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  Suncoast Society


  Out of the Spotlight


  Nick knows his deepest secret—he’s a bisexual masochistic submissive—won’t mesh with his macho, action-hero Trevor Nichols persona. He flees Hollywood in disguise for a secret vacation in his hometown of Sarasota…and a trip to a BDSM club. Nick didn’t expect to fall in love with Lucas and Leigh, but he’s never been happier. This is who he wants to be, and Lucas and Leigh are who he wants.


  Lucas and Leigh have been best friends since college. Both had their share of heartbreak. Lucas is gay, but he’s Leigh’s Master and lover, and they’ve decided to get married and have a baby. Meeting Nick at a munch throws a hiccup into their plans, because they’re both attracted to the hottie who looks vaguely familiar.


  Now the paparazzi are on Nick’s trail and threatening to turn Lucas and Leigh’s world upside down. Can he still have it all, or will he be forced to say good-bye to protect them?
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  Chapter One


  


  Trevor Nichols was known for fast driving, hot women, and kicking bad guys’ asses. Usually, in ninety minutes or less.


  Nicholas Trevorsky, however, wanted nothing more than to escape Hollywood, the paparazzi, and the macho image he couldn’t shake no matter how hard he tried. Ironic, considering how thoroughly he’d cultivated the image in the first place.


  He knew he shouldn’t be complaining, but he couldn’t help it. He’d finally reached the end of his rope, the straightjacket of fame he’d chased so hard and successfully years ago now threatening to choke off his life and happiness.


  For example, he’d flown into La Guardia three days earlier, and no less than four photographers had trailed him from the moment he entered the main terminal until he’d hailed a cab to his hotel. No doubt working with the ones who’d tailed him from his LA condo all the way to LAX. By the time the cab deposited him at the hotel, several more paparazzi had jumped out of following cabs and rushed to photograph him before the doorman kicked them out of the hotel’s lobby.


  With a nondescript rolling black suitcase, and a nondescript black duffle bag slung over his shoulder, he’d checked in, went up to his room, and settled in, hoping for a little peace. Ten minutes later, one of the bellhops knocked on his door.


  But that interruption had been expected.


  In the man’s hands, the package Trevor had shipped overnight to himself at the hotel from LA. He’d received a notification on his phone upon landing that it was out for delivery on the truck.


  “Thanks.” He handed the kid a twenty before he closed and locked the door.


  Taking the box over to the bed, he ripped it open. Inside lay a black backpack, new, an electric hair trimmer set…


  And a package of dark brown hair dye.


  Everyone was used to Trevor Nichols’ slightly shaggy, dark blond locks.


  No one would be looking for the man with the military-short, dark brown hair.


  The paparazzi would be looking for anyone leaving with a duffle bag like his, which was why he needed the backpack.


  An hour later, he lay naked on the bed, watching TV and freshly showered, eating a room-service burger. He’d used the longest clipper attachment to buzz his hair down, then had followed the instructions on the box to color what was left. He’d flushed the trimmed hair down the toilet, not wanting any of the maids who cleaned his room next week to glom on to what he’d done and possibly sell the news to the photogs downstairs.


  Right now, they’d be looking for him as-is, disguised with a hat and sunglasses, maybe.


  Not walking out in plain sight and looking completely different.


  And not just a couple of hours later, either.


  He’d booked the room for a week and had requested that housekeeping not service it unless he asked them to.


  Not at all uncommon for an A-lister to do.


  The general supposition the photogs were making, he knew, was that Trevor was in town for a movie premiere the next night. Not one of his, but for close friends of his, a husband and wife director team he’d worked with several times before.


  They hadn’t expected him to walk out, dressed like a Salvation Army reject in a poorly fitting suit. Or with brown eyes, courtesy of the contact lenses he’d obtained a few months back as part of a movie role. Nonprescription, all they did was change his blue eyes to brown, and combined with his glasses, he looked completely different. And he’d slouched, making himself look shorter and dumpier.


  Not even the doorman had recognized him. If he hadn’t had his room key card in his hand, he suspected the doorman wouldn’t have even offered to hail a cab for him.


  As the cabbie drove him back toward La Guardia, Nick Trevorsky glanced out the back window. Outside on the sidewalk in front of the hotel, several photogs were standing and talking. They’d glanced at him and several others who’d walked out at the same time without registering a second look in his direction.


  He wasn’t their intended target. Brown hair, brown eyes, glasses…not Trevor Nichols.


  So they thought.


  Well, in a way, they were right. He wasn’t Trevor Nichols. He was Nicholas Trevorsky.


  I guess Clark Kent wasn’t wrong after all.


  He’d rented a car at La Guardia and driven from New York to Florida, enjoying a blissfully carefree trip, checking in to nonexclusive Interstate-exit hotels without a single person recognizing him. His California driver’s license picture was several years old, his hair shorter than people were used to now, and wearing the pair of glasses he usually eschewed in favor of prescription contacts.


  Glasses he wore when he checked in every time, another diversion.


  And now he was in Sarasota, wistfully cruising through old neighborhoods and parts of town he hadn’t seen in too many years.


  Way too many years.


  He’d even thought about looking people up that he’d known and decided to nix that idea. He was here for one reason, one specific purpose.


  Rather, one specific place.


  His old hometown had a BDSM club. Not the fancy, billionaire-infested swanky club of romance books, but a real club with real people as members. He’d carefully researched on the Internet, on FetLife, and had decided if he wanted a chance to finally be himself, he needed to just nut up and do it.


  Trevor Nichols was an action-adventure movie star women wanted to be with and men wanted to be.


  All Nicholas Trevorsky wanted was to find a competent Dominant, man or woman, to help him be who he wanted to be.


  Because the secret he’d also carefully guarded from the world wasn’t just that Nicholas Trevorsky wasn’t the alpha and dominant action-hero ladies’ man of his movies, but that he was also a submissive bisexual masochist.


  


  * * * *


  


  His business manager, Clark, was the only one who knew where Nicholas was. He’d told Clark he was using the time off he’d built into his filming schedule to get some rest, relaxation, and do some writing on a few of his own projects he wanted to develop as a director and producer.


  Nick had used the credit card for the LLC Clark had created for him to rent a condotel apartment on Siesta Key for eight weeks. Clark had also hired a lookalike to put in random appearances around LA over the next several weeks at some of Trevor’s regular haunts so that Trevor’s presence wasn’t missed. Grocery shopping, a restaurant, morning coffee—whatever.


  Anything to give Nick a chance to breathe. They’d dropped hints on the official website that he was relaxing and would be vacationing in Europe before filming kicked off for his next movie, so his lack of official appearances wouldn’t seem odd. It just meant more paparazzi would be stalking his LA condo when they couldn’t locate him anywhere else.


  He’d told Clark either this mini vacation happened, or he’d publicly be retiring on his laurels from acting and focus only on his directing and the small production company he was starting. Unlike some stars, he’d been stingy with his earnings. His condo in LA was paid for, as was his car. He had a considerable nest egg in savings which would continue to grow if he was wise, royalties and residuals filtering in to feather his nest. He didn’t splurge very often, and even then not by Hollywood standards.


  Tonight, he would attend a dinner munch. From a fictitious e-mail account he’d created to use with his FetLife account, Nick had made contact with the Suncoast Society and had RSVP’d to the event.


  He’d been assured by the hosts that, as a newbie, he would be welcomed.


  Finally.


  He was nervous, but he was an actor. The slight Southern accent he’d arrived with in Hollywood and had strenuously worked to eliminate would now come in handy.


  He planned on doing a lot of watching, a lot of listening.


  And, maybe if he was really lucky over the next few weeks, he’d finally get a chance to scratch the desperate itch he hadn’t been able to reach in…years.


  Chapter Two


  


  “Are you almost ready, princess?” Leigh called out.


  “Who are you calling princess, slut?” Lucas called back.


  Leigh giggled. “You, Sir.”


  Lucas emerged from his bedroom, looking impeccable, as usual. At six one and trim, his neatly styled brown hair barely showing any grey, he cut an imposing figure in his charcoal suit.


  Which she knew he’d worn just for her.


  When he crooked a finger at her, she arose from the couch and walked over.


  “Show me,” he said.


  She giggled again and lifted the hem of her dress, showing him she was not only shaved bare, but sans panties, as well.


  “Good girl,” he said. “You keep being a good girl, you might get a spanking later.”


  She dropped the hem of her dress. “I think we’re doing that backwards,” she joked.


  “What?”


  “Aren’t good girls supposed to not get spankings?”


  He arched an eyebrow at her. “You really want me to not spank you?”


  She quickly shook her head. “Nope, that’s not what I meant, Sir.”


  “Okay. Just checking.”


  “Oh, your mom called me again today.”


  He winced. “What now?”


  “Same questions. When are we getting married? Why aren’t we married? Did we get married and not tell her?”


  He let out an aggravated groan. “I guess I’m not making things easy on her, am I?”


  “Ya think?” She rose on her toes to brush a kiss across his lips. “You come out as gay to her, then we move in together a few years later and are living together.”


  “Yeah, well, not exactly sure I want to get into the intricacies of our little weirdness with her. Unless you do?”


  “Nope. Hey, I fended off my parents. You get to fend off your mom.”


  He glanced at his watch. “Come on, we’re going to be late. We can discuss this in the car.”


  


  * * * *


  


  No, the last thing Lucas wanted to do was sit down with his mother and try to explain his and Leigh’s lifestyle or relationship dynamic to her.


  It was confusing enough to their friends in the BDSM lifestyle, who understood the lifestyle.


  What many of them—reasonably—didn’t understand was how a gay man and a straight woman ended up in both a full-on Master/slave and sexual relationship and living together.


  And they technically weren’t dating.


  How to explain to people that they’d both had their share of heartache over the years, were sick and tired of games, and had decided the best solution was to be together?


  Many of his gay friends who knew about Leigh accused Lucas of using her as his beard. Which couldn’t be farther from the truth.


  Although, admittedly, it was nice being able to get laid whenever he wanted and not worry about his partner’s sexual history.


  He and Leigh met in college and had become best friends, spending lots of time together and crying on each other’s shoulders when love went wrong, eventually becoming roommates three years earlier when Lucas’ last boyfriend had dumped him for a nineteen-year-old twink. Leigh had kicked her cheating boyfriend out just two weeks earlier, and begged Lucas to move in with her.


  By then he already knew Leigh had been dabbling in BDSM, and he’d been interested in it, too. It hadn’t taken him long to realize he was a dominant sadist, a perfect complement to her submissive masochist.


  When their first scene together at the club had turned into a really hot forced orgasm scene that ended up with her giving him the best blowjob of his life when they returned home later, that was when they both realized maybe they were onto something. After several weeks of discussions, he ended up collaring her as his slave. Something she’d asked for and he was happy to give to her.


  Tonight was the Suncoast Society munch. They loved going to the dinners, able to totally be themselves without worrying about what others thought.


  It wasn’t lost on him that he felt more at home there than he had with any other group of friends in his life. They might not understand his and Leigh’s weird little dynamic, but they also didn’t disrespect it or put it down.


  Unlike some of his friends, who’d ended up dropping out of his life, or he’d ended up dropping them when they couldn’t accept he had a relationship with Leigh while still being gay.


  Ironically, nearly all of those ex-friends being gay men.


  He considered himself homoflexible. And since it would take quite the guy to make him even think about giving Leigh up, he’d leave it at that.


  Leigh didn’t mind if he topped other guys at the club. She was very picky about which women she signed off on, though. Usually, they had to have a stable relationship already in place, due in no small part to a very clingy single female submissive who’d played with Lucas twice and then decided she would automatically be part of their dynamic, including adding Lucas to her FetLife profile as her boyfriend and Master…without asking Lucas or Leigh about it first.


  And it had taken him removing himself from her profile three times, and then blocking her—and the three alternate accounts she’d tried friending him with—before he’d finally asked Derrick the club owner to intercede and have a talk with the woman.


  Not something Lucas or Leigh wanted to repeat.


  Uh, hell no.


  Since his bond with Leigh was one he refused to damage, he’d since handed over full veto powers to her in that regard.


  A few times, they’d even fooled around with other guys, Leigh usually helping him top them at the club before taking them home and doing more intimate and sexual play with them there.


  But those men were rare, and it seemed they were more interested in a short-term bisexual experience than a long-term dynamic. And it took playing with them a few times before Lucas felt comfortable adding the sexual element.


  Things generally ran far more smoothly in their relationship when it was just the two of them normally, although the occasional third definitely spiced things up for both of them.


  “So did you give any more thought to our discussion last week?” he asked.


  “You can’t even tell your mother the full truth about us. If we have a baby together, it would blow her mind, and my parents’ minds. How do we explain that?”


  “We get married,” he quietly said, looking at her when he reached a stoplight.


  Her eyes widened. “What?”


  “I mean it. Why not? Let’s face it. I think that three years into this, we have a pretty good handle on it. You’re thirty-four. I’m thirty-five. We both want kids. If we want kids, we’d better do it sooner rather than later.” He reached over and laced his fingers through hers. “Do you have a better idea that doesn’t involve expensive IVF and medical bills when I can just tie you down, fuck your beautiful brains out the old-fashioned way, and we both have a lot more fun in the process?”


  She smiled. “Not really.”


  The light turned green. He released her hand to put both of his back on the wheel. “I love you. When I look thirty years into the future, I can still see us together.”


  “You won’t…you know, miss guys?”


  He shrugged. “If we meet a guy like we have in the past, who says we can’t fool around a little with him? And the same goes for you.”


  “You’d be okay with that?”


  “Of course. Why wouldn’t I be? As long as you and I don’t break what we have. That goes without saying, even if you decided you didn’t want to have any kids after all.”


  He pointed a finger at her, then swept it back and forth between them. “As long as we’re this,” he said, pointing for emphasis, “and this is strong and healthy, we can negotiate other stuff on the side.”


  “I don’t think I’d be okay with you having any other women,” she softly admitted.


  He laughed. “Duh. Kind of got that memo. And if you haven’t noticed, I haven’t wanted to bring any home, either. But would you be jealous of me and other guys?”


  “We’ve been with other guys before.”


  “What if I met a guy who didn’t want to be with you, too?”


  She had to think about that. “I don’t know,” she finally admitted.


  “This isn’t something we have to decide this minute,” he said. “I wanted you to have time to think about it. I’m serious when I say that if you want kids, I want to have them with you.”


  “That would put a crimp in our lifestyle, I guess, huh?”


  He reached over, took her hand, and placed it on his right thigh. “No, we’d just get sneakier about it,” he said. “I’d get you that tattoo I keep threatening you with.” He offered her a playfully evil grin he knew would make her even wetter than she likely already was.


  She was a paralegal to a very conservative attorney in Sarasota who knew nothing about this part of their lives. Everyone at the firm assumed Lucas was her vanilla boyfriend, and neither of them had ever done or said anything to let them think otherwise. For her day collar, she wore a heart-shaped pendant on a delicate gold chain.


  He’d been threatening to get her right ankle tattooed with a design circling it, mimicking an ankle bracelet. A permanent collar.


  An idea that, the first time he’d floated it during one of their scenes, had made her explode in an orgasm the likes of which he’d never witnessed her having before.


  And he’d witnessed her having plenty of them. Was pretty much in charge of her having them, actually.


  It was several minutes before she spoke again. “If…if we do this, it won’t mess up us, will it? Because I don’t want to do anything to screw us up.”


  He laid his hand over hers and squeezed. “No, sweetheart. I’ll make sure we never do anything to screw us up.”


  Chapter Three


  


  Tony and Shayla greeted Lucas and Leigh when they arrived. “Are Eliza and Rusty coming tonight?” Shayla asked them. “They RSVP’d as maybe.”


  Leigh held her hair up so Lucas could fasten her formal collar around her neck now that they were in the private room where the munch was being held.


  “Not sure,” Leigh said. “I think she said they are. I haven’t talked to her in a couple of days.”


  “We’ve got several newbies who RSVP’d for tonight,” Tony said. “We’d like to get them seated next to some friendly faces, if you guys don’t mind. Loren, Ross, Seth, and Leah are all out of town this weekend.”


  “Oh, sure,” Lucas said. “No problem.”


  Leigh laughed. “Don’t want to toss them Tilly’s way?”


  Tony smiled. “I would, if she was here tonight. They’re flying out first thing in the morning to LA. Going to be gone for a week.”


  “Well, darn,” Leigh said. “I thought she was going to be here.”


  “She was. Cris had to stay behind last-minute for an issue at the office here, so Landry switched the ticket to take Tilly instead.”


  Lucas picked a table where only two places had been claimed, cloth napkins draped over the chair backs indicating their reserved status. “Since when did we become the experienced ones?” he joked.


  She smiled. “I take it as a compliment.”


  “Oh, I do, too,” he said. “I just think it’s funny.”


  “Well, you are a teacher, Sir Nerd.”


  He smirked. “The day I run into any of my students’ parents doing this locally is the day we start heading up to the Tampa Munch and other events up there.”


  Her creative, sadistic Sir was, by day, a mild-mannered high school science teacher for Sarasota County.


  Needless to say, they were very careful about what they did in public in terms of BDSM. No face shots on their FetLife profiles, and very little identifying information beyond their locale of Sarasota and their relationship statuses. The only reason they used FetLife to start with was to keep track of their local friends and events they wanted to attend. They didn’t even use Facebook that much, other than for very close friends. Between her very conservative bosses, and Lucas’ job, neither of them wanted to take the risk.


  In another few years, he’d be eligible to retire from the school system, if he wanted to, and draw a pension. Not that he was looking toward that goal already, but it was nice to know he had the security of a pension and a good health care plan.


  Her health benefits were nearly as good, as was her 401k.


  Then again, if we get married, I’d go on his plan and we’d save money. And the income taxes would be less.


  They were already signers on each other’s bank accounts, just in case something ever happened. And long ago, Leigh had added Lucas to the lease and the utilities.


  We’re as good as married now, without the legal benefits.


  As he held out her chair for her, she looked up at him.


  “Yes,” she softly said.


  He frowned a little, apparently confused.


  Then she watched realization strike. He leaned in, cupping the back of her neck, and kissed her. “You sure? Like I said, you don’t have to decide right this minute.”


  “Yes, Sir. I’m sure.”


  She loved his smile, his smoky brown eyes that had melted her from the first moment she met him, everything about him. He’d never betrayed her trust, and he was her best friend.


  Yes, she loved him. Yes, she was in love with him.


  And if he said this would work, well, then by god it would.


  


  * * * *


  


  In all honesty, Lucas hadn’t been sure she’d say yes.


  I still owe her a proper proposal.


  And a ring. He already had the ring, he just needed to plan the proposal, do it right, make it memorable.


  Yes, he could legally marry a guy now in the state of Florida.


  But he wasn’t in a relationship with a guy. He was in a relationship with a woman who’d not only come to be his best friend and the love of his life, but his partner in crime in terms of their BDSM play…and someone he could easily envision waking up to every day for the rest of his life.


  Well, even though they didn’t sleep in the same bed every night. He snored like a chainsaw, and she was a restless sleeper who sometimes took up the whole bed. So while there were plenty of nights they fell asleep in the same bed together, it wasn’t uncommon for them to wake up in separate beds. Not even in the right rooms, either. Plenty of times they’d started playing in her bed and he’d awakened the next morning alone in her room, while she’d moved sometime during the night and slept in his bed.


  At least they both had to be up at the same time every morning, so their alarm clocks were set the same. She had the master bedroom, with its larger closet and en suite bathroom. When he’d moved in, he’d taken the larger of the remaining two bedrooms, the third being their guest room and home office.


  There were still several empty seats at their table when a guy walked in that set Lucas’ radar pinging almost immediately. The guy was hiding a pretty decent body under a baggy button-up shirt and jeans. He had short brown hair and wore glasses.


  He looked vaguely familiar, but Lucas couldn’t place him.


  Before Lucas could stand, Shayla had steered the newbie their way.


  Yay!


  It almost made him feel a little guilty how attracted he was to the guy right on the heels of deciding to marry Leigh. But being married to each other didn’t mean they couldn’t fool around, either.


  Hell, if the guy was open to it, they could both fool around with him.


  Wow, that’s getting a little ahead of myself.


  He stood as Shayla brought the guy over. Eliza and Rusty had shown up, taking the seats on the other side of Leigh, the sisters in crime seated next to each other.


  And for all Lucas knew, the new guy could open his mouth and turn out to be as bright as a box of rocks, or even a raging douchecanoe.


  But he was gorgeous eye-candy.


  Shayla made the introductions. “Nicholas Trevorsky, this is Lucas and his girl, Leigh. And Eliza and her husband, Rusty. I’m going to seat you here at their table. They’re experienced, and are always happy to answer questions.”


  The guy looked nervous. “Thanks.”


  Lucas offered his hand. “Lucas. Nice to meet you, Nicholas.”


  “You can call me Nick.” The guy nervously nudged his glasses up higher on the bridge of his nose.


  “Nice to meet you, Nick,” Leigh said. When Lucas gave her a quick nod of his head, she extended her hand to shake with the newcomer. They didn’t have many protocols usually, but when they were at a munch or a fetish event, they had a few.


  Such as she needed permission to shake hands with people she didn’t have express permission to have physical contact with. He didn’t care about being strict, but Leigh loved the boundaries.


  “Thanks,” Nick said.


  Now that Nick was closer to them, Lucas could see the guy had killer blue eyes hidden behind those glasses.


  Once he and Nick were seated again, Lucas asked him, “So, is this your first event?”


  Nick nodded, wearing the usual wide-eyed fear most newbies had when they arrived at their first munch. It was hard to convey to people that of any fetish event, a munch or a coffee time were the best and least threatening ways to dip a toe into the pervert pool. Invariably, by the time the meal ended, the newbies almost always looked more relaxed, smiling, relieved to know they were neither weird nor alone in their desires.


  Taking that first step, however, going public for the first time, so to speak, terrified pretty much everyone on a universal scale.


  “Any idea what your preferences are yet, or are you still trying to figure everything out?” Lucas asked.


  Please be subby…please be subby…


  “I haven’t actually done anything yet. Haven’t had the chance. But I know I’m a submissive.”


  Ookaay, we’re in the ballpark, so let’s step up to the plate…


  Lucas knew he had to open up a little to make sure Nick was comfortable. “Leigh and I have a more complicated situation than most. I’m gay, she’s straight. I’m her Sir, and she’s my collared slave. I top others sometimes for play, women, but a lot of men, too.”


  Nick’s brow furrowed, but he didn’t reply.


  Lucas offered what he hoped was a helpful smile. “Complicated, right? And we live together and have been discussing getting married.”


  “You’re right,” Nick said. “That’s complicated.” He hesitated. “I think I’m bisexual. I haven’t really had a chance to…try anything.”


  In his mind, Lucas was already running the bases in celebration of the home run.


  No, it wasn’t a surefire thing, but it was the first and maybe most important step in that direction. If the guy was straight, Lucas would have backed off and handed the discussion over to Eliza, who regularly topped Rusty.


  “Whoa,” Eliza said. “You guys are talking about getting married? Since when, and why the hell didn’t you tell us? You dang sneaks.” She leaned in and hugged Leigh.


  “Because,” Leigh said before Lucas could, “it was on the way over here and we haven’t really firmed anything up yet.” She looked to Lucas.


  He read the happiness there. A beautiful spark, brighter than before.


  He reached over and tucked a strand of Leigh’s hair behind her ear. “It’s a beautiful complication. And I wouldn’t have it any other way.”


  Chapter Four


  


  Complicated didn’t begin to describe Lucas and Leigh’s relationship. But by the time the hosts Tony and Shayla started going around the room and having everyone give introductions of themselves, at least Trevor—Nick, he reminded himself—had relaxed.


  At some point in his life, he’d stopped thinking of himself as Nick and Trevor had taken over completely.


  And Trevor wasn’t even a real person. Not just in name, but the whole Trevor persona was a suit he put on in the morning and took off at night when alone in the sanctuary of his condo.


  Not even the women he’d been with had met Nick.


  He’d been tied to several women over the years, usually for a year or two here and there, but while he’d parted friends with most of them, able to cite career complications and scheduling issues and a lack of time together, he’d made a point of not allowing the tabloids to make a game of his private life. He didn’t party, he didn’t serial date. He didn’t go for PDAs, even when in a relationship.


  What had remained out of the press, but two of his exes had mentioned to him before parting ways, was that they felt there was a wall they couldn’t penetrate with him. Like he was shutting them out in some ways. Not even deliberately.


  And they were right. He’d played Trevor, even with them, and he knew on a cellular level that would not make for a successful long-term committed relationship, much less a marriage.


  Another reason not to tie himself down to what might become a media circus.


  He’d damn sure never sought male companionship over the years. Not that he had anything against any stars who did, and despite sometimes envying those stars who let their “couldn’t give a damn” flag fly high and proud.


  He did give a damn. He wanted his career to stand on its merits and not have the discussion always include salacious bullet points or sidebars about his personal proclivities.


  You never heard things like “openly heterosexual star Sylvester Stallone,” yet it wasn’t uncommon to see some lede graphs include the little nugget, “The openly gay star…”


  Hell, he couldn’t go to the damn grocery store in LA without TMZ having his full shopping list posted within twenty minutes of completing checkout.


  Going to a BDSM club out there would be…well, not career suicide, but it would certainly start a very public discussion he didn’t want to be caught up in in the first place. There was a good reason a lot of A-listers who were gay stayed deep in the closet while their careers were in their prime.


  His personal life was just that, no matter how public Trevor’s persona.


  I can’t believe I wanted to get rid of Nick when I first got to Hollywood.


  He’d lucked out. He’d been attending college when a film crew did a casting call for extras for a production set in Tampa. He’d been taking some drama classes, but his major had been American Lit.


  Not only had he ended up with an appointment with an agent by the end of the day, two months later, he’d been cast in a very minor role on a cable show that had gone viral on the coattails of a movie in the same genre.


  And his career had exploded from there. He’d done a one-eighty from wanting to pursue a career as a writer to one as an actor. He’d thrown himself fully into becoming “Trevor Nichols”—the name change suggested by his agent—and had quickly found lightning-strike success that he didn’t take for granted in the slightest.


  He’d even started writing a script along those same lines, The Accidental Actor. It was a project he would eventually produce, but for now puttered away writing it in his spare time.


  Maybe that accidental fame had helped him avoid the narcissistic and ego-fueled binges of excess that some young stars went through.


  He’d been raised a normal kid by relatively normal parents.


  Until they died in a car accident his first year in college.


  From that point on, he realized he had to take life as it came, as fast and hard as it came, and define it the way he wanted.


  Which also flew in the face of what he truly wanted, to pursue this part of himself. But until now, it wasn’t a part of him that would pay off, that would reap dividends.


  Now that he’d reached a comfortable point in his life where he knew his future was assured in terms of retirement funds, he finally felt he could afford the risk.


  The worst that could happen? He’d never again star in a film he didn’t produce.


  Not what he wanted to have happen, though. Trevor Nichols was a carefully crafted brand he didn’t want to dilute.


  Nick, however, was someone he’d securely locked in a closet for too many damn years, and he would end up shriveling and dying if he didn’t let him out soon.


  He didn’t want to end up a shrunken, frail octogenarian sitting at an awards dinner and receiving some lifetime achievement just to realize the important things in life weren’t on the montage video because he’d never taken the risk to pursue them.


  He also didn’t want his personal life to end up the subject of an SNL skit.


  Sure, there was plenty of online speculation by tabloid sites that he was gay since he’d never been married, but he’d never been married more because he’d never found someone worth the aggravation of divorcing before. And he wouldn’t settle just to be with someone on a whim.


  Lucas and Leigh seemed nice, people of his own way of thinking. The longer he talked with them, yes, the less confusing their situation appeared.


  Taking charge of their lives despite the definitions others wanted to give them was something he respected…and envied.


  He felt bad that he’d led them astray. He’d told the truth about being born and raised in Sarasota, and living in California, and being back in Florida to take time off to work on a project. And that he was a writer.


  He’d simply left out a lot of the more salient details, like the fact that his name now came up on top of IMDB.com’s search results if you simply typed in “Trevor.”


  “Are you going to go to the club next weekend?” Lucas asked him. “If you are, we’re going to be there Saturday night. We wouldn’t mind showing you around.”


  He got a great vibe from both of them. And Lucas had already said he played with men and women.


  Maybe this was the perfect chance he’d needed. “I’d really appreciate that. Yes, that’d be great.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Leigh knew that tone of voice, that gleam in Lucas’ eye. They were definitely not ones to go in and scoop up random newbies just to play with them. But every once in a while, a person crossed their paths with whom they knew there was a little spark of something.


  She wouldn’t deny feeling it, either. Nick was a hunky guy, and those blue eyes of his!


  Something kept nagging at her all evening, that he was familiar somehow, like maybe she’d seen or met him before, but she couldn’t place him.


  She haaated that feeling. It would bug the crap out of her until she figured it out.


  She could also tell Lucas was really into the guy. They exchanged e-mail addresses and phone numbers with him before they bid everyone good night and headed for the car. Lucas held her hand, his fingers laced through hers.


  “Home, sweetheart?”


  She arched an eyebrow at him. “I’m surprised you don’t want to track him home.” She tipped her head at the rental car pulling out of the parking lot.


  She envied Nick that he had a job and income that he could simply drop life for a couple of months and come to Florida to work.


  Lucas frowned. “Are you all right?”


  “Oh, I’m fine. But maybe we need to take a step back.”


  He stopped her, making her turn and face him, before they’d even reached the car. “What are you talking about?”


  “I love you, but I don’t want to stand between you finding the perfect person for you.”


  “Where did this come from?”


  Now that she’d admitted it, she’d let it flow. “I saw how you digged him. It was like a sign from the Universe reminding me that you’re, duh, gay.”


  He leaned in and kissed her, long and hard. “I still love you. Like I said, I don’t want whatever we do to mess up us. If this is a problem, I simply won’t play with him next weekend.”


  She slipped her arms around him. “That’s not what I meant. Playing with him’s not a problem. Especially if it means I get to play with him, too. I liked him.”


  “Then what’s the problem?”


  “I’m scared,” she quietly admitted. “I don’t want to fuck us up.”


  He held her tightly. “I promise you,” he quietly said, “I don’t want to fuck us up, either. Especially over someone who won’t even be here in two months. Remember, he’s going back to California. Even more of a reason why I thought he might be someone to consider playing with. No chance of a messy emotional entanglement we don’t want or need.”


  That relaxed her somewhat. “True. I didn’t think about that.”


  When he cupped her chin in his palms and tipped her head up so he could look her in the eyes, she felt something else inside her melt. “You’re my girl. My slave. That’s my collar around your neck, remember?”


  She felt heat rush to her face as he smiled. “You did forget you had it on, didn’t you?” he teased, leaning in, his lips almost touching hers. “Such a good girl,” he said before kissing her. “My good girl.”


  A soft whimper escaped her, making him laugh. He released her, resting a hand in the small of her back as he gently nudged her toward the car.


  “Come on, sweetheart. Let’s go home so I can fuck you and we can collapse into a food coma.”


  Chapter Five


  


  Nick felt like he was buzzing all the way back to his rented condo. He could have sat there and talked with Lucas and Leigh all night if given half the chance. But, obviously, since they had lives and had to get home because of work tomorrow, he couldn’t.


  But he was looking forward to chatting with them throughout the week and seeing them again next Saturday.


  The fact that he might actually get to play with Lucas left Nick feeling charged and excited in a way he hadn’t felt…well, in a long time.


  On the screen, Trevor Nichols was an ass-kicker, an adrenaline junky, the man people called to solve their problems.


  In real life, he was far more boring. He got more excitement watching the finished product of his efforts than he actually did starring in them in the first place. Not that he had an overwhelming urge to do his own stunts, and many of the stunts, the insurance company wouldn’t let him do, anyway.


  Which was always a great excuse to use to call in the stunt-doubles or CGI team.


  On the screen he could watch it, and it literally was like watching someone else. Someone he didn’t know. A different person.


  A mask.


  A suit.


  A Trevor costume.


  He was no more Trevor Nichols than he was Sean Connery in real life.


  But now…


  Now he had a chance to maybe live for himself for a change, to do what he wanted, what he’d dreamed about doing. Fulfill a fantasy that had lived inside him for years.


  Who would have thought his very first attempt to dip his toe into the lifestyle would lead to him meeting a couple who seemed able to help him do exactly what he wanted to do?


  When he returned home he undressed and opened his laptop, going through the Suncoast Society’s FetLife group and finding and friending people he’d been introduced to that night. Tony and Shayla, Lucas and Leigh, and others.


  They were all so…normal. He’d half expected to find a room full of young twenty-somethings who were Goth or punk or whatever, not a Rotary club meeting. Any of them could have been him. Hell, several of the singles and couples in the room tonight had been older than him, old enough to be his parents, or even older than that.


  And they’d welcomed him with open arms, not a hint of ridicule, and with full acceptance without him needing to justify himself.


  I’m obviously not in Hollywood anymore.


  Thank god for that.


  


  * * * *


  


  Lucas wouldn’t deny he’d felt some sort of spark with Nick. Enough so that it kept him semi-chub all the way home and into Leigh’s bedroom as he thought about the hunky man’s blue eyes.


  That was where he grabbed her by the hair the way she loved, tipped her head back, and bit the side of her neck.


  Immediately, her hands came up, holding onto his shoulders as her knees gave way and she let out soft, delicious moans of need and pain.


  He’d discovered there was no faster way to sink her hard and deep into subspace than to do that. He lowered her onto the bed, moving with her, then working his way down her neck to her shoulder, where he pulled the neckline of her dress to the side and nipped her there.


  Grabbing her hands, he raised them over her head, pinning both her wrists with one hand while he reached down and yanked the hem of her dress up with the other. Her legs spread for him as he homed in on her pussy, two fingers easily sliding inside her.


  “Such a good girl,” he murmured to her, earning another needy whimper from her. He sat up and let go of her, pulling his belt out of his slacks and using it to bind her wrists together over her head.


  Tonight he wanted to work her up a little first. He buried his face between her thighs, finding her clit and pussy and licking them, working them with his tongue and lips. She moaned, writhing against him on the bed. He didn’t want to get her all the way over yet, though. Teasing her, he brought her close to the edge several times until he was sure she was more than ready to explode.


  Only then did he unfasten his slacks, shove them and his briefs down, and lift her legs so her ankles rested on his shoulders.


  His cock slid inside her and met no resistance. Slick and ready, he knew she’d have no problems getting over like this tonight. He reached up, drew the straps of her dress down her shoulders, and exposed her breasts.


  When he grabbed them and squeezed, hard, he waited until she let out a cry of pain before he eased up a little on the pressure, the pads of his thumbs rubbing over her nipples.


  “Who’s my good girl?” he asked.


  “Me, Sir.”


  “Who’s going to come for me while I’m fucking her?”


  “Me, Sir.” He loved the way even her voice changed when she dropped into subspace, like a different person almost.


  He pinched her nipples, hard, before easing up again and rolling them between his thumbs and fingers. He’d thought about getting her nipple rings but still hadn’t decided on that yet. He liked being able to be rough with her—and she loved it—but the extra sensitivity might be worth the trade-off.


  She’d already told him she was good with it if he wanted her to do it. He currently found the mental sadism of holding that over her head more exciting than committing to the real thing.


  Bracing his hands on the bed, he started fucking her hard, slow, deep, a rhythm he could keep up for a while and one he knew would soon send her tipping over the edge. Yes, the sex with her was hot, even if she didn’t have a penis. He’d be lying if he said he didn’t enjoy sex with her, because he did. Her mouth, her pussy, her ass, every sweet, delicious bit of her.


  His willing partner in kinky crime, so to speak.


  They were compatible in every way, their bond growing deeper the longer they were together. She trusted him in every way, and he trusted her.


  When her climb started, he knew. Hours of watching her, playing with her, working with her had given him keen insight into every last one of her tells. He knew what buttons to push. He knew when to hold back and when to surge forward, how to keep her going.


  Her hands clenched, her lower lip caught under her teeth. Then, the soft, gasping cry that always preceded the moan of pleasure. He felt her pussy clenching around his cock, the clue for him to pick up the pace, especially if he wanted to catch up to her.


  Which, tonight, he did. They both had to work tomorrow and couldn’t afford a late night of play. When he finished, filling her with a load of his cum, he fell still and lowered her legs, leaning in to kiss her. “Love you, sweetheart.”


  The sleepy, satisfied smile filled her face, made her even more beautiful. “Love you, too, Sir.”


  He reached up and freed her hands, getting out of bed just long enough to strip and then slide under the covers with her. She peeled her dress off and dropped it onto the floor before cuddling against him. Tonight, he’d wait until she was asleep to slip out of bed and go to his room so he didn’t wake her up with his snoring. Monday mornings were always just a little crazier and more frantic than the other days of the week, and he didn’t like to interrupt her routine any more than he already did with his snoring.


  It didn’t take long. Within a few minutes, between her full tummy and the great, albeit quick sex, her breathing slowed and deepened until he knew she was fast asleep.


  Carefully, so as not to disturb her, he got out of bed and headed for his own. He didn’t even bother picking his clothes up from the floor, because he could get them tomorrow. He’d rather not risk waking her up.


  As he pulled the covers back and climbed into his own bed, he thought again about Nick and his blue eyes.


  Stunning blue eyes he was sure he knew from somewhere, but just couldn’t place.


  Eyes he hoped one day might be staring up at him as he fucked his cock deep into the man’s gorgeous mouth.


  Chapter Six


  


  Nick exchanged texts and e-mails with Lucas and Leigh over the next several days, as well as he’d friended and chatted with several of the people he’d met at the munch on FetLife.


  So far, no one had even hinted about how much he looked like Trevor Nichols, much less reminded them of him.


  If he’d thought anyone was on to him, he’d have to give up the charade.


  So far, so good.


  Understandably, neither Lucas nor Leigh had come out and said what they did for a living. He couldn’t fault them for that.


  Not when he’d committed huge lies of omission of his own.


  Especially when the more he interacted with them, the more he was growing to like them. Perhaps the less he knew about them, the better. It would keep a layer of distance between them and him, to help keep them from discovering who he really was.


  Over the next several days, Nick tried to spend his anonymous time doing things he didn’t usually get to do. Walk along the beach, stroll through a store. Hell, being able to go buy a damn pair of sneakers without it ending up on the Internet twenty minutes later was a dream.


  He never realized how much he’d missed the simple pleasures of life. He now did a majority of his shopping on Amazon and other online sites just so he didn’t have to try to fight through people or paparazzi to buy underwear.


  Trevor Nichols prefers tighty-whities! Film at eleven!


  This was…heavenly. Relaxing.


  He never thought he’d take such great pleasure in such a normal thing.


  Being able to grab a cheap burger in peace and not have a carb and calorie analysis of his meal tweeted seconds later.


  Followed by wild suppositions about why he was eating that. Guilty pleasure? Bulking up for a role? Eating disorder? Comfort eating from a secret breakup?


  And then having to field eager requests from corporate wonks wanting to hire him as their official burger spokesman, when all he’d wanted was a damn burger.


  Shit, getting a junk food meal in Hollywood sometimes required the finesse of a drug buy. In fact, it was usually easier in that city for an A-lister to buy drugs under the radar than it was to get junk food.


  And he’d forgotten how crisp and blue the sky could look. No brownish, smoggy haze. Sunsets were clear and beautiful palettes of fiery pastels which looked painted onto an overhead canvas by some careful artist.


  Dammit, I’ve missed Florida.


  The Sunshine State, the cheaper, crazier little sister of California. Only with more concealed carry permits and no state income tax.


  He’d thought about buying a house here. Or investing in a condo, except unless you went to the high-dollar east coast, in Miami or Ft. Lauderdale, it was difficult to find an exclusive building with a manned front desk to keep the stalkarazzi at bay. And he had no desire to live on the east coast. Hell, he already lived in LA. That was crazy enough.


  In Cali, that was a cottage industry all its own, providing services to try to maintain control over a building and prevent incursions. A few of the paparazzi had even switched sides since they already knew the tricks of the trade, parlaying their experience into practical and more sustainable income over the long haul as security consultants.


  Creative and predictable. Although now that everyone had a cell phone with a camera, it had become nearly impossible to prevent all privacy intrusions in a building. Hell, with drones now, the high-walled compounds some stars preferred had become fair game, legal or not.


  First-world problems.


  At one point he’d driven down to Manasota Key, a place he’d spent a lot of time at on weekends and when cutting classes in high school. The gorgeous beaches there.


  When people raved about how gorgeous California was, he would keep his mouth firmly shut, smile, and nod.


  Nothing beat Florida.


  Nowhere beat Florida.


  I really need to spend more time here.


  Hell, even Travolta had a spread up near Ocala. He’d never been there even though he’d received an invite to a special political fundraiser or something there once. Unfortunately, his filming schedule at the time had prevented him from going, but he wished he could have attended.


  He’d missed his home state.


  By the time Saturday rolled around, he was ready to jump out of his skin. Before going to the club, Lucas and Leigh were going out to dinner with friends of theirs, apparently a regular occurrence. Many of them people who had either attended or usually attended the dinner munch he’d been to.


  And Lucas and Leigh had invited him to meet them there.


  He got it, it was a way for him to meet more of the group, and a safety measure for them to spend more face time with him in a no-pressure environment.


  Well, no-pressure environment for them, maybe.


  He studied his appearance in the mirror. No dark blond roots peeking through yet. With the glasses on, and the haircut, he really did look like someone else.


  And that he’d been all over the Sarasota area the past several days, in public, busy public spaces, and hadn’t been recognized meant he was playing his part perfectly.


  What sad irony that the part he was playing was his real self.


  Even sadder, that it felt so unfamiliar at times he wasn’t always sure who the real him was anymore.


  


  * * * *


  


  Lucas had made sure to speak with Tilly and the others ahead of time and let them know he’d invited Nick along.


  Leigh, who was seated facing the front of the restaurant, spotted Nick first. She eagerly stuck a hand up, waving at him.


  Tilly Cardinal, seated one chair over on Leigh’s other side, leaned across the space. “That’s him?” she muttered. “Holy crap, he’s farking hawt!”


  “I know, right?” Leigh mumbled back.


  Landry, Tilly’s husband, motioned for her to sit up straight. “Don’t scare him off, my vicious little Redbird.”


  “I’m not going to scare him off, Lan. Sheesh.” She looked at Leigh. “Do I look scary to you?”


  Leigh giggled. “Not to me, you don’t.”


  “You don’t know her like we do,” Cris snarked from the other side of Landry.


  Lucas stood, shaking hands with Nick after the other man rounded the table to join them. Tonight, he’d deliberately seated Nick between Leigh and Tilly. Tilly had a finely tuned bullshit radar that could be marketed as a defense-department-quality machine. If she sniffed anything wrong about the guy, she would tell Lucas.


  He knew this, because he’d already arranged it with her.


  Lucas made the introductions of the people Nick hadn’t met at the munch before retaking his seat. Leigh turned and flashed him a grateful smile, making Lucas’ heart swell even more. All week, they’d been chatting with Nick when they weren’t at work, and the two of them had been talking about Nick when home.


  They were in agreement that they were both interested in getting to know Nick better. No, they wouldn’t be taking him to bed tonight, but maybe they would be playing with him at the club, at least.


  If things worked out, maybe they could take him to bed in a couple of weeks.


  Then again, he wasn’t going to be there in Florida for very long. They might not even make it that far in the wooing process before Nick had to return to California, and neither Lucas nor Leigh were interested in a long-distance relationship.


  Take it slow, take it easy. There’s no rush.


  Those were nearly iron-clad rules in BDSM. Anyone who violated them did so at their own risk. He’d counseled dozens of newbies with that same sage advice in the past several years, and had witnessed plenty of relationship train wrecks when it wasn’t heeded.


  Time to make sure I don’t flub it.


  


  * * * *


  


  “So, are you visiting any family while you’re here?” Tilly asked Nick.


  Leigh winced, too late to give her friend the high sign not to ask that.


  “Um, no. No family in the area,” Nick said. “My parents died when I was in college.”


  Tilly’s expression fell. “Oh, I’m sorry.”


  “No, it’s okay. It was years ago. I’d forgotten how pretty this area is, though.”


  “We were just out in LA,” Tilly said. “That’s why we missed the munch. Lan’s other office is out there. Let me tell you something, I prefer it here. Now I remember why I don’t beg him to take me out there more often. Every time I go, I think nah, it’ll be better than I remember. Nope. It’s so crowded. I’ll take our traffic any day.”


  “I agree the traffic’s bad. LA is an acquired taste. That’s why a lot of people don’t actually live there, they live somewhere nearby.”


  “What kind of writer are you?” Tilly asked.


  Leigh wished her friend would steer the conversation back to kinkiness, but Leigh had agreed with Lucas that Tilly was the perfect bullshit detector.


  If Tilly didn’t sign off on him, play wouldn’t be an option that night, anyway. Lucas wanted a neutral third opinion about the man. Leigh didn’t disagree with that theory.


  “I do some ghostwriting, screenplays, developmental stuff.”


  Tilly looked impressed. “Oh. That sounds interesting.”


  He shrugged. “It’s a living. One of these days, I’ll write a novel, if I ever get the time.”


  “Too busy writing to write?” Tilly asked.


  “Something like that. I’m sorry, I’m not trying to be mysterious, but for such a big city, LA’s a pretty small town. I really don’t want to get too detailed. I can’t afford for this to get around. It’s one reason I decided to come here to work on this project, to finally have a chance to try this out. I can’t risk it in California.”


  “No, not a problem. Believe me, I understand. If I’m too nosy, just say so.” She pointed at Leigh. “She’ll tell you, I can handle honesty.”


  “Thanks,” he said. “I appreciate that.”


  “You know,” Tilly said, “you look really familiar.”


  “I get that a lot,” he said.


  Fortunately, dinner went smoothly. And when Leigh went to use the bathroom, Tilly followed her.


  “I sign off on him,” Tilly said. “I didn’t sense anything weird. But I could swear I know him from somewhere.”


  “I thought you were going to go after him when he wasn’t specific about what he does for a living.”


  Tilly snorted. “Not even. Have you guys told him what you two do?”


  “True.” They hadn’t revealed that much about themselves yet.


  Tilly expounded. “Jobs, I get it. Especially out there in LA. Everyone is up everyone else’s asshole, and in the entertainment industry, people don’t hesitate to get an edge up wherever they can. Even if it means dropping a dime on someone else to sic the tabloids on them. I won’t hold wanting some privacy against him.”


  “I thought I had it bad with my bosses.”


  “No, you’re small fry, sweetheart.” She grinned. “No offense. I mean, even someone like Tony is pushing it by teaching the way he does. But especially people like Gabe and Bill. Hell, they’re law enforcement. They have as much to lose as you and Lucas.”


  When they returned to the table a few minutes later, Leigh slid into her chair next to Lucas and caught his slightly arched eyebrow.


  She grinned and winked at him in reply, earning her a nod of his head.


  Message received and understood—Tilly doesn’t see red flags.


  It was nice having that deep of a rapport with him. She’d never had that level of communication with anyone she’d ever had a relationship with, before Lucas.


  Maybe even more of a reason the two of them belonged together.


  She thought back to their conversation about marriage the week before. Yes, she could easily marry Lucas. And if he was sure he could be married to her—and stay married to her for the long-haul—then why not be happy and do it?


  Why let fear and what-ifs stand in her way?


  Once their checks were paid and they were all back in their respective vehicles and heading toward the club, Leigh spoke up. “Back to the wedding conversation,” she said.


  “Yes?”


  “Yeah. The more I think about it, yes, I do want to spend the rest of my life with you.”


  “No more worries?”


  “No. I trust you. If you say it’s what you want, too, then why shouldn’t I believe you?”


  He smiled. “Thank you.” He laid his hand over hers on his thigh and gently squeezed. “Thank you for trusting me.”


  Chapter Seven


  


  Nick wasn’t sure exactly what to expect when he pulled into the parking lot at the club, even though he sort of knew what the club’s interior would look like based on pictures on their website. Instinctively, he looked around, making sure there wasn’t anyone standing nearby ready to take his picture.


  Not a camera in sight.


  He got out and locked the rental before walking over to where Lucas had parked. After Lucas helped Leigh out, he went around to the trunk and pulled out a rolling suitcase and a round, black tube with a shoulder strap.


  “What’s that?” Nick asked him.


  Lucas grinned. “Canes and crops. It’s a blueprint tube. Cool, huh?”


  “Never realized they had more than one use.”


  Leigh giggled. “If you can’t pervert it, you’re just not kinky enough.”


  He followed the couple to the club’s front door. A nondescript warehouse building like most any other in the US, the word VENTURE was posted in capital letters over a large roll-up door. The club’s office looked normal.


  Ish.


  Normal in that it didn’t look like anything in porn videos or what some books described. It appeared to be an average, everyday office.


  Except for the kinky shit hanging on the walls, merchandise for sale.


  Lucas and Leigh explained to the woman at the counter that it was Nick’s first time, and they’d vouch for him. The woman got Nick set up with standard waiver forms and used his driver’s license to verify he wasn’t on the USDOJ’s sex offender registry.


  For a moment, he felt a cold sweat break out on the back of his neck, but when the woman returned his license with a clueless smile and a polite thank-you, he realized, once again, he’d passed as one of the common people. Not that he’d worried about cropping up on that registry. He had no criminal record.


  He was simply worried about someone recognizing him.


  How strange that, early in his career, he’d longed for recognition.


  Now that he had it, part of him wished he could have his normal life back. His old life.


  Now I know why Johnny Depp likes living in France.


  Heaven help him if pics ever got out of him looking like this. He’d never again be able to resort to it as a disguise.


  And he cherished the anonymity.


  After paying the membership fee in cash, and waiting while Lucas and Leigh got checked in and paid their entry fees, he followed them through the other door that presumably led into the dungeon.


  The lights were low, the music thumping, reminding him vaguely of a dance club…with no one dancing.


  He stopped, taking everything in. The pictures on the website hadn’t done the place justice. This was his dream brought to life. To the right, half of the space was a social area with tables and chairs. To the left, play equipment. An upstairs area for specialized kinds of play, and…


  He took a deep breath and let it out.


  “You all right?” Lucas asked.


  “Just…taking it in.”


  “Sometimes, people are disappointed,” Leigh told him. “They get this image in their heads based on movies or porn or romance books, and they think it’s some ritzy, high-end resort or something. It’s just a dungeon.” She grinned. “We like it.”


  He nodded. “So do I.”


  After the couple stashed their belongings, Leigh went to change while Lucas showed him around and explained the rules to him.


  “Am I dressed okay?” he asked. He’d worn jeans and a black, button-up shirt.


  “You’re fine. There’s no dress code inside, except that everyone going outside needs to be street-legal. Some of the events have special themes, but for the most part, you’ll see people dressed from full fetish to full naked, and everywhere in between. And if you go for naked, sit on a towel,” he added.


  “Roger roger.” Nick longingly eyed the play equipment. He could easily envision himself strapped down on one of them, getting his ass thoroughly beaten by Lucas.


  A chubby tried to rise at that thought and he mentally beat it down into submission.


  “When Leigh rejoins us,” Lucas said, “we’ll talk some more. Hopefully someone will start playing soon, and you can watch and ask questions.”


  He wanted to blurt out, “And then we can play?” but knew that was too soon. Way too soon.


  Instead, he forced himself to say, “That sounds like a plan.”


  


  * * * *


  


  After two hours, Nick had witnessed several scenes, mostly with male Doms topping female submissives, but Landry topped Cris and Abbey topped Gilo.


  His heart especially raced as he watched those scenes, his imagination fired up and ready to play.


  As was his cock, even though he knew tonight would not be about sexual play.


  It was Lucas who finally came close to broaching the subject. “Well, what do you think so far?”


  Nick eagerly nodded. “So far, this is way better than my imagination.”


  “Talk to us and tell us what’s going through your mind right now.”


  “That I don’t want to breach protocol and ask to play too soon, but I’d really like to try something.”


  “Okay,” Lucas said. “That’s a good start. I go out of my way not to pressure a newbie. I’d prefer a newbie ask me to play, rather than me asking them to play and they feel they can’t say no.”


  “I want to play,” Nick said.


  Lucas smiled. “I’m getting that feeling.”


  “I want to play with him, too, Sir,” Leigh asked, playfully wheedling.


  Nick smiled. “I’m fine with that, too.”


  “Serious discussion,” Lucas said. “No is always perfectly acceptable. Are you really okay with her helping me co-Top you? Because it won’t hurt her or my feelings if you say no.”


  “I’m good with it. As long as it’s just the two of you and no one else.” He was already taking a huge risk as it was. He didn’t want to extend the personal contact any more than he already had.


  “It would only be us.” Lucas looked around. “There’s a cross in the far corner that looks like it’s vacant. It’s a little more secluded over there. How’s that sound?”


  “Perfect.”


  Lucas retrieved his bag and tube and led the way. “I won’t be restraining you tonight,” Lucas said. “The first time I play with someone, unless they’re an experienced player with their own cuffs, I prefer to leave them unrestrained.”


  “Why?”


  “Because some people don’t realize they’re claustrophobic like that. New sensations, a feeling of vulnerability, and being restrained combined together can trigger a panic attack in someone. This way, you know you’re always free to stand up and stop things with no worries about anything going too far.”


  That made sense. “Okay.” Even more, he was coming to respect Lucas and Leigh for their caution and level-headedness.


  Lucas opened his bag and cane tube and started laying implements out, showing them to Nick, getting his opinion on them.


  When Lucas pulled a couple of items to the side, Nick asked why. One of them was a flexible, rubber baton.


  Lucas handed it to him. “Smack yourself in the thigh with it. Gently.”


  He did, and winced. “Ow.” He handed it back to Lucas and rubbed the spot on his leg, He really hadn’t thought he’d used much force.


  “Exactly.”


  Leigh giggled. “That’s one of my favorites,” she said. “Leaves nice big bruises on my ass and thighs.”


  “That’s another point,” Lucas said. “Are you concerned about marks?”


  “Marks where?”


  “Ass, thighs, shoulders, back of your arms.”


  “Oh. Not my face or anything?”


  Lucas smiled. “No.”


  “Sure. That’s fine.” He’d have plenty of time to heal up from anything before he’d have to film and be measured head to toe by a wardrobe assistant for costumes.


  “I can go light and easy this time, if you’d prefer.”


  “No, go ahead and play how you normally would.”


  Leigh snorted. “Yeah, that’s not going to happen tonight.”


  “I play heavy,” Lucas said, “when I know the person I’m playing with is experienced and used to it. Tonight will be a trial, to give you exposure to things, see how you tolerate them, what you like, what you don’t, all of that.”


  Nick fingered one of the floggers Lucas had laid out. “I always thought these were supposed to be really harsh. This feels like soft suede.”


  “It is soft suede. That’s a mop flogger. It’s a warm-up and step-down implement. There are harsh floggers, but I don’t have too many of those. If I’m going to go after someone, I prefer a cane or a paddle.”


  “Yes, he does,” Leigh agreed with a smile.


  After covering a few more points, it was time. “You can strip all the way, if you want, or leave your underwear on. But I might have to pull the back down from time to time to check your skin condition to make sure I’m not doing damage.”


  “No, I’m okay with full nude.” Leigh handed him a towel she’d retrieved from a rack of them the club provided and showed him how to lay it over the center of the X the cross formed.


  Lucas showed him where to hold on. “Easy safewords. Green, yellow, red. If I ask for a color, that’s what I want. I’d rather you say red if you aren’t sure about something rather than just saying yellow or trying to tough it out. Okay?”


  “Okay.”


  Lucas smiled. “We play together a lot, I’m going to make you call me Sir.”


  Nick grinned, hoping they couldn’t see the way his cock was throbbing from the way he stood against the cross. “Yes, Sir.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Lucas thought he might cream his jeans right there.


  Yes, Sir.


  And the guy had a hot body. Even Leigh, once Nick’s head was turned away from them, pantomimed her jaw dropping and chewing on her knuckle as a means of restraining herself from throwing her body on top of his.


  From across the room, a smiling Tilly caught their eye and shook her hand at them, in appreciation of Nick’s hotness.


  Yes, they’d hit the hunk hat trick with this one. Nick was hot, he was smart, and he wasn’t a douche.


  Winnah, winnah, chicken dinnah!


  Lucas and Leigh started slow, first with light flogging to get Nick settled in. Then Lucas let Leigh smack him bare-handed on the ass, his own cock hard as he watched her hands working Nick’s flesh.


  Mmm.


  He hoped they could quickly ease their way toward some sort of sexual interlude with the guy. He couldn’t help imagining Nick bound in rope, Leigh riding his face at one end and Lucas riding his ass at the other.


  Twenty minutes later, Lucas had used quite a few implements on Nick, cautiously gauging the man for his tolerance levels and to see if he was dropping into subspace.


  Apparently high tolerance levels, and he was deep in subspace.


  Nice.


  Lucas worked up to a cane, giving Nick single strokes across his ass, holding back, gradually increasing the force of each impact until the man let out a hiss of pain.


  That was when he stopped, handed the cane off to Leigh, and stepped in close behind the man. He reached up, laying his arms over Nick’s and lacing fingers with him. “Give me a color.”


  “Green, Sir.”


  Yes, Lucas now sported a painfully throbbing cock. Leigh was going to get herself well and truly fucked when they got home later.


  He also didn’t miss the way Nick rubbed his ass against Lucas, apparently feeling his erection pressing against the seam of his ass.


  “You like that?” Lucas murmured in his ear. “You like me taking charge of you like that?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “You want my cock in your ass?”


  “Yes, Sir!”


  Lucas chuckled. “Unfortunately, that can’t happen tonight. Not here, either. But once we get you down and you’re feeling back to normal, we’ll talk some more.”


  Nick squeezed his hands, hard. “I’d like that, Sir,” he said. “Very much.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Nick had read all about subspace.


  What he felt was sooo much better than he’d ever imagined it could be. The pain mixed and melded until he felt something way better than any runner’s high he’d experienced while working out. All he wanted to do was curl up in Lucas and Leigh’s arms and enjoy this sensation.


  Leigh draped a fleece blanket around him and grabbed his clothes, leading him over to one of the couches. Lucas joined them a few minutes later after packing his implements and wiping down the cross.


  Nick loved the way it felt leaning over, his head in Lucas’ lap, his legs draped across Leigh’s.


  Lucas stroked his hair. “Well?”


  “Amazing, Sir,” he said. He knew when he returned to the condo he’d be rubbing at least two, if not three orgasms out. During play, his cock had swelled and deflated several times depending on the pain level, but his libido had kicked into turbo, a feeling he’d never experienced before.


  “I take it you had fun?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “I don’t mind you calling me Sir, but don’t feel that you have to right now.”


  “I don’t mind, Sir. I prefer it.”


  “Okay.”


  “When can we play again?”


  Leigh laughed. “Not tonight.”


  “How about we meet up for a late lunch tomorrow?” Lucas suggested. “That way, we can talk about all of this more, in private, and discuss some options.”


  “That sounds good.” He didn’t want the night to end, though. He wanted to stay curled up, feeling safe, floating, with these two people.


  For the first time in…well, his adult life, he felt cared for. Maybe not in the romantic sense, but like they weren’t expecting anything in return and were willing to sit there and just be with him. No expectations from them.


  There wasn’t anything they wanted except for him to have fun.


  Eventually, he sat up, the world snapping back into sharp, cold focus.


  Lucas smiled. “Better?”


  He nodded. “You have no idea how much.”


  “Oh, I think I have a clue.”


  It was closing time, two o’clock in the morning, when he left, hugging both Leigh and Lucas before getting in his car and returning to the condo. When he got there, he wasted no time stripping and looking at his sore ass in the bathroom mirror.


  Yep, he had some marks, mostly generalized redness, but some darker red lines he suspected were from the cane.


  He started the shower and climbed in, quickly rubbing the first orgasm out as the water stung his tender ass. And that quickly got him hard again.


  The only reason he didn’t rub a third one out was because he suddenly started yawning like crazy and didn’t want to fall asleep standing up in the shower.


  Climbing into bed, naked, he again relished the feel of the sheets against his tenderized ass.


  Yes…this!


  He’d found where he belonged.


  Now he just had to find a way to make this world peaceably coexist with his normal—for him—life.


  Chapter Eight


  


  Lucas and Leigh got into their car. She didn’t question Lucas when he didn’t start the car at first, watching Nick’s car pull out and head back to the west.


  Then Lucas reached out, viciously grabbed her hair, and slanted his lips over hers in a crushing kiss that had her already throbbing clit screaming for attention.


  “I’m going to take you home and fuck you silly, my sweet girl,” he said.


  “Yes, Sir!”


  He released her, finally starting the car. “Be prepared to go to sleep with a well-fucked ass.”


  “You always fuck my ass well, Sir. And my pussy.” She grinned. “And my mouth.”


  “You sweet-talking thang.”


  “You know it, Sir Nerd.” She was his sweetheart, his girl, his pet, and his sweet little slut. He was her Sir, princess, or sometimes, Sir Nerd.


  Once they were inside their house, the front door locked behind them, he grabbed her by the hair again and led her toward her bedroom. Another reason he ordered she keep her hair long, it provided an easy way for him to grab her.


  Of course, it didn’t hurt that she loved it when he grabbed her by the hair.


  He quickly stripped her. After retrieving his rope bag from her closet, he got her tied on her back, her legs up and spread wide, bound to her wrists, leaving her pussy and ass fully exposed to him.


  Remaining dressed for now, he leaned in and swiped his tongue over her clit, pulling a moan from her. She struggled against the ropes, testing them, moaning again in pleasure when she realized yes, he’d tied her securely.


  She always loved to struggle a little. In the beginning, he’d thought it meant she wanted to get loose, and he’d let her. Then she’d angrily come after him and he realized she liked being overpowered. She enjoyed the immobility.


  “Yes, I think I know what else I want tonight,” he said, fetching another couple of toys out of the closet. He fitted the dildo gag on her her, the ball gag part of it in her mouth and muffling her moans, eager ones now that she knew what the next part of their play would entail.


  Then he stripped. After he was naked, he rolled a condom down the dildo part of of the gag and slathered it with lube. “That’s right, sweetheart,” he said. “I’m feeling particularly frisky. If I can’t get it up a second time, I’ll just use a strap-on to fuck that pretty little ass of yours.”


  Another long, needy moan from her. Because she knew damn well what an ass fucking entailed.


  It meant she got the insertable vibrating egg in her pussy at the same time, on high.


  And that combination usually triggered one long, rolling orgasm she eventually had to safeword her way out of.


  One thing Leigh hated was safewording for orgasms, which was why he always derived a little sadistic pleasure from giving her so much pleasure that it overloaded her circuits.


  He pulled a pillow under her head, then lubed his ass before kneeling over her face, lining the dildo up with his hole. “Here we go, sweetheart.” He impaled himself on the dildo, her muffled moans vibrating through the gag and into the dildo now deep inside his ass.


  “Mmhmm. Just like that, baby.” He leaned forward and buried his face in her pussy, making her moan even louder. He slowly started rocking back and forth, his arms wrapped around her thighs, fucking himself onto the dildo, making her squirm with pleasure, his cock perfectly centered between her breasts and getting just enough friction to drag him closer to the edge.


  “I must not be licking you hard enough, sweetheart,” he said. He slid two fingers into her pussy and pressed up, knowing right where her G-spot was.


  She exploded under him, her muffled screams vibrating straight up into his prostate as he started rocking harder, faster, now finger-fucking her as well as sucking on her clit.


  It didn’t take him long, his pre-cum leaking onto her flesh and slicking her, a perfect combination to finally make his orgasm burst. He ground himself down onto the dildo, nibbling on her clit and getting one last, loud moan out of her before he rose up enough he knew he wasn’t suffocating her.


  She let out another gasping moan around the dildo, which then turned into giggles.


  Sitting up, he carefully dismounted and turned to look at her. Now she was really laughing, snorting around the gag in her mouth. He unfastened the gag’s strap and removed it.


  “What’s so funny?” he asked, amused. Sometimes she had giggle fits, just because.


  They always made him smile.


  “If I started humming a song, could I give you an evil ass-worm instead of an evil ear-worm?”


  He burst out laughing and headed for the bathroom to clean up himself and the dildo. “I don’t know. Let’s table that topic to explore on another night. I have more dirty things to do to you yet.”


  “I’ll wait here.” She helplessly flapped a couple of fingers at him. Not those fingers, she knew better than to flip him off while bound and helpless.


  He grinned. “You just do that.”


  Another reason they were perfect for each other, they loved making each other laugh. They didn’t take themselves so seriously that they couldn’t have fun with what they were doing. Yes, they were Master and slave. They were also partners who loved each other and didn’t want to get locked into capricious rules just because.


  One of the first rules Lucas had set up was that they had to be having fun, or at least enjoying themselves. Or the result of what they’d done. That if it wasn’t fun, they wouldn’t do it.


  He left the dildo gag to dry on the bathroom counter and returned to the bedroom. From the closet, he retrieved a cane and held it up, enjoying the simultaneous look of fear and lust that appeared in her eyes.


  Slowly stalking her, he took a couple of test cuts through the air, enjoying the sound it made, the way she flinched at it. From the end of the bed, he picked up the vibrating egg and dangled it in front of her via its wire antenna handle.


  “Oooh, looky what I have here.” He rubbed it up and down between her wet pussy lips before sliding it inside her. Her body eagerly gobbled it up as she softly moaned.


  He reached for the remote control and thumbed it on, low, enough she could feel it, but not enough to get her off. That done, he slid the cane up and down the backs of her thighs, pausing before delivering a painful swat.


  While bumping up the setting on the vibrating egg.


  Repeating this several times, she was soon moaning, close to orgasm but not quite over the edge yet.


  And he was already getting hard again.


  He delivered several hard swats in quick succession before laying the cane aside and grabbing a condom. After rolling it on and slicking himself with lube, as well as lubing her ass, he pressed the head of his cock against her rim.


  With the remote in his hand, he bumped the vibrator up to high as he started working his cock inside her.


  She threw her head back and cried out as the orgasm hit her, allowing him to easily slide all the way inside her ass and start fucking her, hard and fast, the way she loved. The fullness of her pussy, the aftermath of the cane strokes, his cock in her ass—she loved it all.


  One of their hottest experiences had been the first time she’d had two real cocks inside her at the same time, not just two dildoes, or his cock and a dildo, but two living, breathing men fucking her at the same time.


  Another reason he hoped they could eventually get Nick into their bed before he had to leave town. Lucas would love to see that look on her face again, the helpless pleasure as her body squeezed their cocks inside her.


  Having blown his first load, this time he could last a little longer, speeding up and slowing down, reading her body as she helplessly struggled against the ropes and her relentless pleasure.


  Finally, she managed to say, “Yellow.” He sped up, quickly building up to and blowing, filling the condom as he buried his cock deep inside her ass one last time. As he caught his breath, he shut off the vibrating egg and dropped the remote onto the bed.


  Her eyes had fallen closed, her chest heaving as she, too, tried to catch her breath.


  “Did I not promise you a good ass fucking?” he teased.


  She smiled, already sleepy. “Yes, Sir. You did. And you always keep your promises.”


  After he disposed of the condom, he quickly unbound her and helped her up from the bed. They stepped into the shower, holding each other under the water.


  “Better?” he asked.


  “You always make it better.”


  He kissed her. “So do you.”


  Chapter Nine


  


  Sunday morning, Lucas sent Nick a text message at eleven. He didn’t want to call the man too early and wake him up. He really hoped Nick still enjoyed what they did last night. It was something he’d like to do again, and soon.


  Or…maybe even more.


  His sleep had been filled with hot, sexy dreams about the man. So much so that when he woke up that morning, he went into his room, where Leigh had moved to at some point, and woke her up to give him a morning blowjob.


  She’d already fallen back asleep, but would certainly be looking for him when she awoke, wanting him to reciprocate.


  Just checking in with you. Give me a call when you’re awake.


  His phone rang about a minute later. Nick sounded awake. “Hey.”


  Lucas loved and hated the way his pulse raced at the sound of the man’s voice. “Hey. How’s the ass feel this morning?”


  “Not many marks, except for the cane. And still nicely sore.”


  Lucas hoped Nick couldn’t hear his relieved sigh. “Still want to get together for lunch today?”


  “Yeah. If you guys want to.”


  “We do.” He hesitated. “Listen, I know you won’t be in town for very long, but if you’re open to it, we definitely would like to play with you again. We had a lot of fun last night.”


  No hesitation at all. “Yes.”


  Now Lucas hedged a little bit. “Maybe…even work up to some sexual play in private at some point. If you’re up to that, and want to do that.”


  Nick sounded a little breathless. “I’d like that, too. I…” It sounded like he wasn’t sure what to say. His next words came in a rush. “I didn’t know if I would meet anyone while I was here, but at my last checkup a few weeks ago, I had them do a full STD panel, too, just in case. I have the results with me. And I haven’t had a partner in over six months. So yeah, I’m open to that.”


  Lucas bit down on his lower lip to hold back the yippee he wanted to yell. “Leigh and I haven’t been with anyone else in the better part of a year, and our latest results are from three months ago. Is that recent enough?”


  “It is for me. I trust you guys.”


  He didn’t know if that was a good thing or not, that this man who barely knew them was so willing to trust them this soon.


  Still, it worked to their benefit, so why would he question it when there were no red flags to be seen so far?


  “Then I think,” Lucas said, “that we’ll have a very interesting lunch conversation, won’t we?”


  “Yes, Sir,” Nick said, hardening Lucas’ cock again. “Very interesting.”


  


  * * * *


  


  When Lucas took Leigh’s coffee in to her, he sat on the bed and told her about his phone conversation with Nick.


  Her eyes widened. “No shit?”


  Lucas grinned. “You in? Remember, no is always an acc—”


  “Hell, yes! As long as you think he’s on the up and up.”


  “I do.” He reached between her naked legs and slowly stroked her clit with one finger. It always amused him to watch her struggle not to spill her coffee. “Skills test,” he teased.


  She stuck her tongue out at him, but he didn’t miss how her hand trembled a little as she brought her mug up to her lips to take another sip.


  “So…just to make sure we’re on the same page, you’re okay with us talking to him today about more play and possibly taking things sexual?”


  “Yes…Sir.” Her eyes had fallen closed.


  


  * * * *


  


  He gently tweaked her clit. “I think someone’s going to stay nice and horny until after we get home,” he said, an evil grin on his face when she peeked.


  She couldn’t stop the aggravated groan that escaped her. “That’s sooo not fair,” she complained. “You got a blowie from me this morning.”


  “And a wonderful one it was, too. But life isn’t fair, and neither am I.” He leaned in and kissed her. “Let’s get up and get moving. We’re meeting him in less than an hour.”


  She let out another aggravated groan. “One of these days, you’re liable to tease me too long and hard and turn me switchy.”


  “I doubt it, sweetheart. Don’t forget, I know alll your delicious buttons.”


  “True.”


  She finally climbed out of bed and made her way to her bathroom to grab a shower. Lucas absolutely did know where all her buttons were, and seemed to take great pleasure in finding new ones on a regular basis.


  Who was she kidding? Yes, a little sexual frustration here and there, but she loved it. She loved that her Sir Nerd was strong enough to rein in her strong personality, one that was an asset at work, but frequently left her unable to turn her thinking brain off on her own.


  Another reason she loved being his slave. He had no problems dropping her into subspace, where she could just relax and be for a while.


  Her ass pleasantly stung a little where he’d caned her last night before fucking her ass. Yet more reasons to love Lucas, he knew what she needed, when she needed it. He’d pushed her limits in a loving, patient way, helping her discover things about herself she hadn’t known before. Like that she was absolutely a sexual masochist, and that—in the right context, and only with Lucas—she liked a little bit of humiliation in the bedroom. Just a touch. Hence why he sometimes called her his little slut.


  If anyone else tried to call her that, she’d deck them.


  But yes, she was Lucas’ little slut. He could take her from hell, no to please fuck me in five seconds flat.


  During one of their sexual experiences involving a third, Lucas had the guy fuck her ass while he’d fucked her mouth and she’d had a large, vibrating inflatable dildo inserted in her pussy. And nipple clamps attached to her, and a Hitachi mounted in place and perfectly hitting her clit. All while she’d been securely strapped down to a bondage frame Lucas had borrowed from Sean and Max, one of their prototypes.


  Not much beat that experience. There was a delicious freedom in knowing all she could do was go along with it and enjoy it, being Lucas’ fuck toy for the evening after he’d caned her ass and their third’s, too.


  She shivered in pleasant anticipation. No, they were very selective in whom they chose to take to bed with them. And it had been a while.


  A long while.


  


  * * * *


  


  They met for brunch in Sarasota. Nick was dressed in a casual button-down shirt and jeans. Leigh was still sure he reminded her of someone, but she couldn’t figure out who.


  It didn’t matter, because the hunk was great to look at, and even nicer to talk to.


  After going through some pleasantries and placing their order, Lucas leaned forward and dropped his voice. “Anything you want to talk about regarding last night?”


  Nick nodded. “Yes, Sir.”


  Leigh fought the urge to hold her breath, afraid he might have a complaint.


  “Go ahead,” Lucas encouraged.


  “Do you do rope bondage?”


  Leigh snorted. “Does he ever.”


  “Is that something you’d like to experience?” Lucas asked him.


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “Before I say anything else, let me remind you that no is always an acceptable answer and will never piss me off. Or calling yellow or red. Okay?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “I have a rope bag in the trunk with me, along with a few other…items. If you’d like to do something.”


  She watched Nick’s face, the way his handsome blue eyes widened. “Really?”


  “Yes, really. Totally your call.”


  He eagerly nodded. “Yes, Sir.”


  “Then after we’re done eating, we’ll go get a hotel room. You can run home and get anything you think you might need.”


  “We can go back to my place, Sir.”


  “I appreciate that, but I’d rather it be a hotel this first time. For starters, it’s neutral territory. And then we don’t have to do the laundry.”


  He grinned. “Good points.”


  “And bring your paperwork with you.” Lucas pulled folded papers from his pocket, and she realized it was their latest STD results. He handed it over to Nick. “There’s ours.”


  Nick’s cheeks turned an adorable shade of pink. “Thank you.” He handed them back after reading them. “I’ll get mine.”


  “Excellent. Grab a swimsuit, too. We might hit their pool.” He looked at Leigh. “I packed yours.”


  She smiled, knowing damn well he’d have packed the string bikini she wasn’t fond of, but that he loved seeing her in. “Thank you, Sir.”


  “Of course. You know I’ll always take care of my girl.”


  


  * * * *


  


  By the time lunch ended, Nick had a raging hard-on, made even worse by the feel of his sore ass and their topic of conversation. They’d discussed sexual limits. Basically, he was down for whatever Lucas wanted to do to him.


  Leigh was adorable, around five seven, and her long brown hair and hazel eyes masked a vulnerability he suspected only Lucas got to see on a regular basis. Lucas was two inches shorter than his own six three, brown hair, and gorgeous brown eyes he loved staring into.


  No, he’d never had a man fuck him before, but he was eager for his first time to be Lucas. He’d wanted to suck the man’s cock ever since feeling it pressed against his ass the night before through the man’s jeans.


  “Normally,” Lucas said, “we don’t move this fast sexually with someone. But since you’re not going to be in town long, why waste the time?”


  “Do you want me to bring my butt plug with me, Sir?”


  Lucas laughed. “Well, now, that’ll make things easier. How often do you use it?”


  He felt his cheeks heat again. “Several times a week,” he admitted.


  Lucas’ grin widened as he leaned in and dropped his voice even more. “Do you masturbate with it in?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “For the duration of your stay, you may not masturbate without permission from me first. Understand? You wanted to experience what it’s like to have a Dominant, well, here it is.”


  Now his cock painfully throbbed. “Yes, Sir.”


  “I’ll send you orders via text every morning before I go to work. You can always safeword if you don’t like them, but it’s only for the next few weeks.”


  “Yes, Sir.” Now he really wished he didn’t have to return to California. Maybe Lucas would be willing to do some long-distance stuff with him.


  Maybe he could eventually admit to them who he really was and pay to fly them out a few weekends a month so he could see them. Hell, he could buy them a condo in his building and say they were his assistants as a cover story.


  Then again, maybe he didn’t know them well enough yet to have that level of trust in them. He could trust them with his body and with sex because he could always pack up and fly home, if necessary.


  Trusting them with his true identity on top of everything else…


  That was another matter entirely.


  Once they finished with brunch and were standing outside in the parking lot, Lucas reached up and cupped his hand around the back of Nick’s neck. “Ready to take the next step?”


  Nick nodded. “Yes, Sir.”


  “Good boy. We’ll go get a room and text the hotel info to you. Don’t keep us waiting too long.”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  In his car, he struggled not to speed, not to floor it and race back to the condo. This was really going to happen.


  And, so far, it was far better than anything his imagination had conjured.


  He could only imagine what was in store for him next.


  Chapter Ten


  


  Lucas had already scouted out a hotel online before they left the house. Only a few minutes away, they had inexpensive suite rooms that would be perfect for their afternoon diversion.


  “You’re sure you’re good with this?” Lucas asked Leigh as they pulled into the parking lot.


  She nodded. “Yes, Sir.” A playful grin filled her face, lighting her features. “Now I know why you kept me horny.”


  “Duh.” He found a parking space. “Don’t worry. You’ll hopefully be getting all the orgasms you can handle today.”


  “I can’t wait.”


  “You’ll have to.” He leaned in and kissed her. “Because the only time you’re allowed to come today is if either you’re being eaten out, or you have at least one cock inside you. Maybe both, if you’re lucky.”


  A gasp escaped her. He knew if he reached between her legs that he’d find her wet.


  “Let’s go check in.” They got out of the car. He grabbed the rolling suitcase he’d packed from the trunk and led the way inside, checking them in. Once he had the room number, he texted the information to Nick.


  When they got to the room, it was perfect, a small living room area with a couch, and then the king-sized bed in the bedroom.


  “Do you want me to strip, Sir?” Leigh eagerly asked.


  “Nope. Not yet.” He pulled his iPod and small, portable speakers out of the bag and set them up, tuning it to a favorite playlist for scening. Music filled the room. Then he set about getting everything else ready for their playtime.


  It wasn’t too long before there was a knock on the door. Lucas glanced through the viewfinder before opening it for Nick. He reached out, hooked a finger in the neck of the man’s shirt, and pulled him into the room. Then he shut and locked the door, flipping the security bar closed, and then sticking a wad of rolled up toilet paper into the viewfinder hole.


  “Now we have full privacy,” Lucas said. He reached out and took the backpack Nick carried. Then he snapped his fingers and pointed at the floor.


  Nick needed no coaching—he dropped to his knees immediately.


  “Girl,” Lucas said.


  She hurried over. “Yes, Sir?”


  He snapped again and pointed at the floor.


  She followed suit, waiting.


  Lucas set the backpack on the couch and opened it, chucking when he found the butt plug.


  “Well, hello, friend,” he said, setting the rather large toy on the coffee table. It wasn’t the largest he’d seen, but its size meant if Nick had no trouble taking that toy, Nick wouldn’t have any problems taking his cock up his ass. The blood test paperwork was there, too. Lucas was relieved to see yes, Nick was neg across the board.


  He returned the paperwork to the bag before walking over to where they knelt on the floor.


  “Okay, pets,” Lucas said. “Does anyone have any questions or objections or hard limits to speak up about before we get started? As Leigh knows, you can always safeword.”


  “No, Sir,” they said in unison.


  “Wow, stereo. I love it. Okay, stand up and strip each other. Feel free to take your time and kiss and feel each other up while you do.”


  He settled on the sofa, his cock straining against the front of his jeans as he watched the two of them start undressing each other. It took Nick far less time, because all Leigh had on was her sundress and shoes.


  Panties were a privilege, not a right, on the weekends.


  She easily parted Nick from his shirt. Lucas watched as Nick kissed her, the way her body relaxed against his as she tried to fumble his belt open as he cupped her breasts in his hands.


  “Oh, pinch her nipples,” Lucas gleefully said. “She loves that.”


  He did, drawing a loud moan from her.


  “Yep, just like that,” Lucas said.


  Nick kicked off his shoes as she finally got his jeans open and tried shoving them down his hips. Lucas reached down and squeezed his own cock through his jeans, loving the show he was getting from the two of them. It wasn’t just sheer voyeurism on his part. He wanted to watch the two of them together for a few minutes, to make sure neither of them showed any reluctance or second thoughts.


  Nope. Not the way they were locking tonsils. They both seemed to be all in.


  Getting Nick’s jeans down to his ankles, he finally kicked them off, and she started working on his briefs. When she got them down, his cock sprang free. At least nine solid, thick, cut inches.


  “Holy shit, buddy,” Lucas said. “That’s a nice cock.” He hoped Nick could get it up at least three times. He wanted to watch Leigh sucking him off, wanted to have it deep inside her ass while he fucked her pussy…and he wanted to tie the man up and ride him himself, see what that meat felt like tightly fisted in his own ass while Leigh rode Nick’s face. He’d have her suck him off at the same time.


  “Thank you, Sir,” Nick gasped.


  Leigh’s fingers wrapped around Nick’s shaft. “Careful, sweetheart,” Lucas warned. “Don’t jerk him off. That’ll be a paddling and no orgasms for you if you do.”


  She moaned, the sound muffled by Nick’s mouth on hers, but her hand fell still.


  “Good girl.” He stood and walked over. “Okay. Time for you two to get me naked.”


  They almost reluctantly broke apart and turned to him, four hands working to quickly part him from his clothes. When he was naked, he snapped his fingers and pointed at the floor again. They both dropped to their knees on the carpet.


  He reached down and grabbed the backs of their heads, pressing them together so their mouths were on either side of his cock. Two tongues started flicking at his shaft as he slowly fucked himself between them, not letting either of them wrap their lips around the tip and take it all the way down.


  After a few minutes and seeing that Nick was eagerly into this, he decided to press further. “There’s your very first cock, Nick,” he hoarsely said. “Leigh’s going to show you how a good pet takes a cock. Then I’ll let you do it.”


  He pulled Nick back and then plunged his cock deep between Leigh’s lips, her nose pressed against his belly. “See how good she is?” he hoarsely said. “Took her a while to get to that point. I expect you’ll probably gag a little, at least.”


  Lucas eased back, tightening his grip on her hair when she tried to bob her head up and down on his shaft. “I’m driving, my little slut,” he warned her. “You hold still.”


  She whimpered, but obeyed.


  He slowly started fucking her mouth, his eyes locked on hers as she looked up at him. “See how she keeps her eyes open and watches me?” Lucas said. “That’s what I want you to do. I want to see the look in those gorgeous blue eyes of yours when you take my cock for the first time. Understand?”


  “Yes, Sir,” Nick said, his voice sounding thick with need and subspace.


  Not surprising, because he already knew Leigh was there.


  He slowly withdrew his cock from her mouth and turned. “Open,” he said to Nick.


  He did, without hesitation.


  Lucas kept his hand on the back of Nick’s head, but this time, he didn’t push. “If you want this cock, then take it. Show me you want it.”


  Nick’s blue gaze focused on Lucas as he leaned forward, the tip of Lucas’ cock disappearing between Nick’s lips, which closed, hot and wet, around the head. Nick moaned as his tongue flicked at the slit on the head, pulling a hiss of pleasure from Lucas.


  “That’s it, boy,” Lucas encouraged. “Just like that. Now take it deep. A good boy can have his face fucked as hard as his ass and take it. Show me what you’ve got.”


  Nick took him deeper, pausing, finally taking him deeper still, until his nose was pressed against Lucas’ flesh. Lucas still didn’t force him to remain in place, not wanting him to panic. Nick had to pull back a little as Lucas felt him gagging, but he didn’t come all the way off it. Instead, he waited, breathed, and tried again.


  “That’s it,” Lucas encouraged. “Just like that. You can take it. Good boys can always take their Sir’s cock.”


  It took Nick a few minutes, but finally, he was able to hold Lucas’ cock deep in his throat. “You are a fast learner,” Lucas said appreciatively. He stroked the back of Nick’s head, then applied firmer pressure. “Just keep yourself right there, swallowing my cock. I want to make this last for a while before I make you take your first load of my cum down your throat.”


  Nick moaned, needy, but his eyes remained fixed on Lucas’.


  “Girl, get down there and suck his balls. You can hold his cock, but don’t jerk him off or suck his cock.”


  She squirmed into position on her back, her head between Nick’s legs. The man had to rise up a little on his knees to accommodate her, but Lucas could tell the second she had her talented mouth closed around the man’s sac. Nick loudly moaned, muffled by Lucas’ cock.


  Now Lucas held Nick’s head firmly in both hands. “Okay, boy,” he hoarsely said. “I’m going to fuck your mouth, and you’re going to swallow every drop of my cum. Got it?”


  “Yes, Sir,” he mumbled around Nick’s shaft.


  Lucas started slow at first, not going too deep, wanting to gauge Nick’s reaction. But pretty soon, it was obvious Nick was all in. Lucas started fucking his mouth harder, faster, deeper, until he felt his release building in his balls, which slapped against Nick’s chin with every stroke.


  “Your…first…load…” Lucas dug his fingers into the back of Nick’s head as he went deep, Nick’s throat working as he swallowed, swallowed, moaning and swallowing his seed, his nose once again pressed against Lucas’ body.


  He immediately eased back a little. “Keep holding my cock in there, boy,” he said, his knees weak. “Such a good boy.” He had to catch his breath but didn’t yet want to relinquish the man’s deliciously hot mouth.


  And still, Nick moaned, Leigh’s mouth and tongue no doubt edging the man.


  When Lucas looked, he could see a thin string of pre-cum dripping from Nick’s slit.


  “Somebody’s horny.” He stroked Nick’s head and smiled down at him. “Somebody who just had their blowjob cherry popped.”


  The thick, subby glaze in Nick’s eyes immediately started inflating Lucas’ cock again. Nothing like shiny, new-toy energy to stiffen him.


  He finally pulled out. “Leigh, get up. Everyone in the bathroom.”


  He wanted them all to have a quick rinse in the shower before going any farther. There were a bunch of firsts he was going to help Nick check off his sexual bucket list this afternoon, and didn’t want any squick factors to distract Nick.


  Once they’d all dried off, he led them into the bedroom. Nick’s cock hadn’t even drooped the entire time.


  “On the bed, Nick,” Lucas ordered. “Sit on the edge.”


  He did, and Lucas quickly set about tying him up. Legs bent, heels to thighs, and spread open like a butterfly, his arms bound to his sides, so that when Lucas pushed him back onto the bed, all Nick could do was helplessly fall back.


  “Leigh was nice enough to give you a good tonguing while she was down there between your legs. Time for you to return the favor, starting with her ass. Don’t worry, I’ll show you what to do.”


  Lucas pointed for Leigh to straddle the man’s head and hold her ass cheeks apart. Meanwhile, Lucas settled between Nick’s thighs and shoved a pillow under the man’s ass, making it more accessible.


  “Like this.” He pulled Nick’s cheeks apart and speared his rim with his tongue.


  Nick gasped, his cock twitching as his moans became muffled by Leigh’s body.


  Which was okay, because she started moaning.


  Lucas worked his tongue over the man’s taint, around his rim, licking his balls and back again to his ass for several long minutes.


  Check.


  Then he sat up. “Okay, Leigh. Off. Switch places.”


  She looked more than a little glazed herself, but she flopped over onto her side.


  “Now me,” Lucas said, taking her place. When Leigh settled between Nick’s legs, the man moaned up into Lucas’ ass as his tongue eagerly worked, licked, tried to fuck his hole.


  “Good boy,” Lucas said. He let go of his cheeks and reached down to tweak Nick’s nipples. “Bury that sweet tongue up inside your Sir’s ass like a good boy.”


  Nick redoubled his efforts. Lucas looked down into Leigh’s face. She met his gaze, flashing him a quick smile before getting back to work. Good, she was enjoying herself, too.


  After a few minutes of this, Lucas’ cock was fully hard again. He swung off Nick’s face and leaned in, kissing him deeply, fucking Nick’s mouth with his tongue. Nick eagerly kissed him back.


  “Time to change it up again,” Lucas told Leigh. “Get back up here.”


  She did.


  “Ride him sixty-nine. Don’t let him come until you do.” He leaned in, smiling. “Oh, and I’m going to be fucking her pussy while you do that. Here’s a rule I have, and it only applies to me fucking her pussy—when I come, you clean my cock, and then you clean my cum out of her pussy. Understand?”


  Nick nodded. “Yes, Sir!”


  “Good boy.” He kissed him again, nipping Nick’s lower lip and tugging before letting go. He moved out of the way so Leigh could settle into position, and pretty soon they were both making all sorts of delicious noises.


  


  * * * *


  


  Leigh was deep in subspace and enjoying every second of it. Nick naked was even hotter than she remembered from the night before. His talented tongue and lips quickly went to work on her pussy as she swallowed his cock, mindful of Lucas’ order not to let Nick come first.


  Then Lucas slid his cock deep inside her pussy and the eruption happened. She loved it when he fucked her doggy-style, and the extra sensation from Nick’s mouth working on her clit shoved her hard over the edge. She ground her pussy against Nick’s mouth as she deep-throated his cock.


  Lucas reached under her and pinched her nipples, hard. “I should have brought your nipple clamps. Dammit. Oh, well. Next time.”


  He sat up and gave her several hard, stinging bare-handed swats on each ass cheek before she felt his fingers digging into her hips and he started fucking her. Not gently, either. Hard, deep, rutting strokes that kept her coming and moaning and before she realized it, Nick’s cock was exploding into her mouth, the noises he was making vibrating through her pussy.


  “Good girl,” Lucas said, quickly catching up and dumping a load inside her pussy. He pulled out and shoved her forward enough he could get his cock into Nick’s mouth. He didn’t let go of her, though, his fingers still holding her in place.


  She heard wet, sucking noises from behind her, and Lucas encouraging him. “That’s right, boy. How’s it taste with my girl as flavoring? Clean me off good.” Another minute later, he said, “Look at that. You’re getting me hard again. Excellent.” He moved, pulling her back into position. “Now clean out my girl.”


  Lucas moved to the side, sitting up, making her sit up. He cupped her breasts in his hands, nipples between his thumbs and index fingers. “You know what to do, girl,” he said.


  The expected hard pinch, followed immediately by another orgasm. She had to reach out and hold onto him to keep from falling over as she rode Nick’s mouth, Lucas relentlessly pinching, keeping her orgasm going…and going…


  Dammit, the man knew her so well.


  And she loved it.


  Only when Lucas was ready to let her stop coming did he release her breasts and scoop an arm around her, helping her off of Nick.


  Nick’s cock was already at half-mast again.


  Lucas kissed her, tongue diving deep into her mouth. “Ready for the next round, baby?”


  She nodded.


  Chapter Eleven


  


  Nick laid there, helpless and loving it. He’d sucked his first cock, rimmed them both and been rimmed by them, as well as ate a second load of Lucas’ cum straight from Leigh’s pussy.


  This…is…heaven.


  The only regret he had was that he hadn’t met these two people years ago.


  “I have another rule,” Lucas said as he got out of bed. “Well, a couple of them. No ass to mouth. That’s just not sanitary. But if I give you permission to put a load of cum in my girl’s pussy, you have to clean her up, too. Understand?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “Good boy.” He walked around the end of the bed and leaned in, sucking Nick’s cock deep into his mouth. Nick immediately hardened, throbbing under the man’s skills. Lucas sat up. “Hold on.” He left the room and returned with a couple of things, including the butt plug. He lubed it and slowly fucked it into Nick’s ass as he started sucking him again, this time not enough to get him off, but more than enough to make him ache with the desire to.


  Leigh leaned in and kissed Nick while Lucas got the butt plug fully buried into Nick’s ass. Then Lucas sat up again. “While that’s in there, doing its thing,” he said, “time to take care of my girl again.”


  Leigh sat up and crawled down the bed to Lucas. He pointed at Nick’s cock. “Go ahead and sit on it,” he said. “No coming yet, and don’t fuck him yet.”


  She eagerly complied, grinning down at Nick as she impaled herself on his shaft. He desperately tried to fuck his hips against her, but Lucas had him trussed too securely.


  Lucas knelt by his head. “Prime my pump a little more, boy,” Lucas ordered.


  Nick’s mouth opened almost as if it had a mind of its own. He eagerly sucked Lucas’ cock, trying to focus on that and not the maddeningly delicious sensation of Leigh’s pussy encasing his cock, adding to the torment of the butt plug rubbing against his prostate.


  “Good boy,” Lucas said after a moment. He patted Nick on the head, kissing him before returning to kneel behind Leigh. He shoved her forward, on top of Nick. “Hold your ass open for me, baby.”


  She did, wiggling her hips a little as she grinned up at Nick.


  Lucas rolled a condom onto his shaft. “I usually prefer these for anal,” he said. He slathered himself with lube, then worked some into Leigh’s ass. “My girl here is well trained. She either gets my cock or a butt plug up her ass several times a week. Sometimes, I tie her up with a butt plug and a dildo inside her and I fuck her gorgeous mouth. She’s only had two real cocks at once a few times, though, and she loves it.”


  Leigh’s eyes dropped closed as Lucas started easing his cock into her. It didn’t take long before Nick could feel the man sliding into her ass, too.


  Once Lucas was fully fisted by her ass, he took a long, slow stroke. “Nick, you’re not allowed to come this time.” He reached over and picked up something, which Nick realized was a vibrator. “Women, however, can have multiple orgasms.” He pulled Leigh up against him. Her expression looked even more glazed than his own felt. “Leigh, thank Nick for letting you get your freak on.”


  “Thank you for letting me get my freak on, Nick,” she mumbled, trying to rock her hips on their cocks.


  Lucas hooked an arm around her chest. “Watch this,” he said. He turned the vibrator on and pressed it against her clit.


  Saying she exploded was no exaggeration. Nick had never felt anything like the sensation of her body milking, squeezing their cocks inside her, her deep, guttural moans almost tripping him over the edge.


  “Take it,” Lucas sternly ordered. “Take it for me, girl. You can take two cocks,” he said. “Show Nick how a good pet behaves.”


  Her back arched against Lucas, her body flexing, undulating as wave after wave washed through her. Finally, Lucas took pity on her, turned off the vibrator, tossed it onto the bed, and shoved her down again.


  Then he started fucking her, hard and fast, as Leigh continued moaning.


  Nick struggled to hold his own explosion back, not wanting to disappoint Lucas, wanting to be a good boy.


  Wanting to please him.


  “Almost…there…” Lucas said, taking a couple of last, hard thrusts before falling still.


  And not a moment too soon, Nick realized. With the friction of Leigh’s pussy riding him, he’d been damn close to coming. Lucas untangled himself from Leigh and walked into the bathroom for a moment. He returned without the condom, helped Leigh off of Nick, then started untying Nick.


  He leaned in and kissed him, slowly, deeply. “Check off another box,” he playfully said. “You’ve gotten to DP a woman.”


  Leigh gave them a happy thumbs-up from where she lay crumpled on the bed.


  


  * * * *


  


  Lucas wasn’t even close to being done with them yet, but he discarded his plans to hit the pool.


  He wanted to stay up there, fucking each other into exhaustion. They still had the afternoon and evening ahead of them and he wanted to make full use of it.


  First, another quick shower. He had Nick remove the butt plug and clean it up. Once they were all dried off, he put Nick on the floor on his knees again, getting his cock nice and hard.


  This one, in case it was his last one, would be inside Nick’s ass.


  Well, so to speak. It would be inside the condom in Nick’s ass. He wouldn’t let Nick come this time, saving that next one for putting it inside his own ass.


  And then they could take a nap.


  And maybe order room service or a pizza or something.


  And then…


  Who knew?


  Once he was hard, he handed Nick a condom. “Put it on me, boy.”


  Nick did, carefully rolling it down Lucas’ shaft.


  “Good boy.” He grabbed a towel and spread it out. “Up on the bed, on your back.” He’d thought about bending him over it, but Lucas wanted to watch the man’s face when he got to pop his cherry.


  “Hold your legs back.”


  Nick drew them up, hands behind his knees.


  Lucas reached down and cupped Nick’s sac in his hand, gently squeezing, making Nick’s cock throb. On second thought, maybe he’d let Nick come again. He’d love to feel Nick’s ass throbbing around his cock while the guy had his first orgasm while being fucked by a guy.


  Decision made.


  After lubing Nick’s ass, he wiped his hand on the towel. He grabbed the base of his own cock. “Ask me for it, boy,” he said. “Make me believe you really want it.”


  “Please, Sir,” Nick begged. “Please fuck your boy’s ass with your cock.”


  Holy…fuck. That was hot and sexy and made his own cock throb. “Good boy,” Lucas hoarsely said, pressing the knob against Nick’s ass. He pushed forward, carefully, watching Nick’s face for any sign of distress.


  Begging for it and not freaking out about it were two different things.


  But Nick was apparently committed to it. His chest quickly rose and fell as he watched Lucas take his cherry. When Lucas had himself completely buried in Nick’s ass, he grabbed the man’s throbbing cock and squeezed.


  “How’s it feel to have your ass and mouth owned by me?”


  Nick nodded. “I love it, Sir!”


  He took a long, slow stroke out and in again, but Nick’s ass was lubed and ready. He picked up the pace, Leigh watching, eagerness to be part of it in her eyes but holding back until Lucas said otherwise.


  “How’s that feel, boy?” Lucas asked.


  


  * * * *


  


  “It feels great, Sir.” No lie, either. It felt far better than the butt plug, or the dildo he had at home that wasn’t even as big as Lucas.


  “You want to come for me?” Lucas asked.


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “Then you have to make my girl come again,” he said, waving Leigh in.


  She eagerly knelt over Nick’s face again. This time, with his hands free, he was able to grab onto her thighs and hold her in place, wishing this would never end, freezing this moment in his mind forever. She squirmed and wiggled, but then he remembered what Lucas said and he blindly reached up and found her breasts, pinching her nipples hard.


  She let out a cry but he felt her pussy spasming around his tongue. When she tried to squirm away, Lucas sharply said, “Let him do it, girl. Don’t you dare stop him.”


  She whined, but her hands fell away from his and she continued humping his mouth.


  Then he felt her move and realized Lucas must have grabbed her by the hair, because he felt the man stop fucking him. “He made you come, now you make him come. And you can keep coming, if he can get you off. Don’t be shy about manhandling her, boy. She likes having fingerprints in her ass and hips and thighs the next day. Suck her clit hard.”


  Her lips closed around Nick’s cock. His hands fell from her breasts and he wrapped them around her thighs, digging in, enjoying her moan around his cock as he did what Lucas said.


  She cried out around his cock, and as Lucas slowly started fucking him again, it pushed Nick over the edge.


  “My good pets,” Lucas said. “You keep each other coming while I finish fucking this sweet ass.” Lucas pounded him, Nick’s orgasm seeming to last longer than ever before even though he knew his balls had pumped dry into Leigh’s mouth. Finally, Lucas came, falling still.


  After a moment, he carefully withdrew. “If you two can still move, let’s clean up and then take a nap. We’ve got at least one more thing I want to check off before we part ways tonight.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Leigh was seriously considering calling in to work in the morning.


  Not that she was complaining, but at this rate she wouldn’t be able to walk, much less work tomorrow.


  As they cleaned up in the bathroom once more, Lucas yawned. “I think we’ll turn on the TV, take a nap, and then have another round.”


  She snorted. “You might nap.”


  “What?” Nick asked.


  “Sir Nerd does a fantastic impression of a chainsaw,” she said.


  “Have you tried nasal strips?” Nick asked Lucas. “They really work to help with the snoring.”


  “They do?” Lucas asked.


  “Yeah.”


  “I thought they were just for like allergies and stuff.”


  “No. I even use them. Hold on.” He left the bathroom, then returned with his backpack. He dug into it and found the box of them. “I’m almost out. I’ll need to pick up some more. Here. Try one.” After Lucas scrubbed and dried his face, Nick helped him put it on.


  Leigh giggled. “Nice look, Sir.”


  “Hey, you hush, girl. This might mean no more middle-of-the-night bed swaps.”


  “True. That would be nice. I hate waking up alone.”


  “Really? I didn’t think it bothered you.”


  “I never said that, Sir. It bothers me less than not being able to sleep because you’re running a chainsaw next to me in bed.”


  “Ah. Sorry.”


  Lucas turned off the music, then grabbed the bedroom TV’s remote and turned it on, stretching out in the middle of the bed. Nick and Leigh settled in on either side of him. After deciding on a channel, he reached down and found their hands, holding them.


  “Anything you want to talk about, Nick?” he asked.


  Nick yawned. “No, Sir. So far, I’m a happy boy.”


  Lucas kissed him. “Good.” He looked at her. “And you, sweetheart?”


  She smiled, already feeling sleepy. “We’re still going to do more later, right?”


  He chuckled. “Nick hasn’t gotten to fuck me yet,” he said. “Once he gets to do that, he’ll have his hat trick of gay sex out of the way. Sucking a cock, being fucked by a cock, and getting to fuck a guy’s ass.” His turn to yawn. “Not today, but maybe next time, I’ll let you peg his ass, if you’re a good girl.”


  “Thank you, Sir.”


  “What do you think about that, boy?” Lucas asked him.


  “I think I wish there were more hours in the day to do that right now.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Nick awoke from his nap to the feel of Leigh’s lips wrapped around his cock. Lucas sat on the edge of the bed, his hand in her hair and holding her in place. While Nick slept, Lucas had tied a rope harness around her chest that immobilized her arms to her side. She was eagerly going down on him, and his cock throbbed in response.


  Holy…crap…


  Lucas smiled. “She begged me to let her get you hard and keep you fluffed while I got ready,” he explained. He pulled her up and off his cock. “Slid over a little so I won’t fall off the bed,” he ordered.


  Nick quickly did, and then Lucas pushed her back onto his cock again. “Don’t come yet, boy,” Lucas ordered. He released her and grabbed a couple of things. Then he returned to the bed, grabbed her by the hair again, and pulled her up and off Nick. He handed Nick a condom. “Here. Put this on, then she can fuck you while I finish getting ready.”


  She quickly settled onto his cock.


  “Oh, play with her nipples, Nick,” Lucas said. “I want to hear her making noises.”


  He pinched, harder, harder still until she cried out.


  “Yes, those sounds. Don’t let her fool you, she loves it. Tell him.”


  “I love having my nipples pinched,” she said.


  She rode his cock until Lucas returned. “Okay, girl. Up and off. Don’t climb onto his face until I say so.” She had to struggle without the use of her arms to get turned around, but she managed it.


  Lucas straddled him, reaching behind him and grabbing Nick’s cock. “I’m driving,” he said. “You don’t come until I say you can. There might be a day here soon I let you pitch to me all the way, but for today, this is my show. Understand?”


  “Yes, Sir!”


  “Good boy.”


  He hesitantly stroked Lucas’ thighs as the man placed Nick’s cock against his hole. “Yes, you can touch me, boy. I like that.”


  Nick realized in that instant that he didn’t want to leave Florida. As stupid and naive as it sounded, he wanted to stay there, permanently. He wanted to be with these two people. He realized it was probably sex-induced wishful thinking, but nothing had felt more right than last night and today.


  This was what he’d been missing from his life. Not just the sex, but feeling like he was finally in his rightful place. Yes, under these two people.


  Nick gasped as Lucas slowly impaled himself, his ass tightly fisting Nick’s cock through the condom. When Lucas had him all the way inside him, he smiled. “My boy has a very nice cock.”


  “Thank you, Sir. Yours is nice, too.” A little longer than his own, but not quite as thick, he’d loved the way Lucas had felt fucking him. Almost as much as he loved fucking Lucas.


  “Thank you. Okay, girl. On him. But you know the rule, you have to suck my cock.”


  It took her a little wriggling and both Lucas and Nick’s help to get her positioned, but then she was on top of Nick, with Lucas’ cock in her mouth.


  He held her head. “Yes, this is a little uncomfortable for her, but that’s just more fun for me, isn’t it, girl?”


  “Yes, Sir,” she mumbled around his cock.


  Nick held on, closing his eyes and enjoying the way Lucas started slamming his body down onto his cock. He wasn’t even sure he would be able to hold back, but he remembered what he was supposed to be doing. Reaching back farther around Leigh’s thighs, his fingers made it to her clit. He shoved three into her pussy, sending her over the edge.


  “Good boy,” Lucas said, just before he let out his own satisfied grunt. “You can come.”


  Damn good thing, too, because the feel of Lucas’ ass spasming around his cock had started triggering his own orgasm. A moment later they all lay there in a tangled, breathless heap.


  “And with that, my pets,” Lucas said, “it’s time for dinner.”


  Chapter Twelve


  


  Leigh, obviously, had completely forgiven Lucas for the one-sided blowjob earlier that morning. She recognized his exceptional stamina today was a result of them having a new playmate, and that today was an exception, not a norm, by any means. Yes, he was usually good for two in a day, sometimes more, but this was a rare event no doubt spawned by their hot and willing playmate.


  After calling in a pizza, the three of them sprawled in bed and snoozed again.


  By eleven o’clock that night, when they finally managed to make it out of the room and part ways, they’d done a lot more talking and Nick had been allowed to fuck Leigh doggy-style on the bed while she gave Lucas a blowjob that didn’t get him fully hard, but made Lucas smile as she eventually realized Nick’s stamina because of his previous orgasms meant Lucas was going to let the fucking continue as long as Nick wanted it to.


  And then, of course, Nick had to clean her up with his mouth, all while Lucas firmly muffled the sounds of her orgasm with his semi-chubbed cock.


  Yes, this was a night she wanted to repeat.


  Frequently.


  When she thought about the fact that Nick wouldn’t be there for long, she fought back an unexpected wave of melancholy. That wasn’t like her. She wanted to enjoy the time they had, not spend it obsessing about how short it’d be.


  This was a great, fun diversion, but it was only temporary. A way to keep her and Lucas from falling into a rut, and a way to spice up their lives for a while.


  On their way home, Lucas pulled into a drugstore. “What?” she asked, dozing.


  He smiled. “Nasal strips.” He leaned in and kissed her. “Tonight, especially, I want to spend it with you and wake up with you tomorrow.”


  That touched her. “I love you.”


  He leaned in, kissing her again. “Love you, too.” He locked her in the car and went inside, returning a few minutes later. Once they were home, they undressed and collapsed in bed after he placed one of the nasal strips on his nose.


  He wrapped his arms around her, spooning his body around hers. “Good night, my sweet little slut.”


  She wiggled her ass against him. “Good night, Sir Nerd. That was…amazing.”


  “It was, wasn’t it?”


  “Mmhmm.” She tried to keep from drifting off. “Thank you.”


  “Thank you.”


  “I mean it.” She glanced back at him. “Thank you for all of this. For us. And yes, I absolutely do want to marry you. You’re right. There’s nothing to say we can’t do this from time to time and be happily married to each other. We’re not getting any younger. We need to enjoy life while we can, because once we have a baby, or more than one, we won’t be able to do this kind of stuff on a whim.”


  He kissed her. “Absolutely. Whatever you want to do.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Nick thought he’d collapse when he returned home, but instead his brain buzzed, the TV on and barely noticed as he replayed the afternoon.


  Not only had they been amazing, it had far surpassed his wildest fantasies.


  Hell, his wildest fantasies were Disney-tame compared to the ride he’d been on that afternoon.


  He was lost in his fantasies when the TV finally grabbed his attention. On the screen was him, in one of his earlier movies. He played a rogue cop, a good guy hunting some bad guys who’d abducted his sister.


  It had banked him four mil at the time, and the annual residuals over the years, from on-demand, DVD sales, and other royalties, would comprise an average middle-class salary for a regular person with a white-collar job.


  Grabbing the clicker, he changed the channel. That wasn’t him.


  The real Nick Trevorsky now knew he had to find a way to stay genuine to himself, to keep this part of his life tightly under wraps while keeping it an integral part of his life.


  Because after this weekend, he knew he’d never be happy going back to the life he lived before.


  The life he’d denied himself.


  


  * * * *


  


  The next morning, Nick awoke a little after ten and had several texts from both Leigh and Lucas. He still didn’t know what they did for a living, but he suspected Lucas might be a teacher and Leigh might work in an office of some sort, maybe an accountant.


  They were both saying good morning and asking about him.


  And a reminder from Lucas that Nick wasn’t allowed to masturbate without permission.


  Which made him immediately horny, but he wouldn’t do anything about it.


  He’d be a good boy for his Sir.


  Smiling, he texted them back, knowing they might not be able to respond until later.


  Something he sent to both of them, something he wanted them to know—This was the best weekend of my life. I hope we can keep seeing each other.


  And it was the truth.


  By that afternoon, they’d both texted him back, and they’d agreed to get together for dinner that night.


  Just dinner, at a restaurant.


  Still, his heart raced. He was eager to see them again, even if just to talk and spend time with them.


  He didn’t want to waste a single available minute he could get with them, regardless of how they spent it.


  Now that he had them in his life, he was desperate to figure out how to keep them there.


  


  * * * *


  


  Leigh somehow made it through work Monday, even as sore as she was.


  Sore in the good ways, but it made for interesting daydreams when she’d shift in her chair and think about the things they’d done that weekend.


  Lucas had texted her when he got home and told her dinner with Nick was a go.


  She was glad, because while she knew she wasn’t up for another athletic evening, she wanted to spend time with him. He was a nice guy, smart, enjoyed a lot of the same books and movies and music that she and Lucas did.


  He had all the perfect combinations of traits they enjoyed in a partner.


  And dammit, just our luck, he lives in California.


  She didn’t know if Nick was rich or not, but suspected he was rather well-off. Maybe they could talk him into a few visits a year. Or they could go out and visit him. Or hell, meet halfway across the country, like in Dallas or something, spend a weekend together in a hotel there.


  That’s getting ahead of myself.


  One thing she already had to thank him for, the tip about the nasal strips. It was nice waking up next to Lucas for a change, being able to stay snuggled next to him. The strips didn’t completely silence him, but made his snores barely noticeable to her.


  That was something she’d never thought would happen.


  When she arrived home, Lucas had already changed clothes. “Give me a minute,” she joked. “I’m moving kind of slow.”


  He drew her in for a hug. “You were amazing yesterday, sweetie. You can wear panties tonight, if you want.”


  She laughed. “Good, because if I get as horny as I was yesterday, I’m liable to leave a wet spot behind.” Panties were always allowed for work.


  When they arrived at the restaurant, Nick was waiting for them in the parking lot and greeted them with hugs.


  Lucas cupped his hand around the back of Nick’s neck. “Who’s my good boy?”


  She watched the tension drain from Nick’s body, an all-too familiar sensation for her. “I am, Sir.”


  “Did you rub one out?”


  “No, Sir.”


  “Did you want to?”


  Nick smiled. “Yes, Sir.”


  Lucas kissed him. “Good boy. When you get home tonight, text me. We’ll call you, and then you can rub one out while we listen to you do it.”


  He nodded. “Yes, Sir.”


  Leigh felt herself getting wet. She suspected what that would mean, that Lucas would likely restrain her and use a vibrator on her while he fucked her, timing it so they all came about the same time.


  That suspicion was confirmed when Lucas turned his playfully evil gaze on her. “I have a plan.”


  “I figured as much, Sir.”


  Sure enough, when they got home a little before ten, Nick had already texted Lucas that he was home.


  Lucas wasted no time using her leather wrist cuffs to restrain her hands over her head on the bed while he slowly fucked her. He dialed Nick’s number and put his phone in speaker mode.


  “Hello, Sir,” Nick answered.


  “Are you ready, boy?” Lucas asked.


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Lucas smiled down at her, waggling his eyebrows at her as he held up the Hitachi, the electric vibrator they had that could usually blow her mind within a few seconds.


  He touched it to her lips so she could kiss it. “My girl is lying here on the bed, her wrists cuffed over her head and my cock up her pussy. I’m about to use our Hitachi on her. She won’t take long to get over, so you’d better start stroking.”


  “Yes…Sir…”


  “And make sure you tell us when you’re coming, boy.”


  Lucas switched on the vibrator, on low, and pressed it against her clit as he started fucking her. Low would get her close but not quite over. She let out a soft moan.


  “Do you hear that, boy? That’s the sound of my horny pet being vibrated and fucked by me.”


  “Yes…Sir.”


  “Stroke that cock, boy,” Lucas ordered, smiling down at her as he took a hard, deep stroke inside her. “And when you come, you’re going to lick your hand clean and pretend it’s my cum, understand?”


  Nick’s voice sounded choppy, like he was furiously beating himself off. “Yes, Sir!”


  Lucas started fucking her harder, faster. Then he flipped the switch from low to high and blew her a kiss.


  She was too close to manage to return it, her gasps and cries as her orgasm built rendering her helpless.


  “I’m…close…Sir…” Nick said.


  “Good,” he sternly replied. “You’d better come for me, boy. Come hard!”


  Over the connection, they heard Nick let out a now-familiar cry of pleasure. Lucas pounded his cock into her, triggering her orgasm as his own spilled over. When he finished, he turned off the vibrator and tossed it aside. “You’d better be licking up that cum, boy.”


  “Yes…Sir…” His voice sounded slurred, subspacey.


  He leaned in and kissed her hard, deep, before he changed positions.


  While he didn’t make her do it all the time, he frequently made her clean his cock after he fucked her. “My pet is cleaning my cock,” he said. “Don’t you wish you were here doing it for me?”


  “Yes, Sir, I do.”


  He reached up and freed her hands before pulling his cock from her mouth and then kissing her one more time. “Now you be a good boy for me tonight and I’ll text you in the morning before work. Okay?”


  “Yes, Sir. Thank you.”


  “You’re welcome. Say good night to my boy, girl.”


  “Good night, boy,” she said.


  “Good night, girl,” Nick responded.


  Her insides fluttered that he sounded so…right. She wished he was there with them, able to curl up and go to sleep with them.


  “Good night, boy,” Lucas said. “Sleep well.”


  “Good night, Sir. You, too. Thank you.”


  Lucas ended the call and then went to put on one of the nasal strips.


  She snuggled against his side. “Don’t you have papers to grade?”


  “Yeah, but I was smart and did some while I was waiting on you to get home. They can wait.” He draped an arm around her. “Tomorrow night you can give me a blow job while I grade papers and he rubs one or two out over the phone.”


  She snickered. “You’re evil, and I love you.”


  “Love you, too, my sweet little slut.”


  Chapter Thirteen


  


  Over the next several weeks, not only did Nick go to dinner and the club with Lucas and Leigh every Saturday night, they also got together quite a few other nights in between. Sometimes spending Friday night together at a hotel, having fun all Saturday morning, then returning there after the club to spend the night together.


  It was five weeks since he’d met them, and Nick couldn’t imagine his life without them.


  Hell, he knew he loved them. No, the three of them hadn’t said as much to each other, but they’d all come damned close.


  In fact, he planned on telling them that weekend how he felt, as well as who he really was, and see if there wasn’t any way to make this relationship keep working for all three of them.


  For the long term.


  Friday morning, Nick was really looking forward to that night. He’d drive over to Lucas and Leigh’s house, ride with them to dinner, and then to the club.


  Then back to their house…


  And spend all night with them before doing it again on Saturday. It was a special treat he wouldn’t have much more time to indulge in. He’d be leaving Sarasota in two weeks, back to California.


  Back to the real world, whatever the hell that meant.


  Back to the fake world of Trevor Nichols that would forever keep the real Nick Trevorsky under lock and key.


  I need to buy a place here.


  More and more projects were being filmed in Florida. The lack of a state income tax meant production costs were cheaper for local temps and actors. The obliging weather—except for summer afternoon storms that frequently ended minutes after they started—meant more flexible filming schedules. Long days of daylight added to that time.


  I could have my production company’s office here. Be away from the worst of the paparazzi.


  Yes, it meant getting out of LA, not being in the center of things, but for the kind of projects he wanted to produce and film, that was fine. He wanted to work on smaller indie pieces, projects from his heart, not blockbusters meant to feather the nest of a large studio.


  Maybe he could even team up with Ringling, become part of their film curriculum, offer students hands-on experience. Find the right, fresh minds and personalities to mix with an older, more experienced management team, and really start turning some heads.


  It was a dream he cherished…


  And one he tried not to put much stock into. He knew it would take a while to get off the ground, to fight Clark tooth and nail about it. Clark wanted him out in LA while he was still getting the choice offers. He didn’t want Nick on the other end of the country, playing in the sun.


  He owed Clark a lot for his help and guidance over the years, but Nick was really beginning to chafe under his manager’s presence.


  Yet he couldn’t bring himself to cut ties with the man, either. Clark didn’t need him, he had plenty of other A-listers and rising stars to make bank on besides him. But Clark had over twenty-plus years’ experience in the business Nick didn’t have, doing this when Nick was still a baby, valuable experience and contacts Nick still wanted access to.


  He’d have to figure out how to finesse it to Clark, parse it in such a way that Clark would not only not gripe about it, but would wholeheartedly encourage him to pursue it.


  Maybe I can talk to a couple of friends.


  One of his former leading ladies was a closeted lesbian whom he’d helped cover for when she’d accidentally OD’d in the middle of shoot. They’d claimed food poisoning after an intimate dinner between the two of them, some bad seafood.


  They’d been fast friends ever since, able to call on each other as a beard, when their schedules meshed, for events when the press started asking too many questions. She’d privately sought recovery and was maintaining her sobriety, a fact he was very happy for.


  She’d often expressed interest in smaller projects, but her agent and manager had steered her away from those toward more profitable ones that were pretty much all reboots of existing, successful franchises.


  She was bored, in other words.


  Another friend of his, an older A-lister who’d started slowing down his work in front of the camera for directing opportunities, had once told him at a dinner he wouldn’t mind partnering up in an indie operation.


  Hmm.


  He had to hit the grocery store. He grabbed a shower and dressed, heading out. He needed to get hair dye, too. He was starting to see a hint of blond roots wanting to peek through. He’d been keeping his hair shorn short even though Lucas had hinted at him letting it grow out.


  He was afraid to do that yet, not wanting to tip anyone off to who he really was. The disguise was working. Best not to screw with it. He could wear a wig while his hair grew out, if the director wanted him to. Chances were, by the time he started filming, it’d be long enough. Hats would conceal its short length.


  He was checking out in Publix when the cashier said, “I need to see your card, please, sir.”


  That wasn’t unusual. The registers seemed to give them random prompts to check the signature on credit cards, or maybe more of them were supposed to verify the signature and just ignored the prompt. He didn’t know. He’d gotten out of the habit of taking out cash from the ATM before going into the store and paying that way. It was an extra step and a pain in the ass. No one had recognized him yet.


  He handed it over and was putting one of the bags into his cart when he heard the girl gasp.


  He looked up and saw the look of awe on her face.


  Oh, shit.


  “You’re Trevor Nichols!”


  Shit shit shit!


  He reached for his card. “No, I’m not. I just have a similar name and look a lot like him.”


  She drew back. “No, you’re him. You—”


  “May I please have my card and receipt?” His whole body trembled, adrenaline coursing through him.


  She finally handed it and the receipt over and he practically ran from the store without bothering to put them in his wallet first.


  Haphazardly slinging everything into the trunk, he slammed it shut, left the cart sitting in the empty space next to his rental, and gunned it, leaving the lot.


  Shaking, he reflexively scanned the mirrors for anyone following him back to the condo.


  Dammit!


  He’d grown complacent.


  It took him two trips to get everything from the trunk into the condo. On the second trip, a young guy, almost a kid, whom he’d spotted around the complex doing maintenance work, approached him.


  “Hey, sir?”


  He stopped. “Yes?”


  The kid walked up. “Anyone tell you you look a lot like that guy Trevor Nichols?”


  His acting skills kicked in. “Yeah, if I had a dollar for every time I heard that. My mom keeps telling me to call Hollywood and find out how to be one of those, what do you call them, stand ins.”


  The kid was smarter than he first appeared. “You know, Trevor Nichols’ real name is Nicholas Trevorsky.”


  “So?”


  “Isn’t that your name?”


  He started walking. “Nope. Sorry, these groceries are getting heavy.”


  It took every ounce of will he had not to bolt from the kid.


  But when he was safely locked behind the condo’s front door, he realized he had a problem.


  A big fucking problem.


  And he sure as hell couldn’t put Lucas or Leigh at risk.


  He damn sure couldn’t risk going to Venture tonight.


  Or, he sadly realized, ever again.


  Dammit.


  Fighting the urge to cry, he got the cold groceries put away and headed into the bedroom to start packing.


  He couldn’t even risk going to their house to say good-bye.


  And if he stopped too long to think about it, it would rip his heart out.


  


  * * * *


  


  Leigh had just walked in the door at home when she heard Lucas’ cell phone ring. She set her stuff down and tracked him into his bedroom, where he’d been packing for the weekend.


  From his tone of voice, she could tell it was bad news.


  “Uh huh. Yeah, I’m sorry, too. We were looking forward to this weekend.”


  Her heart fell.


  “Yeah, she just walked in. Hold on.” He turned and handed her the phone. “It’s Nick.”


  She didn’t want to take the phone at first. Finally, she did. “Hello?”


  “Hey.” He sounded miserable. “I was just telling Lucas, I have to fly back to California tonight.”


  “Tonight?”


  “Yeah. We have an emergency with one of the deals, and they need me back pronto.”


  She felt a painful bubble swelling in her throat. “Okay. When will you be back?”


  His tone of voice told her more than his words did. “I…I don’t know. I hadn’t planned on leaving this soon. I thought I still had time.”


  That basically meant he wasn’t.


  Coming.


  Back.


  She sank onto the bed. “Okay.” She didn’t want to cry, but felt the tears start anyway. “I’m sorry.”


  “No, I’m the one who’s sorry. I’m sorry our weekend is blown like this. I really wanted the time with you guys. Once I figure out what’s going on, I’ll be in touch and see what we can do.”


  He wouldn’t. He wasn’t meaning to lie to her, but she knew it. “Okay.”


  “You guys…you two are so special to me. You’re great, really. You have no idea what I feel for you.”


  Now she felt stupid, naive for wanting to tell him she loved him. “Thanks. You, too.”


  “Okay. Good-bye.”


  “Good-bye.” She ended the call and stared at the phone.


  Lucas sat next to her and draped an arm around her shoulders.


  “He’s not coming back, is he?” she whispered.


  He nuzzled her head. “I wish I could say yes, but I have a feeling no.”


  She closed her eyes and cried.


  Chapter Fourteen


  


  On Thursday, six days after Nick left their life, Leigh was sitting at her desk at work and ruminating on how quiet and…well, not empty, but that their evenings now had a gaping void in them that was never evident before.


  She sensed those feelings in Lucas, too.


  She especially missed the text messages from Nick. She’d sent him a couple, but received no responses. When she called him, it went straight to voice mail.


  No e-mails from him, either.


  Maybe he wasn’t as into us as he claimed to be. Awfully suspicious he won’t even return a text message.


  It was like she hadn’t received any closure, a chance to properly say good-bye to him. She got it if he had to leave, but the whole situation seemed…off, somehow.


  The office felt claustrophobic, stifling. She grabbed her purse at lunch and decided to head out to downtown and grab something there. As she was walking to her car, she heard a man call her name.


  “Ms. Shultz? Leigh Shultz?”


  She clutched her purse more tightly against her as she fisted her keys in her right hand, one sticking out between her first and second fingers as Lucas had taught her.


  The guy hurrying toward her appeared to be carrying a cell phone. “Who are you?” she asked, stepping back.


  “Carter Dempsey, with TMZ.com. Can I ask you a few questions about your relationship with Trevor Nichols?”


  The question not only caught her off-guard, she had problems processing it. “Who?”


  “Trevor Nichols. The actor.” He swiped through his phone and held it up. On the screen, a black and white still from what looked like a security camera, of her and Lucas getting out of her car in the parking lot of Nick’s building. He swiped through again and showed another still, this time of the three of them, of Nick kissing her good-night at his door, then one of him kissing Lucas good-night. And another security camera still, of the three of them, in the elevator at one of the hotels they’d used early in their trysts.


  “I…I don’t know what you’re talking about.” But in her brain, a bunch of puzzle pieces had suddenly and painfully slipped into place.


  “Look, Ms. Schultz, I don’t want to cause you any trouble, but there’s an easy way to do this, and a difficult way. We’ve got several security camera shots of you and Lucas Howell entering the building where Trevor Nichols rented a condo using a credit card from an LLC he controls. As well as footage of you and Mr. Howell going to his unit.”


  He held up his phone. “Lots of footage. His real name’s Nicholas Trevorsky.” The man’s gaze narrowed. “I can arrange a hefty sum, if you’ll give us an exclusive on what your relationship is with him, or any private details you can share with us. We can even leave you listed as ‘an anonymous source close to the actor,’ if you can provide us with some candid photos or juicy gossip, along with concrete proof.”


  She felt like she was going to throw up. “I have no idea what you’re talking about,” she said again, hoping he’d just go away.


  “We tracked your cars, yours and Mr. Howell’s, by the license plates in the security videos. An informant who works at the complex is the one who put everything together and tipped us off. We can do this the easy way, or the hard way.”


  She turned and headed for her car, her hands and legs shaking so badly now she was afraid she might end up flat on her face.


  Which would, no doubt, end up on TV and the Internet, too.


  She got in, slammed the door shut, locking it for good measure before she put the key in the ignition and started it.


  The man had followed her, and it looked like he was now videotaping her with his phone. She pulled out of the space and headed toward US 41.


  So much for a quiet lunch.


  Aware that she would likely be followed, she took a couple of side streets and, sure enough, there was a car staying on her tail.


  Dammit.


  Instincts kicked in. She glanced at her gas gauge to see how much she had before making a U-turn and heading south. She knew where Ed Payne’s office was, even though she’d never needed to use his services before.


  But if she ever needed an attorney, now sounded like the right time.


  She tried to shake the car following her, but they tenaciously stayed on her tail. As she approached another stop light that had changed to yellow, she floored it, switching lanes and passing the car in front of her while at the same time catching the pursuer off-guard. The car she’d passed slammed on their brakes to stop for the intersection while she sailed on through just before it turned red, and her pursuer rear-ended the other car.


  Hopefully, no one was seriously hurt, but she needed advice.


  Fast.


  Before she reached Ed’s office, she called Lucas’ cell phone and left him a message. “This is an emergency, and no, I’m not hurt. But you have to call me as soon as you get this voice mail.”


  Fortunately, Ed’s office was in a building that also had parking in the rear. She pulled around back and found a spot there. As she sat there and realized she should have been back to the office fifteen minutes earlier, she swore.


  The receptionist, Kelley, answered as soon as she called. “Hey,” Leigh said without preamble, “This is Leigh. I’ve had a family emergency come up. I won’t be back in today. Can you please tell everyone?”


  “Oh, what happened?”


  “Um, I’m still trying to sort everything out. And I have to go talk to Lucas and tell him.” That much was true, at least. “And I won’t be in tomorrow, either.”


  “Okay, no problem. I’ll clear your appointments. I hope everything is okay?”


  “I hope so, too. Thanks. See you on Monday.”


  Lucas likely wouldn’t be able to call her until his lunch break in twenty minutes.


  Now that she had time to breathe, to think, the weight of everything slammed home, leaving her feeling like a total idiot.


  Of course Nick had reminded her of someone. How many times had she and Lucas watched one of Trevor Nichols’ movies and both of them lusted after the hunky star with the blue eyes?


  Did he use us?


  Was that it? The sudden departure, maybe he realized the press were onto him, and it wasn’t a sudden “problem with a business deal” that had called him back to California sooner than expected.


  I’m a fucking idiot.


  Had they simply been research for a movie? He’d never said anything to them about what exactly he did or his life out there, other than he was a writer. He’d given them the impression it was screenwriting, but he’d never elaborated.


  And if she remembered correctly, Trevor Nichols’ parents had died when he was in college, too.


  She wanted to cry, to scream, to rail. Instead, she glanced around before getting out of her car, locking it and practically sprinting into the building.


  The receptionist frowned when Leigh burst into the lobby as if a thousand demons were on her tail.


  “Please,” Leigh said, “is Ed here? This is an emergency. I really need to speak to him.”


  The receptionist sat back. “Whom may I tell him is here?”


  “It’s okay,” she heard Ed say from a hallway. When Leigh looked, she spotted his head peeking out one of the doors. “I thought that was you, Leigh. I saw you run past my window. Janet, please reschedule my next appointment for later this afternoon.” He waved Leigh down to his office door, which he opened for her.


  That was when the tears started. The next thing she knew, she was seated on a sofa in his office with a wad of tissues in her hand as she tearfully blurted out the whole story to him.


  He slowly nodded, holding the box of tissues and offering her more when she rendered the latest ones in her hand completely sodden.


  “So let me get this straight,” Ed said. “You and Lucas were involved with the Trevor Nichols? The actor?”


  She tearfully nodded. “We didn’t know it was him. He’d cut and dyed his hair and he wore glasses.”


  “Did that guy who was waiting for you at the office follow you here?”


  She shook her head and told him about the evasion.


  He took a deep breath. “Okay. So we need to—”


  Leigh’s phone rang, interrupting him. She looked at it. “It’s Lucas.” She burst into tears again.


  Ed held out his hand for her phone. “I’ll talk to him.”


  She handed the phone over to him and he answered it. “Hi, Lucas? It’s Ed Payne…”


  She quietly cried as she listened to Ed telling the story. Now she felt like even more of an idiot for not recognizing Nick.


  Trevor, she reminded herself.


  Well, then again, he was both. Which one was real?


  Maybe neither of them had been real.


  She finally tuned back into the conversation as Ed was wrapping things up. “Okay, we’ll see you shortly. Be careful leaving the school…Okay, good point. See you.”


  He ended the call and returned to her, sitting again and trading her the box of tissues for her phone. “He’s on his way.”


  “What if they’re waiting for him, too?”


  “The teachers’ lot is fenced and gated,” he said. “You have to have a parking pass. He said he’ll keep an eye out for anyone trying to tail him.”


  “What am I going to do?” she asked. “If the press goes to my office and asks questions about me and Lucas, they might fire me! They don’t even know Lucas is gay! They damn sure don’t know about our BDSM activities. And what about the school board? Lucas being gay isn’t a problem, but if they find out about our BDSM stuff, they might fire him!”


  “Hold on,” Ed said. “Don’t panic. Yes, this might be bad, but it sounds like they don’t know about the BDSM stuff, or they would have outright said so. That’s something they wouldn’t hesitate to strong-arm you about. Which leads me to believe they’re on a fishing expedition. They’ve probably talked to several people from that building already. If they had any information like that on the three of you, they would have already run with it to make sure they had a scoop, and asked questions later.”


  “Cripes, what a nightmare.”


  “It’s nothing more than an unfounded rumor right now,” Ed cautioned. “They’re used to trying to rattle people to get information. You did the right thing, coming to me and not talking to him.”


  She still felt like she’d been punched in the gut. “I’m just…I’m stunned. I feel like an idiot and wonder now if we were just research for him for a role or something.”


  “You need to try to call him again.”


  “I doubt he’ll answer.” Her emotional pain at Nick’s departure had been tripled by the betrayal. Quadrupled.


  I’ll have to ask Sir Nerd what is more than quadrupled.


  “Maybe not, but try.”


  She stared at her phone. “What good will that do?”


  She wasn’t even sure she wanted to talk to Nick. Trevor. Whatever his name was. If he’d so callously fled back to California without telling them any of the truth, did he even have feelings for them? Maybe everything had been a lie, a cruel role he was playing in preparation for something bigger.


  “This is a serious problem, Leigh. He needs to know the personal devastation that will happen if he decides to open up and talk to the press about this. He needs to know he absolutely cannot name the two of you.”


  “He…” She stopped cold. She’d been about to say, “He wouldn’t do that,” but the truth was, she didn’t know what he would or wouldn’t do.


  Not when she hadn’t even really known who he was to start with.


  “I’d rather let Sir do it,” she quietly said.


  Ed let out a sigh. “Do you have any cash on you?”


  “What?”


  “Seriously.”


  That was right. They’d have to figure out how to pay the man. She pawed through her purse and found a couple of crumpled ones. “Just this. Unless you want a credit card.”


  He took them, smoothing them out. “Perfect. I’ll take the case.” He smiled. “Don’t worry, this will be as pro bono as I can make it. I won’t lie and say I won’t enjoy the free publicity it’ll give me and my office, but this way, I work for you and Lucas, and attorney-client privilege protects you.”


  “Oh. Thanks.”


  “We’ll get you two through this. And if bad things happen as a result of this, I’ll make sure we file a lawsuit against him for your financial losses. Likely, he’ll settle quickly and out of court just to make it go away, but it’ll give you guys some firm financial footing until you can rebuild your lives.”


  She shivered, despite the warm afternoon. It was an internal chill, not from the office’s AC units. “You think it’ll get that bad?”


  “I’m not going to lie to you, it could. Let’s see what shakes out.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Lucas cited a family emergency, arranged coverage for his afternoon classes, and to take Friday off, too. He went through these motions in a numb sort of haze, the news Ed broke to him still sinking in.


  Part of him was afraid to go out to the parking lot, for fear of who might follow him.


  Part of him feared for their future together, his and Leigh’s. Losing Nick felt like losing a part of them, and he wasn’t sure the phantom-limb syndrome would heal soon enough for them to recover. Especially now that it turned out Nick might not have been real to start with.


  I never should have played with him.


  Thinking back to that first night, the munch… Hell, he and Leigh had been talking about marriage on the way over to the restaurant!


  Now their life lay in turmoil, and he knew Leigh felt the same way.


  Man, I fucked things up.


  He slung his laptop bag’s strap over his shoulder, donned sunglasses, and headed out of the building. With his keys in his hand, he angled out and away from his car at first, looking around to see if there were any lurkers.


  He didn’t spot anyone, but he stopped behind a van, stooping down and peering through its tinted windows toward the front gate.


  There was a car parked out there, on the street, and it looked like someone was sitting in it, but that could easily be anyone. A parent waiting for a student with an early release for a doctor’s appointment, maybe. Anything.


  Keeping low, he moved quickly between rows, back to his car, opening it and getting in, glancing around again.


  The car still sat parked on the street outside the gate.


  He knew he couldn’t sit there all day on a maybe. Leigh needed him.


  He buckled up, got the car started, and backed out of the space. In the mornings and afternoons, the exit gate to the teachers’ lot was left open and unlocked, and a moving arm was used for the entrance gate. But while school was in session, the gates were closed, and you couldn’t enter them unless you had an RF tag, or had a four-digit access code to get inside. When he paused for the gate to roll open to let him out, he turned left, away from where the car waited. It would mean a longer way around through one-way streets to get back to the main road, but it would be a quick tell.


  Sure enough, the car pulled out, turned around, and started following him.


  He ducked through a couple of back streets, finally losing the other car when he pulled into a Publix parking lot and parked, shutting the car off and ducking down. The pursuer kept going, brake lights coming on when the driver realized his quarry had slipped away, finally making a right turn onto US 41.


  He pulled out a different entrance, hurrying back to the east and toward I-75. It’d mean a much longer drive, but he could go fast, bypass traffic, and would likely miss being spotted by his pursuer.


  Before he arrived at Ed’s, he paused in another shopping center parking lot, waited a few minutes, then circled around twice, watching for tails before he finally went to Ed’s. When he finally pulled into the parking lot at Ed’s office, he drove around back and saw Leigh’s car parked there.


  The receptionist waved him right through when he gave his name. Leigh looked up when he walked in, bursting into a fresh round of what looked like several rounds of tears, based on how red and puffy her nose and eyes appeared.


  He sank to the couch, enveloping her in his arms. “Shh, it’s okay, babe. We’ll get through this.”


  “What if they talk to my work? Or yours? What are we going to do? Why didn’t he tell us?”


  Feeling helpless, he looked at Ed.


  “I want you to try calling him,” Ed said. “Leigh wanted to wait until you got here so you could do it.”


  Anger filled him. “Not sure I have anything to say to him right now. Nothing good, at least.”


  Ed calmed him, explaining why the call needed to be made.


  Lucas couldn’t argue with Ed’s logic.


  They’d never asked to be dragged into the spotlight. Lucas wasn’t an idiot. He knew how vicious paparazzi could be, just from seeing news stories.


  Their lives were private. They didn’t want to be stalked by photographers looking for a money shot, their lives under scrutiny, their friends left vulnerable…


  Shit. “Guess we won’t be going to the club again anytime soon. Or to the munches. Or pretty much anywhere.”


  “Make the call,” Ed said. “The sooner, the better.”


  Chapter Fifteen


  


  Nick was sitting in his living room, laptop balanced on his thighs and staring at the breaking news ticker on TMZ.com, when the phone rang.


  Not his regular cell phone, but the special one. The one he’d used for Leigh and Lucas. He kept it on the coffee table, unable to toss the phone.


  He knew he should ditch the number—and the phone—but he hadn’t had the heart yet. He still looked at the texts from Leigh and Lucas.


  He felt like an utter shit for the way he’d had to leave, without being able to tell them the truth about who he was, but he needed to protect them. He couldn’t risk anyone tracking him to them, exposing them.


  If he’d realized in the beginning how sensitive their position was to start with, he never would have let things get as far as they had. He was too caught up in the new, the shiny, as Tilly would say.


  When he looked at the phone, the screen read Lucas.


  Dammit.


  He hadn’t responded to Lucas or Leigh’s texts and voice mails. After a few days of radio silence, he’d hoped they were moving on, even though the thought of never seeing them again painfully twisted a knife in his guts.


  He’d be lying if he said he wasn’t in love with them. Both of them. He missed what they’d had together, and not just the sex. He missed having Lucas as his Dominant, and Leigh as his playmate. His partner.


  He missed them.


  Finally, voice mail kicked in. Or Lucas hung up.


  But when the voice mail chime sounded, and a notification popped up, Nick’s heart raced a little more.


  I shouldn’t listen to it.


  He swiped through to the app. It was thirty seconds long, so wasn’t like Lucas stayed on just long enough to hear the message before hanging up.


  He’d said something.


  It felt like forever before he finally made the decision and played the message.


  The sound of the man’s voice filled and warmed Nick…right before his words chilled him.


  “Hey, Nick, or Trevor, or whatever the hell your real name is. I need you to call me back ASAP. Some reporter showed up at Leigh’s work this afternoon and chased her. I had one waiting for me outside the school. They apparently have video footage and pictures of us coming and going from your condo and are threatening to out us. Thanks for the heads-up and leaving us hung out to dry. Guess you Hollywood big shots don’t need to work, but we sure as hell do. If you don’t call me back to deal with this, you can call 941-555-8642 and talk to our attorney, Ed Payne. Bye.”


  Horror filled him.


  Shit!


  He had thought—prayed—that he had left Sarasota soon enough to prevent anyone from seriously catching his trail. Or catching on to the fact that he’d been seeing Leigh and Lucas.


  Dammit!


  He played the voice mail again. He felt like shit about this. He didn’t want them hurt by what he’d done.


  Not when he’d fallen in love with them.


  He knew what Clark would tell him if he called him and asked for help and advice—fuck ’em. That, legally, there was nothing Nick was responsible for.


  Shit happened. They were adults. That if he wanted to give them some hush money for this, he’d be opening himself up to a precedent of handing out money to anyone who yelled loudly enough, an invitation to fake claims.


  But in his heart, Nick felt beyond heartsick. That didn’t even come close to describing what he currently felt.


  He’d hurt the two people he loved, in more than one way. By lying to them, and now by exposing their private lives to public humiliation and not even being there by their side to take the brunt and protect them from a lifestyle he was used to. One far more vicious than a Dom wielding a cane.


  The Hollywood paparazzi.


  After thinking about it for a while, he picked up the phone and called Clark and his publicist and told them how he was handling it. Neither of them were happy about his decision to address it and release a public statement, but Nick wasn’t going to leave them hanging out to dry.


  Then he called the attorney, Ed Payne, to talk to him and let him know he’d be releasing a statement.


  Then he went online and started to do his research.


  


  * * * *


  


  Friday morning, Lucas went around and unplugged all their house phones. Fortunately, the press hadn’t managed to get their cell phone numbers—yet—but the house phone was ringing off the hook by seven a.m. When he’d walked out to get the paper, three guys standing on the street had run over to take his picture.


  He ignored them and gave silent thanks for having pulled on a T-shirt and shorts instead of walking out in a robe.


  When he returned inside, he pulled all the blinds shut, even the ones on the back side of the house.


  He didn’t want to take any chances.


  Leigh finally awakened a little after nine, eyes puffy from her tears the day before. She walked out and curled up in his lap on the couch.


  “Why’d he do this to us?” she whispered. “I thought he cared about us.”


  Lucas held her tightly, resting his chin on the top of her head. “So did I, sweetheart. I really did.”


  A little after ten, she received a call from her office. As her face fell, Lucas could tell it was bad news.


  “Okay,” she softly said. “I understand. We’ll come by Monday to clean out my desk and pick up my last check.” She ended the call, the phone dropping into her lap as she flopped over on her side on the couch and started crying.


  He didn’t need to be a mind reader. As he held her, he stroked her hair. “We’ll get through this, sweetheart,” he said. “I promise you, we will.”


  “I have to work. We can’t afford to live on just your salary.”


  “I know.”


  When her phone rang again a few minutes later, it was her mom calling.


  Lucas took the phone from Leigh and answered the call himself.


  “Lucas? What is going on? We’ve been getting strange calls all morning and—”


  “I know, Mom,” he said, glad, at least, that they had the familiarity. “It’s a long story, a complicated one, and the tabloids are trying to spin things up into something it’s not.”


  “What do I tell people?”


  “Nothing,” he said. “Tell them absolutely nothing.”


  Lucas thought the day might get a little less crazy, despite the refusal of the paparazzi outside to leave.


  Then around four o’clock, his own cell rang.


  The principal at his school.


  Leigh was dozing on the couch so he took the phone into his bedroom and shut the door before answering the call. “Hello?”


  “Hey, Lucas. It’s Deb Scorcini.”


  He closed his eyes, rubbing at his forehead. “Don’t bother with the formalities.”


  “Here’s the thing…”


  By the time he finished talking with her, he suspected it was only a matter of time before the ax dropped. She asked him not to come in Monday, to wait for her to call him to let him know if there was going to be any fallout.


  He didn’t tell Leigh, not wanting to worry her or stress her out any more than she already was.


  In his mind, he was already revamping his resume.


  


  * * * *


  


  Saturday evening, Lucas held her as they sat on the couch and watched the entertainment tabloid TV show talk about the official statement issued by Trevor Nichols’ publicist on Friday evening. That there was apparently some sort of misunderstanding, and that the two people he’d hired locally in Florida to help him with research, and with whom he was only friends, had been dragged through the mud by paparazzi looking for a story that wasn’t there. That he’d left Florida to preserve their privacy, since they weren’t public people, but apparently the paparazzi had latched onto them anyway. He requested that they be left alone, and that if anyone had any questions they direct them to his publicist.


  Lucas hoped the statement would be enough to save his job.


  Prayed it would.


  Leigh snorted. “So we were just ‘research.’”


  “I honestly don’t know, sweetheart.”


  “I thought he meant what he said to us.”


  “So did I. It wasn’t just you.”


  She went quiet for a moment. “Maybe he’s just saying that so the press drops it.”


  “Stop,” he gently said. “Don’t do that to yourself.” The truth was, it would be too easy for him to delude himself, too. To grab hold of that excuse and try to fool himself into thinking that.


  Nick was gone. If he’d ever really been there in the first place.


  Well, he’d been there, obviously, but Lucas didn’t know if the man had actually meant anything he’d said to them.


  Frankly, at that point, he didn’t care if Lucas had meant it. All he cared about was how much Leigh was hurting.


  And he wasn’t sure he could ever forgive the man for that.


  Chapter Sixteen


  


  It was a long, lonely, rough weekend. They told their friends who called not to come over, because they didn’t want the press going after them, too.


  Monday evening, Lucas sank onto the couch next to Leigh and pulled her into his arms. “Hey,” he softly said. “We’ll be okay. We have a little savings, and we’ll find new jobs. I know this sucks, but it’s not the end of the world.”


  “It sure feels like it,” she said. “I thought he cared about us. The way we…” She went silent and didn’t finish her statement.


  “The way we loved him,” Lucas said when she couldn’t. “It’s okay, sweetheart. I loved him, too. I did. There at the end, I was trying to figure out a way to talk him into staying here in Florida. Or maybe him moving here.”


  She kept her face pressed against his shoulder. “I love you,” she whispered. “Thank you for not giving up on me.”


  “Of course I’ll never give up on you. I love you, too.” He cupped her chin in his hands. “I think it’s time we have that wedding we’ve talked about.”


  She laughed, but it was anything but humorous. “Uh, we can’t afford one. Especially now.”


  “We can afford Loren and Ross and our friends at the club.”


  “I don’t want any of them near us right now. They can’t afford the exposure.”


  “Then I’ll talk to Seth and Leah. They live in a gated community. We drive somewhere else, make sure we don’t have a tail, and get a ride with someone. Easy.”


  “How do we do that?”


  He smiled. “I have an idea.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Lucas felt horrible for Leigh. While he’d hoped the call wouldn’t come, it had, just a little before noon. He’d expected to get fired just because of the parental moral outrage when the shit hit the fan.


  Okay, technically he didn’t get fired, he was asked to resign by the principal and not force an awkward school board hearing on the matter.


  It meant, at least, that they’d give him a good recommendation when he applied elsewhere. And his unused personal leave time would be paid out to him.


  Not that there was any school district close by who wouldn’t have heard about this already.


  He honestly hadn’t expected Leigh to get fired, too. Yes, he knew her bosses were conservative with a capital C, but it still hadn’t really sunk home until now. Especially since Nick—Trevor—had issued the statement about them. Tilly and Loren had gone by her office for her and picked up her things. They would store them for her at Tilly’s until the heat died down enough they could go get them.


  Leigh appeared broken in some ways, withdrawing from him, forced to withdraw from their friends. Maybe they would have to move just to find work. He was glad they were only renting their house now and hadn’t purchased one yet. With no jobs and no home ownership, they could pack and move and start over.


  Not that he wanted to do that. Their friends were here, even if right now they couldn’t associate with them out of fear of outing them.


  Well, they could associate with them, but not anywhere near the club, or at a fetish event. It had to be completely vanilla. Most of their friends were either out, or in circumstances that if they were outed, it wouldn’t harm them or their livelihood.


  Still, it wasn’t something they’d signed up for. He didn’t want to expose them.


  Yes, the statement Nick’s publicist had issued had helped in some ways. He barely noticed any paparazzi today compared to just a couple of days ago. It didn’t, however, eliminate the haze over their lives, the what-if, the taint that maybe something improper had been going on.


  And it didn’t get them their jobs back. He knew, because they’d both tried. Leigh had called her bosses that morning. When he’d talked to the principal, she’d said it didn’t matter, because they were already getting parent inquiries about it and his ability to teach was severely impaired because the students were talking about it.


  He had to find a way to pull Leigh out of her funk, and he hoped that maybe by going on with their lives, by moving forward, maybe that would happen.


  My poor mom’s not going to understand any of this. Explaining to Leigh’s parents might be a little tricky, but not nearly as confusing as his mom would react.


  Then again, she does want grandkids.


  What he hated most about all this mess, beyond the obvious, beyond the stress, beyond even the fact that they’d both had their hearts broken by someone it turned out they didn’t know at all, he hated that Leigh had lost that little spark. No light shone in her eyes now. He hadn’t heard her laugh in days.


  All because he hadn’t said no and walked away from Nick when they had the chance.


  Trevor.


  Whatever the fuck his name is.


  The only good thing about all this was he no longer had to worry about waking up alone because of his snoring. The nasal strips worked wonders. He wore one every night now, and Leigh awoke cuddled tightly against his side.


  He couldn’t even brag that he’d banged an A-list movie star in his life. He was too ashamed of having failed Leigh as her Master. That he left her open to being hurt. He knew she would disagree with that sentiment, that she’d signed on for this and had been just as attracted to Nick as he’d been.


  Trevor.


  Dammit.


  


  * * * *


  


  Even though Lucas knew she’d protest the expense, he still went out and bought a wedding band set the next day.


  The engagement ring he’d actually had for a while. He’d been out one day at the mall and a jeweler there had a sale. It’d almost been a whim, and he knew he could always give it to her as a Christmas or birthday present, but it’d felt right at the time.


  He knew he always wanted her in his life.


  Especially so now.


  That night, after making her dinner, he dropped to one knee in front of her on the couch and proposed.


  Her teary yes was a relief to hear, because part of him had still worried she might not want to go through with it.


  Might not want him any more after everything that had happened.


  He took care of the arrangements, knowing it’d have to be both vanilla and secret. After talking to Seth, Leah, Tilly, and Loren, they told him they’d take care of the arrangements and make sure to pass the word to their friends that it would be a vanilla affair.


  Only because of their parents.


  They managed to file for their marriage license without attracting any undue attention, either.


  Not that it helped Lucas and Leigh any in terms of getting new jobs. Leigh had already put in a bunch of applications at law firms from Tampa to Orlando to Naples. It was still too soon to tell yet, but she hadn’t received any rejections…yet.


  He was busy scouring the Internet job sites for any position where he could parlay his science teacher experience into a new career. Yes, by having Nick’s statement out there, that would help rehabilitate their reputations…eventually, but he still wasn’t sure.


  At least they could plan their wedding, and they decided it would be that Saturday. Two weeks after Nick had walked out of their lives.


  Then they could get on with the rest of their life, together, wherever life took them.


  


  * * * *


  


  Lucas had made plans to meet up with Mike and Jenny at the Sarasota Square mall if he felt they were being followed, but after leaving home early Saturday afternoon and driving around a little, including a parking stop in a grocery store’s lot, he didn’t spot anyone on their tail.


  Relief filled him. “I think we’re okay.”


  Leigh stared out the window. “That’s good.”


  He wanted to joke with her, tease her that for someone about to get married, she sure didn’t seem happy about it. He knew the truth—it wasn’t the wedding that had her down, it was the whole situation.


  At least she seemed a little less morose that morning.


  Progress, no matter how small, was always welcomed.


  Once Lucas was sure they weren’t being followed, he called Mike and let him know it was safe for them to continue on to Seth and Leah’s. The plan had been to go to the mall, lose their tail inside, exit a different entrance, and ride with Mike and Jenny.


  He was glad it hadn’t been necessary. He hated having their lives, their privacy, under scrutiny they didn’t invite.


  Damn that man.


  And damn him for not having the balls to talk to them directly. To chicken out and leave them swinging in the air.


  Then again, maybe that was just how they did things in Hollywood, big stars leaving a trail of destroyed people in their wake.


  How could I be so wrong about him?


  He’d really felt they had something, had a connection. And Leigh, too. It wasn’t like he was alone in this. They’d both fallen for Nick.


  Too bad Nick was an illusion, an act. Nothing more than a role. He’d played it well, too. And it sucked that now Lucas couldn’t even watch Nick’s movies without wanting to cry.


  Never. Again.


  Nope. He wouldn’t put his heart on the line—or Leigh’s. From now on, it was just the two of them. Maybe they’d still play with people on occasion, after getting to know them damn well first, but no more partners. He didn’t need anyone but Leigh, anyway.


  Leigh reached across the seat and laid her hand on his thigh. He gently took her hand in his. “We’ll be okay, sweetheart. I promise. I know it looks kind of bleak now, but we’ll get through this and be stronger for it in the long run.”


  “Yes, Sir,” she softly said.


  He gently squeezed her hand. “Remember, our parents will be there today. Don’t say that in front of them.”


  “I know. But it makes me feel better.”


  His heart broke a little more. “Then do what you need to do. I’ll cover it somehow.”


  They’d never had a public collaring, but he knew what the next part of this plan needed to entail. He’d already made an appointment for them later that night, a wedding gift of sorts, a full commitment.


  He was going to get her right ankle tattooed, the way he’d been playfully threatening for months. He already knew she wanted it. It would look like a dainty ankle bracelet, with his initials dangling on the inside and contained within a flower, small enough they’d be difficult to make out unless someone was close enough to look hard.


  And if they were that close to her ankle, they’d already know all about him and her, and wouldn’t be asking awkward questions.


  Being married, at least, made it logical she’d have his initials there.


  When they arrived at the gate to Seth and Leah’s house, he drove past it as a precaution.


  “Did you mean to do that, Sir?” she asked.


  “Yes, just checking.” He drove down to the next intersection, made a U-turn, and headed back.


  No one duplicated his path, or even slowed down or pulled over as if to watch where they went.


  Satisfied that, no, they weren’t being tailed, he pulled in at the front gate and punched in the access code. Only when the gate swung shut behind them did he fully relax.


  


  * * * *


  


  There weren’t many cars at Seth and Leah’s yet. Lucas parked them close to the house, backed in so their license plate wasn’t visible unless someone was actually walking in the yard, snooping around. Once other cars arrived, their car wouldn’t even be visible from the road.


  She loved Lucas for setting this up, even though she wished he hadn’t spent the money on the set of rings. They’d sat down last night and worked up their budget. Slashing out all extras, and doing things like cutting back on their cable and cell phone packages, if they didn’t draw a paycheck for seven months, they’d still be okay.


  Not great, but okay.


  Surely they’d find something in seven months, even if it was just flipping burgers at a restaurant. Anything. Finding some sort of interim job, even if not replacing their current pay, would extend the length they could fiscally make it without drowning.


  They might even be able to move into a small apartment, saving them more money, although she hated like hell to downsize. It would mean either getting rid of things or paying to put them in storage, which defeated the purpose of downsizing to save money.


  While it was nice that the bad kind of excitement in their lives was dying down, it only served to emphasize the new hole in her heart where Nick had quickly taken up residence. Now she had time and energy to reflect on that.


  She and Lucas had agreed no more bed partners. It wasn’t worth the possible emotional carnage. She’d touched the stove and found it far too hot for her liking, thank you very much.


  She could have handled the hurt of Nick walking away from them if it hadn’t been for the betrayal of their trust in the process. Of them finding out who he really was via the press and not from him. She got it. She got why—or, at least she thought she did—he kept his identity a secret. And being brutally honest, had she simply run a Google search for his name, Trevor Nichols would have popped up at the top of the search results.


  She knew that because—belatedly—she’d done just that.


  And felt like even more of an idiot.


  I’ll never pick on Clark Kent again.


  Leah had the door open and stood there, waiting, as they walked up to their front porch.


  She pulled Leigh in for a long, strong hug. “How you doing, sweetie?”


  She swore she wouldn’t cry today. Not any tears that couldn’t be mistaken for tears of happiness in the natural course of events.


  “I’m hanging in there.”


  Leah gave Lucas a kiss on the cheek. “Come on in. Loren and Ross are here, and so are Eliza and Rusty.”


  Apparently they’d brought the trellis arbor over from the club that saw frequent use for collaring ceremonies. It’d been decorated in real jasmine and ribbons of purple and blue. She loved purple, and Lucas loved blue.


  “It’s gorgeous,” Leigh said, hugging Leah again. “Thank you so much.”


  “Don’t thank me, thank Tilly. She kind of took over.”


  “Tilly? Taking over? Here’s my shocked face,” Loren snarked as she joined them, pressing her lips together in a straight, even line before she hugged Leigh and Lucas. “She had fun.”


  “Where are they?” Lucas asked.


  “They’ll be here soon,” Loren assured them. “She’s picking up the cake.”


  “Cake?” Leigh turned to Lucas.


  “Yes, cake,” he said with a smile. “I’m pulling the Dom card. I know you wanted to save money, but I put it on the credit card. We just won’t be using it for a while as we pay it down every month.”


  Leigh’s parents had offered to contribute to the wedding expenses, but she’d politely declined. She was an adult, for chrissake. It wasn’t like she was some young, virginal bride.


  Today, she wore a sundress with blue and purple flowers on it, one of Lucas’ favorites. He’d picked it out, and the sandals she’d wear. She knew he had something else in store for her that night, but she already knew it wasn’t a trip to the club. She’d outright asked him that, and he’d told her no, but he had something else in mind.


  Beyond that, he refused to say.


  She hoped he wasn’t going to spend money on them staying at a hotel or something overnight. Then again, he hadn’t told her to pack anything, and hadn’t packed anything for her.


  Most of their friends had already arrived early by the time her parents and Lucas’ mom arrived. All three of their parents looked a little confused, understandably, but didn’t voice it out loud.


  They were happy their kids were finally getting hitched.


  And Lucas’ mom didn’t hesitate to hint around about grandchildren.


  Not that they could afford any. They’d both lost their health insurance when losing their jobs. Another logical reason getting married made sense—if one of them got a job before the other, being married meant being eligible for health benefits. And they’d save money when they filed their taxes.


  She wished she could shut off her logical brain, but it just wasn’t happening.


  Kel and Mal were handling the photography and videotaping the ceremony for them. Free. Kel had insisted on that, saying that it was their wedding present to the newlyweds. And he’d even told them that if they ever needed a place to live to save money, the apartment over by Venture was available.


  It might be an offer she’d have to take him up on sooner rather than later, but she’d rather wait until she was sure they were no longer the target of paparazzi before doing that. It wouldn’t be good to live on the other side of the building from the BDSM club they and their friends frequented.


  When it was time for the ceremony, everyone gathered on the lanai, with Loren presiding over the ceremony.


  “Friends and family, we’re gathered here today to celebrate the col—union of Lucas and Leigh.”


  When Leigh looked, she spotted the playful sparkle in Loren’s eyes, especially since several of their friends suddenly started coughing to mask what suspiciously sounded like laughter.


  Yes, that had been deliberate. Leigh had no doubts about that.


  She glanced at Lucas and spotted the way his mouth was quirked in a half-smile, his struggles not to break out in laughter finally raising her spirits for the first time since everything happened.


  This is my wedding day, dammit. It’s supposed to be fun.


  She took a deep breath and smiled.


  He squeezed her hands, hard, and mouthed, Thank you.


  Loren continued. “Those of us who’ve known them for a while know the special bond they share, the love they have for each other. It’s been an honor knowing them and I’m sure I speak for everyone when I say we’re glad we can be part of your special day…”


  Leigh took another deep breath as she stared into Lucas’ eyes. Yes, she loved him and, unlike someone who should probably remain nameless in her mind, she had no doubts he’d be there for her for the long haul, dependable, her rock.


  He had been already, for years.


  Lucas wouldn’t have asked her to marry him if he didn’t think he could live up to the role as her husband. Just like he wouldn’t have collared her as his slave if he hadn’t thought he was up for the responsibility of being her Master.


  Sure, the immediate future might be a little rocky for them, but she had every confidence that, together, they’d make it through to the other side and be better, stronger for it.


  As they took their vows, she realized this was exactly where she needed to be, and who she needed to be with.


  “…I now pronounce you husband and wife. You may kiss your bride.” Loren leaned in and whispered, “Or your slave, your call.”


  Lucas smiled as he pulled Leigh close, kissing her, one hand lightly cupping the back of her neck as he did.


  She had to fight the urge to drop to her knees. It didn’t feel right that this was happening and he wasn’t able to put a collar on her, too.


  She had her necklace, though.


  Perhaps he’d even followed her silent train of thought, because after he kissed her, he reached out with one finger and touched the pendant on her necklace and whispered, “Mine.”


  She smiled. “Yours.”


  Chapter Seventeen


  


  Fortunately, their parents had already left by the time Lucas called it an evening so he could get Leigh to the next part of their wedding night. And either he hadn’t spilled the beans to any of their friends, or he’d successfully sworn them all to secrecy, because no one was talking, if they even knew his plans.


  “So, where are we going?” she asked as they headed away from Seth and Leah’s.


  “Nope,” he said, smiling. “Mrs. Howell, you shall see when we arrive.”


  She settled back in the seat and held her left hand up, looking at the engagement and wedding rings and not really believing they were there. “Why do I have a feeling I’m in for a looong night?”


  “Worried?”


  “I didn’t say that. But I know you.”


  “Then you should know it’ll be memorable.”


  “That’s what I’m afraid of.”


  “Patience, sweetheart. This is what you signed up for.”


  “I know. It’s one of the things I love about you.”


  When he pulled in at the tattoo shop, she knew. The thrill running through her was equal parts desire and fear. Yes, the thought of permanently wearing his ownership on her body was not just a hot fantasy he could use to prime her pump during play, but was something she really wanted him to do.


  It looked like he was about to check that fantasy off the bucket list for her. One of many he’d helped her scratch out over their time together in this dynamic.


  When he shut the car off, he turned to her. “Ready?”


  “You’ve already picked out the design, haven’t you?”


  “Of course. Don’t worry, it’s discreet, and tasteful.” His smile faded. “And if anything happens, something you can easily have altered.”


  “Hey, don’t talk like that.” She reached over and palmed his cheek. “Buddy, you’re stuck with me for life. It’s you and me against the world. I don’t care what anyone says, I love you, and being with you feels right. Not just as your wife, but as your slave. Being your slave is more important to me.”


  “Too bad the IRS doesn’t agree.”


  “Fuck ‘em,” she joked. “They’ve got sticks up their asses.”


  “Or they need sticks up their asses.”


  “The point is, yes, I’m scared. Terrified. But I trust you. I have faith in you. Nothing can shake that. If we’ve made it through this, I think we can handle pretty much anything life throws at us.”


  He laid his hand over hers and turned his face to kiss her palm. “Thank you, sweetheart. You have no idea how much that means to me. I hope I never break your trust.”


  “If you were going to, it would have happened long before now. I think it’s safe for me to give you my heart. And everything else.” She smiled. “Property of Sir.”


  “How’d you guess?” He waggled his eyebrows at her. She must have made a face, because he immediately followed that with, “I’m kidding, sweetheart. Let’s get inside.”


  


  * * * *


  


  If Leigh had freaked out at the last moment and absolutely refused to get tattooed, of course he would have backed off and let her not get it.


  He wouldn’t, however, deny how gratifying it was to see her nervous lower-lip biting turn into a delighted smile when the tattoo artist revealed the design to her.


  She looked up at Lucas, her eyes bright, and a smile on her face he wish he could also make permanent. “I love it, Sir. Thank you.”


  He leaned in and kissed her. “You thank me now. Wait until he starts in on you.”


  “I can use numbing cream on her,” the guy said.


  Lucas looked to Leigh. “Your call, sweetheart.”


  She nodded. “I’m no dummy.”


  They got started, Lucas holding her hand, his thumb stroking her knuckles as the tattoo artist first inked in the lines before starting on the shading. Two hours later, the design was complete and she let out a relieved breath as she finally looked at it.


  He was wrong. Her earlier smile paled in comparison to the one she flashed him when she saw the design inked on her flesh. She pulled him in for a long, slow kiss. “I love it.”


  They received instructions on how to care for it, then headed home.


  At the front door, Lucas stopped her, scooping her up and carrying her in.


  She giggled. “Really?”


  “Hey, I want to do this right.” He carried her into the bedroom, gently laying her on the bed, before he went out to lock the front door. When he returned, he stretched out beside her. “We’ve got the rest of our lives together now,” he said. “I promise you, we’ll be okay.”


  She nodded, but the sad look on her face made him almost wish he hadn’t said anything.


  He took his time undressing her, kissing her flesh as he bared it, spending long, slow minutes between her thighs, building her up, not letting her get over. Once she was fully naked and squirming under his hands, he got out of bed and stripped before rejoining her. He stretched out over her, sliding his cock inside her before pinning her wrists over her head.


  Staring down at her, he said, “Come for me, girl. Give me what’s mine.”


  He knew she was close, and he had patience. He slowly fucked her, waiting her out, drawing her closer and closer while holding back his own release. It wouldn’t take him long to catch up like this. It never did.


  She caught her lower lip under her teeth, gorgeous, beautiful, helpless. He loved everything about her and knew he might regret many things in his life, but marrying her would never be one of them.


  When she started to come, he felt it, her body squeezing him as her eyes fell shut. That was when he started fucking her, pounding into her, making her gasp with pleasure as he finally let go and came with her. When he finished, he rolled to his side, taking her with him, holding her in his arms.


  He felt her tears before he saw them, quiet, gentle tremors before her body started shaking. He held her, not talking, waiting her out.


  Finally, she whispered, “Thank you, Sir.”


  He tightened his embrace. “It’s you and me, baby. No one and nothing can break us. I promise.”


  When she finally fell asleep in his arms a little later, he slid out of bed and made another check of the doors and windows, just in case.


  He hated that he was now paranoid.


  Because of him.


  Because he’d dared trust someone beside Leigh and they’d gotten their hearts ripped out, their lives destroyed.


  Never again. It didn’t matter what he’d said to her, never again would he allow anyone to come between them. He would spend the rest of his life making this up to her, making up for his decision to let Nick into their lives in the first place. A decision he wished he could take back.


  Not just because Nick had broken his heart, but mostly because he’d made Leigh cry and had broken her in a way Lucas didn’t even know how to begin healing.


  Chapter Eighteen


  


  The hardest part for Nick was keeping the plan secret. Clark had only gone along with it when Nick promised him he’d still be fulfilling his contractual obligations. He’d needed Clark’s help to put everything into motion without alerting the press to it.


  He couldn’t tell Lucas and Leigh. He didn’t know if they’d even speak to him, much less still want him, but he couldn’t risk the press finding out any of this and springing the news on them before he had everything ready.


  When he showed up at Ed Payne’s office first thing Monday morning, a little over three weeks after leaving Florida before, at first Nick wasn’t sure the attorney would speak with him, either.


  But after Nick went through everything, handed Ed Payne the paperwork and Payne’s paralegal notarized the contract, the man’s expression softened.


  “I can’t and won’t force them to accept this, Nick.”


  “I know. And I understand that. I hope they’ll see that I’m sincere about this. The money and the house is theirs, regardless.”


  “Why?”


  He blew out a weary breath. “I know they got married. But I love them and I miss them. I wasn’t just using them. I fell in love with both of them. When I left, I thought I was protecting them. I want to make amends, of course. Plus I want to see if there’s still any room for me in their life. But this deal is for them regardless of whether or not they accept me back.”


  “I’m not going to lie to you. They will need this if they have trouble finding new jobs.”


  “I know. But if they do accept the deal, they’ll have jobs. Guaranteed. They’ll be my business partners.”


  “They’ve never done this before, as far as I know.”


  “I know they haven’t, but I know them. They’re perfect, and they can learn everything they need to. I can teach them, or get help from people who can teach us together. Please, give them this.”


  Ed Payne sat back and studied Nick from across the desk. Then he slowly shook his head. “Do you have any idea how badly they were hurt by all of this?”


  “I can only imagine. I take full responsibility for it.”


  “They think you just used them.”


  “I didn’t. I never expected to fall in love with them. Like I said, I thought I was protecting them when I left. I thought the press would follow me, not hound them. I never wanted them to come to any harm.”


  “So what will your cover story be now, on the long-shot they accept this offer?”


  “They’re my personal assistants. Everyone in Hollywood has at least one. One of my friends has five, and each one handles a different aspect of his life for him. One handles nothing but his schedule and answers his phone, and one of them is a PA for the other four PAs. My manager has been begging me, for years, to get one. I never wanted one before because I valued my privacy. The press usually leaves them alone because they’re not stars, and they know the PAs always sign confidentiality agreements. It won’t look strange, them being with me everywhere I go.”


  “I’ll call them and ask them to come in. Are you going to hang around, or what number do I call you at after I’m finished talking with them?”


  “May I stay?”


  “I think it’d be best if they didn’t see you when they get here. Let me present everything to them first, then I’ll call you in. You can hang out in the conference room.” He reached for the phone on his desk. “Let me call them first to make sure they can even make it.”


  Five minutes later, Nick’s pulse raced. They were on their way, would arrive in about half an hour. Ed had his assistant clear his calendar of morning appointments.


  He pointed a finger at Nick. “By the way, I’m going to bill you for all my services. For them before, and for this now. I was working for them for free as a personal favor to them. But since you’re so eager to throw cash around, you can pick up the tab for them.”


  Nick smirked as he fished his wallet out of his pants and handed over a black AmEx. “There you go. Charge away. I don’t care how much it is. Overcharge me, if you want. There’s something like a million-dollar limit on that card, I think. I’ve never tested that, though.”


  Ed stared at the credit card on his desk for a moment before he picked it up. “You really are serious, aren’t you?”


  “Totally. My life is miserable without them in it. I honestly believe this is my last and only shot for true happiness. Money means nothing to me if I don’t have them in my life to share it with me. I can afford to take care of them. I want to take care of them. They deserve it.”


  Ed stood, the credit card in his hand. “You fuck them over, I’ll keep you tied up in court until you’re ninety.”


  Nick held up his hands. “I swear I won’t do that to them.”


  Ed sharply nodded before going out, presumably to charge the card.


  A moment later, Nick’s phone chirruped as he received an e-mail notification from the credit card company.


  A charge for twenty-five thousand dollars, paid to Payne Law Group.


  Nick smirked. That was actually less than he’d anticipated the lawyer charging him. He didn’t care. It was a small price to pay. Hell, considering the size of his savings, everything he’d put together in the past couple of days didn’t even put a noticeable dent in his bottom line. All his years of frugal living—comparatively speaking when considering Hollywood standards—had more than paid off.


  Now all he could do was pray that this gamble paid off, too.


  


  * * * *


  


  Lucas glanced over at Leigh when she spoke. “Do you think Ed heard back from him?” she asked. She wasn’t looking at him, but staring out the passenger window.


  She also didn’t need to specify who she was talking about. Lucas knew.


  His fingers tightened around the steering wheel. Ed hadn’t—wouldn’t—say what it was about, but his suspicion was that yes, Nick/Trevor had come through with some sort of deal.


  He only hoped it was enough to get them through this storm so they could put their lives back together and not some insulting pittance that would truly prove how little they’d meant to Nick after all.


  Trevor.


  Dammit.


  He hated the way Leigh rarely smiled anymore, despite all his attempts to cheer her. The way she’d withdrawn.


  The way she curled up in his arms and cried every night.


  He wanted to punch the sonofabitch for that more than anything. Yes, he’d been hurt, his heart broken, too, but he could deal with it.


  Leigh had paid an even higher emotional price. She’d always prided herself on being strong, independent, self-sufficient, and this had unexpectedly laid bare her tender, emotional underbelly in a way that had completely gutted her.


  His heart might be broken, but her soul had been broken, her trust destroyed.


  For that, Lucas wasn’t sure he could ever forgive Nick.


  When they arrived, the receptionist immediately showed them back to Ed’s office, where he stepped around the desk to greet them both with hugs.


  “So cut to the chase,” Lucas started as they settled into chairs. “What’s going on?”


  “Nick Trevorsky has presented me with a very…unusual offer.”


  “Unusual how?” Leigh asked.


  As Ed summarized, Lucas felt like he’d been punched in the gut a second time. After Ed finished, he stared at the two of them for a moment.


  “Well?” Ed asked.


  Lucas glanced at Leigh, who looked as stunned as he felt. “Is this for real?” he asked Ed.


  “Very. I’ve already gone over all the paperwork. The contract is notarized. The house has already been purchased, closed on, and quit-claimed into your names. And he’ll pay any income tax hit, too, as well as insurance and property taxes.”


  They sat there in silence for a moment, staring at each other. Leigh was obviously waiting on Lucas to say something.


  “I…” He closed his mouth, his train of thought totally derailed. He’d expected the movie star to come up with a few thousand dollars. Maybe in the five-digit range, perhaps even six. Long-shot, maybe a seven-digit dollar amount.


  This…


  “Is he serious?” Lucas asked.


  “I went through the paperwork,” Ed repeated. “Everything’s in order. He’s serious.”


  Leigh still stared at him, looking to him for guidance, leadership.


  A decision.


  Lucas felt like he’d been dropped into an emotional blender. He finally turned back to Ed. “What do you think?”


  “As your attorney, I can tell you that it appears to be a totally genuine offer. There aren’t any strings attached to it. Whether or not you want to accept it, well, I refuse to pressure you one way or the other. I’m your friend, and it’s too easy for me to inject my opinion. Professionally, I’ll tell you I see no fiscal or legal downside to this. No risk for either of you. If I thought this wasn’t a good deal, I would immediately counsel you not to accept it.”


  “But you’re not doing that,” Lucas said.


  “No. I’m not counseling you to reject the deal. I won’t pressure you into taking it, either. This isn’t a criminal matter where a plea deal has been offered. This is a civil matter, a contractual matter, a personal matter.”


  Lucas glanced at Leigh again. “When would this take effect?”


  “Immediately. I have the paperwork. The initial deposits will be wired to your accounts by this afternoon. And I have the deed to the house and other paperwork to give you.”


  “Wait, when did you find out about this?”


  Ed stood and rounded his desk, heading for the door. “Just this morning. Wait here.” He left.


  Leigh reached out for his hand and squeezed. “Do you think we should accept it?” she whispered.


  He was still trying to process it. A house, guaranteed. A cash payout to them regardless if they accepted the rest of the deal. If they accepted, guaranteed salaries for the next five years. Equal partners in the production company. All their living and travel expenses paid until they were able to take over full-time duties with the production company.


  Training.


  But it would mean…


  The door opened, then closed.


  Lucas felt the man’s presence even before Leigh’s sharp gasp alerted him. He didn’t have to turn to know who stood there.


  “Hey,” the man’s soft voice said.


  Chapter Nineteen


  


  In her heart, Leigh had thought she’d never again see Nick in the flesh. Only on the big or little screen, and even then she didn’t know if she had the heart to watch his films anymore.


  But to see him standing there, his hair back to its natural color, glasses on, a miserable look on his face…


  It was all she could do not to get up and run to him. And she hated that.


  He broke our hearts. Shattered our trust.


  Yet here she was, a heartsick puppy willing to let go again.


  She felt the anger, the fury, radiating off Lucas in the chair next to her, but he didn’t speak.


  Nick finally broke the silence. “I’m sorry. I left the way I did because a reporter was onto me. I thought by leaving that I was protecting you. I never imagined they had already traced you guys to me.”


  Lucas stood and faced him. “You’ve ruined our lives.”


  “Please, I love you both. Please let me make this right.”


  “You lied to us about who you were.”


  “I know. I was trying to protect you. I never thought things would lead to this. That I’d fall in love with you both, or that leaving would break my heart and yours.”


  She stared up at Lucas, afraid to say anything, afraid that it might tip Lucas the wrong way. She knew he was outraged more on her behalf than on his own, and she loved him to death for it.


  But part of her didn’t want to let Nick go, either, and she knew Lucas felt the same way. Although his love was now buried under layers of anger and pain.


  Lucas snapped his fingers. Nick fluidly stepped forward, dropping to his knees in front of Lucas, head bowed.


  For several long, tense moments, neither man spoke. Leigh realized she was holding her breath when her lungs screamed and she softly gasped for air.


  “Why are you doing this?” Lucas finally asked. “Why all of this?”


  Nick didn’t raise his head. “Because I love you, Sir. And I love Leigh. And even if you don’t want me back, I want you two taken care of and able to make your way. It’s my fault that all this happened. I take full responsibility for it. I’m so sorry. I know those are weak words, but if you allow me back into your lives, I promise I’ll spend the rest of our lives together making it up to both of you and showing you both how much I love you.”


  The prickle of tears in her eyes made Leigh look down for a moment, trying to brush them away before Lucas spotted them.


  “If we’re in the public eye like that,” Lucas finally said, “it basically means we can never associate with our friends at the club again. It’ll put them at too much risk.”


  “We can have private parties at the house, Sir,” Nick said. “It’s in east Venice, ten acres, fenced, an electric gate. And, seriously, the press will think you’re my assistants, so you’ll drop from their radar. Once they think it’s nothing more than I hired assistants on the down-low, they will leave you alone.”


  Lucas took a long, deep breath and slowly let it out.


  Then he turned to her. “What do you think, sweetheart?”


  “What do you want me to say, Sir?”


  He gently clasped her hand in his as he stared down at her. “No, not as Sir. As husband and wife, as equal partners. I want your honest opinion. Or if you need more time, that’s okay, too.”


  “I want this,” she said without hesitation. “I love you, you know I do. But what we had, it was even better with him in it. For you and for me. You know it as well as I do.”


  He slowly nodded. “Yeah,” he quietly said. “It was.” Still holding her hand, he turned back to where Nick continued kneeling on the floor in front of him.


  Then Lucas reached down with his other hand, fisted what he could of Nick’s short hair, and pulled his head up. “What are you asking of me? Of us? Bottom line.”


  Tears filled Nick’s eyes. “Please, Sir. Please forgive me and let me come back. Let me be with you both. I love you both and I miss you both. I’m sorry I lied about who I was. I wasn’t expecting to fall in love with you and I only wanted to protect you. I never meant for any of this to happen, to upend your lives like this.”


  “Leigh and I got married.”


  “I know, Sir.”


  “As my wife, she’s my alpha slave. You’d have to be under her. She will always come first. Are you prepared to deal with that?”


  “Yes, Sir. That’s how I want it.”


  “If she gives you an order, you follow it as if it came from me.”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Leigh found herself holding her breath again, not daring to hope Lucas was going where she thought he might be.


  “If you want to be my slave, you’re going to get tattooed,” Lucas said, surprising Leigh. “She’s now wearing my initials, and so will you. We’ll get it done small, on the inside of your right ankle, so it’s not obvious and it can be easily hidden.”


  “May I have it on the inside of my wrist, too, Sir? I want it visible to me.”


  Lucas glanced at her, a question on his face. She nodded. She knew Lucas wouldn’t be wanting her input if this was a no. He’d already made up his mind and was now trying to make sure Nick had full commitment.


  “I’ll think about it,” Lucas said. “And you’ve earned yourself one hell of a damn punishment beating for what you’ve put us through. You realize that, right?”


  “Yes, Sir. I’ll take whatever you need to give me.”


  “Are you serious about this?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “Then from this point on, I own you. Completely. Starting with no orgasms without permission from me. No rubbing one out without permission. And for right now, I’m not inclined to give you permission.”


  Leigh’s heart swelled, joy threatening to send her into tears again. Lucas the Master was in full form.


  She was damn happy to see him.


  “Yes, Sir,” Nick said, a glazed look already visible in his eyes.


  “Say it.”


  “Sir owns me, all of me. I won’t come without permission.”


  “I think someone’s going to end up in chastity for a while, too,” Lucas said. “Someone’s going to get his ass fucked daily while he lays there and eats my pet out and his cock painfully struggles against a chastity cage.”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Yep, subspace achieved.


  Lucas leaned in, his voice dropping in tone as well as volume. “You have a lot of sucking up to do,” he said. “Start with my cock. Right now.” He looked at Leigh and pointed at the door, making a twisting motion with his hand.


  Leigh got up and raced over to the office door to lock it while Nick reached up and unfastened Lucas’ belt and jeans. Lucas removed Nick’s glasses from his head, set them on the desk, then tightly gripped Nick’s head in both hands as he started fucking the man’s mouth.


  “Hands at your side,” Lucas ordered. Nick complied.


  


  * * * *


  


  Yes, Lucas wanted his pound of flesh and then some. But the fact that Nick was now back with them would quickly eclipse his anger and pain as well as Leigh’s.


  Still, he wouldn’t pass up a chance to fuck his slave’s hot mouth. He could use him hard, far harder than he felt comfortable using Leigh.


  Brutally.


  “Don’t spill a fucking drop,” he ordered as he pounded away at Nick’s mouth, going deep, his balls swinging against Nick’s chin at the bottom of every stroke. This wasn’t a blow job, this was a vicious mouth-fucking.


  It didn’t take Lucas long to build up and explode, burying his cock all the way to the root in the man’s throat, Nick’s nose pressed against Lucas’ nest of pubic hair, his balls against Nick’s chin.


  Nick swallowed, swallowed, struggling and eventually overcoming his gag reflex. Only then did Lucas ease his cock out a little, giving the man the ability to breathe again.


  “Pet,” he hoarsely said. “Stand up and turn your chair around. Skirt up, panties off.”


  She didn’t question him or hesitate, immediately complying.


  “Sit with your ass at the edge of the chair,” he said. “Legs spread.”


  She complied, her eyes wide, but not asking.


  Lucas once again fisted Nick’s hair and pulled him off his cock. He shoved the man’s face between Leigh’s thighs and leaned in close. “Make her come hard, slave,” he ordered. “My poor pet had her heart broken. Show her you plan to make it up to her.”


  Nick dove between her legs.


  Before Leigh could moan, Lucas stepped behind her and clapped one hand over her mouth, the other fisting her hair as he tipped her head back. In her ear, he whispered, “Come hard for me, sweetheart. If you really want him back with us, then you’d better show me and come.”


  He let go of her hair and reached down the front of her dress, inside her bra, and freed her breasts. He started pinching and rolling her nipples, working back and forth, keeping his other hand over her mouth to stifle what was likely to be a screaming orgasm when she tipped.


  Already, he felt his cock stirring again.


  It took only a couple of minutes for her to come. When she did, he waited until she stopped the loudest of her moans, pulled Nick out of the way, grabbed her thighs, and started fucking her. It didn’t take him long to fill her pussy with another load, and when he pulled out, he grabbed Nick by the hair again.


  “You know what to do.”


  Nick eagerly swallowed Lucas’ cock, cleaning him off. After about a minute of that, he pulled Nick off his cock and shoved his face between her thighs again. “And that,” Nick said. “Clean her up good.”


  He moved back behind her again, hand over her mouth. Yes, Nick made her come again quickly, her muffled sobs of pleasure filling Lucas with joy.


  Lucas pressed a tender kiss to her cheek. “Do you want him back, sweetheart?”


  She nodded, mumbling a soft, “Yes, Sir,” against his palm. “Please.”


  He reached down and stroked Nick’s hair, tugging him out of her pussy and letting him rest his cheek against her thigh. “Welcome home, Nick,” Lucas said. “You ever pull a stunt like this again, you don’t get a third chance with us.”


  A relieved sigh escaped the man. “Thank you, Sir.”


  Chapter Twenty


  


  They hoped Ed wouldn’t mind that they used his private bathroom to clean up before unlocking the door and waving him back in. Ed had Nick fetch another chair from the conference room and bring it in.


  As Ed settled behind the desk, he wore a playful smile. “Do I need to call a hazmat crew in to clean up? Never mind, I don’t want to know.”


  Leigh sat between Lucas and Nick, both of them close enough she could hold their hands. “What do we do now?” she asked.


  “Well, Nick’s laid everything out pretty clearly. Are you going to accept his offer?”


  Leigh looked to Lucas. She would accept his ruling on this however he decided.


  Although she really hoped he said yes.


  Lucas leaned forward so he could look at Nick. “Yes. We will.”


  Nick closed his eyes and breathed out a relieved sigh. “Thank you, Sir.”


  She loved Lucas’ smirk. “You say that now. Just wait until Tilly finds out. She’s liable to kill you.”


  “No, she won’t,” Leigh said. “She’ll probably be the person who’ll understand the most.”


  “You might be right,” Lucas said.


  


  * * * *


  


  They left Nick’s rental car parked at Ed’s office while they went to go look at the house. Leigh didn’t even care if anyone was tailing them, which, after a few unnecessary turns and backtracking, Lucas was satisfied they weren’t being followed.


  She was just happy their family was complete again.


  “So what were you going to do if we’d said no?” Lucas asked, glancing at where Nick sat in the backseat.


  “I don’t know,” he said. “I didn’t want to think about that. I was hoping you’d say yes.”


  Nick gave Lucas directions, and in thirty minutes, they were parked at a gate. High shrubs and a privacy fence hid the house from the road.


  “The gate code is 3546,” Nick told him.


  Lucas rolled the window down and punched the number in. The gate rolled aside to admit them, and that was when Leigh gasped.


  The place was gorgeous. Not a mansion, from what she could see, but the pastures were mowed and thick, tall rows of hedges lined the fences along the outer perimeter.


  “You could get a horse, if you want,” Nick told her. “There’s a barn on the property. I’ll pay for it. More than one, if you want. Anything you want.”


  “If she gets permission from me, first,” Lucas interjected.


  “Yes, Sir.”


  They rolled up to the circular driveway in front of the house and Lucas parked the car. The one-story ranch house sported a barrel-tile roof and what looked like a three-car garage.


  Nick held Leigh’s door open for her and helped her out before he took the keys from his pocket and led the way.


  “The security system is state-of-the-art,” he said as he unlocked the door. He walked over to a beeping panel in the foyer and punched in a code. “We can program our own custom codes,” he said. “This is 9986, my code. I had them plug that one in when the service switched it over for me. If the alarm goes off and they call you—they already have your cell numbers—the passcode is ‘paradise.’”


  Leigh’s eyes bugged as she slowly stepped inside. Light, smooth natural stone tiles stretched toward the back of the house and into a kitchen and dining room area. Just off to the right of the front door lay a large office area, with what looked like wood flooring.


  “The bedrooms are carpeted,” Nick said. “But if you don’t like the floors, we can have them changed out. Whatever you want. And the kitchen was just redone, but if you don’t—”


  “Shh,” Lucas said, reaching out to grab his hand and squeeze it. “Let us look.” He offered the man a smile that warmed Leigh’s heart. “We get it. You’re sorry.” He didn’t release Nick’s hand, instead lacing his fingers through Nick’s. Then he took Leigh’s hand and laced fingers with her, too.


  Together, they walked into the open kitchen area where she sucked in a sharp breath.


  It was…gorgeous. The blond oak cabinets and dark granite counters were…perfect. A huge double-sided stainless sink sat in the center island. On the wall behind it, the glass-topped range and oven. A large stainless refrigerator close by.


  And out back…


  “A pool,” she said.


  “And a hot tub,” Nick added.


  “How many bedrooms?” Lucas asked.


  “Four. And three and a half baths. The master suite and one of the other bedrooms have en suite baths. But there’s also a pool house with a full bath and kitchenette, an efficiency apartment.”


  They toured the house, Leigh still in shock this actually belonged to her and Lucas now. She didn’t know what the price had been, but knew it was nothing they could have afforded on their previous salaries. Hell, the property taxes alone would have run them out, not to mention the insurance.


  When they finished the tour, Nick handed a second set of keys to Lucas. “You’ll have to get another set made,” Nick said. “I need to fly back to LA late tonight. I’m supposed to be at a table read tomorrow afternoon at one. I can’t miss it.”


  “When are you coming back?” Leigh asked, her joy now tinged with sadness that he couldn’t stay.”


  “I was hoping you’d fly out with me,” Nick said.


  “Not in the budget,” Lucas said.


  Nick smiled. “Well, for starters, I’m paying. Secondly, yes, it is, because you’ll both have wire transfers dropping into your accounts sometime this afternoon. But that’s irrelevant, because like I said, I’m paying.”


  “You already bought our tickets, didn’t you?” Lucas asked.


  Nick grinned. “Guilty, Sir.”


  “Hmm. I think a pushy slave deserves a punishment.” His hand shot out and he grabbed Nick’s hair again, tipping his head back as Lucas pulled him close. “Strip.” He looked at Leigh. “You, too.”


  Her pulse raced as she spotted the playful gleam in Lucas’ eyes. She hurried to comply. Once Nick and Leigh were naked, Lucas marched them into the kitchen and bent Nick over the counter. He then pointed at Leigh.


  “Between his legs, girl. Suck his cock, but do not let him come or you’ll get ten with a paddle when we get home.”


  “Yes, Sir.” She grabbed Nick’s cock, which was already hard, and enjoyed his deep, needy moan as she sucked him down to the root.


  Her pussy clenched when she heard the unmistakable sound of Lucas sliding his belt free from his jeans.


  “Someone’s getting their ass striped now, and again when we get home to pack. Unfortunately, all I have is my belt, or not only would you be getting the caning of your life right now, I’d be fucking you, too.”


  She watched as Lucas reached up and grabbed the back of Nick’s neck with his left hand and stood to the side, the belt twisted around his right. “Make sure he doesn’t come, pet, but keep him hard.” That was the only warning Lucas gave before the first loud smack, followed immediately by Nick’s moan, filled the air.


  She kept her fingers tightly circled around the base of Nick’s cock, pressing especially along the underside, trying to judge where he was, when to suck, when to ease off enough to keep him edging. If her suspicions were correct, Nick wouldn’t be having an orgasm today, or maybe even this week. Lucas viciously beat the man’s ass with the belt, drawing moans out of him of pain, while Leigh kept up the pleasure.


  Finally, after several minutes, Lucas stopped. “Pet, stand.” He dropped the belt and opened his jeans, exposing his raging hard-on. Then he pulled Nick up and off the counter, snapped his fingers, and pointed at the floor. “Suck her pussy while I fuck her. Get her off.” He then bent her over the counter, fisting his cock before lining it up with her pussy from behind and sinking home inside her.


  That made her moan, followed by an even louder moan as Nick’s lips and tongue closed over her clit and began eagerly working her up toward an orgasm.


  She didn’t bother trying to hold back. And when Lucas reached under her and cupped her breasts in his hands, pinching her nipples between his thumbs and fingers, she exploded.


  “That’s my good girl,” Lucas said. “Keep coming for me, just like that.” He pounded his cock into her, driving her orgasms one right after the other, until finally he buried his cock deep inside her and held still with a loud groan.


  “Jesus, baby, that was so hot,” Lucas whispered. Then he pulled out, but didn’t step away. “Slave, you know what to do.”


  Lucas let out a gasp as she felt Nick move under her. “Fuck,” Lucas whispered. “You’re so damn good at that. Now clean her up, but don’t make her come again. Just get her nice and horny.”


  She whimpered at that, but Lucas pinched her nipples, hard. “Don’t you dare argue with me, baby,” he warned. “I can stripe your ass, too. That would make a plane ride pretty interesting.”


  Leigh rocked her hips in time with Nick’s movements, the way his tongue dipped deep inside her, hoping she could get off, but Lucas was paying attention and then tapped Nick on the head. “Good enough.” He pulled her away from the counter and as she looked down into Nick’s face, she saw his glazed subby look, probably similar to the one she now wore.


  “Both of you, clean up and get dressed.” Lucas retrieved his belt, put himself together, then pulled his cell phone from his back pocket and stepped out onto the screened lanai to make a call.


  When he returned a few minutes later, Leigh and Nick were dressed and ready. Leigh wasn’t sure what to make of the smile on Lucas’ face.


  He walked over and grabbed Nick. “Lucky you, the guy who did Leigh’s tat is available right now. I told him what I want, and he said no problem, he could do it really fast for us. We’ll head there first, then we’ll get your rental from Ed’s office. You can follow us to our house and wait for us while we pack.”


  Nick smiled. “Yes, Sir.”


  “This will be your collaring,” Lucas said. “I can’t risk our friends being put at risk. Maybe at some point in the future we can do something, maybe at a private house party, but your tattoo will be your collar. Understand?”


  Nick’s smile widened. “Yes, Sir.”


  Leigh was dying to know what Lucas had planned but knew she’d have to wait to find out. The wait wasn’t a long one. The tattoo artist was ready for them when they arrived at his shop a few minutes later. Before they went in, Nick donned a baseball cap. Between that and his glasses, he wasn’t easily recognizable.


  “Oh,” Lucas told Nick, “I told him you’re paying, and you’re willing to pay extra for the rush job.” He smiled. “Hope that’s not a problem?”


  “No, Sir,” Nick said. “Not a problem at all.”


  “Good.”


  Lucas and the artist went over several sheets of designs, Lucas grabbing one of them. “That’s perfect.” He showed it to Nick and Leigh. It looked like an intricate black and white Celtic knot, not even two inches wide. Entwined in the design was LH. Unless someone were close and carefully studying the design, it’d be nearly impossible to pick the letters out.


  “For now, just line art. He can add color later.” He handed the design back to the artist. “We’ll take that one. On the inside of his right wrist.”


  Nick got into the chair, Lucas and Leigh sitting along the wall. Leigh didn’t miss the playful smirk on Lucas’ face as the tattoo artist prepared.


  She leaned in close. “Happy he’s back?”


  His grin widened. “Happy that the pain of getting a tattoo will make him even hornier.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Nick had never gotten a tattoo before. But if this was what Lucas wanted, then he would gladly do it. That Lucas was taking care to make sure the design wasn’t overt meant a lot to Nick. But even if Lucas had wanted a larger one, as long as it wasn’t on his face or neck, he’d have gotten it.


  Anything to prove he was sincere.


  Anything to prove his love.


  As the artist got started and asked Lucas exactly where he wanted the design placed, Nick forced himself not to move, to relax. He turned his head and stared at Lucas, meeting his gaze, smiling when Lucas blew him a kiss.


  Nick returned it. He somehow managed not to burst into a round of happy tears over that.


  He was forgiven. Yes, Lucas would likely put him through hell for a while, and he was good with that. The fact that Lucas and Leigh still wanted him in their lives would be worth every second of it.


  And he was, after all, a masochist, so it wasn’t like he wouldn’t enjoy it.


  Although not being able to rub one out would suck. He suspected Lucas would get off on making him beg and grovel for permission to come, and he’d have to work his ass off to earn every last orgasm.


  By the time the artist finished an hour later, Nick’s lower right forearm felt like a fiery agony, but he now sported a permanent reminder of who he willingly belonged to.


  Lucas examined the handiwork. “Gorgeous.” He grinned at Nick. “Now pay the man, and make sure you give him a good tip.”


  An hour later, they were pulling into Lucas and Leigh’s driveway. So far, still no one seemed to be following them. Flying into Orlando had apparently put off the paparazzi, thank goodness.


  Once he was in the front door, Leigh headed toward her room to start packing. Lucas turned to him. “Oh, and slave? Strip. Clothes are a privilege, not a right.”


  Nick smiled. “Yes, Sir.”


  Lucas grinned and kissed him. “I fucking missed you,” he said, sounding hoarse. He scruffed the back of Nick’s neck and leaned in, touching his forehead against Nick’s. “Don’t you fucking break our hearts, you hear me? I can’t take it a second time.”


  “I won’t. I promise. Thank you for the second chance.”


  Lucas crushed his lips onto Nick’s, stealing his breath. “On second thought, get your ass into Leigh’s bedroom and get naked there.


  As they entered her room, Leigh asked. “What’s going on?”


  “Quick interlude,” Lucas said. “Strip, sweetheart,” Lucas ordered as he began stripping, too. He retrieved a cane from the closet and, once Nick was naked, he bent him over the bed without preamble and started caning him, hard.


  Nick fisted the covers, clenching his teeth against the screams of pain he wanted to let out. But he’d take it. He’d take this and more, every bit of it, to prove to these two that he loved them.


  Nick didn’t know how many cane stripes Lucas laid across his ass, but when he finally finished, he pulled Nick up and kissed him.


  “There,” Lucas hoarsely said. “That’ll make the plane ride to LA memorable for you.”


  Lucas returned the cane to the closet before he grabbed lube and a towel from Leigh’s bathroom and had Nick lie on his back on the bed, legs pulled up.


  “On top of him,” Lucas ordered Leigh. “Sixty-nine. Suck his cock, but don’t let him come until I say so.”


  Nick’s pulse raced as he felt Lucas’ fingers probing his ass, lubing him up, stretching him. “You’d better make her come, too,” Lucas ordered. “If you don’t, you don’t get to come.” With that order, he slathered his own cock with lube and started working it inside Nick’s ass.


  Nick moaned, making Leigh moan in return as he flicked at her clit with his tongue. Then her lips closed around his cock and he wasn’t sure he could hold back.


  But Leigh was tricky, doing little more than holding Nick’s cock in her mouth even as he eagerly went after her clit with his tongue and lips. And once Lucas had the full length of his cock embedded in Nick’s ass, he let out a moan of his own.


  “Okay, I’m going to fuck you. Get her off, then I’ll come, and only then can you come.”


  Nick’s ass and thighs still burned from the cane strokes, but it was all he could do to hold back as his Master’s cock fucked him hard and deep.


  Leigh ground her pussy against his mouth, and the mental image of her pegging his ass while he gave Lucas a blow job nearly set him off. Fortunately, he put that energy and desire into what he was doing to her, and was soon rewarded with a loud moan from her.


  “Good boy,” Lucas grunted, picking up the pace, brutally fucking him, making Nick cry out from how good it felt. Yes, he’d missed this. Totally. Missed feeling owned and loved.


  Missed feeling like he belonged. Not just to someone, but to a family.


  Their family.


  Lucas took several harder strokes. “Now,” he gasped. “Make him come.”


  Leigh sucked on Nick’s cock, hard, and that finished him off. He let out a groan as his cum pumped into her sweet mouth, finally giving him relief after hours of being kept on edge.


  As they all fell still, Lucas laughed. “I hope you enjoyed that,” he said. “Because you’ll have to earn the next one. But I was dying to feel you coming with my cock up your ass.” He withdrew, then helped Leigh off Nick. “A quick shower for everyone,” Lucas said. “Then we need to finish packing.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Four hours later, they were seated in first class and jetting over the Gulf of Mexico. Nick had ordered champagne for the three of them.


  Leigh stared at her glass. “I can’t believe this is real.” They’d also been able to wait before boarding in a first-class lounge. “I can’t believe this is happening.” Nick sat on the aisle in the row across from them, with Lucas on the window and Leigh between them on the aisle. The seat next to Nick was empty, because he’d purchased the ticket for it, too, for privacy.


  “Believe it,” Nick said, offering her a sexy smile. “I’ve got a car picking us up when we get to LAX. My building has a private parking garage, so we’ll be able to get in without the paparazzi being all over us.”


  “So what’s on tomorrow’s schedule?” Lucas asked.


  “I’m going to introduce you to Clark first thing in the morning. We have a breakfast appointment with him. You’ll be working with him a lot, at first. He’ll help you navigate through things if I can’t be there.”


  “Why wouldn’t you be there?” Leigh asked.


  “If I’m on set or something.”


  “Oh.” Relief filled her.


  He seemed to sense that and dropped his voice. “I didn’t mean because I’d left. I won’t leave you guys again. I promise. Well, not without you knowing where I’m going and how long I’ll be gone.”


  “And giving you permission to go.” Lucas arched an eyebrow at him.


  Nick smiled. “Yes, Sir.”


  Leigh sipped her champagne. “This feels like a dream. Don’t wake me up.”


  Lucas slipped a hand over hers on the armrest and gave her a gentle squeeze. “You took the words right out of my mouth, baby.”


  Chapter Twenty-One


  


  Leigh sat in the shade on the lanai and went through her e-mail on her iPad. Every day, it seemed like, the workload got deeper and deeper to wade through.


  Lucas and Nick had been on her ass to hire an assistant, and she’d been putting off the decision. First of all, where to hire them for? LA? Florida? A virtual assistant somewhere else they never saw?


  She didn’t like the idea of turning over control of something to a faceless person, though, so she’d pretty much nixed that idea.


  She’d spent the morning on a video conference call with their team out in LA about a project they were working on. They were ready to pick a director and start casting, now that the script was completed. It was a project they were hoping to debut at Sundance, if they got it finished and through post-production in time.


  A realistic look at BDSM, fictionalized, but not like what people were used to seeing in popular culture. Not even X-rated, because they weren’t going to show actual sex, real or simulated.


  It was a look at roles, dynamics, the fluid nature of people and their predilections. An anthology piece about four sets of friends with different dynamics.


  A pet project for all three of them. Now that they were “out,” they were proud about it. It’d been an uncomfortable conversation for Leigh to have with her parents, and for Lucas to have with his mom, but they agreed they loved their children, and if Nick was part of their lives, they would accept him.


  They also agreed to keep silent about the trio’s private lives, not to idly chatter to anyone about stuff revealed to them, since they never knew who might be listening or who might report the tip.


  A little over a year later and they hadn’t had any slips from this end, so they knew their respective parents were being cautious. Every once in a while a tabloid would post something salacious about them, but since they were very careful about how they interacted in public, no one had caught anything more scandalous than Nick giving Lucas a quick peck on the lips.


  Hell, half the straight actors in Hollywood gave kisses to other men.


  Leigh heard the sliding glass doors open behind her. “You still out here?” Lucas asked.


  “Yes. Some of us are working today.”


  He walked over and took the iPad from her hands. “Some of us were ordered to take the day off.”


  “I do that, I’ll have a thousand e-mails waiting for me.”


  “Then they can wait.”


  She glared up at him. “You aren’t going to give that back, are you?”


  “What do you think?”


  She wrinkled her nose at him. “Fine.”


  “Fine, what?”


  She stuck her tongue out at him. “Fine, princess.”


  “Listen, my adorable and stubborn little slut,” he said, taking Master tone with her. “I’m not the one who’s pregnant. That was the deal. You take off at least one full day a week when we’re not actively filming and you need to be on set.”


  The sliders opened again. “Is she being fussy?” Nick asked.


  “Yes,” Lucas said. “Get over here. I need backup.”


  He walked over, butt-naked and buff as hell.


  As usual.


  They didn’t know which man was the father. Nick had suggested, when she’d talked to them about having a baby, that he use a condom with her so she’d know it was Lucas’ baby.


  Lucas, who had the final say, overruled him when Leigh weighed in and said she didn’t have a problem with either of them being the father, and that it was Lucas’ call.


  Nick had more than proven his love to them, worked like hell to rebuild their trust, and now…


  Now she was approximately six weeks pregnant.


  With their baby.


  “You aren’t going to be able to work tonight,” Nick reminded her. “We’ll confiscate your electronic devices and force you to socialize with our friends. Who are really looking forward to seeing you, if you’ll remember.”


  Their Suncoast Society friends were coming for one hell of a baby shower-slash-kinky party. With no close neighbors to worry about scandalizing, and with Nick having the bright idea of draping the lanai with some of that special camouflage netting to help prevent any drones from catching video, in addition to the thick wall of hedges and the additional privacy fence that surrounded the lanai, things were going to get nuts.


  In the good way.


  She scrunched up her face at them. “I’m just trying to do my job.”


  “No,” Lucas said, “you’re trying to do the job of five people. And you’re damn good at it, but I’m not backing down. Today is relaxation day. And the bigger our peanut gets, the less fun we’re going to be able to have of the sexy kind. Especially with our friends. So lighten up, buttercup. We’ve got a play party to prep for.”


  “Tilly and Loren and their guys will be here at four,” she said. “Mal said she and Kel will be here by five with the frame. We’ll have everything ready in plenty of time.”


  Nick grabbed her by the hands and pulled her to her feet. While technically she was the alpha submissive, when the three of them were alone together, she found she preferred letting Nick take charge of her. She spent pretty much every day in charge at work and enjoyed the downtime.


  “I’ve had a damn butt plug up my ass all day,” Nick said, “and I’m horny as hell. Sir said he wants to see you ride the Sybian.”


  She gulped. The new toy had just arrived that week, and while in theory she’d loved the idea of them having it, she realized it was maybe the bad kind of good idea. They’d actually ordered two of them, one for their own personal use, and one for parties that people could share.


  Lucas reached over and pulled her bikini top down, exposing her nipples. “And someone owes me a blow job.”


  They had her, and they knew it. “Yes, Sir.”


  They led her back to the master bedroom, where the men had already set the device on a towel on the floor. They quickly stripped her of her shorts, panties, and the bikini top, and after Nick slid a finger inside her to make sure she was wet enough, they helped her straddle the thing and impale herself on the large dildo attachment.


  She moaned, adjusting to it. It was just enough larger than her men that she noticed.


  Lucas stripped and sat on the end of the bed, perfectly positioned for her to reach his cock. He grabbed her braided ponytail in one hand, and held up the remote control for the Sybian with the other. “We’ll start off slow, sweetheart.”


  She moaned as he thumbed it on. Behind her, she was barely aware of Nick lubing her ass and positioning his condom-clad cock at her rear entrance.


  As Lucas increased the power, Nick worked his cock up into her ass, making her moan. Once he was all the way in, he grabbed her arms and pulled them back, immobilizing her.


  “Good,” Lucas said, bumping up the setting even higher. She moaned around his cock, close to her own orgasm.


  He made one more adjustment, which sent her over the edge.


  He laughed, put down the remote, and grabbed her head. “Go for it, boy,” he said. “Have at her.” Lucas fucked her mouth, completely in control as she writhed and moaned, the dildo embedded inside of her vibrating and rotating while the nub on the front of it hit her clit and kept her coming and coming far harder than the Hitachi ever had.


  I’ll never complain about the Hitachi again…


  She was barely aware when Nick, then Lucas came. Well, Lucas, she knew he came because she automatically started swallowing when she tasted his cum hitting her tongue. Finally, Lucas shut the device off and she slumped forward. Nick had to scoop an arm around her to hold her up against him.


  “So, is that a winner, girl?” Lucas asked.


  She nodded, his softening cock still in her mouth.


  “I think so, Sir,” Nick said. “Hell, I could feel it vibrating through her. Wait till you try it.”


  “Oh, I plan to later,” he said. “But for now, you need to get you and her cleaned up and get back in here.”


  “Sir?”


  Lucas laughed. “Oh, you didn’t think you were going to get out of this without riding it, did you?” He reached over, cupping the back of Nick’s neck. “Why do you think you’ve had the biggest butt plug up your ass, boy? You’re riding this beast next.” He lightly tugged on Leigh’s braid. “And she’s going to suck your cock while you do, and you’ll suck my cock.”


  She turned her head enough she could look up and see him. He pulled her off his cock. “Did you want to say something, girl?” Lucas asked.


  “Yeah. It’s a request. You ever get a prescription for those blue pills to keep you hard, I’m asking for a divorce.” The men had been especially horny since finding out she was pregnant.


  He leaned in and kissed her. “Love you, girl.”


  “Love you, too, you damn sadist.”


  Nick chuckled. “Love both of you.”


  Lucas actually slid off the bed to kneel there with them, his arms around them. “You guys are my world, you know that, right?”


  Nick kissed him, then her. “I worked so hard to stay in the spotlight. I’m glad you two gave me a reason to stop wanting to be in it. I’d rather be with you two.”


  Leigh tipped her head back against Nick’s shoulder. “Yeah, well, you’ll get your wish for the first six months after I deliver. And you might be regretting it by the time that’s over.”


  “Never. Because this is right where I belong.”
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