the dining room table for now. She wasn’t exactly sure what she’d do with it. Other than specifying cremation, he hadn’t said what he wanted her to do with his ashes.


  Chewi jumped up into one of the chairs, stretched his nose toward the urn, and gave it a dismissive sniff before glaring at her.


  That is not an appropriate minun, woman.


  He jumped down and headed into the kitchen.


  “Not everything’s about you, you know,” she called out.


  Then she stared at the urn again. “Why am I being a damn wuss about this?” she muttered to herself. She trusted Toby and Logan. The sex between them was great. Eliza and Rusty trusted them.


  This weekend, she had to finish up at the venue. Then…


  Next weekend, I’ll let them take me to Venture. To play.


  Peace settled over her with that decision made. She needed to know sooner rather than later, before she invested any more of her heart, time, or energy into the men, that they would be compatible in the play department.


  And if they were…well, then it was just a matter of settling in with them into some semblance of a routine, working around her schedule, and figuring out what to do with what they were building together.


  Hell, Chewi was in love with them. There’d been times she’d met guys and Chewi hadn’t liked them.


  Those guys didn’t even get her phone number.


  She trusted Chewi’s radar.


  He emerged from the kitchen and stared at her.


  As well you should, woman. As well you should.


  “Know it all,” she said.


  He sniffed at her and turned to head back into the kitchen.


  Chapter Nine


  


  Rebecca spent the weekend texting with the men during her brief free times during the day, and then on the phone with them over an hour each night.


  She missed them. It was a strange and new—and welcomed—feeling.


  Sunday evening, after packing everything up in the RV and getting the Toad loaded onto the car dolly, Rebecca checked out of the park and got on the road. It would be nearly morning by the time she arrived in Florida, but that was okay.


  Toby and Logan were worth the overnight drive.


  Dawn had just started painting the eastern horizon with pastels when she made the turn into their driveway and parked her rig alongside it so she didn’t block them in.


  The men emerged from the house, sleepy smiles on their faces. Chewi, now freed from his safety harness, bolted out the side door as soon as she’d opened it. He went running right for the men, jumping up on them, tail a blurry fury of wagging.


  I missed you guys…my friends with the nommies…my minuns…


  She walked over to them, enjoying the feel of their arms around her, their welcome-home kisses.


  This felt right. This felt like the right thing to do.


  For once, she wasn’t second-guessing herself, the self-doubt blessedly silent.


  “That is some RV,” Toby said. “Now I see why you were humoring us when we worried about you driving back and forth in the CRV.”


  “Yep. The Toad is easy compared to this. I’ve put over a hundred thousand miles on this rig already.”


  “I guess,” Logan said, “I had it in my mind for some reason that it was one of those tiny camper vans. I don’t know why I couldn’t picture this. I know you told us how big it was. It just didn’t compute.”


  “It’s home sweet home.”


  “You must be exhausted,” Toby said. “Let’s get you two inside and settled in bed. We have to get up for work in a little bit anyway.”


  “Thanks. I’ll unload what I need from it later and move it over to my uncle’s place. He’s got a hook up there.” It was still difficult to think about him in the past-tense even though his urn now sat on a shelf in a corner of her bedroom in the RV.


  She’d climbed into bed, where the men were tucking her and Chewi in, when she said it. “Can we go to the club this weekend?”


  “Venture?” Toby asked.


  She nodded. “Maybe…to play a little?”


  A seductive smile filled Logan’s face. “Getting your feet wet again?”


  “A little. I’ll need plenty of warm-up.”


  His smile faded. “Are you asking this because it’s what you think we want, or because it’s what you want? We told you, we’re good with taking this as slow as you want to take it. Don’t do it just because of us.”


  “No, I’m not. I have to start somewhere. I decided I have to be able to trust you guys, and I do. You haven’t given me any reason not to trust you yet. Eliza obviously trusts you. So I should, too.”


  “That means a lot to us, baby,” Toby said.


  “Great. Then that’ll be our plan.”


  They both kissed her before heading into the shower. She lay there trying to go to sleep and realized one thing.


  Shower. Both of them.


  Throwing back the covers, she quickly stripped her T-shirt and panties off and pulled her long, unruly curls into a messy bun on top of her head.


  The men were a little startled when she slipped into the shower with them, but then their cocks started inflating.


  “I was wrong. I can’t sleep yet. I need something.”


  “What?” they asked in unison.


  “I need my guys. I missed you.”


  They closed in, Logan in front of her, Toby behind. With the steam billowing around them, they started making love to her, Toby’s hands cupping her breasts, playing with her nipples, rolling them, teasing them, while Logan sank to his knees and pressed his mouth to her pussy.


  Good thing Toby was holding her up or her knees would have given out. Logan’s tongue flicked out, swiping up and down her clit, lips working at it, pulling her damn close.


  When he slid two fingers up into her pussy, she exploded.


  “That’s it, baby,” Toby whispered in her ear. “Let us take care of you like this. We’ll do anything you want, whatever you want. We just want you to feel good.”


  This felt a lot better than good. It felt damn good. Great, even.


  After he pulled the third orgasm from her, Logan stepped out of the shower and returned a moment later, two condoms in hand. He immediately rolled one onto his shaft and lined up his cock with her pussy before sinking deep inside her with a happy moan.


  “Oh, sweetheart, I missed the hell out of you,” he said. He slanted his mouth over hers, a crushing kiss as he fucked her that drew one more small orgasm from her. He felt it, too, his own release not far behind.


  When he finished and withdrew, he turned her around, his arms around her, while Toby rolled on the other condom and took Logan’s place. As he slid his cock inside her with a happy moan, he leaned in and kissed her, deeply, his tongue sliding into her mouth in time with his cock.


  Yes, this is where she wanted to be. Nothing felt wrong about this.


  At all.


  He nibbled the side of her neck as he fucked her, faster, a long, sexy groan escaping him when he took a few last hard, deep thrusts inside her and climaxed.


  They stood there under the water in silence for a few minutes, their arms around her and each other.


  “We really missed you,” Toby finally said. “And not just for sex. We missed you.”


  “And our illustrious leader, the world dominayshun dog,” Logan added.


  She lifted her head and stared into Toby’s blue eyes.


  “Maybe I need to try to spend more time around here, then. I wouldn’t want to deny Chewi access to his minuns.”


  They both chuckled. “Sounds like a fantastic idea to us, sweetheart,” Logan said.


  


  * * * *


  


  She’d made them a little late for work, but suspected neither man minded. After getting some well-needed sleep, she dressed, ate, and put Chewi on his leash to walk next door.


  The house felt different now, clean, no hint of the stench of decomposition remaining. Her footsteps echoed through the empty, hollow shell of a house as she walked the entire place.


  Back in the living room, she closed her eyes and tried to imagine. What would it look like remodeled, furnished? She could have a whole room devoted to her jewelry business and supplies, able to spread out with multiple projects instead of only one at a time.


  She’d have room to film video tutorials.


  They could have friends over.


  They?


  Yes, she realized trying to picture this without Logan and Toby in it wasn’t going to happen. She already visualized the men as part of her life, part of her future. There wasn’t any doubt now, just a matter of her continuing to get to know them. She was done talking herself out of it.


  Now, she was accumulating reasons it would work between them, why it was right between them.


  She could remodel the kitchen, have a huge, modern stove, be able to bake for her friends.


  She hadn’t done any real baking in years.


  Looking down at Chewi, she said, “Well? What do you think? Remodel and call it home?” Money wasn’t the issue. Between the life insurance and other accounts, in addition to the bank accounts, she could afford to demolish this house and build anew, if she chose.


  But she didn’t. This house wasn’t bad. It just needed some love and attention, some updates.


  Chewi looked around, stood up, sneezed, and wagged his tail.


  “Seal of approval?”


  He chuffed.


  “Yeah, me, too, buddy. Me, too.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Saturday night, they met Toby and Logan’s friends for dinner at Sigalo’s. Some of them she’d met already, some she only knew from FetLife, and some she’d heard about but hadn’t met yet in person. Eliza and Rusty joined them and would be going to the club with them later.


  Everyone welcomed Rebecca as part of their group. As she sat there, listening to the conversations, she realized this was something she’d desperately missed, for years, and had ignored.


  Had refused to admit she’d missed.


  Yes, she loved her life, but things changed. People changed. Circumstances changed.


  Her solitary life no longer suited her. Not really. Not when she was choosing isolation over love and friendship.


  The men weren’t pressuring her for anything. They’d already had some deep discussions, including the men telling her that she had to be the one to tell them when she was ready for more.


  Including if she ever wanted them to collar her, she had to ask for it. That they weren’t going anywhere, and they wouldn’t play or date or have sex with anyone but her—well, and each other, of course—but if she wanted a commitment, she would have to ask for it.


  That they would never force her to do anything, including to stay with them.


  That made her want to stay with them all the more. It made her want to trust them even more.


  It made her want to submit to them, to hand things over to them, to relish the feeling of having a solid support under her, the foundations firmly set in their feelings for her.


  After dinner, they headed over to Venture, her excitement warring with jangled nerves as they drew closer to the club. She wanted to play sooner rather than later, before it got too busy and there was a crowd or a waiting line for equipment.


  As they picked a bench toward the back, nearest to the wall, Logan took her hands in his and stared down at her. “You’re sure this is what you want tonight?”


  She nodded. “Just go slow.” She smiled. “Kiddie pool. Not high dive.” A couple of times during sex, one or both of them had lightly spanked her bare-handed, a delicious sting that made her pleasure even stronger.


  Yes, she wanted this. She’d missed it. Maybe this was another reason why the few times she’d fooled around with guys, besides the missing emotional element, those encounters had felt hollow and flat.


  Because that spice wasn’t there.


  That trusting control, that zip.


  They slowly stripped her, not tying her down to the bench after she climbed on it. They started out getting her settled by massaging her body, fingers kneading and probing, getting her worked up and sinking her into a delicious haze she suspected might be subspace.


  It’d been so long, she couldn’t remember.


  When the first bare-handed smacks began, she started arching her back, pushing her ass into Logan’s hand, sucking on Toby’s fingers as if his cock, her brain downshifting into a deliciously freewheeling mode where she didn’t have to think. All she had to do was feel, to enjoy what they were doing.


  And boy, did she.


  It’d been too damn long since she’d been able to feel this sensation, enjoy it.


  Have trust in someone to let herself go.


  She’d be damned if she’d deny herself any longer.


  She was aware of a hum, and then the feel of a strong vibrator being pressed against her clit made her scream in pleasure around Toby’s fingers.


  “Ooh, she likes the Hitachi,” he said.


  Logan kept smacking her ass with one hand while using the vibrator on her with the other. “I figured she would.”


  “We just got it last week,” Toby told her. “It was going to be a surprise.”


  Surprise! Yes, she loved it.


  Even when Logan switched from bare-handed swats to a lightweight paddle that he started using on her ass.


  She moaned, both loving and hating it, each impact swirling like a stone hitting the water before the pleasure flowed in to fill the empty space again almost immediately.


  Time folded and bent, and before long, she was rocking back and forth on the bench between swats from a riding crop and the Hitachi. Then it switched off, and she felt them draping a blanket over her.


  Forcing her eyes open, she stared up at Toby, who smiled down at her. “We’re done?” she asked.


  He laughed. “It’s been almost forty-five minutes. You said start slow. That was slow.”


  He helped her up and off the bench. Logan got their stuff picked up and the bench wiped down while Toby led her over to one of the couches in the social area for them to snuggle.


  It hadn’t felt that long. It had seemed to last just a minute or two…or forever.


  Curled tightly against his side, she closed her eyes, not even moving when Logan joined them a few minutes later.


  “How do you feel, baby?” Logan asked. “Was that too much?”


  It almost hadn’t been enough. She easily could have taken a lot more, much harder impacts.


  “It was perfect,” she said, still surfing her subspace time. “You guys are perfect.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Once she’d recovered and got dressed, they spent some time chatting with their friends. Before long, she found herself yawning.


  “Uh-oh,” Logan said. “I think our lady is turning into a pumpkin.”


  Eliza and Rusty had also played. Rusty—now sporting a red ass—smiled. “Better get her home,” Eliza said. “She looks tuckered out.”


  “Sorry,” Rebecca said. “Oh, and I still haven’t talked to Derrick yet.”


  “Then let’s get that done,” Toby said.


  “I’ll get our bag,” Logan said.


  After she hugged Eliza and Rusty, Toby went with her out to the office. Derrick had wanted to talk to her about stocking more of her chainmaille collars and other jewelry, expanding the selection. They were wrapping that discussion up when Logan joined them.


  “Sorry, got stuck talking.”


  She’d just shaken hands with Derrick when she heard the front door open. She didn’t know why she looked, but she almost let out a scream when she saw him.


  Sam.


  He immediately spotted her, too, pausing and not saying anything to her before he crossed the office.


  “Well, I’ll get some pieces to you next week,” she said as she grabbed Toby and Logan’s hands and dragged them out of the office behind her.


  She didn’t bother to turn and look. She didn’t want to see.


  “Um, babe?” Logan asked. “What’s wrong?”


  “Didn’t you see him? That was Sam!”


  “What?” they both asked, stopping and forcing her to stop, too.


  “No, I don’t want a confrontation. Please! Let’s get the hell out of here.”


  She could tell they wanted to turn around and give the asshole a piece of their minds, but they let her lead them back to the car.


  “And make sure he doesn’t follow us!”


  “Let him try,” Toby darkly said.


  “If he’s stupid enough to go inside, Eliza will likely neuter him with Tilly’s help,” Logan joked.


  “Please!” she begged, near tears. “Let’s get out of here!”


  “Okay, honey,” Logan assured her. “We’re going.”


  He took a very roundabout course home, first heading in the opposite direction and making several double-backs, including pulling into a Walmart parking lot and waiting for a few minutes, watching for any approaching cars.


  Only when she was satisfied Sam wasn’t following them did she let Logan head for home.


  Why was it that just when she thought she had a handle on her life, and perfection had set in, that bastard had to reappear? It was like a bad omen, like maybe she’d chosen wrongly.


  Like maybe she wasn’t meant to be happy.


  Chapter Ten


  


  Sunday morning, Eliza texted Rebecca. You awake?


  Yes, she was awake. She’d barely been able to sleep despite the men being able to coax her into making love before they all crashed in bed.


  Sam.


  Asshole Sam.


  Eliza called her after Rebecca texted her back that she was awake. “So…how are you this morning?”


  “Cut the crap. Sam came in just as we were leaving.”


  Rebecca heard her sigh over the line. “Yeah, I was hoping you’d missed him. I wasn’t going to say anything first.”


  “Nice try.”


  “He spotted me and Rusty. I pointed him out to Tilly and the others, so now they know who he is. Don’t worry, I took care of it. He won’t be bothering you anymore.”


  “Yeah, well, now he knows I’m a club member.”


  “So? What’s he going to do about it? Again, it’s taken care of. So relax.”


  “Easy for you to say.”


  “You have two guys who can kick his ass. Let him spin his wheels. Who gives a shit about Sam? Quit giving him rent-free space in your head, girl.”


  Easier said than done. “I need to get off here. I have a lot of work to catch up on.”


  “Okay. Seriously, relax. He won’t be a problem anymore.”


  After ending the call, Rebecca stared at her phone.


  If only relaxing was that easy.


  Unfortunately, she’d run the gauntlet of Sam’s wrath once before and swore she’d never put herself in that position again. If he knew she was back in town, it likely meant she’d always be looking over her shoulder.


  So much for my happy ending.


  


  * * * *


  


  Monday morning, Toby and Logan had left for work after both of them kissed her good-bye.


  It tore at Rebecca’s heart, but she knew she couldn’t say anything to them.


  She needed to leave.


  Running into Sam at the club on Saturday like that had rattled her in a way she hadn’t expected, and it wasn’t going away. He was not a nightmare she wanted to revisit. She could tell by the look on his face when he’d spotted her that if she hadn’t been there with Toby and Logan—and her beating feet right out the door—he would have approached her.


  She also suspected it was no coincidence that she suddenly had a flurry of hits on her website later that same night from an IP address in the Sarasota area, checking out every damn page, and ten contact form messages—from the same IP range—hitting her business e-mail account asking for more information about her…


  Like if she had a local store they could visit.


  And now knowing her uncle’s house was also in her name meant there was another way Sam could track her down if he really wanted to. She was no longer a phantom person able to disappear onto the road with no way to find her.


  It brought back a nervous panic, a stifling feeling. Bad memories of trying to get herself free from Sam flared fresh in her mind.


  Yes, it was probably PTSD, something Eliza told Rebecca way back then she suspected Rebecca suffered from, but it wasn’t something she’d ever sought treatment for.


  She’d been in survival mode.


  When she moved out while Sam was at work, she ended up leaving some things behind but getting out with her life and safety, at least. Finally. And she couldn’t claim abuse in the paperwork, because he had the slave contract he’d pressured her to sign.


  And pictures.


  Lots and lots of pictures. Pictures where she was obviously enjoying what was going on, or at least appeared to be.


  Pictures she wished didn’t exist, but at least held no power over her now other than as a bad memory. Her parents knew, Eliza and Rusty knew, and she was now self-employed.


  It had been bad enough back then having to call her parents and warn them that Sam might send them pictures of her. Reliving the stress of those days was even worse.


  Hiding out at Eliza and Rusty’s house, having to quit her job and get another one, having to face the jerk in court. Horrible memories, all of them. Sam had tried to drag out the process as long as possible, but they’d owned no property together, her car had been in her name before she’d met him—fortunately—and they had no kids. She’d taken exactly half of what the current balance in both the savings and checking accounts had been at the time she left, even though most of the money in both of them had been hers.


  Still, he’d stalked her, little things here and there that she could never pin down or get evidence on to obtain a restraining order. Never a threat from him, nothing actionable or traceable back to him. If she’d reported every tiny thing, her attorney told her she would look like she was the petty one and Sam’s attorney might use it against her. And she didn’t have the money to send a licensed PI after Sam to get the proof she’d need to nail him for the activity, either.


  She’d even received unusual e-mails from anonymous accounts with cell phone pics of her at various places. Text messages—until she’d had her cell number changed—and how he always “coincidentally” showed up at places where she was shopping. Not speaking to her, but watching her, waiting until she saw him before turning and walking away, just another customer going about his business.


  Just enough stuff to unsettle her and shatter what little peace of mind she might try to claw back.


  Once the divorce was final and she had her maiden name again, she made her decision and fled, quitting her job and walking away from everything. The monthly payments on her first RV were less than rent and utilities for a crappy apartment, and she had the nation as her backyard. She was already making enough from her jewelry business at the time to support herself. The return address she used for any items she shipped was a remailer service that sent items to Eliza and Rusty’s address for her.


  Paranoid? Yes.


  She’d accepted a lot of mental and physical abuse under the guise of BDSM. She recognized that now, but at the time she didn’t understand she had a voice. She’d fallen in love, and by the time she realized what Sam was, she was already married to Sam and trapped under his thumb.


  Not anymore.


  Even better, Sam couldn’t find her, couldn’t track her, couldn’t trail her. She set up a private domain registration for her website, so Sam couldn’t get that information.


  Now, he knew she was back.


  The one time shortly after the divorce was finalized that Sam had shown up at Eliza and Rusty’s house looking for Rebecca, Eliza had—literally and bodily—thrown the much larger man off her front porch when he refused three times her demand for him to leave.


  It was nice having a friend who was a martial arts expert.


  When Eliza had come home one evening a week later and passed a car parked down the street that she didn’t recognize, with a man sitting in it who she did, she snuck back down under the cover of darkness and placed large roofing tacks in front of and behind all four tires without the man ever realizing she’d been there.


  An hour later, a tow truck drove past their house and stopped just down the street.


  That was the last time they’d seen a hint of Sam Edsel around their neighborhood. The wrecker left a short time later with the car on it, all four tires flattened.


  Sam wasn’t as smart as he thought he was. At least when faced with an obviously superior opponent—or, in Eliza’s case, a crazier and wilier one—he’d backed off.


  Unfortunately, he’d sworn to Rebecca countless times that he considered her his property unless or until he released her, and as far as he was concerned, he’d never released her.


  It didn’t matter to him that she’d released herself.


  Yes, she was older, wiser, and stronger now than the terrified woman she’d been back then, but she didn’t want anything to do with Sam.


  If she stayed in Sarasota and he tracked her down, her life would be misery, always looking over her shoulder. Not afraid, because while he was abusive and nuts, she didn’t think he was quite stupid enough to try to physically harm her now that they were no longer together.


  But he was fond of a mind fuck, and yes, she absolutely believed he would try anything he could to annoy, harass, intimidate, or otherwise interfere with her life, right up to and skirting but not quite crossing the line of breaking the law.


  Rebecca was no Tilly and definitely no Eliza. She’d flinched one too many times during her relationship and marriage to Sam. No way would she subject herself—or Toby and Logan—to that kind of nonsense. Because she had no doubts that Sam would do everything in his power to harass Toby and Logan at their jobs, try to get them fired, do anything he could to any of her friends to make them miserable simply for allowing her presence in their lives.


  It was better to leave and let the men get back to their lives. She did leave them a note. Yes, she expected them to try to contact her, but she was hoping they’d let her make the clean break.


  After getting her things packed and loaded and walking Chewi one last time, she set up the Waze app on the tablet, stuck the tablet into its dashboard holder, and pulled the RV out of their yard.


  It was late in the day when she stopped south of Atlanta at an RV park off of I-75. She had an event in Tennessee next weekend anyway. She’d stay here a couple of days before continuing north to where she’d planned to stay there.


  Rebecca hated to leave the way she had, to just up and go, but she knew if she stayed any longer she wouldn’t be able to stand it. She was too damn nervous, now that Sam knew she was in the area, to stay.


  Even for Toby and Logan. She wouldn’t let Sam try to ruin their lives, and if she was there, that was exactly what he’d set out to do.


  It would break her heart to walk away from the two of them without a chance to really find out if they could have had something more, but they were tied to their house and jobs and she had her own life.


  And a whole lot of fear.


  Maybe more than was healthy, and she realized that, but it was the truth.


  Maybe they can come visit me from time to time.


  


  * * * *


  


  Toby noticed it immediately when they returned home from work that afternoon.


  Becca’s RV was gone.


  He’d wondered why she hadn’t returned his texts that day. Now he had his answer.


  “Dammit,” he muttered, jumping out of the car before Logan even had it shut off, charging up toward the house.


  Sure enough, she’d left them a note on the dining room table. Toby picked it up and read it before passing it to Logan.


  


  Dear Toby and Logan,


  I’m sorry to leave like this, but after running into Sam at the club, it slammed home how stupid I was to think I could have anything approaching a normal life. If Sam knows I’m back in the area, he’ll try to hunt me down, and I don’t want to cause trouble for you guys or any of our other friends.


  I love you both, and you were wonderful to me. I can’t tell you how much I hate doing this. Maybe you can come visit me sometimes. But I would have had to leave anyway. I didn’t expect it to be this soon, or permanently. I really wanted to make a home and a life with you both.


  I love you,


  Bec


  


  Logan handed the letter back to Toby and pulled out his phone, trying to call and then text her.


  “She won’t answer, you know,” Toby said.


  “I know. I still wanted to try.” Then he sat at the table and started swiping through an app on his phone.


  “What are you doing?”


  Logan didn’t look up. “I’m going to find her.”


  “What the hell do you mean you’re going to find her? How?”


  He held up his phone, smiling. “Waze. She added us as friends, remember?”


  “Son of a bitch.” He also sat, pulled out his phone, and opened the app.


  Working together, they began scouring any icons along I-75. Logan searched from Sarasota north, while Toby started at the Georgia state line and scrolled north from there.


  After forty-five minutes and both men having to get their chargers for their phones, Toby let out a triumphant cry. “Found her! Ha!” He zoomed in and it looked like she was stopped at an RV park.


  “Good,” Logan said. “Let’s go. Don’t lose her. That’s your job. I’ll drive.” Logan grabbed his keys and headed for the door again.


  “Wait, don’t we need to pack?”


  “Fuck that, it’s only eight hours to Atlanta.”


  “She’s south of Atlanta.”


  “I know, that means we can be there before midnight and hopefully talk some sense into her.”


  They locked up the house and got into the car, Logan verifying they had Toby’s car charger, too, and raced for I-75.


  


  * * * *


  


  Rebecca sent Logan’s call to voice mail and didn’t read his texts. It would just make her sad, and she didn’t want to be crying while on the phone with them.


  That was Eliza’s job, to listen to her cry. And she called her friend once she’d had dinner and walked Chewi, preparing to settle in for the night.


  “Heya, chica,” Eliza said by way of greeting. “We still on for this weekend?”


  “No. That’s why I called.” She told Eliza what happened.


  “Um, oookaaay. Back the fark up. You’re where?”


  She didn’t tell Eliza exactly where, knowing her friend would absolutely rat her out to Toby and Logan. “I had to leave. Sam saw me at the club. You know that.”


  “Um, yeah, and Sam’s now banned from the club. I told you I took care of it.”


  “You didn’t tell me you got him banned from the club!”


  Eliza hesitated. “I didn’t? I thought I did. Sorry.”


  “Sorry?”


  “Well, had you, ya know, called me and told me you were freaking out this badly, instead of just up and leaving, maybe it would have come out sooner. Look, honey, stop running. We talked to Kel and Derrick and told them what was going on. They refunded Sam his annual membership and told him he’s not allowed back on the property. He’s got a lifetime ban.”


  “Great. One more thing he’ll blame me for and come after me about.”


  “I don’t know why you’re still letting that creep live rent-free in your head! For cripe’s sake, you’re three years shy of forty. Isn’t it time you quit running and live your damn life? Those two guys are crazy about you.”


  “And Sam’s just flat crazy and will try to do anything he can to interfere.”


  “Like what? Walk around?”


  “Uh, stalk me. Stalk them. Stalk you and Rusty.”


  “Okay, for starters, let the fucker come after me. I dare him. Secondly, your guys can take care of themselves. It’s not like their jobs are in jeopardy or anything. You are a lot older now than you were then. You have job security. Letting Sam win this mindfuck means he still has control of you and your life. Don’t give him that control any longer. You’re acting like the fucker’s got you in chains and he doesn’t.”


  Rebecca thought about that. “You think I made a mistake?”


  “Uh, duh! Have you at least talked to Logan and Toby?”


  “No.” Self-doubt flooded in. “I left after they went to work.”


  “I supposed you left them some stupid note, too?”


  “Yes.”


  “Dammit, you are a grown fucking woman. Act like it!”


  “Don’t yell at me.”


  “I am going to yell at you when you’ve got two hot, gorgeous guys who love you and want to be with you, and you’re running like a scared rabbit, because, what, some douchecanoe might do something? You don’t even know what he might or might not do. You let him win this without even fighting back. Dammit, I wish you’d called me before you left.”


  “You would have told me not to leave.”


  “Fuck, yes, I would have told you not to leave!”


  “Stop yelling at me!”


  “I’m not yelling at you!” Eliza dropped her voice. “Sorry. I’m not yelling at you.”


  “Then what are you saying I should do.”


  “Uh, for starters, call your guys. They’re probably freaking out worried right now. Then get your ass back on the road first thing in the morning for Sarasota. And let them spank you for this bullshit, for me if for no other reason, because I damn sure want to spank you. And not in the fun and sexy way, either!”


  “I can’t call them right now.” She felt too ashamed. “I’ll call them in the morning.” She looked at Chewi. Yes, it was probably her imagination, but he’d been giving her stink-eye all day, a recriminating expression that seemed full of judgment and blame.


  You took me away from my friends with the good nommies, stoopid woman. Why are we here again and not with the friends with the nommies? They were perfectly good minuns.


  Eliza let out an aggravated sigh before she hounded Rebecca in her ear again. “Fine. I’ll call them. So tell me ‘yes, ma’am, I will drive home tomorrow.’”


  “I still don’t know—”


  “Did I tell you to say that?” Eliza barked. “You make me get in a car and drive up wherever the hell you are and drag your ass back down here to Florida, I will be spanking you myself when I find you. And don’t forget, I can find you! At the very least, you owe those two men a face-to-face good-bye, not some bullshit letter. Understand?”


  She hated to admit her friend was right, but her friend was right. “Okay, I will.”


  “Thank you.” Eliza sounded slightly mollified. “Now, I’m going to call them and tell them you’ll be back tomorrow, and not to worry about you. That you freaked out about Sam, but you’ll see them tomorrow night. Correct?”


  “Yes. Fine.”


  “No, not fine. You will do it.”


  “Okay, I get it. I screwed up.”


  “Thank you. Finally. Those two are stupid-crazy over you and you just go running scared. They’re not abusive asshats, and if you let Sam run you away from them, you’re letting Sam run you away from the best thing to hit your life in a long damn while.”


  Chewi stared at her. Besides me.


  “Let me get off of here. My phone’s almost dead,” she fibbed.


  “Okay. Call me when you get back on the road tomorrow.”


  “Thanks. I will.”


  She looked up and realized her tablet was still turned on. She’d flipped it from cellular to Wi-Fi mode upon arriving in the park but had forgotten to shut it down.


  Walking down to the front of the cabin, she picked it up and turned it off. Turning, she spotted Chewi sitting up on the bed, glaring at her.


  “All right, we’re driving back to Sarasota tomorrow. Happy?”


  He let out a little chuffing noise and proceeded to lie down again.


  Dammit, I really need to get my head examined.


  Chapter Eleven


  


  The stress and the drive must have exhausted Rebecca, because even though her brain raced, and her heart hurt, she dropped off to sleep. She only realized that because she startled awake at the sound of someone knocking on her door.


  The first thought to flit through her mind was that, somehow, Sam had tracked and found her.


  As sleep fled her system, she realized that wasn’t likely, especially since it was two male voices calling out her name.


  Male voices that sounded like Toby and Logan.


  She got up and peeked through the galley window and saw, yes, it was Logan and Toby.


  When she unlocked the door and let them in, they swarmed her, kissing her, hugging her.


  “Don’t you ever scare us like that again,” Logan said, crushing her against him. “We’re liable to spank you for this.”


  “How did you find me? I only talked to Eliza a little while ago.”


  “Waze,” Toby said. “Took us nearly an hour, but we found your icon.” He cupped her face in his hands. “Please, please don’t keep running from Sam. Don’t run from us. We can protect you from him.”


  “We love you,” Logan said. “We won’t let him near you. He tries, he’ll be sorry.”


  She finally lost it, sobbing, her face buried against Toby’s shirt. “I’m sorry. I freaked out and all those old memories and fear and everything just came flooding back. Eliza told me she and Rusty talked to Derrick and Kel and Sam’s banned from the club now.”


  Logan turned her to face him, his intense hazel gaze boring into her. “She told us when she called us a little bit ago. We were almost here already. We love you, and we will protect you. Let him try something. He’ll end up in jail this time.”


  “I’m sorry I bolted.”


  Logan pulled her into his arms, burying his face in her hair. “We’ll never force you to stay with us, baby, but please, at least give us a chance.”


  Behind her, Toby pressed in close. “We love you. Let us do what we do best, and let us protect you.”


  “If you let him break us up,” Logan said, “he wins. Again. It’s time to stop ceding the victories to him without a fight. It’s time we stand our ground, united, and put an end to this bullshit.”


  She nodded. “You’re right.”


  “Of course he’s right,” Toby said. “And like he said, we’ll never force you to stay with us. Ever. We only want you with us if you want to be with us. But don’t let some asshole who isn’t fit to wipe your shoes on be the reason you leave us. Please?”


  From the back of the RV, Chewi barked. When they looked, they saw him standing on the bed, staring down the hallway at them.


  I was sleeping, stoopid humans. Can we get back to normal? Oh, hi, friends with good nommies.


  “I think that was him agreeing with us,” Logan said.


  She nodded. “Probably.”


  Locking the door behind them, they headed for the bedroom and stripped, evicting Chewi from his spot as they took over the bunk.


  “Not quite as large as the bed at home,” Toby said as he climbed on top of her and kissed her, “but we’ll make do.”


  Logan reached into his pants pocket and fished out a strip of three condoms. “Good thing I thought ahead at one of the gas stops.” He turned around on his back. With Toby’s help, he got her in a sixty-nine while Toby rolled one of the condoms onto his shaft. It wasn’t for diseases, since they’d all gotten tested. But she’d just started on the pill again and an oopsie wasn’t in their plans right now.


  She moaned around Logan’s cock as Toby slid his deep inside her. Between Logan’s talented mouth licking and sucking on her clit, and Toby’s cock fucking her pussy, it didn’t take them long to get her started coming.


  “God that’s so hot,” Toby said. “Watching you suck his cock and…ohhh, yeah. The way he’s tonguing my balls while I fuck you.”


  She loved watching her men together as much as she loved being in the middle of them. Hearing Toby’s filthy narration only made her come even harder.


  Salty pre-cum rolled down her tongue as she deep-throated Logan and worshipped his cock with her mouth. Then he worked his hands between their bodies, his fingers finding and latching onto her nipples, lightly pinching them, rolling them, and making her come even harder.


  Her moans finished Logan off. His cock exploded in her mouth and she had to struggle to keep up, swallowing his cum as it pumped down her throat. And it sent Toby on final approach, too.


  “That’s it, baby.” His fingers dug into her hips as he fucked her harder, deeper. “Swallow every drop of his cum. I can’t wait until we can fill you completely at both ends with that—yes!”


  His last stroke remained buried deep in her pussy as he fell still, all three of them catching their breath. Slowly they untangled, and Toby went to dispose of the condom while Logan got turned around and cuddled with her in bed.


  After they were settled in, Chewi’s head appeared at the end of the bunk, his ears perked up, front paws on the end of the bed.


  Are you stoopid humans quite finished?


  Logan laughed. “He looks miffed.”


  She patted the bed and the dog finally jumped up, turning around a couple of times before dropping down with a disgusted-sounding grunt.


  “He is,” she said. “He’ll get over it.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Rebecca felt bad that the men were going to miss a day of work because of her, but she was glad that they were taking turns riding with her while the other drove their car.


  It pissed Chewi off, having to give up his passenger seat, but she knew he’d get over it.


  Eventually.


  Eliza kept calling her throughout the day, making sure she was still with the guys and still heading south. After they arrived at the men’s home in Sarasota, Eliza pulled into the driveway a few minutes later.


  Flying out of her car, she stormed over to Rebecca. “I should shake some goddamned sense into you!” She engulfed Rebecca in a crushing hug. “Don’t you ever fucking do that to me again, do you hear!”


  “I’m sorry. I panicked.”


  “I know,” Eliza said, her voice muffled against Rebecca’s shoulder. “I’m sorry. I thought I told you he was banned from the club.” She eased up on the hug to meet her gaze. “Stop running. Tilly, Tony, Seth, everyone has volunteered, if you need to, to let you stay with them if he tries anything. We are united with you against him. You are not alone any longer.”


  Logan and Toby cleared their throats. “Oh, yeah,” Eliza said. “And not to mention, you have those two. So please, don’t ever run again. Let us do what friends do best and have your back. It’s time you get your life back.”


  She nodded. “I will. I’m sorry.”


  “Good.” She pulled Rebecca in for another hug. “Besides, I’d personally love another chance to hand that fucker his balls. You should have seen the way he avoided me like the plague that night at the club. Before Derrick and Kel threw him out, that is. It was a hoot. I would have followed him around the club making him uncomfortable if they hadn’t made such quick work of tossing him. And, yeah, everyone knows what he did to you and what he tried. No offense, I mentioned the pictures, too. Remember, outing someone is one of the lowest forms of asshattery in our community. He won’t be welcomed at any event in our area when word of that finishes getting around. And if he tries to spread those old pics around? Well, it only proves he’s an asshat. So stop worrying.”


  “I hope you’re right.”


  The men moved in, hugging both women. “She is,” Logan said.


  “Listen to her,” Toby said.


  “Yeah, listen to me.” Eliza gently poked her in the forehead. “And tonight, dinner, our place. Bring your laptop. Cali and her guys are coming over.”


  “Why?”


  “I want you to talk to her about ideas for your website and theirs.” She nodded to where Chewi was standing there watching them. “And bring him. Dominayshun dog there would be a hysterical model for the website in addition to Baxter and George.”


  “George?”


  “Abbey’s tortoise.”


  “Oh.” Rebecca looked at Chewi. “What do you think?”


  He sat, sneezing at them.


  “I think he approves,” Rebecca said.


  “Of course he does. We’re even going to try Boo as a model. A bulldog Domme. It’ll be hysterical and help both your sales and theirs. Now, no more talk about Sam, right?”


  Taking a deep breath, she nodded. “Right.”


  “Good.” Eliza turned to the men. “Next time, tie her up before you leave for work, huh?”


  Chapter Twelve


  


  Rebecca had several more shows to vend at over the next couple of months. The three of them spent as much time together as they could, sometimes the men driving or flying out to see her, or meeting somewhere halfway, so they could have a few days here and there.


  Then she had a three-month break. There’d been a show she’d originally planned to vend at, but she’d managed to make the cancellation deadline to get a refund of her money, meaning she could, in good conscience, settle down for a little while with the men.


  She rolled into their yard Tuesday morning around five, and feeling close to collapse. She didn’t even unhook the Toad, just grabbed Chewi and headed inside, used the bathroom, and snuggled in bed between her guys.


  Toby rolled over and kissed her. “Morning, gorgeous.”


  From the foot of the bed, Chewi sneezed at them.


  “Not you, buddy,” Logan sleepily said, rolling over to sling an arm around her waist. “I’d molest you now, but I know you’re exhausted and we have to get up for work shortly.”


  “I’m assuming you’re talking to me and not Chewi,” she teased.


  Logan nibbled the back of her neck. “Duh.”


  “Oh,” Toby said. “We were going to the coffee time at Perkins tonight. Everyone’s missed you and been asking about you. Might be able to sell some goodies.”


  Part of her wanted to say no, to hog her men.


  But she had missed her friends.


  “Tilly and Loren will be there, too,” Logan said.


  “Okay, you talked me into it.”


  She fell asleep and didn’t even wake up when they got up to get ready for work. She texted them after lunchtime, once she’d woken up, got some coffee in her, and unloaded the Toad from the dolly. The plan was they would try to come pick her up as long as they didn’t get hung up at work and stuck in traffic. Otherwise, she’d meet them there.


  The estate sale had cleared out the majority of the stuff at her uncle’s house. Now she was left with the tractor and trailer, the truck, and less than half of one of the storage sheds filled with odds and ends.


  She was trying out different ideas for the house, on paper and on a computer program she’d bought, 3-D modeling software that allowed her to move stuff around in the house based on the dimensions she’d inputted.


  It was no longer a matter of if she made this her home, but when.


  The men finished at work in time to come pick Rebecca up. The three of them drove out to the Perkins where the coffee time would be held. They weren’t the first ones there, fortunately. They recognized several people already milling around in the back room area.


  As they sat there talking, and more people joined them, out of the corner of her eye Rebecca spotted a familiar face walk into the room and home in on her like a beacon.


  Staring at her, Sam took a seat at a table across the room where she couldn’t help but see him.


  The men started to get up but she stayed them. “No. I got this.”


  Smiling, she stood, walked over to the table, and sat down across from him without saying a word.


  The room fell silent as everyone realized what was going on.


  Eventually, Sam straightened and spoke up. “What?”


  “Oh, I don’t know. You were staring at me. I thought you wanted something.”


  “I don’t want anything from you.”


  “Good. Then you’ll get out of here.”


  “I have a right to be here.”


  As one body, everyone else got up, walked over to stand behind Rebecca, and stared at Sam, most of them with angry glares on their faces.


  “Sure, you do,” Rebecca said. “But you might want to ask everyone here if they want you here.” She looked up and back. “Do you, guys?”


  “No.”


  Sam leaned back, retreating from the force of the unified response.


  Loren, standing next to Rebecca, spoke up. “I’m the host of the group tonight, and I say I don’t want you here, either. Would you like to try for a banning by the restaurant?”


  Rebecca leaned in, dropping her voice. “Here’s what I know, asshole. You haven’t been able to get over the fact that I left you, even ten-plus years after the fact. People have told me you’ve had a string of disastrous relationships that never lasted more than a few months each after I left your sorry, abusive ass. So guess what? You don’t deserve anything other than a minor footnote in my personal history. If you don’t have anything further to say to me, I suggest you leave now, with what little is left of your dignity, because no one here tonight will say a damn word to you.”


  “Bitch.”


  She smiled. “That’s Ms. Bitch to you, asshole.” And with that she slowly stood, flipping him a bird before she turned and headed back to her original seat.


  Before she turned to sit, she leaned in toward Toby. “Did he leave?”


  He glanced over his shoulder. “Yep.”


  “Whew.”


  Tilly walked over, looking smug. “Ah, I see the backbone implant has taken just fine. I’m proud of you, girl.”


  “Yeah, well, you wouldn’t look good in prison orange.” She stepped in to hug Tilly.


  “He’s not worth prison orange. Honestly, sweetie, had you said something sooner, he would have gotten booted sooner. Derrick and Kel don’t put up with shit like that at their club.”


  “I didn’t know he was going there until that night I ran into him.”


  “I’d seen him a couple of times before, and heard about his bullshit, but never realized who he was in relation to you. He was always alone when he came in.”


  “Figures.”


  “Wait’ll we tell Eliza,” Logan said. “She’ll be happy.”


  “She’ll be pissed off she wasn’t here to witness it,” Rebecca said. “Maybe we shouldn’t tell her.”


  “Too late,” Gilo said. “I got it on video with my phone, just in case he tried something. I’ve already sent the clip to Eliza.”


  “You wh—” She was interrupted by her phone ringing.


  Eliza.


  “You go, girl!” her bestie screamed over the line when Rebecca answered the call. “Good on ya!”


  Those standing close enough to hear Eliza’s voice booming from the phone started laughing.


  Rebecca stepped across the room away from the others. “Tone it back a few decibels, please. I need my hearing.”


  “No, seriously. That was awesome. I’m so proud of you!”


  “Did I pass, sensei?”


  “You are an amazing grasshopper! You passed with all the epic win there is.”


  Rebecca was still talking with her when she turned and noticed an identical, strange look on her men’s faces. When she followed their gaze, she saw them watching a woman who’d just entered, hugged a guy who’d walked in ahead of her, and then they’d taken a booth on the other side of the room.


  It didn’t look like the woman had noticed them.


  She quickly did the mental math. “Eliza, I need to run. I’ll call you back later.” She ended the call and walked toward her guys, but Tilly intercepted her on the way, hooking elbows with her and swinging her around and back to some privacy.


  “Heads-up,” Tilly said. “We have another bogey at eleven o’clock.”


  Rebecca swiveled her head, trying to look. “Is that Julie?”


  “Let’s play nice.”


  “I just ran Sam off.”


  Tilly nodded. “And that was nice.”


  She pulled loose of Tilly and made a beeline toward the booth, vaguely aware of her men scrambling to get up and make it over to her first.


  “If you’re going to get in trouble,” Tilly called out, “at least do me proud in the process.”


  Rebecca pasted a syrupy smile on her face as she walked over to the booth. “Hi, Julie?” Rebecca stuck a hand out to shake with her.


  Julie frowned. “Um, yeah?” She briefly shook with Rebecca.


  Rebecca kept her tone light, conversational. “Yeah, listen, see, we have a little problem. You fucked my guys over royally. Is this the douchenozzle you cheated on them with?”


  Logan and Toby rushed up behind her, but Rebecca leaned in, her hands on the table as she dropped her voice. “Based on the look of shock on your guy’s face, I’m gonna guess that’s a no.” She smiled at the man. “Hi, Rebecca. Listen, see, she screwed my guys over and ripped money out of their bank account that wasn’t hers to take. Oh, and she cheated on them. And they’re pretty fucking hot guys, too, as you can see. So…you might want to guard your ATM card and keep an eye on her social media traffic. Just sayin’.”


  The guy stared at Julie. “You said it was your money.”


  Julie looked like she’d expected anything but this. “Of course it was—”


  Toby’s cough sounded suspiciously like, “Bullshit!”


  “I mean, seriously,” Rebecca said, stepping back and indicating her men. “These two are hot. And great in bed. If she’d fuck them over, why do you think you stand a long-term chance with her? Oh, unless you’ve got money, that is.”


  He looked at Rebecca, looked at Toby and Logan, looked across the table at where Julie now sat wide-eyed and gape-jawed, then stood and left.


  Tilly walked up. Rebecca held up her hand, and Tilly high-fived her.


  Loren also joined them, arms crossed over her chest and shaking her head at Julie. “Okay, I’m not even going to be half as polite to you as I was to Sam. Get the fuck out of here. I’ve heard too many stories about you and your sugar daddies to even stand the sight of you. How many guys have you fucked over who didn’t report you to the police for fear of you bringing abuse or assault charges against them?”


  Now red-faced, and with the room silent and glaring at Julie, she grabbed her purse and stormed out.


  Tilly high-fived Rebecca again.


  Loren turned on Tilly and pointed a finger at her. “You are a bad influence.”


  “Me? What’d I do?”


  “You can’t go siccing her on people.”


  “Why not?”


  At least five other people echoed that sentiment out loud.


  “It’s not nice,” Loren explained.


  “To the asshats, no, it’s not,” Tilly said. “Not supposed to be, either. I’m proud of her for standing up for herself and her guys.”


  Rebecca high-fived her.


  Landry and Cris walked over and leaned in. “Eh, you two sure you want our Tilly mentoring your woman?” Landry asked.


  Cris snorted. “Yeah. She doesn’t hit like a girl.”


  “Hey, we needed a topic of conversation for tonight,” Rebecca shot back. “So now we have one. How to deal with asshole exes.”


  Laughter rippled through the room.


  Toby and Logan pulled Rebecca close, each of them kissing her.


  “Maybe someone needs a paddling to remind her who’s in charge,” Logan said.


  “That’s not much of a threat,” Toby noted.


  “It is if I take away orgasms,” Logan said.


  Rebecca pouted. “That’s just mean.”


  “Hence why I’m the sadist,” Logan told her.


  


  * * * *


  


  They managed to get through the rest of the dinner without any further interruptions of the bad kind. Logan wouldn’t really spank Rebecca as punishment, and she knew it. He knew she knew it.


  Didn’t mean he wouldn’t spank her at all. In fact, replaying in his mind how she’d stood up for herself, and them, had not only made him proud, but horny.


  Unlike Sam, he and Toby liked their women to come with fully-functioning backbones and high spirits.


  Rebecca was, however, inundated by her friends to look at the jewelry pieces she’d brought with her. She ran sales on her tablet and ended the evening taking in far more money than they’d spent on dinner, including several custom orders for day collars.


  “Remind me why I’m on the road again?” she asked them as they returned to the men’s house.


  Logan, who was riding shotgun, shook his head. “You tell us, babe. You don’t need the money.”


  “But I can’t afford to just be lazy for the rest of my life.”


  “Then go back to school. Or cut back on your shows and focus on the website. Doesn’t hurt that Cali and her guys are selling your stuff, too.”


  No, that didn’t hurt at all. They carried a limited, special edition line she’d created, items that could only be purchased through the Two Crafty Bastards website. She almost couldn’t make them fast enough to keep them stocked, and several times had to ask her men to help her out.


  If she was home most the time, she could build up her inventory.


  Plus, she missed her guys when she was on the road.


  “Or,” Toby said, “you could tell your guys it’s okay for them to tell you their opinion.”


  That sounded like a charged statement. “Why would I have to tell you that?”


  “Because,” Logan said, “we don’t want you to think we’re controlling like Sam.”


  “I would never think that. You guys are nothing like him.”


  “Then the truth is,” Toby said, “that we wish you were home more.”


  “Then why didn’t you just say that?”


  “Because we don’t want you to think we’re trying to order you. We want it to be what you want.”


  She had hated every single good-bye over the past two months. There’d been a few nights she’d curled around Chewi and cried herself to sleep while he licked her face and probably wondered why his head minun, the provider of his food and water, was suddenly leaking from her eyeballs and his friends and minuns with the good nommies were gone.


  Stoopid woman.


  “What are you asking me?” She wanted them to say it, to put it out there first.


  Logan took over again. “What we’re saying is that we love you, we miss you when you’re not here, and we wish you were living full-time with us, because we hate like fuck coming home to an empty house. It doesn’t feel right anymore. It feels like you’re supposed to be there.”


  “I don’t want to quit doing the shows,” she said, but not quite sure why.


  “We don’t want you to quit them, either,” Logan said. “We know you enjoy them. And we know it’s your livelihood.”


  She stared at him. “I could cut back and not do so many.”


  “If we have enough advance warning, we could go with you to some of them. Take the time off from work and help with the driving. Watch the booth with you. Give you time to work on making patterns to sell on the website, and help you film the tutorials.”


  The first tutorial she’d posted, filmed with their help during one of her return visits to their home, had already received several thousand hits on YouTube. And the first two patterns she’d posted for sale usually sold a few copies every day.


  If she had more posted…


  “But only if you want us with you,” Toby said. “And only if you want to be with us.”


  She nodded. “I do,” quietly slipped out before she realized it. Then she added, “I’d like that. I’d like it to be permanent. I want us to be permanent.”


  “Are you asking us to collar you?” Logan said. They had talked about it before, that they wouldn’t beg her to take a collar from them. That if she wanted a collar, she would have to be the one to ask them, and that whenever she was ready to take that step, she had to let them know.


  Leap and the net will appear, right?


  “Yeah. I want you guys to collar me.”


  The gorgeous smile filled his face. “Baby, you don’t realize it, but you’ve just made us the happiest two men on the face of this planet.”


  


  * * * *


  


  They had sworn to each other that they wouldn’t push her, wouldn’t press. Especially not after what she went through in the past. But Toby seriously wanted to pull over and hump her silly in the backseat on the side of the road right at that moment.


  That was how happy he felt, that he was willing to risk a public nudity charge.


  Of course, he controlled himself until they got home and she walked Chewi. Then Toby picked her up, slung her over his shoulder, and carried her to their bedroom where he playfully dumped her onto the bed.


  “You appear to be a man with a plan,” she joked.


  “Hey, you’ve just made us two happy men. I plan on celebrating with orgasms and then curling up next to your sweet body and having a damn good night’s sleep.”


  “I like the sound of that plan,” Logan said as he walked in and started stripping. “That’s a plan I can back wholeheartedly.”


  Toby stripped, climbing into bed on top of her and quickly getting her naked before he dove between her legs. She closed her eyes, moaning, toes curling as his scorching mouth quickly brought her over the first time.


  And he wasn’t finished. He hooked his arms around her thighs so she couldn’t squirm away and was soon working on building her up to orgasm number two.


  Then, he let out a loud moan of his own.


  When she cracked open an eye, she realized Logan was working his cock up Toby’s ass.


  Logan grinned at her. “Hey, there’s a line, and I’m horny.”


  She giggled, which quickly turned into another moan as Toby moaned again, the vibrations running through her clit to her nervous system.


  After Toby got her off a second time, he sat up. “Okay,” he hoarsely said. “This just isn’t fair.” As one, the two men scooted up the bed so Toby could slide his cock into her pussy.


  “Muuuch better,” he gasped as he leaned in, kissing her while he slowly started thrusting to his own rhythm.


  “Fuck, that’s hot,” Logan said from behind him. “I think I have a new second-favorite thing.”


  His first favorite thing being the two of them fucking her at the same time.


  Admittedly her favorite thing, too.


  She ran her hands across Toby’s chest, brushing over his nipples, gently raking her nails against his flesh. His eyes dropped closed as he picked up the pace, the base of his cock grinding against her clit at the bottom of every stroke and driving her closer to one more climax.


  She heard Logan smacking Toby’s ass. “Yeah, that’s it,” he hoarsely said. “Fuck our girl while I fuck you, buddy.”


  Why had she resisted this at the start?


  Because I’m a dumbass.


  This was…perfection. Two hot guys who loved her, who wanted her, who loved each other.


  Yeah, her life had finally fallen into place.


  She grabbed Toby’s head and pulled him down for a sizzling kiss that pushed him over the edge just as she started to come. He kept fucking her as long as he could, getting her all the way over before finally falling still.


  Logan, however, wasn’t there yet. “Just hold on a minute.” He shook both of them and the entire bed with the force of his strokes until he pounded his cock into Toby’s ass and then fell still with a final grunt Rebecca knew all too well.


  Yesss. This.


  They all lay there unmoving for a moment, Toby on top of her, Logan sitting up behind him.


  “I love you guys,” she softly said. “I really do.”


  Toby kissed her. “I love you, too, baby.”


  Logan pulled out, leaning in to kiss her before he got out of bed to dispose of the condom and clean up. “Love you, too, sweetheart.”


  Toby also got out of bed to clean up. Minutes later they’d returned, snuggling with her on either side.


  Chewi jumped up on the end of the bed, staring at them.


  I don’t understand the big deal about collars. I wear one all the damn time. Stoopid humans.


  She stuck her tongue out at him before closing her eyes.


  Chapter Thirteen


  


  The men had kept extremely mum about what they were going to do. They were collaring her as their submissive, not their slave. It was an important distinction she appreciated them making for her peace of mind.


  There would be plenty of time to take it farther. For now, this was a huge leap of faith on her part.


  Fortunately for her, it was enough for her men.


  The morning of their collaring, the men were cooking breakfast when Eliza showed up. “Why aren’t you dressed and ready to go?”


  “Um, because it’s only nine o’clock in the morning.”


  Eliza turned on the men. “Didn’t you tell her about the brunch?”


  They froze. “You said you were handling that,” Toby said.


  “Uh, yeah. The planning of it. I told you to have her ready.”


  “Sorry,” Logan said. “Miscommunication.”


  “Sheesh. Up. Dressed. Now. Hope you had a shower.” She started hauling Rebecca out of her chair.


  “I did, and ow, easy there, girlfriend.”


  “Let’s go.”


  Twenty minutes later, Rebecca was in the car with Eliza.


  “Lucky for you I love those dudes,” she said. “I told them to have you ready.”


  “Shouldn’t someone have asked me if I wanted a brunch?”


  “Irrelevant. You’re getting one.” Eliza grinned at her. “Then we’re all going to get our hair done.”


  “Ugh. You can get yours done. Mine’s untamable.”


  “Let them at least try for a fancy updo.”


  “What’s going on?”


  “Your guys wanted a nice semi-formal affair. I picked out a dress for you. You’re welcome.”


  “You…what?”


  “It’s gorgeous, a black sheath that will make your boobs stand out.”


  “How do you even know it’ll fit me?”


  “Because I rooted through your closet to find out your sizes. Duh. It’ll fit. Trust me.”


  “You are worse than Tilly.”


  “Thank—wait. Was that an insult or a compliment?”


  “You choose.”


  


  * * * *


  


  The whole gang had turned out for this affair—Tilly, Loren, Shayla, Leah, June, Laura, Gabe, Jenny, Abbey, Essie, Mallory, Chelbie, and Cali. Clarisse and her men were stuck at home with a sick toddler but sent their love.


  They brunched at a swanky resort restaurant out on Siesta Key before heading to the hairstylist. When they finally converged on Venture around five, Rebecca had to agree the dress was perfect, and she’d had fun.


  With her friends.


  Not imaginary friends, or friends that only existed inside her computer, either.


  And friends who weren’t talking dogs.


  There were also a lot of other people at the club, too. And from the look of the buffet spread, no one would leave hungry.


  Her guys were already waiting there, dressed in tuxes.


  As Loren led her up to them and called for everyone’s attention, Rebecca’s focus was only on her men.


  “You guys…that’s hot. Can we keep the tuxes?”


  The men shared a high-five. “You called that one right,” Logan told Toby.


  “No, seriously. Can we keep them?”


  “Sorry, sweetheart. They’re rentals. But you like?”


  “Oh, yeah. Awesome.”


  Loren shushed her. “This is your collaring. Don’t make me get Gilo’s duct tape.”


  “It’s all right,” he called out. “I’ll share.”


  “Shush, you,” Loren said. “Okay, folks. You poly people are starting to catch up with us monogamists. You’re making us look practically vanilla.” A small ripple of laughter flowed through the crowd. “Today we’re here to witness the commitment of Rebecca and Toby and Logan. Three good people I’m proud to call friends. The men have written their vows, so I’ll shut up and let them take over.”


  Logan took Rebecca’s hands in his. “We know you had some struggles in your past. So did we. But sometimes when there’s something better, a risk has to be taken. We love you enough to know the risk is only a fraction of the reward of having you in our lives. I’m asking if you’ll accept and wear our collar, not just to be our submissive. We want you as our friend, our partner, our lover, our wife in pretty much every way. As a person in your own right, bringing your own energy to the table with us. We promise we’ll never control you in any way except how you want to be controlled. And even if you decide one day you don’t want to do BDSM, we still want you as our life partner.”


  He handed her over to Toby, who took her hands in his. “We’ll not just take care of you,” he said, “but take care with you. We’ll never take you for granted, never forget you matter just as much as we do, never break your trust. Just like we know that you’ll never do anything to break ours. So, as he asked, we’d like to know if you’d please accept and wear our collar. Not as a symbol of our ownership of you, but as a symbol of your ownership of our hearts, our loves, our trust.”


  She nodded, struggling not to cry. They’d pretty much said everything perfectly to trample any stray cobwebs of doubt that wanted to muck things up. “Yes,” she said. “I want that.”


  Loren handed them a box. From it, they withdrew a beautiful shimmering blue Niobium chainmaille necklace with an intricate weave.


  Before she could ask about it, Toby said, “We did kind of go behind your back for this. Took us forever to make it when you weren’t around.” He playfully smiled. “But we’re hoping you don’t mind us keeping secrets like this.”


  Her hand flew to her mouth, the tears now breaking through. “You both made it for me?”


  Logan nodded. “Did we do okay?”


  “You did perfect.”


  They got it fastened around her neck as she struggled not to ruin her makeup by slobbering all over them with snot-filled tears.


  She kissed Logan, then Toby. The necklace probably took them a couple of weeks to make, at least. That they took the time and care to do that for her overwhelmed her.


  “And that’s another one for the books, folks,” Loren teased. “Time to eat!”


  


  * * * *


  


  After food and cake and Eliza-ordered dancing to make it as close to a “proper wedding” as she could make it for her friend, Rebecca and the men changed clothes for play.


  Well, the men changed clothes.


  Rebecca simply got naked, except for her collar.


  And that was what she thought of it as, a collar. Not just a necklace.


  They took her over to one of the benches and laid a towel out for her. “Ready for some fun, baby?” Logan asked.


  She smiled. “Give me your best.”


  He smiled, pulling her in for a long, deep kiss. “I just gave you my best a little bit ago. I gave you my heart.”


  “Okay, quit with the mushy stuff,” Toby playfully scolded. “I want to spank an ass.”


  “Maybe I should spank your ass,” Logan said.


  “Sure, but ladies first,” he replied.


  She climbed up onto the bench and the men buckled leather cuffs around her wrists and ankles. Two loving pairs of hands roamed her body, quickly soothing her while at the same time teasing her, stoking the embers inside her, reminding her why she enjoyed this so much.


  Because she trusted them.


  They started with a light flogger on her back and ass that only served to make her hornier and beg for more. They took turns with light bare-handed spanking before working up to a paddle.


  After five swats of the paddle, she heard a Hitachi switch on, and that was the last coherent thought she had for a while, until she finally called yellow on the orgasm play and they turned the vibrator off.


  Toby, grinning from ear to ear, knelt in front of her. “Ready for more, or are you done?”


  “More what?”


  “Canings, coming, cuddling. I’m easy.”


  “That’s what he said,” she teased.


  “She’s still able to talk,” Logan said. “We obviously didn’t do a good enough job.”


  Actually, they had. She didn’t want to expend all her energy right then and not have any for them later. “I’m good…for now.”


  He leaned in and kissed her. “Cut her loose, Logan,” he said. “We’ll finish this night at home.”


  


  * * * *


  


  They spent another couple of hours at the club before leaving. After walking Chewi, they retired to the bedroom. She tried to talk her guys into putting the tuxes back on and fucking her while wearing those, but they wouldn’t be swayed.


  “I have to have some limits for you,” Logan joked. “And ruining a couple of tuxes with lube is one of them. Those things are expensive.”


  When Toby grabbed a condom, she knew what was in store for her that night. After the men stripped, Logan pulled her on top of him, impaling her pussy with his cock and kissing her, a hand fisted in her updo and holding her firmly in place.


  Behind her, Toby’s fingers started probing her ass, lubing her, prepping her. “You know what’s coming, don’t you?” he teased. “I bet you’re already squeezing his cock, your pussy’s so anxious to ride.”


  “She is,” Logan confirmed, staring up into her eyes, a playful smile on his face. “She’s real anxious.”


  She loved it when they fucked her at the same time. Damn near addicted to it, the men had been amused to find out that them playing with her ass now triggered her pussy to immediately get wet and ready, her body expecting the double penetration treat.


  Logan nipped at the side of her neck, making her shiver. “Such a good girl for us,” he said. “We love being inside you at the same time, being part of you, together. We love making your head explode like that.”


  That was one description for it. Something about the feel of both of them inside her gave her intense orgasms every time. No hand or toys needed, either. She didn’t know why and guessed it had something to do with where the cocks pressed against each other and inside her at the same time.


  She didn’t care why, because it felt damn good.


  Once Toby had comfortably worked three fingers inside her, and she was loudly moaning with pleasure, he pulled off the glove and rolled a condom onto his stiff cock.


  “Fuck, I love it when you sound like that,” he said. He lubed his cock and then she felt it, the first press, the slow, steady push as he breached her rim.


  He wasn’t even all the way inside her ass before the first orgasm spun up and started soaring through her.


  “Hell, she’s coming already. Get moving.” Logan let go of her hair and grabbed her hips, holding on for leverage as he fucked himself up into her.


  She knew her role—just stay there and let them fuck her. They didn’t need her help, and in fact if she tried to rock her hips without them telling her to, it could throw off their rhythm.


  Since there didn’t appear to be anything wrong with their rhythm, she was happy to let them do their thing.


  All she had to do was sit there and enjoy it.


  By the time the fourth rolling orgasm washed through her, she was feeling the strain in her arms from keeping herself propped up, and Logan likely could see the struggle to remain upright in her face.


  “Okay,” he said. “Time to finish her off.”


  She squealed with pleasure, unable to help herself as they both pounded their cocks into her, harder, faster, until finally she heard Toby, and then Logan, let out groans of pleasure before they fell still.


  Collapsing on top of Logan, an exhausted, sated sigh escaped her.


  Toby stroked her back. “Better, baby?”


  “You guys always make it better,” she said.


  Logan stroked her cheek. “Do you really like your necklace?”


  She opened her eyes to look at him. “Yes. I love it. It’s absolutely perfect.”


  Toby pulled out and went to clean up, returning with a warm, wet washcloth for her and a towel. After they were snuggled together in bed, Chewi jumped up, settled himself at the end of the bed with his back turned to them, and let out a snort.


  “Hey, she’s ours,” Logan said. “Minuns or not, you have to share.”


  “Yeah,” Toby told the dog. “We love her, too.”


  Chewi lifted his head, looked at them, and made a huffy-sounding snort.


  About time you’re done. That’s my head minun you’re messing with.


  He put his head back down.


  “I swear I could almost hear him talk and complain about us taking too long,” Toby said.


  “Ditto,” Logan echoed.


  “I’m telling you, he’s world dominayshun dog,” she said. “He has mental powers.”


  “I’m starting to believe you,” Toby said. “Seriously.”


  Chapter Fourteen


  


  It was a gorgeous spring Saturday.


  The perfect day for a joust, as a matter of fact.


  They heard the cheer of the crowd go up on the other side of the fairgrounds where the jousting was currently being held.


  “Sounds like someone just got knocked off his horse,” Toby quipped without looking up from the intricate bracelet he was working on.


  “Those guys are nuts,” Logan added. “Just not right in the head.”


  “Hey, they have fun and they bring the crowds,” Rebecca reminded them. “Don’t ever forget that. Without crowds, we don’t make sales.”


  They were at the Sarasota Fairgrounds, where they were holding the first weekend of a two-weekend medieval fair. Considering she didn’t have to load up the RV and head out, and they could sleep in their own bed every night, it was an easy weekend money-wise. The large Ren fair up at MOSI in Tampa would be starting the weekend after that, and again, she wouldn’t have to take the RV. She’d rather drive back and forth in the CRV every day.


  Besides, the men would help her out every weekend, making her life simpler. Now that they’d both picked up the techniques, they were helping her produce more jewelry than ever, and the custom pieces she was creating to be day collars were starting to really make her decent money.


  She was even considering dropping a couple of venues next year, instead of having to be on the road all the time.


  Yes, she’d admit it. She was spoiled having Logan and Toby share her bed every night, even if Chewi was still a little miffed at having to take the end of the bed.


  They were, after all, his friends and minuns with the good nommies. He couldn’t stay mad at them for too long.


  Her FetLife account had exploded in a good way as local kinksters started friending her and spreading word about her creations, and new orders flooded into her Etsy store.


  Pretty soon, she might be able to make a living with nothing but the Etsy store sales and the custom day collars. Traveling would be totally optional.


  She never thought there’d come a day when she’d think that.


  Especially because of Toby and Logan.


  She knew she technically could afford to keep traveling, but as both Ed Payne and Kel had counseled her, it was far better to put that money aside and pretend it wasn’t there, or dole it out in small, regular payments, and keep it for a rainy day.


  A woman walked up and started perusing the bracelets, then caught sight of her collar.


  “Wow, that’s beautiful! Is that one of your creations?”


  Rebecca smiled and pointed. “They made it for me.”


  The woman leaned in closer. “It’s a heart-shaped lock, that’s neat!” She glanced around and lowered her voice. “Sir’s been looking for a day collar for me to wear. Do you take custom orders?”


  “Absolutely.” She waved the woman around the corner so she could see the glass case of collars. “And we have some pre-made—”


  “Ooh!” she squealed, pointing at one of the Niobium ones. Then she turned and waved at someone. “Sir!”


  The man walked over and joined them, and fifteen minutes later they were leaving after having purchased a collar, pre-paid for a custom matching set of bracelets, as well as bought another matching necklace and bracelet.


  Over two hundred and fifty dollars, total. The woman, who was a member of a Tampa BDSM group, also took a handful of business cards with her to hand out to her friends. For that, Rebecca threw in a free pair of earrings.


  Rebecca turned and smiled at the men. “This means Chewi can eat for another couple of weeks.”


  The dog, wearing his chainmaille vest, perked his ears where he was laying curled in the shade, but didn’t get up.


  She could almost read his mind.


  Assholes. Of course you have to feed me, minuns. I’m the important one.


  While the men were working on replenishing stock, Rebecca was minding the sales and using her iPad to work on instructions for the new weave pattern she was going to post on her website. Toby and Logan had been right about that. The pattern sales were great. She was getting several requests a day for more video tutorials and patterns.


  She never would have been brave enough to take that step if not for her men.


  There were a lot of things she felt she owed them.


  Especially because of how patient they’d been with her in the beginning.


  After closing up at the end of the day, the men loaded their stuff while she wrangled the star of the operation. Twenty minutes later, they were back home.


  “Never thought I’d say this,” she said after emerging from the shower, “but I don’t miss living in the RV. This is finally feeling like home.”


  Toby slipped past her, stealing a kiss in the process. “Home is wherever you are, sweetheart.”


  “The shower spoiled me,” she said. “I like it when all three of us can take one at the same time.”


  “We can, if we hit the showers at an RV park,” Logan playfully said.


  “Yeah, and then they throw us out of the park for getting lewd and lascivious. Besides, they aren’t co-ed bathrooms.”


  “I didn’t say it was a perfect plan,” Logan teased.


  “Oh, the contractor e-mailed me,” Toby said. “He says we’re good to go for Monday.”


  “Excellent.” She sat on their bed and towel-dried her hair. “The sooner that’s finished, the happier I’ll be.”


  They had already made a lot of changes to her uncle’s house, including updating the electrical system, redoing the bathrooms and kitchen, the flooring, painting, and more. One last thing needed replacing—the roof. They’d waited to do that because they’d added a large lanai across the back of the house and wanted the same roof on it. Right now, it was roughed in with tarpaper covering the plywood on top of it.


  Once the roof was done on the lanai, they could screen it in. They were also going to put in a pool and a hot tub.


  And then the fun could begin. They looked forward to the day they could start holding their own parties for their friends.


  Kinky parties, of course.


  By opening the layout of the living and dining rooms, it meant plenty of room.


  The men hadn’t decided what to do with their house yet, whether to rent or sell it. Eventually, once the other house was finished, they would all move over there.


  And Rebecca had a few kinky ideas of her own about how to christen it once they did.


  Later that night, when they were curled up in bed together, her between them with their arms around her, she held their hands against her stomach.


  “You know,” she slowly said, “it wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world if we decided to make this totally permanent, would it?”


  Both men raised their heads. “How so, baby?” Logan asked.


  “I wouldn’t feel right about a wedding because I don’t want to be forced to pick between you. But Ed said he could set up an LLC or a trust or something for us to put everything into, so we all owned it, and do the power of attorney paperwork and stuff.”


  “Aaand?” Toby asked.


  “I was thinking, if we really want to talk about having a baby, I’m going to be thirty-eight soon. If we want to try for a baby, it needs to be sooner rather than later.”


  Now both men sat up. “Do you mean it?” they asked.


  She had to fight the urge to giggle at how cute they were, like two naked human meerkats. “Yeah. I’m done being scared of life. If I can’t trust the two of you after we’ve been together this long, then I don’t deserve you two. I trust you. And I love you. And I want to spend the rest of my life with you. Both of you.”


  Logan kissed her, then Toby followed suit. “Love you, baby,” Logan said.


  Toby wore a pleased grin. “Love you so much.”


  As they settled in again, Rebecca realized how much lighter her whole life now felt, despite having a house—technically two if they counted the men’s house, too—a business, more friends than ever, and now two guys. She felt lighter and freer, the emotional chains…gone.


  This is a life worth living.
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