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  Dear Readers,


  


  If you have purchased this copy of Kinko de Mayo by Tymber Dalton from BookStrand.com or its official distributors, thank you. Also, thank you for not sharing your copy of this book.


  


  


  Regarding E-book Piracy


  


  This book is copyrighted intellectual property. No other individual or group has resale rights, auction rights, membership rights, sharing rights, or any kind of rights to sell or to give away a copy of this book.


  


  The author and the publisher work very hard to bring our paying readers high-quality reading entertainment.


  


  This is Tymber Dalton’s livelihood. It’s fair and simple. Please respect Tymber Dalton’s right to earn a living from her work.


  


  Amanda Hilton, Publisher


  www.SirenPublishing.com
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  DEDICATION


  


  


  This one’s for Rigger, who lets me use real-life party invitations (with the details changed to protect the…eh, guilty) as the basis for my Suncoast Society party invites. (And yes, the neighbors are very vanilla and we do not wish to upset their world…)


  A few of the standard lines he says at the munches he hosts have also appeared in different books from time to time. (If you’re still looking for the computer group, we have no idea where they are…)


  He’s a highly respected mentor, a close friend, a fixture in our local community, and I consider him adopted kinky family. Thank you, Sir, for your years of friendship. Love ya!


  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


  21. Kinko de Mayo


  


  Many of the characters in this book appear in previous books in the Suncoast Society series. The chronological order of this book overlaps a little with A Turn of the Screwed and actually takes place before the ending of that book.


  I wish I could say the part about the cat versus the Sybian was totally made up…but it’s not. Sometimes, life is truly stranger than fiction.


  Cali, Max, and Sean’s story is first told in Crafty Bastards. All titles available from Siren-BookStrand.
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  Chapter One


  


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


  


  April 20…


  


  Dear Friends,


  Cali, Max, and Sean would like to invite you and your significant and nonsignificant others to a festive Kinko de Mayo party at their home.


  Dress up (or down!) as we all try to figure out what the hell this holiday is supposed to be about, anyway. (Submissive piñatas, anyone? With Max the Mad Scientist, you’ll never know what he’ll come up with. And where to put the candy…) Besides, do we really need a reason to throw a party other than we want to have one?


  The event takes place Saturday, May 5th. RSVP to Ross BEFORE Monday, April 30th. Directions will be sent to those who RSVP on Tuesday, May 1st.


  


  Arrive after 6:00 p.m.


  Dinner will be at 7:00 p.m.


  Stay and play until ???


  


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


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


  


  HOUSE RULES:


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Chapter Two


  


  Max looked pleased with himself. “Well?” he asked. “What do you think?”


  Sean also stared at Cali with inquisitive eyes, even though he wasn’t able to talk, much less move, the way he was trussed.


  Cali stared, still trying to formulate a response that wouldn’t hurt her guys’ feelings. She knew they’d put a lot of hard work into this project and wished they hadn’t kept it a secret from her for so long.


  She would have lowered the boom on it before they even got started if they had told her.


  It also explained why they’d come home from the craft store that morning with an obscene number of packages of colored tissue paper.


  And why they’d locked her out of the playroom.


  “Did you get the pictures already?” she asked, stalling for time. They’d set up a photo backdrop behind the portable bondage frame that they’d borrowed from Kel, and which was now taking up most of their playroom. They’d also moved the photo lights in here, but they were currently off.


  “Yeah,” Max said. “Want to see?”


  Sean mumbled something that sounded like, “Well?”


  Baxter, her cat, came strolling in. When he spotted Sean hanging, hog-tied, from the center of the frame and covered in fringed lines of tissue paper, a literal human piñata, he rose up on his back legs and started swatting at some of the tissue paper trailing like a tail from the butt plug up Sean’s ass.


  Sean yelled, trying to twist away, since his nuts and cock were exposed and way too close to Baxter’s paw. In the process, the tissue-paper-covered stick propped against Sean’s shoulder fell over and hit the floor, spooking the cat for a moment before he stepped in again to sniff at it.


  She bent over and scooped the cat into her arms, saving Sean’s family jewels.


  Only she and Max were allowed to torture Sean like that.


  “Thank you,” Sean mumbled through the ball gag in his mouth.


  Even that was covered in fringed tissue paper.


  “How long did it take you two to cut up all that tissue paper?”


  “A couple of hours.” Max said.


  “What’d you do, glue it to him?”


  “Yeah. It’s just white school glue. It’ll wash off.”


  “Not in my shower, it won’t. You’ll clog up the dang drain.”


  “No, I’m going to take him outside and hose him off. Then he can jump in the pool or the hot tub. You still haven’t told us what you think.”


  She was stalling. Their idea was to post a shot of Sean the human piñata on their Two Crafty Bastards Toys website to help celebrate Kinko de Mayo, a totally made-up and nonsensical excuse for a theme to run a special and sell more toys.


  For St. Patrick’s Day, Sean had been a victim to Baxter’s Domly leprechaun, bound in green rope while her cat stood over him, dressed in full costume. The story being, of course, that Sean had tried to steal Baxter’s gold, represented by the small Halloween cauldron filled with chocolate coins.


  She didn’t even want to think about the Easter picture, which they’d overruled her on and posted anyway after she’d left the house.


  “I really wish you guys would let me, you know, the actual web designer and website admin, clear these ideas first.”


  “What’s wrong with it?” Max asked. “You can do like you did before and place text over the image to cover his exposed bits.”


  She felt a headache threatening. “I know I can,” she said. “That’s not the point. I have a brand for our shop.”


  “Everybody loves Baxter. We’ll take a picture of him in a tiny sombrero and Photoshop it into the scene.”


  “That sounds like you’re crossing a line from funny into borderline culturally offensive.”


  “What about Easter?” Sean mumbled. “That was funny.”


  “I thought you guys promised me you’d never mention that again. Ever.”


  She’d found out about that picture from Tilly’s phone call, where her friend laughed hysterically until she managed to choke out the words that she loved the Easter pic.


  Cali had been in the middle of Walmart, shopping, when she’d received the call. She’d immediately ended the call and pulled up their website on her phone.


  And let out a horrified shriek right there in the middle of the store.


  “You really don’t like this?” Max asked.


  “We’ll post it,” she said, giving herself the coward’s out as she turned to leave with Baxter in her arms. “Just…in the future, new rule. You ask me first, before you set up these shots. And I get final say over what goes on the website.”


  Baxter twisted in her arms, struggling to get down. She released him and he made a beeline back toward the playroom.


  Seconds later, she heard a muffled scream, and Max yelling, “Baxter, no!”


  She closed herself into the office and tried not to laugh loudly enough for them to hear her.


  Let Baxter torture them both.


  Serves them right.


  


  * * * *


  


  Forty-five minutes later, she was watching from inside the living room, staring through the sliders, as out in the backyard Max was hosing down a protesting Sean.


  “Stand still, dammit.”


  “That water’s fucking cold!”


  “I’m almost done. Hold on.”


  Holy crap, sometimes it was like having a couple of kids. She didn’t envy Essie getting pregnant. Cali wanted several more years with her guys first before going down that road. Clarisse was another reason. Look at what had happened to her, now pregnant with twin girls.


  That would be my luck.


  She was thirty-three. There were still several years ahead of her before she had to make that decision. Not to mention, having a baby in their line of work would add an extra logistical kink to things, and not the good kind of kink. Meaning they’d have to rent a workshop somewhere. They couldn’t be making BDSM implements and bondage furniture in the same house they were raising an inquisitive toddler.


  Nope.


  Yes, they’d talked about having a baby…someday. Accompanied by some scorching hot sexual fantasies of how to accomplish the deed. But the more successful their business became, the less sure she was. She’d worked her ass off to help the men grow their business.


  Well, yeah, okay, the success with using Baxter as an accidental bondage model had helped there, too, but still, it wasn’t easy work.


  Does that make me selfish?


  Yes, her men hoped that one day they’d have a baby. They’d already told her that. But they’d also told her it was her decision to make, since it was her body.


  She pulled the slider open. “I’m walking down to Essie’s,” she called out.


  Max waved at her without taking his eyes off where he was hosing Sean down.


  “Please make sure you pick up all that paper,” she called out.


  “We will.”


  “Thank you.” She pulled the slider closed and headed out the front door. Essie, Mark, Josh, and Ted lived a few houses down from them. She knocked, shave and a haircut, and heard Essie call out.


  “Come on in, Cali.”


  She opened the door. Her friend was seated on the couch, feet up, hand resting on her growing baby belly as she watched TV.


  “You alone?” She’d suspected as much from all the work vehicles not parked in their driveway.


  “They’ll be home in an hour or so. They’re supervising a small hoarding job this morning.”


  “Ah.”


  She muted the TV. “What’s up, girlfriend?”


  “You ain’t gonna believe this.” Cali sank down onto the end of the couch and told her about Max and Sean’s latest exploits.


  By the time she finished, Essie was laughing as she hauled herself up and off the couch to the powder room. “Hold on,” she said through her laughter. “Now I’ve got to pee. That’s almost as good as Easter!”


  “I told you not to talk about that!” Cali groused.


  When Essie returned, still giggling, she said, “Well, you have to admit, it’s never boring around your house.”


  “No, boring isn’t a word I’d used to describe either of them.”


  Essie’s smile faded. “What’s bothering you? Seriously.”


  “I’m not sure I want to have a baby. Not right now, at least.”


  Essie frowned. “Are you pregnant?”


  “No.”


  “Then I’m confused. What’s the problem?”


  “We’d talked about maybe having one. Now, with the business and everything, I’m not sure.”


  “Then don’t get pregnant.”


  “It’s not that easy.”


  “Yeah, it is.”


  “Says the woman who was on birth control at the time she got knocked up.”


  “Well, that’s true. There is that.” She stroked her belly. “Be glad it’s not contagious.”


  “Yikes. Don’t even suggest that.”


  “So why the sudden change of heart?”


  “It’s just that now I feel like I really have a great life, everything I wanted. I’ve got the guys, a business that’s doing well, and I’m worried adding one more complication to that will throw things off-kilter. Life won’t be the same.”


  “Kind of the point.”


  “I’m afraid to rock the boat. I’m not even sure if I’d be a good parent.”


  “Go babysit for Clarisse with her two kids,” Essie said. “Or better yet, wait until she pops the girls out. Think about those odds, four against three. They’re outnumbered. At least we’ve got the odds in our favor.” She smiled. “Four against one. I think we’ll be okay.”


  “Don’t be so sure about that.”


  “In our line of work, it’s a little different. You know, you could always hire someone to take over the manufacturing part. And work on the website while the mini-you is asleep.”


  “Yes, because that works sooo well for people. I’ve heard the stories. Not exactly how it happens. You can take your baby to work. Well, at least to the office.”


  Essie and her men ran a commercial cleaning and disaster recovery business, in addition to doing hoarder clean-up jobs. Some of which were filmed as episodes for a show on the gO! Network.


  “Why is this something that’s weighing on you right now? Why the sudden urgency to decide one way or the other?”


  “I don’t know. Just seeing Sean swinging from the bondage frame this morning, covered in paper-mache, drove home the fact that we don’t have a child-friendly home, much less a childproof one.”


  “And again I counter with, why decide right now? If you’re happy with the way things are, why change them?”


  “Because the last time I didn’t do some forward thinking and advanced planning, I ended up kicked out of my house while my boyfriend ran off with someone he met on FetLife.”


  “Aaannd?”


  “And what?”


  “And then you eventually ended up with the two hunks you have now. Had Shane not been a dick, you wouldn’t be with your guys.”


  “Yeah, but I would have preferred a more direct path to happiness, bypassing the bullshit. Why does it feel like everyone else has their lives figured out far better than I do?”


  “Think of it as giving you a better appreciation for the riches you now have. And what do you want me to bring to the party tonight?”


  “Just yourself. And your guys.”


  “Want me over there early to help out?”


  “No, I think we have it covered. As long as I can get the Bobbsey twins to focus. Sometimes they’re like a couple of ADHD squirrels.”


  “They wouldn’t be as much fun as they are if they weren’t.”


  “I think you derive entirely too much pleasure from my misfortunes.”


  Essie laughed. “What else is a bestie for, bestie?”


  


  * * * *


  


  By the time Cali returned home, Sean was de-piñata-ed and grabbing a warm shower.


  “Tilly called,” Max said. “They’re going to get here around five with the loaner furniture.”


  “Okay. Thanks.”


  He put out a hand, stopping her before she could walk past him to the office. “Are you okay, sweetie?”


  “Yeah, I’m fine.”


  “Then why do I get the impression you’re not?”


  “I’m just tired, and it’s going to be a long night with everyone here. And then…that this morning.”


  “You’re not mad, are you?”


  “No, I’m not mad.” Why, exactly, was she stressing over this stuff again?


  Because I’m an idiot who doesn’t know how to relax and just let life happen, that’s why.


  “Oookaay.”


  “Seriously, I’m not mad.”


  “For someone who isn’t mad, you sure have a mad face on.”


  “I’m not mad. You constantly asking me if I’m mad when I’m not, however, is starting to aggravate me.”


  Sean walked in, towel-drying his wet hair. “She mad?”


  Cali let out a scream of frustration and went to go lock herself in the office for a little while.


  Chapter Three


  


  Mark made it home first. Essie was in the shower when he stuck his head in through the shower curtain.


  “Room for company?”


  “Always.”


  He quickly stripped and joined her. “Ted and Josh will be along soon.”


  “So, how bad is the place?” She hadn’t been out to see the site, her men handling it. Since she got pregnant, they’d limited her visits to clean-up sites out of concerns for her health and that of the baby. Some hoarding sites were downright toxic in terms of biological hazards, depending on the situation. She’d been relegated to office work and logistical organization, or kept outside supervising work crews.


  “I’ve seen worse. Mostly a paper hoarder. Magazines, newspapers, junk mail fliers, books. Neatly stacked in every freaking free space imaginable. Rabbit trails all over the place. His son told him if he didn’t clean it out, he’d report him to the county and they’d condemn his house, which of course they would have.”


  “Yikes.”


  “Well, he’s eighty-two. It’s not healthy.”


  “Is he fighting it?”


  “Tooth and nail. Every time he tries to pull something out of the toss pile, Ted makes him go through the mental checklist of how long has he had it, is he really going to read it, all of that. At least with the junk mail, with the coupons and ads being expired, he finally quit fighting us on that one. But I suspect once the clean-out is finished, he’ll be right back to hoarding again and his son will have to be over there a couple of times a week cleaning stuff out.”


  “Wow. That’s not a recipe for success.”


  “It’s not, but his son told him he’d go to court and ask a judge to give him a power of attorney over him if he didn’t agree to this and then sell his house and make him live in an ALF. So it’s going to be an uneasy, ongoing battle for the rest of this man’s life with his son.”


  “I hate it when that happens. It’s so sad.”


  “So do I, but there’s only so much we can do. His son wants his father to remain as independent as possible. I can’t fault him for that. The man’s wife’s death five years ago triggered this. Apparently she was the breakwater, the one throwing stuff out and holding his hoarding tendencies at bay. ”


  Essie knew that all too well. That had been her mom’s role, until her father’s hoarding overwhelmed her, too. It was only his death that allowed her mother freedom, from the hoard and from the stress of trying to hold it back.


  He slipped his arms around her from behind, his hands resting on her baby bump. “How’s our little monster doing today?”


  She smiled. “We’re still not calling him Bubba. I don’t care what you, Josh, Ted, or your dad says. I’m pulling wife rank.”


  Her father-in-law, once he found out he was getting a grandson for his first grandchild, had already started buying everything he could get his hands on that was boy-related and bringing it to them. There wasn’t a sport the child wouldn’t be equipped to play by the time he was born.


  And he’d nicknamed her bump “Bubba.”


  “Aw. No Bubba Collins, huh?”


  “No. There aren’t enough spankings or canings in the world to make me do it, either.”


  


  * * * *


  


  By the time Mark and Essie finished their shower, Josh and Ted had returned. She pulled on an oversized T-shirt and nothing else, not wanting to get dressed for the party yet when they still had a couple of hours before they had to be down the street at their friends’ house.


  Ted looked like he was in anything but a kinky party mood.


  “What’s wrong?” Essie asked.


  “Just…very disheartened.” He sat on the end of the bed. “I know this isn’t going to end well. Once we get that house cleaned out, he’s going to start trying to fill it up again. His son filed a change of address with the post office so they hopefully won’t be delivering him any mail. That’s only a stop-gap measure for a minor part of the larger problem.”


  “What about medication?”


  “I’ve referred him to a psychiatrist who will do a full evaluation with the notes I’ve sent him. The man’s son is going to take him, so we know, at least, that he’ll go. Whether or not the man will even take any meds prescribed for him is a different matter entirely. He also still has his driver’s license and car, so he can go rounding stuff up to bring home.”


  Ted pulled her close, lifting her T-shirt and pressing his face against her belly. “How’s Bubba doing in there today?” he asked.


  “Oooh,” Mark said with a wince. “Don’t go there, bro.”


  “Like I told Mark earlier,” she said, tapping Ted on the head, “I am pulling rank. He is not going to be a Bubba. I don’t care what the rest of you say.”


  “Good luck convincing Dad of that,” Ted mumbled against her belly.


  “Exactly. Which is why you three are going to back me up and not call him Bubba. Before he’s born or after he’s born, period.”


  They hadn’t decided on a name yet. She had briefly thought about giving him “Edgar” as his middle name, in honor of her father, but the more she thought about that, the less she was inclined to do it. She’d loved her father, and with time and distance it was getting easier to let go of the anger she still harbored at him for his actions over the years, and her grief over his death without a chance to reconcile with him, but she wanted their son to have a fresh start in life.


  Not be saddled with a reminder of a painful time.


  She’d also nixed their—hopefully teasing—ideas of “Tarshua” and “Jarked,” blends of all three brothers’ first names.


  Ted looked up at her. The brothers all resembled each other. Ted, the oldest, had brown hair and gorgeous blue eyes. “If we name him William we can call him Dub, short for W.”


  “No.”


  Josh laughed. “You’re just dying to get on her bad side for when she’s in the delivery room, aren’t you?”


  “Not trying to,” Ted said, playfully smiling up at her. “I’m no masochist.” He hooked an arm around her, spinning her and pulling her down onto the bed on her back.


  Before she could resist, he’d dropped to his knees on the floor and had his face pressed between her legs, his tongue zeroing in on her clit.


  That was all she wrote. With her hormones a crazy mix, if one of them even looked at her sexily, it made her hotter than fuck, and the men loved it. She hadn’t reached the “big and cranky” phase yet, as Laura and Clarisse had both warned her about.


  She spread her legs wide, her feet resting on the bed, her hands fisted in Ted’s hair as he speared her pussy with his tongue.


  “Aaand, there she goes,” Josh joked, quickly stripping and joining her on the bed. He knelt over her head, his growing cock dangling over her mouth. She opened wide, moaning at the taste of him and the wonderful things Ted was doing to her clit and pussy.


  Mark got naked again and climbed onto the bed on the other side, grabbing Essie’s free hand and putting it on his inflating cock. She slowly stroked his shaft as she licked and sucked Josh’s cock. Her mind spun off into a delightful haze that wasn’t quite subspace, but almost.


  Close enough.


  Mark and Josh played with her breasts, lightly pinching her nipples while Ted drove her toward her first orgasm.


  “That’s it,” Josh gasped as she moaned around his cock. “Just like that, baby.” He plunged his other hand into her hair, fisting it as he rocked his hips, fucking her mouth now, taking over while Ted had her riding the coaster with her climaxes.


  Mark put his other hand over hers on his cock, gently squeezing as he, too, took over. “Now you’re in trouble, baby,” he teased. “We’ve got you right where we want you.”


  Where they wanted her was exactly where she wanted to be, too. She knew there wouldn’t be many days like this once their little bundle was born, so she wanted to take advantage of every sexy chance she could. Ted flicked and sucked on her clit, making her moan again around Josh’s hard cock, making him moan in response.


  “Dammit, I love that so much. Prepare for lots of blow jobs and time spent with Señor Hitachi when you get too big to be comfortable with us fucking you. I could sit here all day with my cock in your mouth.”


  “Well don’t take all day,” Mark said. “I want my load going down her throat, not all over the bed.”


  Ted hooked his arms around her thighs, his tongue and mouth taking her up that mountain again. Once the men got her going, they could usually keep her there for a while, especially if they were using the vibrator on her at the same time. Today, she knew, it wouldn’t be a marathon.


  If she was a lucky girl, she might get more action later, at the party.


  Josh’s tangy pre-cum turned into a flood as he let out a groan and buried his cock deep in her mouth, making her race to swallow it all, every drop he pumped down her throat. She was in the middle of her own orgasm when he pulled out and Mark swapped with him, sliding his cock between her lips with a satisfied grunt.


  “Oh, yeah. Muuuch better,” he said as he started fucking her mouth.


  Ted was on a roll, now with two fingers buried inside her pussy, finger-fucking her with them as he worked her clit with his mouth. Her moans around Mark’s cock finally finished him off as he pumped his load of cum down her throat.


  “Move,” Ted ordered, grabbing her by the hips and yanking her down to the end of the bed. He shoved his jeans and briefs off and immediately filled her with his cock. With her legs wrapped around him, he fucked her, hard, fast, shaking the whole bed until he exploded, his cock buried deep inside her as he fell still.


  She smiled up at her men, who were now all staring down at her with satisfied smiles. “Great. Now I need another shower before we head over for the party.”


  Chapter Four


  


  Tilly glanced at her phone. It was four thirty, and Landry had Cris bent over the spanking bench in their personal playroom, working a large butt plug into his ass.


  “Can’t you do this at their house?” she called down to him. “We told them we’d be there around five, and we’re going to be late.”


  “Patience, love,” Landry called back. “Almost finished. Won’t be but a moment.”


  “Why do you guys have to wait until the last damn minute to start this kind of shit? You’re really starting to piss me off.”


  “Don’t blame Cris, love. I’m the sadist, you know.”


  She leaned against the kitchen counter. Normally, she’d enjoy helping participate in whatever kinky diversions Landry had up his sleeve for the evening.


  But they were going.


  To.


  Be.


  Late.


  And she hated that.


  Haaated it.


  With a fervent passion.


  If they told someone they’d be somewhere at a certain time, that was the time she liked to arrive. And while, yes, she could explain to these particular friends exactly what caused the hold-up and they wouldn’t even bat an eye over it, it wasn’t exactly the kind of excuse she wanted to issue, either.


  Finally, five minutes later, the men emerged from the playroom. After a quick stop by the hall bathroom to wash up, they joined her in the foyer. The loaner play equipment they were bringing was already stowed in her SUV, put there earlier before the men had grabbed their showers.


  Cris didn’t even look the worse for wear. “Why did you wait until the last minute?” she asked Landry.


  “I simply forgot to do it after our showers, love.” He pulled her in for a long, sweet, sexy kiss that almost—almost—made her forget why she was irritated at him.


  Almost.


  But not quite.


  “Let’s go,” she said, yanking the door open. “I should have just left you guys behind ten minutes ago and made you drive separately.”


  “Heh,” Cris joked. “She said behind.”


  She wheeled around. “Seriously?”


  Cris grabbed her by the scruff of the neck and kissed her, bending her back, making her forget why she’d been aggravated at Cris in the first place.


  Mostly.


  When he let her loose, she wobbled a little on her feet. Now that she’d finally felt more comfortable submitting to Cris again, not quite back to their former Master and slave dynamic, but close to it, he sometimes took advantage to smooth things over with their fiery, switchy lady.


  Landry smirked, amused by the exchange. “Ready, love?”


  “Uh-huh.”


  “Then shall we go?”


  She turned and headed for the SUV. “Damn sadists,” she muttered under her breath.


  


  * * * *


  


  Landry made a point of pointing out to Tilly that, despite being five minutes late, they were still the first guests to arrive.


  “Even Essie and her men aren’t here yet,” Landry said. “And they live just down the block.”


  She stuck her tongue out at him.


  “Watch out, or that tongue might end up somewhere.”


  She crinkled her nose at him. “I thought Cris was your whipping boy for tonight.” Said whipping boy was unloading the SUV and helping Max and Sean get the play furniture set up.


  “Perhaps he is, and perhaps he isn’t the only one.”


  She looked up at him. “I’m not in a get-beat mood tonight, buddy. Sorry.”


  He cocked his head, studying her. “Are you all right, love?”


  “Fine. Peachy.”


  There went the arched eyebrow. He laced his fingers through hers and led her out onto the lanai, where they would be able to talk alone.


  “What’s wrong, sweetheart?”


  “Just the baby explosion again,” she muttered. “I’ll get over it like I did that day with Loren. I just…it still gets to me.”


  He pulled her in close. “Still struggling with that decision?”


  She let herself relax in his embrace. Yes, Landry was a helluva sadist.


  He was also a helluva husband.


  “I know I should just get it done and get it over with,” she whispered against his chest, “but it feels like I’m giving up and giving in if I do.”


  He buried his face in her hair. “It’s your decision, sweetheart. But the doctor did say it would end your pain. Cris and I don’t mind striping your ass, but it tears us up inside when you’re hurting in the bad way, and we can’t fix it. I’m not blind. It’s getting worse with every month that passes.”


  “I know.”


  “Then don’t think of it as giving up and giving in. Think of it as taking control and taking your life back. Let Cris and I take care of you for a change. You take excellent care of us. Let us be at your beck and call for a few weeks or however long it takes for recovery.”


  For a sadist, he really did have a sweet, gooey center that only she and Cris usually got to see.


  “I’m still thinking about it.”


  He pressed a kiss to her forehead. “I know you wanted children. And if you still want them, we can always pursue other avenues. Surrogacy, adoption. Whatever you want.”


  “I wanted my life not to be fucked up by that monster when I was a kid,” she whispered against him.


  His embrace tightened around her. “Love, were it in my power, he would disappear from the face of the planet by my own hands. I hate seeing you so miserable, and I’m helpless to make this better for you.”


  “Some things can’t be made better,” she quietly said. “Sometimes they can only be made right.”


  “You have shouldered so much of this burden alone, on your own. Let us in. Let us support you in this. Let’s go back to the doctor one last time and let her talk to all three of us. It is, obviously, your decision. But Cris and I want to be there for you, by your side.”


  “You’d think since I’m such a tough bitch, that a fairly routine surgery like that wouldn’t scare the fuck out of me.”


  “Is it the surgery that scares you, or the decision?”


  She snuggled just a tiny bit closer to him. “Yes,” she whispered. “It’s final. It’s done, and there’s no going back. And I can’t seem to force myself to make that decision.”


  Cris stuck his head out through the sliders. “Everything all right?”


  Landry crooked a finger at him to join them, holding out an arm to include him in their embrace. He filled Cris in.


  Cris kissed the top of her head. “Redbird,” he said, his tone all Cris the Master and not Cris, Landry’s slave. “We’ve had this discussion. I love you. We love you. If you’re in pain and this is something that can take away your pain, then let the doctor do it. It’s not giving in. You aren’t that teenaged girl anymore. This is us, your men. We love you, and we’re telling you that we’re okay with you getting the hysterectomy if it’ll stop your pain every month.”


  She didn’t want to break down crying. It was bad enough she felt like she was wussing out like this at their friends’ party. This was an at-home kind of conversation, one that should be held in private, not out on someone else’s lanai during a Kinko De Mayo party.


  “I know,” she said.


  “Then like he said, make another appointment. We’ll go with you, we’ll all talk to the doctor, and then we’ll make the decision together. Okay?”


  She let out a heavy, leaden sigh. “Okay.”


  Landry, then Cris, kissed her. “I never want you to do anything that’s not in your best interests,” Landry said. “But as you often told me during my own treatments, just because I don’t like it doesn’t mean I don’t need it.”


  “That’s not fair, using my own logic and words against me,” she said.


  He smiled. “I’m a sadist. Who ever said anything about me being fair?”


  Chapter Five


  


  Leah stared out the car window as Seth drove.


  “You sure you’re feeling all right, babe?”


  “I’m fine.” She turned to look at him. “Like I said, it’s just one of those little moods. It’ll pass. It’s not a bad thing.”


  She loved Seth to death for how he loved her and took care of her, but this was just one of those things. It wasn’t anything he could fix for her.


  It was better that he couldn’t. Some things she could process her way through, in her own time.


  Tonight would be about letting loose, having fun, enjoying her friends. Life was short, damned short, something she sadly knew all too well.


  That morning, she’d been working on a flier on the computer in the den, for one of the charities she fundraised for. They were holding a Fourth of July benefit, and she needed to get the copy ready to go to the printer.


  It was also the computer Kaden had used.


  That’d led to her stumbling down a rabbit hole when she’d accidentally clicked on the wrong user when she logged in…


  And ended up in Kaden’s user profile by mistake since she’d used the same password he had.


  She’d been sitting there two hours later when Seth found her in the office, softly weeping as she watched video after video that Kaden had prepared and left for her and Seth, videos he’d mostly filmed while he was still in relatively good health, before the pancreatic cancer had ravaged his body and left him a shell of the man he’d been.


  Seth had wanted to immediately take her to the playroom for a session, but she convinced him to hear her out, to listen to her, to not freak out. That it was a healthy thing that she could sit and watch the videos and cry without needing any extra assistance.


  It was the good kind of crying, cathartic, helpful.


  Cleansing.


  Kaden would always be the love of her life. Her Master. Not just her husband.


  She didn’t think of herself a widow, even though that’s what the rest of the world labelled her. In her heart, Kaden would always live on as her Master, and she’d always carry forward the things he’d taught her in their years together.


  Some of them things that she’d had to teach Seth and pass on to him, both before and after Kaden’s death.


  Seth had come into his own, found his way, set his own path with her. But it was a path first started and blazed by Kaden, in his teachings to Seth, and to her.


  It was something she was good with, the slight divergence, Seth’s own spin on things. She didn’t expect Seth to be Kaden, or to replace him. Not even take his place. To form his own role, define it his way, and define their dynamic together? Yes.


  That he had, and he’d done damn well, too, considering what a difficult time he’d had wrapping his head around everything in the beginning.


  “You call the evening,” Seth insisted. “If you decide you want to leave, just say so and—”


  She reached over and patted his thigh. “I’m good, Sir,” she said. “Now let’s plan on enjoying ourselves. You promised me you’d stop stressing. If I need something, I’ll tell you. And right now, I’m good.”


  “If you don’t feel up to play—”


  She threw her hands up in the air. “Seth, oh my god, would you please stop fucking stressing out!”


  The car swerved a little as her yell startled him.


  “Sorry,” he mumbled.


  She took a deep breath and tried again. “You know how some masochists get used to a certain level of pain, so they start to need heavier and heavier play? Kind of like a drug addict? It’s the same for my grief. I hit that high-water mark, and frankly? Anything else right now is easy to deal with in comparison. I’m not saying it’s fun or that I’m enjoying going through it, but honestly? I feel for the first time in my life that I do have a grip on things in a way I never did before.”


  She reached out again, squeezing his thigh. “And that’s because of you, and your love for me, and how well you’ve taken care of me and guided me through this. No, I never would have made it through losing him without you. He was absolutely right about that. If I didn’t outright kill myself, I would have died from starvation and dehydration, because I would have curled up in a ball somewhere and waited to die. Literally.


  “You kept me alive, kept me marching forward, just the way he wanted you to. We kept each other going. And that’s what matters. We made it through to the other side and we’re still going strong. Together.” She patted his thigh. “I want to enjoy tonight. I want to play. I want us to be us. I don’t need you in caretaker mode. I need you in Master mode, Sir.”


  “Sorry. I know I get a little intense about it sometimes.”


  She arched an eyebrow at him. “Sometimes?”


  “A lot of times.”


  “And I love you for it.”


  He laced his fingers through hers, gently squeezing. “I love you, too. And yes, you kept me going, too.”


  She squeezed back. “I know. That’s why we’re so perfect for each other.”


  


  * * * *


  


  When they arrived and got settled in, Leah noticed Tilly didn’t appear to be feeling quite like herself. Not anything in particular Leah could put her finger on, just…something.


  Before too many other people arrived, Leah caught her friend’s arm and pulled her into the guest bedroom with her, closing the door after them.


  “What’s going on?” Leah asked. “What’s wrong?”


  Tilly’s facade shattered. As they both sat on the bed, Tilly tearfully confessed her problems.


  Problems Leah could, unfortunately, sympathize all too well with.


  Holding her friend, Leah gently rocked her. “If you want any of us to go with you, too, me or Loren or anyone, just let us know.”


  “Thanks,” Tilly said, trying to pull herself together. “Probably not. Landry and Cris, I think, want to talk me into getting it done because the doctor said it’ll stop my pain.”


  “The physical pain, yes. The only way through the mental pain is through it.” She tucked Tilly’s hair behind her ears. “But you’re a tough bitch,” Leah gently said. “I know you can get through this. And your guys are right. This isn’t giving in. This is choosing not to suffer. And like you always joke, you have kids, two of them, and their names are Cris and Landry.”


  That finally coaxed a smile out of Tilly. “True.”


  “Honestly, I don’t know how you do it,” Leah teased. “I’d probably kill one or both of them.”


  “Divide and conquer,” she joked. “I sic one of them on the other and watch them go after each other. It’s fun. Until Landry plays the Master card and then shuts Cris down. That’s when they gang up on me again.”


  “Any time you need to talk, I’m here. We’re sort of in that same club.”


  “Thanks. I hate bothering you. You’ve…had enough to deal with without listening to me kvetch about something like this.”


  “Hey, no. It’s not like that at all. We’re friends. I’d be upset if you didn’t think you could lean on me for support. Seriously.”


  “Thanks.”


  Tilly, not one for a lot of makeup anyway, washed her face in the en suite bathroom and took a deep breath before emerging.


  “Feeling better?” Leah asked her.


  “I guess. I should just do it and get it over with and admit that’s it. Get on with my life.”


  “That’s one way of looking at it. But the other way of looking at it is that you’re handling life on your terms and no one else’s. You’re calling the shots.”


  “Just wish I hadn’t been put in this position in the first place, you know?”


  “I know.” She hugged Tilly. “Not exactly a club it’s fun to be in. But we survived, we thrived, we went on to be happy and live our lives. That’s the biggest fuck-you to those assholes there ever could be.”


  “Amen.”


  Chapter Six


  


  Scrye sent June inside with the casserole they’d brought for their contribution to the pot luck while he wrangled their bags and the surprise he had for everyone.


  A friend of Scrye’s, a man going through a nasty divorce to his former slave, had contacted Scrye earlier that week looking to make some quick cash selling some things.


  Kinky things.


  Expensive kinky things, for pennies on the dollar, including a Sybian.


  Which, for the cash price of five hundred dollars, including the unit and the attachments, was a deal that Scrye couldn’t pass up. June had expressed her doubts at first.


  But then when he’d set it up for her and put her on it to ride it, he damn near liked to never have gotten her off.


  Eh, off the device. She got off, all right. At least fifteen times before he stopped counting because he was standing there with his cock buried all the way to the root in her eager mouth.


  No, it wouldn’t be a toy they’d use at the club. But he didn’t mind bringing it to the small, private parties like this.


  He couldn’t wait to see who would use it and what they thought about it.


  He had to make two trips, the first for their bags and the second for the Sybian. When he brought it in and set it on the floor in their living room, Max, Sean, and Cali gathered around.


  “Is that what I think it is?” Cali asked.


  “Yep,” June said. “And heeellooo, baby, is it fun.”


  “The toys clean up with soap and water,” Scrye assured her. “And we’ll use condoms on them.”


  “How does it work?” Cali asked. “I’ve never seen one in real life.”


  “Oh, here. I’ll show you.” He stuck one of the dildo attachments to the top of it, plugged it into a nearby wall outlet, and used the controller to turn it on. It vibrated, and the dildo started rotating.


  While he was demonstrating it, Baxter slowly approached, eyeing the thing. Before long, everyone there was gathered around, watching the cat stalking the rotating dildo.


  Scrye turned the vibration down and slowed down the rotation, making Baxter hesitate, but draw closer. The cat finally reached out and tentatively swatted at the dildo with a paw when Scrye jacked up the speed, making Baxter leap straight into the air and sending the room into peals of laughter.


  For about fifteen minutes, Baxter dueled with the Sybian until, finally, Cali realized they’d all be sitting there the entire night playing with the wrong kind of pussy if she didn’t lock Baxter up.


  She scooped her cat into her arms. “Okay, show’s over. Time for someone to have his time out. And I got you some great catnip to enjoy.” She carried him into the bedroom that served as their home office, where she’d already put his litter box, a bowl of food, and his water, in addition to toys and a pile of catnip for him to roll around in.


  She felt a little badly about locking him up, but didn’t want to risk him slipping through the front door with their guests going in and out, or accidentally interfering in a scene the way he almost did with Sean and Max earlier.


  When she returned to the living room, Scrye grinned. “Want a ride?”


  “Not right now, thanks.”


  “Sorry Baxter had to go up,” June said. “I love the pictures you guys post of him. Easter was hys—”


  “Shh!” Max and Sean both said, waving their hands.


  “That’s a sore topic for her,” Max said.


  Cali rolled her eyes and headed out onto the lanai to see if anyone needed anything.


  


  * * * *


  


  Essie had settled into a comfortable lounger on the lanai. Cali plopped down next to her in another one. “How are you doing?”


  Essie stroked her baby bump. Tonight, she wore a loose, flowing sundress. “Hanging in there. So, Sean makes a great human piñata. I can’t wait to see what the next theme will be.”


  “You looked at the website after I left, huh?”


  “It’s kind of part of my daily routine now. Roll out of bed, survive morning sickness, and check for new Baxter bondage pictures on your website.”


  “So how does that work, anyway?” Cali asked, knowing she could run this question past her friend. “After it’s born, do you do a DNA test to figure out which guy did the deed?”


  “I don’t know. I haven’t decided yet. I thought about maybe getting a DNA test and then having them seal it up and just locking it in a safe or something in case we ever needed it. And only then opening it up.”


  “Needing it why?”


  “You know, like if one of my guys ends up with something that there’s a genetic marker for, like coronary disease or cancer or something. Like that.”


  “Ah. But it doesn’t bother you not knowing which one is the father?”


  “You know, at first I wondered if it would. But it doesn’t. They don’t care. As far as all three of them are concerned, they’re all the dad. I guess if it mattered a lot to them, maybe.” She laughed. “Then again, by the time this pregnancy is over, I might want to know which one of them did it so I can kill him.”


  Cali laughed with her. “Well, there is that. And knowing which one did it to give the other two a chance later.”


  “Yeah, that, too. It’s not something I need to figure out just yet. Why? Still thinking about possible future logistics of your own?”


  Hence the crux of her personal dilemma right now. “I don’t know. I’m not sure I’ve decided yet one way or the other.”


  “Neither had I,” Essie joked.


  “Exactly why I want to be prepared and get the decision out of the way.”


  “Then you should ponder those ponderables now, before you have to worry about them. I still can’t believe it. Sometimes I’ll wake up and just lie there with my eyes closed and think nope, I’m not pregnant, that was a dream…and then morning sickness hits me and I bolt for the bathroom.”


  “Yeah, that sounds like the Chamber of Commerce pitch for pregnancy. ‘Here via oopsie? Then stay for the puking.’”


  Essie grinned. “Hey, now I’m playing lotto numbers every week. I’ve got to have some special kind of luck.”


  “Play some for me while you’re at it,” Cali said as she dragged herself out of the lounger to go greet more arriving guests.


  “Will do.”


  Cali headed inside to hug Mal and Kel, who’d just arrived and whose bondage frame it was Sean had been hanging from earlier that day. With their diverse mix of friends, Kinko de Mayo was sure to be a party to remember.


  Chapter Seven


  


  Noel felt a little nervous as Keith drove the three of them to the party. She’d never been to Max, Sean, and Cali’s house before, even though she’d met the trio several times and was very familiar with their work.


  Keith owned quite a few of their paddles and other implements, and they’d been used on both her and Scott plenty of times.


  She’d never thought she’d ever end up in the position she was now in, with not one guy, but two. A husband…and a Master.


  Who was also her husband’s Master.


  She wasn’t complaining, of course, but there were days she still woke up and pinched herself because she couldn’t believe her good fortune. Two men who loved her, who she loved, who loved each other.


  Perfection.


  Kinky, but perfection.


  And now Keith had drawn a deep masochistic streak out of her that, before this, she never would have imagined existed before.


  Ever.


  And both she and he were enjoying nurturing it and expanding her horizons.


  Scott didn’t usually get out with them as often as they wished because of his work schedule. A 911 operator, sometimes there were weekends he worked and couldn’t go out with them, either to the club or to a private party.


  Fortunately, this weekend happened to be an off weekend for him, and he could join them at this event.


  She liked it better when it was the three of them.


  And the nice thing about the private house parties was the ability to cut loose and scene in a way they couldn’t at the club.


  Sexually speaking.


  Noel was also looking forward to trying one of Max and Sean’s newest bondage benches. Keith had kept both her and Scott on edge all day, working them up into a sexual frenzy and not letting them orgasm, promising they would come all they could handle tonight…if they were good.


  Meaning if they let his sadistic side run free with them for a while.


  She was good with that. If it meant he’d finally let her come, sure.


  Hell, at this point, there wasn’t much she wouldn’t let Keith do to her if he’d just finally let her have an orgasm!


  Scott had spent part of the morning hogtied and licking her pussy while she’d been tied up and sucking Scott’s cock.


  Only Keith had been allowed to come, with her sucking his cock and Scott tonguing his balls.


  And both she and Scott had worn vibrating butt plugs the entire time.


  Damn sadist.


  Keith took almost maniacal pleasure in edging both of them to the point of them begging, pleading, promising to do nearly anything for him to give them relief.


  Again, not that she was complaining, but there was only so much a girl could take before she hit her limit and needed a really good orgasm.


  That limit currently lay about three miles in her rearview mirror.


  The downside? She knew Keith would do forced orgasm torture on her, swinging across the pendulum from making her beg to have an orgasm to making her beg to stop coming.


  Which, admittedly, wasn’t a bad dilemma to have on the grand scale of things.


  After they arrived and settled in, Noel wasn’t surprised when Keith immediately pulled them aside, ordered them to strip, and then attached lightweight chains to their matching nipple rings, from which he attached lightweight leashes. He also buckled matching leather cuffs and collars on them.


  “I don’t think either of you will have trouble staying with me, will you?” His deliciously evil grin churned Noel’s need.


  “No, Sir,” they both echoed.


  When Keith reached between her legs, first to flick at the clit hood piercing she sported there, then to slide two fingers into her pussy, he arched an eyebrow at her.


  “Looks like someone’s trained to get wet, aren’t they?”


  No reason to deny it. “Yes, Sir.”


  He reached up and her lips opened automatically as he slid his fingers into her mouth, waiting while she laved her tongue over them, cleaning her juices from his fingers.


  Then he leaned in and kissed her. “Such a good girl. My very good girl.”


  Those two words, good girl, could melt the panties right off her every damn time.


  Metaphorically speaking, of course. Not that she was usually allowed to wear panties around the house.


  Then Keith leaned in and wrapped his fingers around Scott’s cock, squeezing until the man moaned, his cock inflating under Keith’s fingers. Scott sported a PA piercing in the end of his cock that, at first, had made things rather difficult and interesting for Scott because of the logistics of him having to abstain from sex while it healed.


  Meanwhile, it had made things exceptionally amusing for Keith, who took every opportunity he could to get and keep Scott hard and needy throughout the healing process.


  “Who’s my good boy?” Keith asked him.


  Scott was already on the road to subspace. “I’m your good boy, Sir.”


  “Yes, you are.”


  For a couple of hours they chatted with their friends, socialized, watched others play, and ate dinner. Noel and Scott spent the time in a heightened state of sexual frustration as Keith took every opportunity he could to build Scott and Noel’s arousal.


  They eventually ended up out on the lanai after night fell. The privacy fence and tall shrubbery around the backyard and lanai meant the neighbors couldn’t see what was going on. The bondage frame was occupied with a waiting list of people who wanted to make use of it.


  But Kel had also brought thick MMA mats with him to lay out on the concrete lanai, both under the suspension frame for safety and so others could play outside without worrying about scraping and hurting themselves in a bad and nonconsensual way in the process on the concrete pool deck.


  Keith dropped his rope bag next to one of the sets of MMA mats and pointed at it. “Down.”


  They both knelt, legs spread, hands clasped behind their backs and looking up to him, awaiting his next command.


  He chuckled, rubbing his cock through his shorts. “Hmm. Decisions, decisions. I know my pets are very horny. The question is, what to do about that?”


  He unclipped the nipple leashes, taking the time to gently tug on their nipple rings in the process, drawing nearly identical moans of need from them.


  “There’s my two sweet pets,” Keith murmured. “Ready for me to take them in hand. You have no idea how hard and horny this makes me.”


  He grabbed them both by the backs of their heads and pressed their faces against the front of his shorts. Noel and Scott nuzzled the hard outline of his cock through the fabric, trying to mouth it, making him chuckle.


  “Yes, two very sweet, needy pets ready to do anything I ask them to do just to get some relief. I’m a very lucky man. Don’t think I don’t know and appreciate that.”


  He released his grip on their heads and unzipped his bag. On top lay coils of rope and paracord. He started with Noel, tying her with her hands behind her back and her legs bent at the knees and forced open. He positioned her on her side with a towel as a pillow to make her a little more comfortable.


  Scott received a similar binding, only laid on his other side, facing her, their bodies head to hip with each other.


  Keith produced a riding crop from the bag. “Now my pets have to earn their reward.” He started tormenting them, flicking the end of the crop against her clit piercing and Scott’s PA in a way that made them both moan and wince at the same time, firing their need even more.


  Then he worked back and forth, a hard swat to Noel’s ass or thighs, then one to Scott’s, from one to the other, slowly, patiently, striping both of them. Scott’s stiff cock leaked pre-cum from the slit, while Noel’s juices had flooded her pussy and were running down her thighs.


  Something Keith noted with glee. He ran his fingers through it, shoving them in Scott’s mouth. “Look at that. She can’t get enough of it.” Scott sucked Keith’s fingers until Keith pulled them free. Then he caught a drop of Scott’s pre-cum on the end of his finger and shoved it into Noel’s mouth. “Wouldn’t want to leave my girl out of the fun, now, would I?”


  He swapped out the crop for a carbon-fiber cane, one that wasn’t loud but delivered a wickedly stingy wallop, especially when wielded by a sadist as skilled as Keith. He went after their asses, the insides of their thighs, even mindfucking them by playing—lightly—with their piercings with the end of it, enjoying the way they flinched ahead of a perceived hard swat that was little more than a feather-light tap.


  Finally, he unbound their legs so they could both, shakily, kneel face to face on the mats. That was when he produced another lightweight length of chain, like a heavy stainless steel necklace, and threaded it through all four of their nipple rings before clipping the ends together.


  “Guess what happens next?” Keith asked.


  “I’m afraid to, Sir,” Noel said despite having a pretty darn good idea. Both she and Scott had already adjusted their postures to keep as much slack in the chain between them as they could possibly manage.


  Not an easy feat. This was a game Keith had played with them before at home several times. But never after having put the two of them through so much before breaking out the chain.


  Another version of the game was that, in addition to the nipple chain, Keith also ran a chain between her clit hood piercing and Scott’s PA piercing on his cock.


  Keith dug out their Hitachi vibrator and an extension cord. Once he had it plugged into a wall outlet, he arrange the two of them closer together, with the Hitachi braced on a towel under Noel’s legs and pressing against her clit.


  Her breathing quickened, pulse racing, as she both eagerly anticipated and dreaded the next step of this game.


  Keith unzipped his shorts, stepping out of them and his briefs. He’d already stripped off his shirt before starting, his left upper sleeve tattoo dark shadows in the dim light. He stood in front of them, one foot on the end of the Hitachi to hold it in place.


  “Here are the rules. You both use your mouths on my cock and get me off. Lick up every drop that doesn’t go in your mouths. A skills test will be involved, since girl will be struggling to concentrate and not pull hard on the chain. Once I come, and once you have cleaned up any mess you’ve made, then I will let my boy fuck my girl…after he fluffs my cock again so I can fuck his ass at the same time. Understand?”


  “Yes, Sir,” they both said. When Noel looked into Scott’s eyes, she spotted her smile mirrored there, her submissive, subspacy expression.


  “Excellent.” Using his other foot, Keith nudged the switch on the Hitachi to high as he reached down with his hands, roughly fisted a handful of hair on the backs of each of their heads, and drew them in close to start working on his cock.


  Noel couldn’t help it. She started coming almost instantly, between the extra vibrations feeding through her clit hood piercing and the extreme state of horniness she’d been in all day. This meant a struggle for her to stay upright, not to grind herself down onto the Hitachi and pull on the chain, which was also adding another level of intense feedback to her pleasure system.


  Even with the tugging against the chain, she found herself unable to stop rubbing against the vibrator, humping it, grinding herself on it.


  “Oh, look at that,” Keith said, laughing. “Girl is gone. Better get busy, boy, and get me off fast if you want that chain removed between you.”


  Keith slid his cock between their mouths, a sexy French cock kiss, their faces slanted so they weren’t smashing noses together, their tongues furiously flicking at his shaft.


  “Mmm. Such a delicious feeling,” Keith said. “Two horny pets servicing my cock.”


  His grip in their hair tightened as his strokes increased in tempo and force. Noel knew the signs well, the noises their Master made as he grew close to coming, the feel of his cock, the way it grew harder, hotter, until he finally exploded, sliding first down her throat, then, after withdrawing, shoving it down Scott’s.


  Only after Keith finished did he turn off the Hitachi and stare down at them. “I see some on your faces. Lick it off each other.”


  He grinned as he watched them licking and sucking, kissing, both enjoying it, and enjoying feeding into Keith’s ownership of them.


  They loved it.


  Relaxing his grip on their heads, he gently stroked their hair. “Such good pets you two are.” He removed the chain, allowing them to thankfully sink down onto their heels and relax while he finished untying them.


  “On your back, girl. Hands over your head.”


  She complied, and he used a double-ended snap clip to hook her wrists cuffs together. He brought out a short strap with a ring at each end, drew her legs up and back, and clipped her ankles together, to the end of the strap, the other end of the strap clipped to her wrists.


  Open, exposed, her swollen clit lay there for him to see.


  Keith reached out and flicked her piercing with his finger. “I love seeing that ring there, girl. You have no idea how much it turns me on.”


  He reached over to Scott’s dripping cock and caught another pearl of pre-cum from the slit on his finger, feeding it to her. “And seeing his PA. Another sign of how I own both of you. Matching pets.”


  He held Scott’s head in his hands. “Fluff me good, boy. Get me nice and hard. If you want to come, you have to pay the price. You know that.”


  Scott immediately went down on Keith’s cock, deep-throating him, sucking him, finally getting him hard again after a few minutes of that while Keith tormented Scott’s pierced nipples.


  “Good boy. Now bury your face in girl’s pussy and make sure she’s nice and juicy still.”


  Scott did. With his wickedly skilled tongue, Scott knew how to flick her clit piercing to bring her over in seconds. As he did that, Keith rolled a condom onto his own shaft and started lubing both it and Scott’s ass. He knelt behind Scott. “Okay. Put your cock into my girl, but don’t start moving until I tell you to.”


  Noel whimpered with pleasure as he did, filling her, not moving, not giving her any traction to possibly get another orgasm out of the deal.


  Then Scott moaned and she knew Keith’s cock was now slowly working its way up Scott’s back channel. Once Keith let out a content sigh, he picked up the Hitachi and handed it to Scott.


  “Use this on her while you’re fucking her. If you don’t come before I do, you won’t come until tomorrow morning, at the earliest.”


  She let out a cry as the Hitachi turned on again, high setting, of course, and sent her jumping headfirst off the cliff once more. Scott started fucking her, but from the way he was grinding into her, she knew Keith was literally pounding his cock onto Scott’s ass in a race to try to get off first.


  But Scott made it. Barely. He let out a cry of his own and took a few more hard strokes inside her.


  “Dammit,” Keith said, his tone light. “Guess I don’t get to torture you more.” After a few last strokes, he finished and fell still.


  Keith reached around him and took control of the Hitachi from him, keeping it pressed against her clit. “And a little extra pleasure for my good girl.”


  She writhed, moaning and unable to get away from the vibrator. With her legs immobilized, all she could do was rock her hips a little back and forth.


  Finally, he took pity on her and pulled it away. “Boy, clean up my girl, then after she cleans you up, you can free her and join me in the pool.”


  Keith disappeared to dispose of the condom and clean up while Scott evilly went to town again, tongue digging deep inside her pussy when he wasn’t nibbling on or flicking her clit hood piercing. He drew one last, small orgasm out of her. Thus satisfied, he moved around to her head, where she opened wide to suck his cock clean of their mixed juices.


  Before he unclipped her, he leaned in and kissed her. “Love you.”


  She smiled, feeling happy, sated, whole. “Love you, too.”


  They removed their cuffs and collars and were naked in the pool when Keith joined them. He drew them into his arms, kissing Scott, then Noel. “Love you, my sweet pets.”


  “Love you, too, Sir,” they echoed.


  They settled back against the side of the pool in the shallow end, Keith in the middle with his arms draped over their shoulders, to watch Scrye setting up to scene with June on the suspension frame.


  Chapter Eight


  


  Mark, whom most people called Scrye, was a huge bear of a man many mistook for a bearded, bad-ass biker dude.


  The truth was, he was an accountant. When wearing slacks, a dress shirt, and a tie, he simply looked like a mild-mannered accountant, not an experienced rope rigger who’d written a couple of books on the topic and was the Master to his wife and slave, June.


  June couldn’t have appeared to be any more the opposite of her husband had someone screwed up the algorithms of an online dating service match-up. Slim, petite, and serene, the former gymnast, who was also a former gymnastics teacher and currently a yoga instructor, was all solidly lean, muscular lines by comparison to her sometimes hyper grizzly bear of a husband, who also stood well over a foot taller than her.


  With their two daughters now off to college, the couple was finally getting more time out in the community, able to attend events with their friends as well as get more playtime at home with each other.


  As he laid out his rope, June stripped and stretched, eager to get started. She loved it when he suspended her and played with her, usually culminating in a fucking that left her weak in the knees and satisfied on a visceral level that vanilla sex just couldn’t provide her.


  Not after years of being kinky with her husband.


  There were few things June loved more than this time with her husband, his hands caressing her as the rope slid across her skin. The feel of the bonds around her, an embrace, skillfully tied by Scrye. His full attention on her and what he was doing, no distractions, no sharing his focus with anyone or anything else.


  Working quickly, Scrye soon had her tied in a full harness and was preparing the suspension ropes. He lifted her one-armed so she could hold onto the ring and put slack in the lines while he secured them. Then she slowly lowered herself, testing the ropes, before releasing the ring and slowly spinning face-up in a lazy arc.


  “Don’t get too comfy,” he teased. Using more rope, he tied her legs wide apart, bent at the knees, heels touching her ass while he secured her wrists under her, completely immobilizing her.


  He reached into his implement bag and withdrew a lightweight wooden paddle, a cane, and a vibrating dildo, which he laid on her stomach.


  He slid two fingers into her exposed pussy. “Look who’s wet,” he joked. He switched on the vibrator and slowly fucked it inside her, carefully, gently at first, until he knew she was loosened up and well-lubricated before starting to pound her with it harder, faster.


  Then he grabbed the paddle and whacked the outside of her left thigh with a hard, stinging swat that shoved her over the edge into bliss. As the orgasm slammed into her, he started smacking her more, on both thighs, working back and forth even as he fucked her with the dildo, sometimes holding it deep inside her, with it buzzing her clit in the process.


  “There’s my girl,” he said. “Flying, coming, taking my marks for me. Such a good girl.”


  He swapped out the cane for the paddle, striping her flesh, making her cry out and driving her even deeper and harder into subspace.


  Ahh…


  Only after he was satisfied did he stop, remove the vibrator, and then step between her spread thighs. He unzipped his pants and shoved them down his hips, driving his cock deep inside her.


  It triggered another orgasm, her nervous system primed and ready at this point by years of conditioning. With Scrye’s fingers digging into her hips, he used the harness to control her, fucking her hard, fast, furiously.


  Thisss…


  He buried his cock in her pussy, holding still there for a moment, his cum pumping into her. He caught his breath for a moment before pulling out, spinning her around, and shoving his cock into her mouth.


  She eagerly licked and sucked, wishing her subspace lasted longer, envying those subs who could take an hour or more just to come back up from their haze.


  And then…then he was bringing her down, making sure she was steady on her feet, untying her. She pulled a towel around her while he quickly coiled their ropes and gathered their belongings. Then they moved out of the way, setting their stuff aside before Scrye stripped and they both climbed into the hot tub to snuggle.


  He rubbed his bearded chin against the top of her head. “Better?” he softly asked. While they had the hot tub to themselves for the moment, they were far from alone on the lanai.


  She snuggled even more tightly against his side. “Much better. Thank you.”


  He chuckled, a low, deep, throaty sound. “You’re always very welcome, sweetheart. It’s my pleasure, you know that.”


  They’d gone through a little bit of a rough patch with their older daughter, Sonya, a few months earlier. She’d finally ended up transferring schools from Gainesville to Tampa, now rooming with her younger sister and doing much better academically.


  June wouldn’t deny it was hard to let go, hard to admit your children weren’t perfect. Yes, she’d had high standards and expectations for them, as high or higher than the ones she’d had for herself. She’d competed in gymnastics for years and barely missed getting onto the Olympic team. It wasn’t that she wanted her girls to win at all costs, or to follow in her own footsteps, but she wanted them to put every ounce of effort into whatever endeavor they chose.


  And that was a difficult thing to let go of. They were both adults now and had to find their own way through life, much as she and Mark were now finding their way through this new phase of their lives.


  Ironically, her M/s dynamic with Mark was a large part of helping her learn acceptance and loving detachment in this area.


  He’d had to learn a little detachment of his own, too. When June had told him she wanted to stop teaching gymnastics to kids—at her sister’s school—he’d first rebelled against the idea. To him, family came above all.


  Unfortunately, it was also a reason that, for years, he frequently held back with June in play or in bed. Even if she wore clothes that concealed any marks he left on her, the thought of her teaching kids with those marks on her body squicked him out.


  She’d grown tired and resentful of the latest generation of kids coming through her sister’s school. There was no joy in it for her any longer.


  Now, she happily taught yoga to adults and loved every minute of it.


  And Mark no longer hesitated to bend her over and fuck her ass—or beat it—when the mood struck him.


  “So are we better, baby?” he softly asked.


  That the bear of a man could have such a vulnerable tone of voice touched her deeply.


  She looked up into his eyes and crooked a finger at him to lean in for a kiss. “We are very better, baby. I’m the happiest I’ve been in years, and I love you like crazy.”


  He smiled, droplets of water beading in his beard. “I love you like crazy, too, sweetheart.”


  Chapter Nine


  


  Chelbie had been eagerly anticipating this party ever since the invitations went out. Rich had put in to take the night off from the pizza place where he worked. Yes, Kinko de Mayo was basically an excuse to have a party. Since there was rarely much alcohol at any of the private Suncoast Society parties, the fun would be had in other, devious, sexy ways.


  Max and Sean were kinky engineers, their implements and bondage furniture all good quality pieces. Their friends loved helping them with their kinky BDSM R&D needs.


  Hell, Chelbie had actually used one of their implements—nicknamed The Silencer—to successfully fend off an attacker one night.


  When they arrived, Chelbie sought out Mallory, her best friend, and hugged her. “What’s he doing to you tonight?” Chelbie asked her.


  Mal grinned. “I’ve been told he’s going to give me a pair of feathered wings.” Mallory’s guy, Kel, was fond of edge play, including cuttings and piercings. Some of the activities he couldn’t do at the club because of the logistics.


  At the private parties, however, he frequently did intricate edge play with Mal that left everyone in awe and more than a few sadists—and their bottoms—defining new hard limits they didn’t realize they had before. Kel was a highly skilled artisan with needles, and Mal his beautiful living, breathing canvas.


  At one point, Nick approached Chelbie. “Did you see the Sybian in the living room?”


  She grinned. “You mean the world’s most expensive cat distractor? Yes, I saw it.”


  “Did you want to try it?”


  “No, because if I do, it’ll wear me out.” She snuggled up against Nick. “I’d rather you two wear me out on Max and Sean’s new bondage frame.”


  “You would, huh?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Outside of play, she usually didn’t call him or Rich that. They didn’t have a high-protocol BDSM dynamic. With them, she was partners in love and life, even though she would eventually be marrying Rich, since she couldn’t marry both of them, to make some legal and financial issues a little easier to deal with in the future.


  But in the bedroom…the dominant fraternal twin brothers rocked and ruled her world in a deliciously sexy way she damn sure wasn’t going to complain about.


  “Then I guess we’ll have to take a number and wait for a chance to use the bondage frame,” Nick said.


  She wiggled her hips against him, enjoying the way his cock stiffened in his shorts. “Goodie!”


  It was over an hour later before they were able to grab their chance to use the frame. Chelbie had been out on the lanai watching Scrye and June scene on Kel’s portable suspension frame when Rich walked up and took her hand.


  “Time for someone to play,” he said.


  “I’m guessing we’re not talking beer pong or Jell-O shots.”


  “Nope. Someone put in a request for time on the bondage frame.”


  “Yes, someone sure did.” She already felt herself growing wet. They’d used one of the frames before. She loved all the straps and restraint points, allowing the men to completely immobilize her so she couldn’t get free. She could struggle as hard as she wanted and not worry about something coming loose.


  And the struggle was part of the fun for her sometimes.


  Well, most of the time.


  Nick had already prepared their implements and crooked a finger at her when he spotted them entering the living room through the sliders.


  Unable to suppress her grin, she followed Rich over to him, where Nick pulled her in for a deep, hard kiss, culminating with him smacking both her ass cheeks with his hands.


  “Get nekkid, baby.”


  “Such a romantic.” But she smiled as she stripped, which didn’t take long.


  She wasn’t wearing a bra or panties under the sundress her men had instructed her to wear tonight.


  The men helped her climb onto the padded metal frame, which was adjustable for a variety of different kinky purposes and positions. She lay face down, her head securely strapped into a padded cradle, arms out, legs spread wide and bent at the knees. As they tightened the straps, they checked in with her, having her wiggle to test them until she finally realized about all she could do was move her fingers and toes.


  Heat filled her, her pussy already aching, her clit throbbing for the fun to begin.


  Nick walked around to her head and knelt so he was eye-to-eye with her. He wore a sexy, sadistic grin that only added to her juices flowing.


  “Ready to play?” he asked.


  “Yes, Sir,” she said.


  He walked back around to her ass. She closed her eyes, waiting, anticipation humming through her.


  She flinched when she felt their hands touch her, massaging at first, slowly growing rougher, more intense, until they were taking turns spanking her ass and thighs with their bare hands. One of them attached nipple clamps to her, pulling a needy moan from her as it only added to her erotic torment.


  They weren’t into doling out pain so much as they were into sexual sadism, enjoyed controlling her that way.


  And she loved it.


  In their time together, they’d grown comfortable giving her the level of impact play she wanted and needed, confident they weren’t going to harm her in the process. And discovering things they also enjoyed doing to her as well. They were quickly becoming shibari pros, having fun designing various artistic and functional rope harnesses with which to immobilize her so they could do forced orgasm play on her.


  It didn’t take her men long to drop her down into subspace. From using their bare hands they stepped up to a flogger, to slappers, a paddle, even a cane.


  All the while, one of them would periodically tease her with the Hitachi, not letting her come but stoking her need, making her beg to climax before they pulled it away, denying her, and returned to impact play. Combined with her inability to move, to wiggle, it was a gorgeous predicament to find herself in.


  Rich stepped around to the front of the frame. “If someone wants to come, someone has to give us each a blow job first.”


  “Yes, Sir!” Hell, she’d agree to them DPing her on the kitchen counter in front of every damn person there if it meant they’d let her come.


  Rich went first, Nick still teasing and tormenting her with the Hitachi while Rich held onto the cradle keeping her head in place and started fucking her mouth. With her hands immobilized, all she could do was lie there and moan, attempt to use her lips and tongue to coax an orgasm out of him while Nick alternated smacking her with a cane and using the vibrator on her.


  Subspace had not only rushed in, it had sent her to that sweet, muffled bliss where the entire world disappeared temporarily, where nothing existed outside the tight, secure circle of her and her two men and what they were busy doing to her right now.


  Bliss…


  She was moaning again from yet another denial by Nick when Rich gasped.


  “Yes!” He flooded her mouth with his cum, holding his cock deep in her throat as she swallowed over and over again. Then she was licking, sucking his softening cock, trying to coax every last drop out of his balls and maybe even get him hard again.


  He stroked her hair. “Good girl.” He pulled free and tucked his cock back into his shorts before swapping places with Nick.


  Nick stepped in front of her, taking a moment to stroke her hair much the way Rich had. Then he unzipped, circling the base of his cock with his fingers before holding it up to her waiting, open lips.


  “Ready for another mouthful, baby?”


  “Yes, Sir!”


  He eased his cock in slowly, teasing, withdrawing and thrusting in only a little while Rich started in again with the Hitachi and what felt like a riding crop.


  She was going to have a hella sore ass tomorrow, and she knew she’d love every second of it. Especially wiggling as she sat down to feel the marks she knew she’d be sporting there.


  Finally, Nick started fucking her mouth in earnest, a little harder, deeper than his brother had, while at her other end Rich was being especially devious with the vibrator, alternating impacts with brief contacts from the vibrator, almost encouraging her to rock against her restraints in an attempt to get both.


  The pain always made the pleasure sweeter. She wasn’t a pain slut, but she had discovered vanilla sex just didn’t do it for her any longer.


  “Ooh, our poor girl,” Nick teased. “Desperate to come, needing a good, strong orgasm.”


  She whined in the affirmative around his cock.


  Rich picked up the pace and strength of the beatings, apparently sensing his brother was close to coming. Because as soon as Nick’s cock blew a load of cum into her mouth, Rich pressed the Hitachi to her clit and quickly, relentlessly smacked her with a paddle.


  She screamed around Nick’s cock, glad it was there to muffle her cries as she rode the tsunami around and through and back again, twisting and turning, pleasure and pain no longer identifiable, one starting where the other ended and circling back again into an erotic Möbius strip she hoped she never lost sight of.


  “Aaannnd now we’ve got her where we want her,” Nick joked as she started rolling through round number two of her orgasms.


  


  * * * *


  


  Tilly and Cali watched the festivities unfolding before them. Chelbie was strapped into one of Max and Sean’s prototype Doom bondage frames, getting her ass smacked by Rich while he kept a Hitachi vibrator pressed against her clit and Nick had his cock shoved up her mouth.


  Tilly leaned in toward Cali. “I’m glad they didn’t make any more of the neon green frames.”


  Cali shuddered. “Me, too. That was a hideous color. And it’s the last time Max tries to save a buck, too.”


  “Good. So what’s the next kinky picture going to be? I heard something about a human piñata?”


  “I guess you didn’t see the website today, huh?”


  Tilly giggled. “No. Show me.”


  Cali retrieved her phone from the kitchen counter and pulled up the website.


  There, in a banner under the header, was a Photoshopped Baxter (sans sombrero) standing next to a trussed up Sean and looking up at him.


  Tilly clapped a hand over her mouth to stifle her bray of laughter. “Holy fuck, I thought Easter was a scream!”


  “Don’t mention Easter to me,” Cali darkly warned.


  “Oh, come on. That was hysterical! You have to admit that.”


  “There was nothing hysterical about Sean wearing bunny ears and tied up with what looked like a pile of chocolate eggs popping out of his ass.”


  “But come on. The look on Baxter’s face was priceless!”


  “That was the look of scorn he gave us for sticking the Easter bunny ears on him. We Photoshopped him into the picture. He kept trying to swat Sean in the balls.”


  More snickers from Tilly. “Didn’t you say that image got you more hits than any of the others?”


  “But not for the right reasons! The idiots couldn’t have used the plastic colored eggs. No, they had to use chocolate ones.”


  Tilly snorted. “It. Was. Funny.”


  “Not in the good way.” She shut her phone off and set it back on the counter.


  Chapter Ten


  


  Loren knew Ross had some overtly kinky ideas up his sleeves for the evening, but she’d already put the kibosh on any thought he might have had about volunteering her for human piñata status.


  Was.


  Not.


  Happening.


  Not that she honestly thought he’d let anyone else actually take a whack at her, but to be honest, from the moment they’d arrived at the party and she’d spotted Tilly, she had tried to maneuver her friend into a secluded corner to talk. She knew that look on Tilly’s face all too well.


  There was something bothering her best friend, and she knew she needed to talk with her.


  Loren also suspected what that something was, based on what they’d talked about a few weeks earlier on their way home from St. Pete after having lunch with Clarisse and several other friends.


  Finally, there was a lull where everyone was either watching Chelbie and her men playing together, or watching Ray and Oot put kitten through her paces on the Sybian. Loren was able to hook an arm through Tilly’s and pull her into the back bedroom, where she shut and locked the door.


  “Talk to me, sweetie.”


  Tilly sank onto the bed. “I think I’m talked out.”


  Loren sat next to her, draping an arm around her so Tilly could rest her head on Loren’s shoulder. “Did you talk to Landry and Cris?”


  “Yes. I know I have no rights to bitch about my life and the way it turned out and where I am today. I’m lucky. I get it. But…”


  Loren knew that feeling well. “But we didn’t get to choose how we got here.”


  “Exactly.”


  “Are you going to go ahead and do it, then?”


  “Probably. I don’t know. I haven’t decided for sure yet. I keep waffling. Not what I wanted to do, but everyone’s right. The doctor, Landry, Cris. Every month it’s worse, and it’s only going to keep getting worse. It’s one more way the fucker wins if I keep suffering.”


  “Stop trying to frame this in terms of winning and losing. This is your life, your happiness we’re talking about.”


  “I know.”


  “What else is going on? I know it’s more than just that. What aren’t you telling me?”


  She drew in a deep, ragged sigh. “It’s the anniversary of my mom’s death this weekend.”


  Dammit. Loren had at one time known that date, while she and Ross were first responsible for Tilly after Cris had left her.


  She’d totally forgotten. “Oh, sweetheart.”


  Tilly crumbled, no remnant of her tough facade remaining. “I have all of this, I have the guys, I have a good life, nice things. And I don’t get to take care of her the way she tried so damn hard to take care of me. Where was her happy ending? The man she thought she loved is the one who raped and abused me. She died feeling guilty and responsible and I didn’t blame her for it. I didn’t even get to tell her one last time that I loved her.”


  Loren wrapped both arms around Tilly, holding her, comforting her while she wept, stroking her hair. “You just have to figure out a way to come to peace with it in your heart. I don’t have an answer for you. You have nothing to feel guilty about. You’ve been through a lot of shit in your life, stuff that most people would have thrown their hands up over by now and said fuck it, I’m done. You’ve clawed and scratched your way back from the emotional brink several times in your life, mostly alone. Now you have two guys who love you and want to be there for you. Let them. Lean on them.”


  “I know.”


  “And quit worrying about some damn tough-guy image you think you need to live up to. We’re your friends. We love you for who you are, not who you think you need to be for us.”


  Loren heard a soft knock on the door. “Tilly?”


  Landry.


  Loren looked at Tilly, who nodded.


  Loren got up and let Landry—and Cris—in. They both wore worried expressions.


  She closed the door behind them, locking it again before returning to sit on the bed next to her friend with her arm around her shoulders again.


  Both men dropped to their knees in front of Tilly, each one taking a hand.


  “Love, do you wish to go home?” Landry asked.


  She sniffled. “No, I just need some time to get my head screwed back on straight, is all.”


  “It’s the anniversary of her mom’s death,” Loren said.


  Cris winced. “Dammit. I’m sorry, Redbird. I forgot.”


  “That’s fifteen for you,” Landry drawled at him. “And another five for not making sure it’s on my calendar as well.”


  Tilly poked Landry in the chest. “Overruled.” She sniffled again. “No cane strokes for that. I was trying not to think about it. I was hoping it’d be easier for me this year, with everything else kind of stabilized and smoothed out in our lives. It finally just hit me really hard when I wasn’t expecting it, and I didn’t want to ruin tonight for anyone.


  Loren kissed her on the forehead. “Do you want some private time with your guys?”


  “Yeah, I think so. Thanks.”


  “No problem. That’s what friends are for.” She stood and walked over to the door. “I’ll lock it behind me and sort of keep watch so no one bugs you guys.


  “Thank you, Loren,” Landry told her. “You are a blessing. You truly are.”


  “Yeah, well, you just keep remembering that. Both of you. You don’t get her cheered up soon, you’ll be dealing with me.”


  She locked the door and pulled it shut behind her, glancing around.


  No one at the party seemed the wiser.


  She got engaged in a conversation with Gilo and Abbey, who were standing nearby in the living room. A few minutes later, Ross walked up and nibbled on the side of her neck.


  “There you are. I’ve been looking for you.”


  “Can’t play right now, Sir.”


  He frowned. “Why not?”


  She hooked a thumb over her shoulder at the door. “Tilly needs some privacy with her guys. Talking.” She leaned in and whispered in his ear the basics.


  “Oh. Oh, shit. Jesus, I’m stupid. I totally forgot.”


  “Shh.” She glanced over where Abbey and Gilo were now talking with Sean about the latest Baxter pics posted on their website.


  “Sorry,” Ross whispered. He turned, his back to the door, and studied the room. “I’ll stand guard with you. We’ll distract anyone.”


  She hooked her arm through his. “Good plan, Sir.”


  “I have one every so often.”


  Chapter Eleven


  


  Essie wouldn’t deny the Sybian intrigued her. Finally, after a lot of mental back and forth over it, she let her men talk her into using it.


  The doctor had assured her that, as long as she was comfortable and she had no other complications, she was free to engage in sex as often and in whatever way she wanted.


  Her men, obviously, had eased way back on the impact play with her, although their impact play hadn’t been very intense to start with in the grander scheme of things. Their play had always lain closer to the tamer end of the scale when comparing their exploits to those of some of their friends.


  Excluding the poly component of their dynamic, they were downright vanilla by some standards.


  Especially now.


  Which wasn’t a problem for her. Their particular dynamic had been more rooted in the relationship aspect than in the actual impact play.


  Who wouldn’t want three hunky, dominant men taking charge, especially in bed, and keeping her happily in hand? Not that they were domineering, because they weren’t. And she knew that, while pleased they were going to be parents, her men felt a twinge of failure on their part that she’d accidentally gotten pregnant sooner than they’d intended. They felt that, in a way, her consent had been taken from her.


  And that was something that didn’t sit well with any of the three men.


  Essie thought she’d finally gotten it through their collectively thick skulls that no, she didn’t mind that it had happened, and no, she didn’t resent it. That it was just an unexpected wrinkle in their lives, but not an unpleasant one.


  Hence, the Sybian would be an interesting diversion.


  She stripped and, with Josh and Ted helping her kneel, she slowly impaled herself on the condom-clad dildo. She wasn’t going to try the double one, having had plenty of DP in her life with her guys.


  Again, not a complaint.


  She had zero complaints about her men or their sex lives together.


  Mark smiled at her. “I feel like I should start a stopwatch or give you a cowboy hat or something,” he joked.


  “What?”


  “Stay on eight seconds and you win a prize.”


  “What kind of prize?” she asked.


  He shrugged. “Giving us blow jobs?”


  “That’s a prize for you,” she teased.


  “Well, duh.” He nudged the controller and she felt the low humming start in the device, traveling through her clit, through the dildo, into her pussy.


  “Mmm.”


  Ted and Josh knelt next to her, arms around her and supporting her, playing with her nipples.


  “Is that a good ‘mmm’?” Mark asked.


  “Mm-hmm.”


  With a chuckle, he bumped up the dial a little more.


  “Oooh…”


  “I know that sound,” Josh said. “That’s a good sound.”


  Mark tweaked it again, then started adding a little rotation to the mix.


  “Ooohhh…” Her hands clamped down around her men’s shoulders as she felt herself charging up the climb.


  “Aaand how about this?” Mark asked.


  He tweaked the setting again, and that catapulted her over the edge like a rocket sled. She closed her eyes, enjoying the way the vibrations seemed to seep through every pore of her body, hitting her inside and out, intensity the likes of which she hadn’t felt before.


  And with three very skilled men to keep her happy, she’d felt a lot of intensity before this.


  “I think that’s a winner,” Ted said. “Hold it right there.”


  Josh nipped the side of her neck. “Look at our gorgeous girl, helpless and coming.” He pinched her nipple, hard. “I think we found a new toy we’ll have to invest in.”


  Mark knelt in front of her, reaching out and cupping her chin in his hands. “Open your eyes, baby. Tell me what it feels like.”


  Forcing her eyes open was more difficult a task than she’d expected, and as she stared at him, Mark laughed.


  “Subspace achieved,” he said. “I’d know that gorgeous glazed look anywhere.”


  They let her ride it for a few more minutes before Mark shut it off. While Josh and Ted helped her up and moved off to the side with her to snuggle, with a blanket wrapped around her, Mark took care of cleaning up and getting it ready for the next victim, or volunteer, as the case might be.


  As she finally started getting her senses back, she yawned. “Okay, sorry, boys. That wore me out.”


  “You want to go home?” Ted asked.


  “No, not yet, but if you guys want a round two with me later once we do, it’s going to be either quick hand-jobs from me, or super-fast quickie fucks, because I’ll end up conking out on you if you take too long.”


  She didn’t want to pass up an opportunity with her men, especially since their privacy would be limited once she had the baby.


  But that had been…wow.


  “So is the Sybian a winner?” Josh asked.


  “Yeah, but if we get one, y’all might not be able to keep me off it,” she joked.


  “And that’s why there are chastity belts,” Ted joked.


  She stuck her tongue out at him.


  Chapter Twelve


  


  As the evening wore on, Rebecca completely relaxed and started to really enjoy herself. She’d already met most of the attendees at least a couple of times, either at a munch, dinner at Sigalo’s, or at Venture, the BDSM club they all went to.


  She wouldn’t deny a secret twinge of pride to see two women wearing custom chainmaille collars she’d made, as well as several women and even a man wearing her bracelets. It felt good to know what she did was appreciated by the community, by people she respected and who she was glad she could call friends.


  At one point, Logan sidled up to her, a playful look on his face. “So. Did you want to take a ride on the Sybian tonight?”


  She’d been eyeing the device with a mix of curiosity and fear all evening. She’d heard about them before, but hadn’t seen one up close and in person until tonight.


  During her time with Logan and Toby, she’d expanded her boundaries as her trust for them grew. There were lots of things she’d never before dreamed she’d even try, much less like.


  Or love.


  Mostly because they didn’t force her to do things.


  “Is that an order, Sir?” Normally, unless they were playing, she didn’t call either man “Sir.” They were equals, partners in their relationship, although Logan tended to be the more sadistic of the two men, and Toby had no problem at all bottoming to him. Although she did view them as her Dominants, even if in quiet, subtler ways others might not pick up on if they didn’t know what to look for.


  And she proudly wore the chainmaille necklace they made for her as her day collar.


  “Only if you want it to be an order,” he teased. “If you’d like me to order you to ride the Sybian because you’re too nervous to say yes on your own, sure. I can do that.”


  “That’s spooky, how you read my mind like that.”


  He leaned in and nibbled on the side of her neck, pulling a soft gasp from her. “It’s what I do, baby. It’s what I do. But that wasn’t an answer.”


  She stared at the device. “Maaaybe. Not right now. And I want both of you there with me if I do say yes.”


  “Well, of course.” He grinned. “Maybe I’ll make Toby ride it, too.”


  She snorted at that mental image. “He might like it too damn much.”


  “Maybe we should think about getting one for us.”


  “We’ll never get him out of the house if we do that.”


  “Well, there is that. He still needs to work for a living.” He gently nudged her. “No is an acceptable answer, sweetie.”


  “I’m still thinking.”


  “I’m not going to force you.”


  “I know that. I’m still deciding if I want to do it and just want a nudge in the right direction, or if I want to do it at all.”


  “I could make Toby go first.”


  Hmm. Now there was a helluva plan, if she ever heard one.


  She looked up at him, smiling. “Yes, please, Sir.”


  “Ooh.” He pulled her close, grinding his hips against her. “I got a ‘Sir’ out of that. I like it when you call me that.”


  “I know you do. Which is why I save it for special occasions.”


  “Like shoving Toby under the bus to take one for the team and make him go first?”


  “Exactly. I’m no dummy.”


  “No, you definitely are not a dummy, sweetheart. I love your brain, I love your body, and I love you.” He nibbled on the side of her neck, something always guaranteed to melt her panties.


  Well, if she was wearing any. Which tonight, she wasn’t.


  Another request she’d readily agreed to. It wasn’t like they demanded she run around naked all the time, although Toby the switch had no problem fulfilling that command.


  Hell, Toby usually volunteered to strip. Trying to keep clothes on the man was sometimes the problem, not getting him to shuck them in the first place.


  “Where is Toby, anyway?” she asked, reluctant to look around, which might make Logan stop delivering the delicious nibbles to the side of her neck.


  “I think he’s out on the lanai. Landry was volunteering Cris to be a human piñata or something in honor of Kinko de Mayo, and I think Toby’s trying to instigate.”


  “Well, if we’re going to throw him under the bus, we probably should do it before someone else takes up residence on the damn thing.”


  “Not a bad idea.”


  Then Toby walked up. “Ooh, there you are,” Logan said.


  Toby’s blue gaze narrowed suspiciously. “That’s a pretty damn evil grin you’re wearing there, buster.”


  “I know.”


  He homed in on Rebecca. “What’d you volunteer me for, babe? That’s a ‘throw Toby under the bus’ look if I’ve ever seen one. And I’ve seen a lot of them from you.”


  She grinned. “You get to go first on the Sybian.”


  Toby would have snapped his neck had he swiveled his head around any faster to look at where the device was set up in the corner of the living room.


  “Oooh. You know, I don’t think I mind tasting axle grease this time. And by first do you mean you’ll go second?”


  She felt her face heat. “Maaaybe.”


  His head swiveled back again, his gaze focused on her. “Maybe? Was that a ‘you first’ maybe or a ‘I’ll let him go first and then chicken out’ maybe?”


  She shrugged. “What’s life without a few surprises?”


  Logan scruffed the back of Toby’s neck and pulled him in close. “You know you want to do it,” he murmured in Toby’s ear. “You know you want to sit on that thing and give me a blow job while Rebecca’s giving you one.”


  Rebecca’s ears perked up at the mention of her name. “Say what?”


  Logan grinned, ear-to-ear and looking evilly playful. “If he’s going first, it’s only fair he gets a reward, right? Or I can let you suck him and then fuck you while you’re doing that. Either way.”


  Her pussy clenched at that mental image, knowing she would do it and not needing to be asked or ordered. This was a small, private party, and as long as it was consensual, it was anything goes.


  “Yes, Sir.”


  


  * * * *


  


  They figured out the right attachment, since the devices were built more with women’s anatomies in mind. After rolling a condom onto the toy to make clean-up easier, lubing it up, and then Logan lubing the hell out of Toby’s ass, Toby straddled the thing and slowly started fucking himself down onto the dildo until it was buried all the way in his ass.


  He let out a moan. “Holy crap. Let’s do this. Start out slow, man.”


  Srcrye handed Logan the controller. They flipped a switch and Toby let out a yelp as the device screamed to life before Scrye got it turned off again.


  “Whoops,” Scrye said. “Heh. Sorry, man. Sort of popped the clutch.” He made an adjustment to the controller and they tried again.


  This time, Toby let out a long, rolling moan that definitely didn’t sound like pain. “Ooohhh… We have got to get…us…one of…these…”


  “Told ya,” Rebecca said.


  Logan grinned. “I thought someone was supposed to be blowing him?”


  Sinking down onto her hands and knees, she leaned in, grabbed Toby’s rigid cock, and sucked him down to the root.


  “Ooohhh…fuuuck…” Toby grabbed her head, maybe a little harder than he’d intended, but she didn’t care. He dug his fingers into her scalp, urging her to move her head faster, harder up and down his cock since the angle of the dildo he was impaled on meant he couldn’t easily rock his hips back and forth.


  Logan knelt behind Rebecca. “Mmm, yes. I think I’d rather do this.” He shoved up the hem of her dress over her back and reached between her legs, making her whimper. Two fingers easily slid into her pussy, which she had to admit was really eager to try the device now.


  She was barely aware of Logan unfastening his jeans, then she felt his cock slide home into her with zero resistance.


  “Keep sucking him, baby,” Logan ordered as he grabbed her hips and started fucking her.


  She suspected he might not let her come this time, and sure enough, she was right. He fucked her hard and fast, shoving her onto Toby’s cock at the bottom of every stroke. But without reaching around and giving her a little bit of an assist, she wasn’t getting off this time.


  “Yes, I know this is mean,” Logan said, his voice sounding strained. “But I’m going to get off, and he’s going to get off, then we’ll let you ride the Sybian, and you can get off until either you safeword, or we say you can stop coming.”


  She moaned, and that was enough to trigger Toby. He pulled her mouth down onto his cock until her nose and chin were pressed against his body. Hot jets of his cum filled her mouth, over and over, until his grip on her head finally relaxed and she could breathe again.


  Behind her, Logan took several long, hard strokes before burying his load in her pussy.


  He switched off the Sybian. “And fun was had by most,” he joked, lightly slapping Rebecca’s ass with his bare hand. “Now it’s your turn, sweetheart.”


  Of course, now she was really horny, and was close to begging the men to get her off and let her come. They got the Sybian cleaned up, washed that dildo so whoever used it next found it clean and ready, then Logan picked a different attachment for her.


  A double.


  He grinned as he waved it in front of her. “Double your pleasure, baby.”


  She whimpered.


  Toby rolled condoms onto both prongs of the attachment as Rebecca pulled her dress off. After the men got her ass lubed—no problems with her pussy being ready, of course—they helped her lower herself onto the double-donged device.


  “Don’t pop the clutch,” she warned.


  Logan smiled. “Don’t worry.” His cock still hung out of his pants.


  Toby knelt behind her, letting her lean back against him and playing with her nipples while Logan turned the device on and started adjusting it.


  Holy…crapballs!


  The one in her ass only vibrated, but the one in her pussy vibrated, and rotated, as well as hit her clit just right with vibration. When he reached the setting that made her let out a loud cry as she started coming, Logan grinned.


  “There we go. Almost.” He stepped in front of her and fed his cock into her mouth, which she eagerly sucked down and laved her tongue over.


  He bumped the setting up just a hair and it felt like her world exploded. “Now that’s perfect.” He set the control aside, cupped her head in his hands, and started fucking her mouth. His cock quickly sprang back to life, and between that, what Toby was doing to her nipples, and the holy-fuck-awesome sensations of the Sybian, she found herself caught in an orgasmic avalanche sweeping her away and carrying her along for the ride.


  She was vaguely aware at one point of swallowing Logan’s cum. Then he and Toby swapped places, Toby once again hard and ready. And she just as eagerly worked her lips and tongue over his shaft as he started fucking her mouth.


  In her ear, Logan whispered, “Look at our beautiful girl, helpless, unable to stop coming, sucking our cocks like a good girl.”


  The supernova of pleasure had taken over. She both wished it would end and never wanted it to stop, a vicious cycle of pleasure and intensity she thought might just short-circuit her brain if she let it go on too long. Between the dildo in her pussy and the one in her ass, it was just…bliss.


  Logan reached up and tweaked the control one more time, bumping it up even more, and she screamed around Toby’s cock as the intensity just became too much.


  Toby’s balls exploded, pumping his cum into her mouth. By the time Logan switched the Sybian off, Rebecca was still swallowing, sucking, getting every last drop she could out of him.


  As she leaned against Toby’s legs, Logan stared at the controller. “I’m guessing we’re going to be investing in one of these.”


  Together, Rebecca and Toby both moaned, “Yes, Sir!”


  Chapter Thirteen


  


  Tonight, Gilo and Abbey had settled more into a Ma’am mode, with him submissive to her.


  And that could change at any given second, but for now it was how things shook out.


  Meaning he knelt on the floor at her feet, wearing his leather cuffs, collar, hood, and jock.


  And nothing else.


  She had a leash clipped to his collar, which she’d dropped and was now standing on, keeping him from moving from where he was, or even sitting up.


  He was good with that.


  Their switchy dynamic was very fluid, swinging back and forth, sometimes even in the same play session, depending on what they were doing, their energy levels, and what else was going on around them.


  Their friends had long since given up trying to figure them out.


  Tonight when they’d eaten, Abbey had fixed a plate for both of them and sat on the couch with Gilo on the floor at her feet while she hand-fed him pieces of food.


  Bliss.


  Before Abbey entered his life, the main facet of his personality most of his kinky friends were familiar with was Gilo the SAM.


  Only with Abbey had his Dominant side really been allowed free.


  His kinky Dominant side.


  In real life, he was always in a dominant headspace, responsible for the safety and health of hundreds of workers for a local power company.


  That was why all of this…this was play. This was relaxation. A chance to shed the work week and just…chill.


  Once one of the portable spanking benches was free, Abbey picked up his leash and gently tugged, indicating for him to get to his feet and follow. On the way, she picked up her implement bag and cane tube.


  He felt his cock stirring. He was in for a beating, and it’d been a couple of weeks since they’d had a good, hard play session.


  She quickly got him blindfolded, gagged, clipped to the bench, and settled. With her hand on the top of his hood, she spoke right next to his ear.


  “Who’s ready for a sore ass?”


  “Me, Ma’am,” he mumbled around his gag.


  “Anything in your mouth I need to know about, besides your ball gag?”


  He snickered, remembering how he’d surprised her with the engagement ring at the Valentine’s Day party they’d thrown for their friends. “No, Ma’am,” he said.


  “Good boy. Just checking. Guess I should have verified that before I gagged you.”


  She patted him on the head before he sensed her move around to his ass.


  She started out by warming him up with a bare-handed spanking that quickly relaxed him and allowed his mind to drift in preparation for the beating he was gratefully about to receive.


  Abbey did not disappoint.


  As she proceeded to step him up from that, he always thought the best analogy was of a musician playing a fine instrument. Their play styles as Dominants were different because, while he was a masochist, she wasn’t. Not to the same extent. Depending on the circumstances, either or both of them could certainly engage in sensual or sexual play as part of a scene…


  But John always got his ass thoroughly beaten when he was on the bottom.


  And that was the way he liked it. It was something he’d come to peace with years ago. It worked for him, and for them as a couple.


  If the two of them were having fun, it wasn’t anyone else’s business if they could figure it out or not.


  Although confusing their friends was, admittedly, part of the fun for them both.


  She worked her way through the implements, growing increasingly harsher as she did, pulling his brain into subspace, sending his endorphins skyrocketing, diving him deep into that beautifully blissful place.


  He wasn’t aware of how long they played. She stepped up, backed down, took him to the edge of safewording several times, rolling him through all the emotions, his love for her, his hate of the pain, the need to please her, the desire to take everything she gave him and push through it all to the other side.


  Everything.


  The big finish was the heavy, Delrin hexrod cane, the one he lovated—loved and hated.


  And she didn’t disappoint.


  She grabbed hold of his collar. “Who’s my good boy?”


  “I’m your good boy, Ma’am.”


  “Ready for the big finish?”


  “Yes, Ma’am.”


  Whack!


  Had he been on a St. Andrew’s cross, or on a trapeze bar, he would have been up on his toes as a signal he was still processing the pain and needed a moment.


  Trust.


  He had it and knew she would wait.


  She did.


  Whack!


  That one made him arch his back and bite down harder on the bit gag, stifling his scream, struggling to process, nearing the point of overload.


  Whack! Whack! Whack!


  Followed immediately by the soothing, cool feel of her hands on his ass, signaling they were done.


  He shivered, gasping, letting the last bits of the tide overwash him, filling him.


  She didn’t release him immediately, and he knew that she was gathering their implements first. Then she unclipped him, helping him up and off the bench, taking him off to the side where she put him on his hands and knees on the floor.


  “I’ll be right back.”


  He nodded, waiting.


  And she returned a moment later, sitting beside him. He tucked his head in her lap as he coasted, surfed, processed, enjoyed.


  “Thank you, Ma’am,” he mumbled around the ball gag.


  “You’re welcome.” She patted the top of his hood.


  It took him a few minutes to collect himself. Then he sat up and waited for her to remove his blindfold and gag.


  She smiled at him. “Better?”


  He leaned in and kissed her, long and hard. “Much better.”


  He nuzzled her arm, kissing her there.


  “Love you,” she said.


  He looked up at her and smiled. “Love you, too, baby.”


  They stayed there for a little bit longer, relaxing, chilling. Eventually, he sat up and grabbed a handful of her hair, tipping her head back and kissing her hard, deep.


  Aaand there’s the flip.


  He smiled down into her eyes. “Who’s my good girl?”


  She smiled back. “I’m your good girl, Sir.”


  Chapter Fourteen


  


  After the clean-up was mostly finished and all the guests had left, Cali sat in one of the loungers on the lanai and stared at the placid surface of the pool. With the pool lights on, it cast bluish-white ripples along the insides of the screens and off the roof overhang. Inside the house, Max and Sean were tidying up the last of the party mess. They’d shooed her outside to relax.


  She heard the living room sliders slowly open and close again. Sean sank onto the lounger next to her. “So, when are you going to tell us what’s rumbling through your brain? Or are you going to make us play twenty-thousand questions with you? You’ve been acting off all night.”


  “You guys are going to hate me,” she softly said.


  “Okay, when you say something like that, it scares me.”


  She took a deep breath. “I’m not sure I want to have a baby right now.”


  He stared at her.


  “Did you hear me?” she asked when he didn’t respond.


  “I heard you, but is that it?”


  “What do you mean?”


  “You said we’re going to hate you, and you tell me you don’t know if you want to have a baby right now.”


  “Yeah?”


  He stared at her again for a moment. “So, let me get this straight. You’re worried that we’re going to hate you because you don’t want to have a baby right now?”


  “Yeah.”


  He rolled his eyes. “I should toss you into that damn swimming pool for scaring me for no good reason.”


  “What?”


  “Sweetheart, it’s okay. We don’t hate you. We could never hate you, especially not for something like that. Seriously.”


  “I thought you guys wanted a baby.”


  “Yeah, maybe. In the future. Not right this minute. And especially not if you don’t.”


  “Really?”


  “Uh, yeah.” He moved over to her lounger and pulled her into his lap. “Sweetheart, you’re the love of our life. Our partner. And it’s your body. If you aren’t ready, then that’s it. No problem.”


  She cuddled against him, her head pressed against his chest. “I feel like I’m letting you guys down.”


  “Why?”


  “Because I said when we got together that I did want a baby.”


  “Yeah, and we didn’t take that as law, either. We knew it wasn’t a sure-fire, etched-in-stone kind of thing. There’s no deadline, no timeframe. It’s when—or if—you want to. But can I ask why you’ve changed your mind?”


  “Well, seeing you trussed up as a human piñata, for starters. Try explaining that one to a toddler.”


  He snickered. “True.”


  “And…I’m feeling selfish. I want more time with you two before we add to our family. The more I think about that, the more I’m wondering if I will ever change my mind and really want a baby. I like our life. I like being able to throw parties like this without worrying about arranging a sitter. I like what I do for a living. I’m having fun growing our business, and it won’t be like I can take a kid to work with what we do. Not unless we want a few visits from DCF about it.”


  “True. But it would make show-and-tell days at their school kind of fun.”


  She glared at him.


  “I was kidding. But again, it’s something only you can decide. It’s not something we can or will decide for you.”


  “But you get a say.”


  “No, you can ask for our honest opinions, and we’ll give them, but we do not, in this case, get a say. Not when it’s your body. This isn’t trying to decide what color to paint the guest room. This is a major, life-altering decision. I would rather you be honest and say you’re not ready than try to do something just because you think it pleases us. A baby isn’t an IKEA couch we can return because it doesn’t fit exactly into the decor. And it’s not fair to you—or to a baby—to make that decision if you’re not one-hundred-percent sure.”


  “There you go, using logic on me again.”


  He rubbed his chin in her hair. “Besides, the first time we all babysit for Essie and her guys, me and Max might be making appointments for vasectomies the next day.”


  That drew a laugh from her. “I didn’t think about it like that.”


  Max opened the slider. “Is this a private party, or am I allowed to join?”


  They slid over to make room for him on the lounger and Sean filled him in on the gist of their discussion.


  Max gently cupped her chin in his hand. “What he said. There’s nothing else for me to add to the conversation, frankly. He’s absolutely right. If we live our lives together, the three of us, and never have a baby, then that’s fine with me. If you decide you want a baby, that’s fine with me, too.”


  “Really?”


  He leaned in and slowly, tenderly kissed her. “Really. Just…don’t get into some creepy realistic baby doll fetish or something to substitute for a real one, okay?”


  “Deal. Those things wig me out, too.”


  “Build-A-Bear, I’m good with that. They’re kind of cute. And some of the clothes might fit Baxter.” His expression brightened. “Ooh, business deduction.”


  From inside the house they heard a muffled, plaintive maow.


  They turned to see Baxter, up on his hind legs and pawing at the sliding glass door.


  “Besides,” Max said, “we have Baxter. He might get his nose out of joint if he’s not the only baby in the house.”


  She snickered. “True.”


  They got up and went inside, Baxter twining through their legs in greeting as if he hadn’t seen them in forever. She picked him up and cuddled him.


  “Sorry we had to lock you in the office tonight, buddy. We didn’t want you nonconsensually interfering with anyone’s scene.”


  “Attack of the Dominant Pussy,” Sean teased. “That’s…” He trailed off.


  Max and Cali turned to look at him. “What?” they asked.


  A slow grin filled his face. “How about a movie poster. A mock-up of like an old B-grade sci-fi flick.” He waved his hands through the air as if bracketing the words. “Pussy Takes Control. And have a montage of pics of Baxter in different outfits Photoshopped onto it, with filters to make it look like those old cartoony old movie post—”


  Cali turned and headed toward the bedroom. “Good night, guys. I’m too tired to think about work.”


  “It’s a great idea, right?” Sean asked.


  “It’s an idea,” she called out over her shoulder.


  “So is that a yes or a no?”


  “You coming to bed or not?”


  Max snickered. “I think that’s a no comment. Or a vote of no-confidence. Or…something.” He smacked his partner on the arm. “Come on. To bed. I’m exhausted, too.”


  “Seriously,” Sean called out. “It’s a great damn idea!”


  “Come to bed, Sean!” they both yelled.


  


  * * * *


  


  Cali thought she’d be too exhausted to play around, but she rolled over on top of Max and kissed him. The next thing she knew, he had his stiff cock buried balls-deep inside her pussy.


  Not a bad problem to have.


  He smiled up at her, his brown eyes crinkled in amusement. “One last little hurrah before the evening comes to a close?”


  Sean snorted. “Heh. You said ‘comes.’”


  She glared at him over her shoulder. “And this is another reason we don’t need to worry about kids right now. I have two kids. You two.”


  “And Baxter,” Max added. “Don’t forget him.”


  “He won’t let me forget him.”


  Baxter was currently rolling around on the floor, stoned out of his gourd in a catnip-induced haze to keep him from trying to get up on the bed and create a little feline-interruptus. They’d discovered that was the easiest way to distract Baxter.


  Locking him out of the bedroom only pissed the cat off and made him pitch a fit in an attempt to get them to let him back in.


  Not something conducive to romance.


  Sean climbed up behind her, straddling Max’s legs. “I can’t help it that I find some stuff incredibly funny.” He reached around her, cupping her breasts, his fingers playing with her nipples, rolling them into hard peaks. Each tug sent jolts of need straight to her clit.


  Max’s hands came to rest on her hips as Sean’s cock stiffened where it was pressed against her lower back. “I was going to argue the point that we’re both fairly grown-up and responsible men, but Sean kind of just blew my argument out of the water for me.”


  “Seriously,” she said, gasping as Max thrust his cock up inside her, hard.


  “And think of a Baxter that you can’t catnip into letting us have sex in peace,” Sean added. “I’m good with waiting. No rush.”


  She wiggled her ass against Sean. “You’re just horny.”


  “Of course I’m horny,” he said. “I’m sitting here staring at your delicious ass, and Max is hogging your pussy.”


  “Then get a condom and some lube and fuck my ass. Duh.”


  “Right.”


  He released her and jumped up off the bed to fetch the items.


  Max smiled up at her. “I do love that boy.”


  Sean returned with the items, and a towel, and proceeded to lube and loosen her rim with his fingers, until she was begging for them to start fucking her hard.


  Sometimes they were too busy to get truly freaky in bed, more a serial vanilla sex session than any kinky ménage action between them.


  Tonight, she wanted them both. She loved it when they did that. A special treat, when they had time to work her up to it, was both of them fucking her pussy at the same time. Unfortunately, it’d been a few weeks since they’d had that kind of fun, and as tired as she was right now, she knew she wouldn’t last long enough for them to work her up to it so they could do it without hurting her in the bad way.


  Before long, Sean had his cock tightly fisted inside her ass, and she felt the blissful stirrings of her first orgasm trying to build.


  “Okay, boys,” she said. “Do me like you own me.”


  “We do own you,” they said in unison, making her laugh as they always did at the now-familiar joke between them.


  The men started slow, Sean back to playing with her nipples while Max used his fingers on her clit, building her up, reading her body, knowing the signs.


  She joined in, rocking back and forth on their cocks, loving being impaled by both men at the same time, the three of them joined as one.


  Amazing.


  “Come for us, baby,” Sean softly urged. “We love making you feel good. Give us at least one.”


  Her eyes dropped closed as pleasure rolled and swelled, growing inside her, building to a final crescendo until it bubbled over and her body switched to auto-pilot orgasm mode. It was a chain reaction, her body squeezing their cocks, which made it feel even better, which made her body squeeze their cocks even more. Sean pinched her nipples while Max kept playing with her clit. Finally, wrung out, she started fading.


  That was when the men jumped into action, their thrusts speeding up as they fucked her harder, faster, catching up with her and their mixed groans of pleasure filling the bedroom and her soul.


  As they all fell still, Cali slumped onto Max’s chest in a post-orgasmic bliss.


  “Love you both,” she whispered.


  Max kissed her. “Love you, too, baby. And you, buddy,” he added for Sean.


  “Love you both, too.” Sean leaned in and kissed the nape of her neck. “Honestly? In all seriousness, my life’s pretty full right now with the two of you in it.”


  “Heh,” she said. “Full like my ass and pussy?”


  He chuckled. “Now who’s not being serious? I mean it. I’m good, even if we never have a baby.”


  “Me, too,” Max added.


  They were laying there, getting ready to move to clean up so they could finally go to sleep when they felt the bed move.


  “Maaaooow!


  “Dammit,” Sean muttered. “We really need to buy a better grade of catnip.”
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