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  One Ring


  When Amelia stumbles upon Marcia and Derrick’s BDSM lifestyle, she doesn’t realize it will lead to her escaping a loveless, dying marriage. She thought that was the stuff of romance books, not real life. Even better, she didn’t realize Marcia and Derrick operated a BDSM club and can introduce her to their friends.


  Don and Carl are coworkers and platonic roommates. Divorced Carl walked in on his wife’s affair, and never-married Don hasn’t met the woman to make him “risk half his stuff.” The men agree to play with Marcia’s friend as a favor. Amelia’s new to BDSM—the last thing she needs is to get hooked up with a predator.


  After some obvious meddling by Marcia, the men ask Amelia to be their roommate while she goes through her divorce. Once the dust clears, will she want more from the men, or will they be forced to say good-bye to someone they never realized they needed in their lives?
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  Chapter One


  


  Amelia Parsons sat on the picnic table and watched the storm blow in off the Gulf. One of those grey, blustery, cloudy Saturdays, a late-winter weather system where it felt like Florida was simply phoning in its rep as the Sunshine State because it was too damn hungover from partying with the tourists to give a shit.


  She watched this frontal boundary coming in through the bull’s-eye formed by pinching her wedding band between her left thumb and forefinger and staring through it. But peering through this ring didn’t bring the Eye of Sauron swinging around to pointedly look at her.


  It only brought her a lot of sadness.


  There wasn’t much left to do except file the paperwork and move out. Mike refused to talk, refused to go to a counselor, refused to see there was a damn thing wrong with their marriage.


  And now that her eyes had been opened, she couldn’t look away from the truth burning a hole through the middle of her gut.


  Her husband was happy phoning their marriage in. Had been for several years now.


  She’d just been too blind to see it. Willfully ignorant, thinking this was the best it would ever get, that she was stupid and ungrateful to the Universe if she challenged the way things were.


  That she was lucky he was a hard worker, had a decent job, and didn’t cheat on her.


  It saddened her even more to realize that, at some point, she had fallen out of love with him. She wasn’t even exactly sure when that had happened. Did she still love him? Oh, absolutely. He was a good man, overall.


  In love with him?


  No. That ship had sailed.


  And then it hit an iceberg and sank.


  When she’d first showed up at her friend Marcia’s house to talk about it three weeks earlier, Fate had stepped in. From what she’d read via joining the book club Marcia had steered her toward, to accidentally discovering her friends’ secret hobby. She’d never suspected Marcia and Derrick were into anything kinky in their private lives, much less that they ran a BDSM club. Looking back, she could clearly see their relationship dynamic, yes, now that she knew what signs to look for.


  After twenty years of marriage, her friends were still happy and in love with each other. Which proved it was possible. That Mike was wrong about how the passionless rut they’d settled into was “normal.”


  Just because it’d been good enough for his parents and two older brothers and their wives didn’t mean it was good enough for her. She refused to settle.


  And now she knew why her two sisters-in-law always looked miserable at every family get-together, always grousing about their husbands. Why her mother-in-law always seemed to be grumbling under her breath about her husband—until he died—and about her sons and who knows else.


  I’m an idiot.


  She and Mike, fortunately, didn’t have any kids.


  Then again, you usually needed to have sex to actually have kids.


  I’m thirty-seven and have to start my personal life all over again.


  She didn’t know when her charming, handsome husband, who’d worked his ass off to win her over in college, had turned into a moss-covered rock.


  Today, his big plan was to sit in front of the TV in the living room and watch hockey, or basketball, or maybe cricket or something. She didn’t know. Sports. That was what he’d said when she’d asked him last night if he had plans.


  When she’d asked if he’d like to go out to eat, or see a movie with her, the reply had taken a sledgehammer to what little hope she’d held onto.


  “You’re an adult, Amy. You don’t need me to go with you. If you want to go out to eat or see a movie, go. Or call one of your friends. I don’t want to go anywhere or do anything today.”


  That was another thing. He was the only person who called her Amy. Everyone else called her Mel. It’d started out as a joke in college, when he’d called her that and teased her when she corrected him.


  At the time, it’d seemed playful, and a wee bit attractive, that he had a backbone and stood up to her, took a little bit of control.


  It was only later that she realized no, it was just him being stubborn and not giving a shit about her feelings.


  It finally hit her.


  She hated being called Amy.


  And, for the first time, she could admit it to herself.


  “I am not Amy,” she whispered. “I’m Mel.”


  Crushing the ring against her palm in her tightly clenched fist, she finally burst into tears.


  


  * * * *


  


  Mel breathed a sigh of relief when Marcia answered her phone. “Hey, sweetie,” Marcia greeted her. “How you doing?”


  She’d moved to her car for this conversation. The winds had picked up, and now drops of rain were starting to spatter against her windshield, making marks in the salt-spray residue that had already coated the glass while she’d been parked there.


  “You know how you and Derrick offered to let me stay at your place for a while?”


  Marcia’s tone changed. Concerned. “Yeah?”


  She took a deep breath. “Is that offer still good, to stay in your spare room for a while?”


  “Aww, sweetheart, of course. Are you okay?”


  “No. But maybe I will be once this is all over.”


  “He’s still refusing to go to a doctor or counselling?”


  “Yes.”


  When the truth had exploded in Amelia’s face that Saturday she’d spent with Marcia and Derrick and their friends at the BDSM club, it had taken her nearly two weeks to finish digesting the information, everything she’d seen, her own feelings. To research.


  Only then had she approached Mike again, asking if he’d reconsider going to counselling.


  Another vocal, emphatic no.


  She asked if he would go in for a check-up with his doctor. He was due anyway. She could go with him and ask about—


  No.


  Not just no, but a hell no, from Mike.


  “I don’t ask to go to your lady doctor. You don’t need to go to mine. I’m not a kid.”


  Yet, he was acting like one.


  A spoiled one who didn’t want to do any kind of hard work to earn or keep what he had.


  She’d tried initiating cuddling and sex with him and got turned down, his usual excuse being that he was too tired and not in the mood.


  She doubted he was cheating on her. He never tried to hide his cell phone, there were no suspicious changes in his activities or schedule, and if he wasn’t at work, he was usually at home, either doing chores or sitting in front of the TV.


  There was no more “try” inside her. The well had completely dried up.


  “I’m so sorry,” Marcia said. “Do you know when you want to move in?”


  “I don’t know. I wanted to make sure it was still available first. You sure you guys don’t mind?”


  “We wouldn’t have made the offer if we minded,” she said. “You’re family.”


  “I don’t know what’s going to happen with the divorce,” she said. “I’ll need to talk to Ed and find out how much it’ll be. And whatever equity we have in the house will probably be eaten up by legal fees for both of us. I can’t afford to keep the house alone.”


  “It’s okay,” Marcia assured her. “This will work out the way it should. Just keep remembering that.”


  “Mike was supposed to be my happy ending. I thought he was the guy I’d spend the rest of my life with.”


  “People change as they age. Sometimes for the better, sometimes…not.”


  “He sure as hell has.” They used to do things together, like go biking, hiking, walks. Movies. The beach.


  Nothing expensive or ritzy, but…time spent together.


  Now it felt like Mike could barely stand the sight of her despite what he’d said.


  “Where are you right now?” Marcia asked.


  “I drove down to Manasota Key. I was looking for sharks’ teeth.”


  “It’s a pretty crappy beach day.”


  “I know. It was perfect. I had the place to myself.”


  “Ah. Do you want to come over and go to dinner and the club with us tonight?”


  “I was going to ask if I could spend the night.”


  “That’s fine, too.”


  “Thanks. Sorry to invite myself over like this.”


  “Honey, again. You’re family. We extended the offer and we meant it. Go home and pack some stuff. We’ll do a late brunch tomorrow with some of the girls.”


  When was the last time she’d just gone somewhere and hung out with friends?


  Wait, what happened to all her friends? Sure, she still had acquaintances, but for the most part she rarely hung out with friends anymore. She and Mike had a bunch of friends when they were in college. Then…


  Like with the rest of their marriage, somehow the slow creep of decay had rotted those, too. First, it was Mike was too tired or had too many chores to do, let’s put it off. Then again…


  And again.


  She wasn’t fond of going out with other couples when Mike wouldn’t go.


  And now…


  Yes, they were still “friends” with the people. She saw them on Facebook more than she did in real life.


  But…


  On the other hand, when she filed for divorce he would probably be in a rush to go telling all of them how pervy and disgusting his wife was, which was why the divorce happened. Because she wasn’t happy with a hardworking husband who spent his time at home with her.


  And she had no doubts that was what he’d say. He’d told her as much when she’d first mentioned BDSM several weeks ago.


  That would be the ultimate irony, that the moral outrage of her leaving him finally got him off his ass to complain to people about her, instead of letting the fear of his marriage dying motivate him to save it in the first place.


  Selfish bastard.


  No, she didn’t want to be like that. She didn’t want to demonize him. Not when she had loved him, and had been in love with him, when they got married.


  But that was fifteen years ago. Another lifetime ago, it felt like.


  She wasn’t that woman anymore.


  He damn sure wasn’t the same man she married.


  Or, maybe he’d never been the man she’d thought he was at all.


  Chapter Two


  


  “You still want to go to the club tonight?”


  Carl was armpit-deep in the engine compartment of his old Chevelle, trying to get the spark plugs replaced. “That’s my plan.”


  “You know,” Don noted, “Brooke could do that.”


  “And I’d have to pay her for it when I can do it myself and save the money.” Carl Mabry liked working on his old 1969 Chevelle. It wasn’t cherry by any stretch of the imagination. He had a lot of work to do to it still. But it ran, and was drivable.


  Fortunately, his ex-wife hadn’t forced him to sell it in the divorce since it’d been his older brother’s car.


  Looked like Maria’s heart wasn’t as cold as he’d thought it was. She’d known how much he’d loved his older brother, and what it had meant to him when his sister-in-law had given him the car upon Jeff’s death.


  He’d offered to buy it, but she’d refused to take any money for it.


  Unfortunately, the divorce had meant starting over again financially. He was paying his bills and putting savings away for retirement, but that didn’t leave a lot of extra green in the budget for his project car.


  Luckily, Don didn’t mind he kept the Chevelle occupying one half of the two-car garage. Carl parked his Subaru out in the driveway.


  Don leaned in, propping his elbows on the fender cover draped over the far side. “Are you okay?”


  “I’m fine.”


  “You don’t sound fine.”


  “I’m fine.”


  “You’ve hardly said two words in the past two weeks, besides now.”


  “I’m fi—dammit!” Carl pulled his hand out and examined his scraped knuckle. “I’m just…I’m fine.”


  “You didn’t know, okay?”


  He sucked on his knuckle, finally letting his gaze settle on his friend and roommate.


  Don Montgomery had entered Carl’s life a couple of years ago when Carl went to work at the same hospital. They were both radiology techs and had been sharing the same shift. With several of the same interests, they ended up becoming friends.


  Don was a serial monogamist without a current girlfriend. At the time, Carl thought he’d had a solid marriage…


  Until he came home early one day to eat lunch six months earlier, because he’d forgotten to take it with him, and caught his wife in bed with her boss when they were both supposed to be at meetings in Venice all day.


  He’d gone back to work, not knowing what else to do, and Don had noticed he looked…off.


  Don had invited him to move in with him, since his own roommate had decided to get married and move out.


  Perfect timing.


  It wasn’t until Carl moved in with Don that he realized why Don hadn’t settled down with one woman yet.


  Don was a Dom, and hadn’t yet found the right woman for him.


  Out of emotional numbness more than anything, Carl went with Don to the BDSM club and met new friends, learned new things, and realized he’d found something that was missing from his own life.


  He liked tying women up. He liked spanking them and making them orgasm.


  He liked the control, when before now, during his entire life, he’d been told it was “wrong” to try to control a woman.


  Everyone who’d ever told him that little useless nugget of information had neglected to add the caveat, “unless she wants you to control her.”


  So “Dom Don,” as Carl teasingly called him sometimes, had taken Carl under his wing and taught him the ropes.


  Literally.


  Still, the final hearing a couple of weeks ago, and getting the final divorce order from the attorney, was still sinking in.


  He took it personally that his marriage had failed despite what everyone else said. Maybe if he hadn’t tightly reined in and ignored his dominant instincts all of these years, maybe she wouldn’t have cheated on him. Maybe she would have been happy with him. Maybe he would have found someone different who would have been happy with him.


  Maybe maybe maybe.


  They’d been roommates for nearly six months now, a situation that didn’t look like it was going to change anytime soon. They could actually have a third roommate, if they wanted, because there was a spare bedroom they were using for storage. But financially they hadn’t needed one.


  This wasn’t where Carl thought he be at this stage of his life. No, he wasn’t rich, but he’d been doing okay. Maria worked as an insurance agent, and between the two of them they lived modestly, but comfortably. They’d both been building their retirement portfolios.


  He thought they were happy. He’d been happy.


  He never realized Maria had been bored out of her mind and seeking comfort and excitement elsewhere.


  Like, oh, with her boss.


  Don arched an eyebrow over one blue eye. “I know you’re hurting, but denning up won’t help anything.”


  “I’m not denning up. I said I’m going tonight.”


  “But are you going to actually, oh, talk to people tonight instead of sitting there with a sour expression on your face that makes you look like you’re getting a lemon enema?”


  “I’m not that bad.”


  “Uh, yeah. You have been.” He straightened. “I know I can’t tell you to suck up, buck up, and move on. I get it. It hurts. You had started healing, then the finality drove home that you couldn’t ignore it and pretend it wasn’t happening, or that it was temporary.”


  “Spoken like the man who’s never been divorced.”


  “Uh, yeah. Exactly. For a damn good reason. My dad went through five wives, dude. Five. My mom is on husband number three. My sisters have all been divorced at least once. I haven’t met the woman I’m willing to risk half my shit for yet. And I’m open and honest from the beginning with anyone I date that I’m not someone to rush into a marriage just because reasons. Be faithful and monogamous to them? Absolutely. Spend the night? A given. But shack up and sign a piece of paper that will later allow her to possibly force me into selling my house? No, thank you. I worked too damn hard for it. And I won’t let someone just move in with me, and then if things go bad not be able to get them moved out again. Only if I decide to marry them will I move them in with me first for a test run. And even then, they’re signing a damn lease.”


  Don had bought the house at a bank short sale. It had been inhabited by a hoarder and needed a lot of work. He’d gutted it and started over from scratch, doing nearly all the work himself over a period of three years while living in it most of that time.


  You’d never be able to tell the disaster it’d been when he’d bought it. He’d originally planned to flip it, but he’d liked the place so much that he stayed. With a pool, a nice shaded backyard, and a hot tub, it was his calm retreat from the rest of his life.


  Another reason he refused to give it up.


  Carl also couldn’t argue with Don’s logic. At thirty-eight, Don was five years younger than Carl, and apparently had made far wiser choices.


  “I’m going to go take a dip in the pool before the rain comes in,” Don said. “I finished mowing the front and back yards. Your turn next week to do them.” He headed back inside the house.


  Carl had a lawn service at the house he’d shared with Maria. Getting back into the swing of yard work had taken a little getting used to, but at least it kept his mind occupied for a while.


  Just like working on his car.


  Except while working on the car, Carl couldn’t help but think about Jeff.


  He examined his skinned knuckle, which still bled. Losing Jeff had hammered home to him how short life was. Jeff had only been two years older than him. Had only been married to his wife for four years.


  Life was damned short and not getting any longer.


  Maybe it was time he stopped looking back and started looking forward.


  


  * * * *


  


  Don felt a little bad about getting on Carl’s case, but he hated seeing his friend so down. That was the only word to describe Carl lately. Carl had been maintaining before, but then the divorce being finalized seemed to push him into a new low. Don knew it wasn’t a clinical depression, just a logical emotional response to the situation, but he still fought the urge to shake some sense into Carl.


  Maria had fucked the man over. Yes, that would piss anyone off and depress the hell out of them.


  But every time they went to the club, there were usually plenty of eligible, attractive women who wanted to play with Carl, and he was just too self-absorbed in his pain to see it. If it wasn’t for Don arranging play for his friend, Carl would sit at a table all night and talk, eventually meandering back to the subject of his divorce.


  Don also knew it wouldn’t do a damn bit of good to point it out to his friend, either. It was something Carl had to work his way through, in his own time.


  Yet it reinforced Don’s own beliefs, that no woman who wasn’t completely worth risking half his shit over would work her way that deeply into his psyche. He wouldn’t allow it.


  There’d been a few close calls before. Invariably, when the women realized how strongly he felt about them, it was like they changed, maybe thinking they had him under their control.


  And no, he wasn’t going to play that game with them.


  The first one walked and thought he’d come chasing her, and had gotten even more pissed off at him when he hadn’t.


  That had been a close call, to see her anger issues cropping up like that.


  The other two thought they’d play games, and when they realized he wouldn’t play them, they tried other tactics, like guilt.


  Nope.


  He’d slowly found himself learning how to weed those kinds of women out of the potential dating pool. He’d rather be single and play at the club than get emotionally entangled with a woman who wasn’t mature enough to meet him firmly halfway and stay there. Sure, he easily could have had his pick of several women who wanted a man to run their lives.


  He didn’t have the time or emotional energy for that, either. He didn’t want a doormat. A submissive, sure. But she needed to be a self-starter, self-sufficient, a plug-and-play partner who wanted to be there with him, not needed him to be there with her.


  He also had no interest in some young, barely legal newbie, either. He wasn’t even interested in any particular body type over another. Thin, thick, it didn’t matter to him. He was more interested in a woman’s brain, her personality, her confidence. Her sense of humor and self-respect.


  He changed into swim trunks and walked out to the lanai, jumping into the deep end and sinking below the surface before floating to the top and flipping onto his back. Despite the overcast day, the pool was the perfect temperature because of the heater.


  Wiping the water from his face, he stared up at the top of the pool cage. He’d need to get the pressure washer out tomorrow and blow a few leaves off the screen once the weather front moved through. Otherwise, they’d rot up there and cause mildew.


  He wasn’t a perfectionist by any stretch, but he’d learned what not to leave undone in terms of taking care of this house. The other option was to get rid of the trees in the backyard, and he refused to do that.


  Swimming over to the side, he grabbed the hand brush he kept there and worked his way around the pool, scrubbing at the tile above the water line. The automatic pool sweeper he kept running didn’t reach here, and if he did it once a week by hand, it didn’t get gross.


  That done, he flipped onto his back again and closed his eyes. Life was peaceful.


  Just the way he liked it.


  He’d hesitated to ask Carl to move in with him at first, and for that he now felt guilty. Carl had proven himself to be an excellent roommate. He did his chores, paid his share on time every month, and was a good friend.


  Now if Don could just help boost his friend’s morale, that’d be a win, in his mind.


  Chapter Three


  


  Amelia wasn’t sure what she’d face when she got home. She left her car parked in the driveway and went in through the front door instead of popping the garage door.


  Sure enough, Mike lay sprawled in his chair, eyes closed, TV on one of the ESPN channels. A hockey game from what looked like the 1980s was playing on TV.


  Yep, there was the banner, saying the game was from 1987.


  He started awake. “You just getting home?”


  “Yeah. For a few minutes. Marcia invited me to come over tonight, go out to dinner with her, and spend the night. A bunch of her friends are going to brunch in the morning.”


  “Oh. Okay. Have fun.” He leaned over to see past her, where she was blocking his view of the TV.


  She didn’t even know how he hadn’t turned into a puddle of lard yet. He didn’t hit the gym. Yes, he carried a couple extra pounds more than he did when they’d first met, but so did she.


  “Thanks.” She headed back to the bedroom, struggling not to cry as she quickened her pace down the hallway.


  Apparently he hadn’t even noticed that she wasn’t wearing her wedding or engagement rings. They were now tucked into a zippered pocket in her wallet.


  She didn’t feel right wearing them any longer. It felt like a lie.


  She grabbed an overnight bag from under the bed and quickly packed, grabbing her travel kit from the bathroom. She was a systems troubleshooter for a local tech company who dealt with custom retail software packages. Sometimes she had to travel out of town to do site visits, for installs, or for when a client had issues that couldn’t be corrected from their end by remotely logging into the system.


  That was about the only travel she ever did, and then only for business. Maybe once or twice a month, if that, and usually only one or two days at a time.


  She and Mike never traveled. She’d asked him plenty of times in the past, even to do something like drive over to the east coast and spend a weekend in a hotel there, or down to the Keys, or…something. Anything.


  Nope.


  They had perfectly good beaches here, and a house to sleep in. Why spend the money? Why drive a couple of hours?


  Why give a rat’s ass about his wife being miserable?


  She sank onto the bed and pressed one hand over her mouth to stifle her sobs.


  That was why she didn’t even notice Mike until he was standing in the bedroom doorway.


  “You okay?” he gruffly asked.


  She shook her head.


  “Look, I don’t understand what your problem is. Maybe you need a night away with your girlfriends to shake some sense into you. Marcia and Derrick have been married longer than we have. They’ll tell you the truth, that this is what it’s supposed to be. Not some stupid garbage book that’s fantasy. They make that escapist shit up for a reason. It’s not real life. It’s so people who are miserable can read that shit and get out of their heads for a while. It’s not meant to be a blueprint for life, Amy.”


  Strangely enough, it was his last word that snapped her out of her mood.


  She reached over to the bedside table and grabbed a handful of tissues to blow her nose. “You’re right,” she quietly said. “It’s not real life.” She stood and grabbed her overnight bag, afraid for a second that he might not get out of her way when she headed for the doorway.


  But he did.


  “Have fun,” he said as she headed down the hall. “I’ll see you sometime tomorrow. Hope you feel better when you get home.”


  “Yeah,” she said. “Sometime tomorrow.” She grabbed her laptop bag from where she’d left it last night on the dining room table when she’d returned home from work and headed out the front door.


  I damn sure won’t feel better when I get back here. Not until I’m out of this situation and finally living life again.


  


  * * * *


  


  She made it to Marcia and Derrick’s five minutes before the worst of the rain moved in. Standing there in the front hallway, she sobbed in Marcia’s arms for a good five minutes before her friend got her maneuvered into the living room and sitting on the couch.


  Mel related what happened to her friend. “It’s like he’s completely oblivious. He thinks everything’s fine, so I should think so, too.”


  “That’s exactly what he thinks,” Marcia said. “So the question is, what are you going to do about it?”


  Mel took a deep, hitching breath. “I’m going to set up an appointment with Ed for next week and get started filing for divorce.”


  “We’ll need to move your stuff out of the house before that,” Marcia said. “You don’t know what he might do. While he probably won’t react like an asshole, you never know. Better to get your stuff before the papers hit.”


  “I can take a couple of days off next week. My workload is flexible right now. After next week, we’ve got a new client that will keep me wrapped up for a while.”


  “Perfect. I’ll ask around tonight and get a crew put together. We’ll shoot for Wednesday.”


  “I can’t believe I’ll have to go back and sleep in the same house with him.” She shuddered. “I can’t believe a couple of weeks ago I was trying to get him to touch me. Now I can barely stand the sight of him.”


  “You did what you had to do. If you hadn’t, you might have been second-guessing yourself later. At least this way you know there wasn’t any other option. You gave it your best try.”


  “He is really convinced that I’m the one with the problem.”


  “Let me play devil’s advocate,” Marcia said. “Not to say he’s right, because he’s not. He’s not meeting you halfway, here. But what if the situation was reversed, and you were perfectly happy, for years, and suddenly he came out of the blue and told you he wasn’t?”


  She thought about it. “I’d feel pretty shitty.”


  “I’m not trying to make you change your mind,” Marcia emphasized. “And I’m not trying to make you feel guilty. I’m also not saying you handled things wrong. All I’m saying is that communication broke down a long time ago between you two. So when you’re dealing with him, keep in mind he’s painting you to be the bad guy for his own skewed reasons. He also might not want to admit he’s wrong. Or any number of things.”


  “Now I’m even more confused. Should I stay and keep trying to work things out?”


  “Not what I’m saying. I’m trying to give you perspective to help you combat your anger. Because anger will eat you alive, if you let it. I’ve seen it happen before. When you deal with him, try to do it with compassion, no matter how much of a raging doucheball asshole he’s being.”


  That finally made her smile. “Raging doucheball asshole?”


  “People react badly, sometimes, when their perfectly constructed fantasy is shattered. Are you absolutely sure he’s not cheating on you?”


  “Positive. I doubt he’d have the willpower to follow through. He’s got a routine. He does his forty hours at work, punches his timeclock, comes home, does his chores, and sacks out in front of the TV. That’s the sum of his happy little universe. That is his greatest aspiration, to have TV time.”


  “And he wasn’t like that when you met him?”


  “No. Were we wild and crazy? No. Hell, if he’d not stopped wanting to make love to me, I could have dealt with the boring. But I can’t even get him to cuddle with me anymore. I cannot remember the last time I had an orgasm I didn’t have to give to myself.”


  “What about him?”


  “What about him? I don’t think the man masturbates, unless he does it in the shower. And I doubt he is. He just has no desire.”


  “I really wish he’d go to the doctor,” Marcia said.


  “So do I, but he got almost as angry at that suggestion as he did when I asked about counselling. If he’s not willing to try, I’m done with the one-sided war. The fact that he refuses to admit there’s a problem, and is putting it all on me, that I’m the one with the problem, only seals the deal. It’s time for me to leave before I’m so angry with him that I hate his guts.”


  “Which is exactly what I was warning you about.”


  Once Mel got herself pulled together, Marcia led her back to the guest room that would be her temporary digs. She’d have to find out how much the divorce would set her back, get her paycheck set up for direct deposit into a different bank account…


  So much to do.


  “We haven’t even talked about rent,” Mel said. “How much do you want me to pay?”


  “Nothing. Chip in for groceries, if you’d like. Help out with chores. I’m guessing you won’t be here more than a couple of months before you figure out your next move. I know you. You are a take-charge kind of person who doesn’t like leaving things up in the air. And you like your freedom too much.”


  “Yeah, that is true. I’ve felt anything but free lately. Which is stupid.”


  “Why do you say that?”


  “Because here I thought by staying home with him, it might fix things. I thought that by limiting what I did, it’d bring us closer. All it did was cut me off from people I never should have distanced myself from. He couldn’t give a shit where I go or what I do. Hell, he’d prefer it if I just went and did things and not ask him to go with me. I stopped being me somewhere along the way and tried to be half of a broken marriage.”


  “That never works.”


  “Boy, I learned that the hard way.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Mel still wasn’t sure how to get out of going home tomorrow night. She might just have to suck it up and deal with it.


  Maybe steal a page from Mike’s playbook and fall asleep on the sofa, spend the night out there, and claim oopsies.


  Her back probably wouldn’t tolerate her doing that more than two nights in a row before it started protesting, though.


  She grabbed a shower and changed into the black and purple dress she’d brought with her to wear tonight. She’d originally bought it on a whim a couple of years earlier, thinking it was pretty and had a flirty kind of vibe.


  Mike had, predictably, hated it.


  “Makes you look like one of those New Age witches or something,” he’d said.


  So no wonder it was the one piece of clothing she made sure to wear tonight. Loose and flowing, it would look perfectly in place at the restaurant or later, at the club.


  Not like she’d be playing at the club, anyway. Just watching.


  She wasn’t about to cheat on Mike, even if the marriage was effectively dead. All she wanted to do was feel alive for the night, like there were actually people out there who didn’t mind talking with her or spending time with her.


  All this started with a book club.


  She couldn’t even remember how that conversation had started with Marcia, but she’d ended up hooked up with Shayla—who turned out to be one of Marcia’s kinky friends in the lifestyle—and their book club group.


  Just being with people had made her feel lighter every week.


  And then she’d bought a Kindle and started buying recommended reads they’d already devoured.


  Wasn’t like she had any other hobbies at that point. Until she’d brought up her dissatisfaction with her marriage, Mike hadn’t had any problem with her going to book club meetings, or buying the Kindle, or any of that. It meant more time he could spend, in peace, in front of the TV.


  She was ready to leave for dinner when Derrick and Marcia were. “Do I look okay?”


  Marcia hugged her. “You look beautiful.”


  “Thank you. I’m glad someone thinks so.”


  Chapter Four


  


  Whereas the first time Mel had dinner with Marcia and Derrick and their friends a few weeks earlier, she’d been too busy listening and asking questions to really observe.


  Tonight, she almost felt like an outsider.


  And not by any of their doing. Everyone was very nice and trying to keep her pulled into the conversations. The last time she’d been so overwhelmed that there’d been no time for her to process. She’d been mentally body surfing through the tsunami of information and people and truths and realizations without any time to really process what was going on.


  But with the truth settling inside her, she realized these people might be the only friends she had left by the time Mike got done with her, if he made good on his threats to tell what few friends she still had about her “pervy” habits.


  And hell, that threat had come from when she’d mentioned to him books she’d read, and suggested they try spicing up their love life.


  If had Mike reacted like that over books, she had no clue how ballistic he’d go in real life if he found out she really was interested in pursuing this.


  Ed and his wife were there, even though they weren’t going to the club later. “Call my office first thing Monday morning,” he said. “I’ll leave a note for my receptionist to make sure to work you into the schedule early this week.”


  This made it real. It sealed it in her mind.


  Now, she just needed to make sure she followed through and didn’t back down.


  They left the restaurant before anyone else. As they headed to the club, Mel rode in the backseat and tried to make some sort of sense of her thoughts.


  “Are you doing okay?” Marcia asked her.


  “I don’t honestly know. Not that I didn’t have fun at dinner,” she quickly added. “Everyone has been wonderful. You have no idea how much I appreciate this.”


  “It’s a lot to take in,” Marcia assured her. “You’ve got a lot on your mind.”


  Derrick chimed in. “If at any time tonight you feel overwhelmed and want to leave, just let us know,” he said. “I can always run you back to the house.”


  “I appreciate that. I’d rather stay and watch. Or, can I help out? Do you need any volunteers or anything?”


  Derrick chuckled. “Oh, boy. Another sacrificial lamb.”


  “What?”


  “We can always use volunteers,” Marcia assured her. “Out in the office and inside. Doing things like keeping an eye on the garbage cans, wiping tables down, making sure we have sodas and ice and all those kinds of non-kinky stuff.”


  Mel relaxed. “Oh. I’d be happy to do that for you.” That would easily keep her busy and doing something. She didn’t mind helping out. It was the least she could do considering her friends had taken her in—literally and metaphorically—to help her through this life transition.


  In fact, if it hadn’t been for the fortuitous timing of her arrival at Marcia’s house that one day, and if she hadn’t seen what was on Marcia’s laptop at the time, she might still be struggling to decide what to do with Mike. Might still be agonizing over a decision.


  Might be stuck there, letting him convince her she was “wrong” and “sick” for even thinking what she was thinking.


  Might have let him talk her into thinking she really did need counselling because he was the one who was “normal,” not her.


  There was already one car parked in the lot outside the club when they arrived.


  Derrick chuckled. “Good ole Jenny.”


  “Who’s she?” Mel asked.


  “She’s a gift from heaven,” Marcia said. “She’s our head volunteer, and she’s amazing. We couldn’t run this place as easily as we do without her. She can’t be here every weekend, but she helps organize all the volunteer schedules so we know we have plenty of help every week. And she helps out at several of the coffee times and munches as either a host or making sure she goes to talk about the club and our events to help bring newbies into our 101 classes.”


  Derrick unlocked the office door. The lights were on, but no one was inside. He stayed behind in the office while Marcia led Mel inside. They found Jenny in the main space, in the kitchen area, organizing and arranging things for the evening.


  Marcia made the introductions. “Jenny, this is our friend, Mel. She’s going to be staying with us for a while, and she’s going to help out here, too. She’s completely new to the lifestyle.”


  Jenny brightened. “Nice to meet you!” Mel loved the collar the woman wore around her neck, a piece of iridescent, round metal rod with a ring in the front. “Has she filled out paperwork?”


  “She did the last time she was here. She sat in on my 101 class.”


  “Okay. So let’s go get you a volunteer badge and I’ll show you from the ground up.”


  “Jenny’s a taskmaster,” Marcia playfully called out behind them.


  “And you love it, ma’am,” Jenny called back.


  “Didn’t say I didn’t.”


  Mel chuckled. The playful, light, airy feel to their banter was such a relief from the heavy cloak of seriousness she normally felt at home.


  When was the last time she and Mike had joked around? About anything?


  Never.


  The rare occasion she could pry him out of the house to go out to eat, all he wanted to do was listen to the radio. When she tried to hold a conversation with him, she received one-word replies, if she was lucky.


  Holy crap, my life is fucked up.


  Jenny got Mel a volunteer badge and started showing her the computer system while Derrick shuffled a few chairs outside, presumably for smokers. Mel tried to focus on what Jenny was showing her, but one thought kept intruding.


  She was done waiting around for Mike. It was a quiet certainty inside her, not a still vaguely possible outcome.


  She knew she’d be filing for divorce, as soon as she could.


  She needed to make her life happen. And she was the only one who could do that. For too damn long, she’d let her life be dictated by what she thought a “good” wife “should” do.


  Those days were over. If Mike had even been willing to make a few small changes, she wouldn’t be at this point. If he made her feel like he still loved her.


  If he made her feel like she wasn’t alone.


  How long was she supposed to keep trying and beating her head against a stone wall of resistance, with a man who had outright said he had absolutely no desire to change and thought there was nothing wrong with their marriage?


  Life was too short.


  At dinner, Mel had learned about a past friend of Derrick and Marcia’s—and friend to many there at the table—who had passed away not too long ago. Basco had been young, only a couple of years older than her.


  She didn’t want to realize she was about to die and had wasted her precious time on the planet.


  Maybe eventually she’d find out BDSM wasn’t for her. She didn’t know. From Marcia’s class, she learned there was a wide variety of participation levels and types of play. It intrigued her, and she was done with not doing things because of Mike.


  She wanted to explore. She wanted to learn. She’d felt…stagnant for so long, she needed to free herself from the mental and emotional mire.


  If nothing else, she wanted some damn friends who liked to laugh, and these people fit the bill quite well.


  Fortunately, Jenny didn’t throw her to the wolves with the computer system. She showed Marcia how to run the tablet they used to process credit cards, and assigned her to that task, as well as making sure people signed in and got wristbands once they’d paid.


  That she could handle.


  The nice thing was she got to meet everyone as they came through the door and started learning their names. In the first hour, she’d met at least thirty new people, a few who’d been at dinner and some she remembered from her visit a few weeks earlier.


  And a couple of those people remembered her, too, which gave her a secret thrill.


  How stupid is it that I’m happy people remember me?


  That was something to stick in her mental process later inbox to deal with. Not right now.


  Not tonight.


  She decided she would shut off the comparisons, the self-pity, the slowly smoldering anger at Mike over what she’d let him do to her, and to them, over the past several years, and focus on being present, on the now.


  On what was shaping up to be one humdinger of a night.


  


  * * * *


  


  After the initial crush of new arrivals, Marcia had another volunteer switch off with Mel. She then took Mel inside and showed her the main tasks that would crop up throughout the night, easy stuff that was so vanilla it struck her funny bone from the irony.


  Substitute a church social for the kinky stuff, it’d be exactly the same.


  Except without a naked woman wrapped in a rope harness scooping herself a helping of balled melons onto a paper plate.


  “The other reason I wanted you in here,” Marcia said, “is to watch. Crawford is about to start a fire cupping demo.”


  “What’s that?”


  “Watch.” Marcia pointed to where a guy had a massage table set up in a corner near the bathrooms.


  Tall and willowy, he had brown eyes and long, black hair streaked with grey that he’d pulled back into a low ponytail with a piece of leather cord. He almost reminded her of a wizard, not from his manner of dress—jeans and a black, long-sleeved button-up shirt with the sleeves rolled to his elbows—but from his manner.


  Several people had gathered around. On the table, a naked woman lay facedown. As Mel watched, Crawford used a lighter to light something inside small, rounded glass jars and stick them to her back.


  “It’s actually an old Chinese medicine technique,” Marcia told her. “There’s also cupping with suction cups, but the fire cupping adds heat to the mix and makes it feel even better.”


  “What’s it do?”


  “If you ever get really bad shoulder knots? It’s amazing. I’m such a fire cupping slut. There is a lot of stuff it supposedly helps. He also does acupuncture. He’s one of the few demonstrators who can legitimately say, ‘I’m a professional,’ when he does stuff like this.”


  “Can I go watch?”


  “Sure. That’s why he’s here. He’ll even do it to you, if you want.”


  Heat filled Mel’s face. “I don’t know if I could get naked in front of people.”


  “You’re wearing a bra, right?”


  “Well, yeah.”


  “That’s like a bikini. Unless you don’t have underwear on.” Marcia smiled.


  The heat in her face deepened. “I’m not going commando.”


  “It’s okay,” Marcia said. “You don’t have to try it if you don’t want to. And if you did, and want me or Derrick to stand right there, we can. You can wrap a towel around you, if you want. You’d be facedown on the table.”


  Actually, she did want to try it. “My neck and shoulders are really tight,” she said. “Stress. And being hunched over computers all week.”


  “Then it’s perfect. Want me to introduce you?”


  “But isn’t that like interrupting his scene?”


  “Normally, yes. But he’s doing a demo, and I know him, and I know that he doesn’t mind talking to people and answering questions. If I didn’t know all of that already, I’d say we’d wait to talk to him until after.”


  That being said, Marcia grabbed Mel’s hand and led her over and around the group, until they were standing at the head of the massage table and a couple of feet away.


  Crawford glanced their way. “Are you bringing me a fresh victim, Marcia?”


  In fact, the guy reminded Mel a little of Professor Snape, except with a playful smile and without the heavy British accent.


  “She’s a friend who’s really new to the lifestyle. A close personal friend. And she’s on a computer all week. I thought, what better way to dip her toe into the kinky pool than to toss her at you?”


  His serene smile looked calm, relaxed, as he lit whatever it was inside another of those glass globes and quickly stuck it onto the woman’s back. There were now eight of them there, and Mel could see purple discolorations forming under some of them.


  “Ah, I get to pop a newbie’s fire cupping cherry. You know I can’t resist that. Why do you tempt me so?”


  “Because you’re evil in all the good ways, dude.” Marcia grabbed Mel by the shoulders and made her trade places with her. “You stay here. I’ll go grab you a couple of towels.”


  Mel nervously swallowed, but nodded.


  “So,” Crawford said. “What is your name, my dear?”


  “Amelia. Mel,” she quickly corrected. At work, she was Mel. She wanted to be Mel here, too.


  “Crawford.” His focus didn’t shift from the woman in front of him even as he kept talking to Mel. “Did Marcia tell you what I’m doing?”


  “Sort of.”


  He started to explain again. She suspected the people gathered around had already heard some of this. But as he prepared another cup with what turned out to be alcohol and lit it, quickly adhering it to the woman’s oiled back, he gave her a detailed step-by-step of what he was doing, and why.


  “So…there’s no sex?”


  A few people laughed, but it wasn’t the bad kind of laughter. Crawford’s smile widened. “There can be, but not usually. Too much risk of dislodging the cups and having them hit the floor and shatter. And sex isn’t allowed here anyway.”


  “Oh. So it’s just…this is what you do?”


  “One of the things. This is something therapeutic I do with my clients in my office. Where things can really get kinky here is with acupuncture and a violet wand.”


  “I don’t even know what that is.” She’d heard a couple of people talking about them.


  “I can demonstrate that later tonight,” he said. “They can be interesting.”


  “Does this hurt? What you’re doing to her?”


  The woman on the table turned her head to face Mel. “If I could tie him up and take him home with me, I would. It feels amazing.”


  “Sorry, Celia,” Crawford said. “You know I don’t swing that way, love. I’m strictly a Top.” More laughter from the spectators.


  Marcia returned with a couple of towels. “Can she be next?”


  “Sure. I hadn’t yet selected my next victim.”


  Marcia gently bumped hips with her. “Don’t let him fool you. He’s the sweetest damn sadist you’ll ever hope to meet.”


  “Marcia, darling. Quit ruining my reputation. I will have zero street cred with the international sadists union if you keep that up.”


  “There’s a sadists union?” Mel asked.


  That made everyone laugh, including the woman on the table, who was desperately trying not to laugh. Crawford reached over to place his hand on top of one precariously jiggling jar toward her far side.


  “No,” Marcia finally managed through her giggling. “That was a joke.”


  “Oh.” Her face heated again. “Sorry.”


  “Marcia, she is absolutely adorable,” Crawford said. “May I keep her?”


  “No, you may not keep her,” Marcia joked. “She’s mine.”


  “You never let me have any fun.” He broke the seal on the precariously positioned cup and removed it, rubbing at the circular mark left behind with his other hand. “Mel, sometimes the cups leave bruises behind, like you were attacked and tentacle-raped. Will that be a problem?”


  “Oh, no. It won’t.” Not like Mike would see them.


  “The easiest excuse is the truth,” Marcia told her. “‘I saw an acupuncturist, and he did fire cupping on me.’ Anyone Googles it, they’ll see it’s a legitimate thing. It was vanilla long before it was kinky.”


  Twenty minutes later, it was her turn. She turned toward the wall and Marcia held a towel up to shield her. Then she started working on her bra.


  “You can keep that on, if you want,” Marcia said.


  “No, it’s no worse than changing in a gym, I suppose.” She took the towel and wrapped it around her before lying on the other, fresh towel Marcia had laid on the table after it’d been vacated and wiped down.


  She felt the guy sweep her hair to the side and off her neck. “You’re not allergic to any kinds of oils, or baby oil, are you?”


  “I’m only allergic to bullshit,” she said.


  Crawford actually laughed. “Marcia, seriously, you have to let me have her.”


  “She’s only a loaner, buddy.” Marcia leaned in. “Don’t worry. He’s just a flirt and a tease. He’s completely professional.”


  “Quit telling damn dirty lies about me, woman. You’ll ruin my reputation.”


  Mel involuntarily flinched when she felt the warmed oil hit her back. Then he started spreading it out with his hands, talking to her, asking her health-related questions, probing her shoulders and along her spine with his fingers before he did anything.


  Finally, “Okay, I’m going to place the first cup. If it hurts, do not hesitate to say red, understand?”


  “Yep.”


  She heard the flick of the barbecue lighter he was using, followed by the soft whomp of the alcohol igniting.


  There was a flare of heat where the cup hit her skin, followed by a pulling sensation that wasn’t uncomfortable. He lightly tugged on it, then paused.


  “How are you?”


  “That feels…good.”


  “Excellent. Let me place a few more.” He did, one of them not taking the first time and needing a redo. Then he slid them around on her oiled skin into new positions, and she felt herself relaxing, moaning at how good it felt as the tightness in her shoulders began to ease.


  She hadn’t realized how damned tense her body had been.


  He added a couple of more, and now she felt her entire body relaxing, nearly melting into the massage table.


  This was kinky?


  Sign me up!


  Hell, she didn’t even feel self-conscious anymore. She realized people were more interested in what Crawford was doing than who he was doing it to. She could have been lying there totally naked and it wasn’t like anyone would care.


  So why should she?


  By the time he finished with her thirty minutes later, she was unaware there’d been a crowd gathered around to watch, and had tuned out most of his talk as he explained to everyone what he was doing. Marcia had pulled a chair over to sit at her head and talk to her.


  But frankly, she wasn’t giving much more than monosyllabic mumbles in response.


  This just felt too. Damn. Good.


  All she wanted now was to go to sleep.


  He removed all the cups, rubbed her skin down, then handed Marcia a tub of wipes to help Mel clean off the excess oil as he started cleaning his cups in preparation for the next person.


  When Mel sat up on the table, she didn’t even think about grabbing the other towel to cover herself at first.


  Marcia smiled. “Someone looks happy.”


  “Holy crap, that was great.” She looked up at Crawford. “Thank you. Can I have one of your business cards?”


  “Of course.” He pulled one out of his case and handed it to her. “My sister is my receptionist, and she’s in the lifestyle, too. Feel free to tell her I worked on you here. Obviously, it goes without saying that if you tell others about me, please don’t mention where we met.” He smiled.


  “Of course.” He was located in Sarasota. “I’ll be making an appointment with you.”


  “See?” he told Marcia. “That’s how I get the monkey on their back. I give them the first one free.”


  Mel giggled. “You’re a sneaky sadist.” She hopped off the table and took her clothes from Marcia. “Thank you,” she said to Crawford. “I really appreciate you doing this.”


  He shrugged. “Just one of the many sadistic services I offer. If you’d like to try the violet wand later, remind me to show it to you before I pack it up after I play.”


  “Thanks.”


  Marcia took her into the bathroom to help her get dressed. Mel turned so she could look at the marks on her back. “Holy crap, it does look like I lost a battle with an octopus.” Some of the marks were only light pink, round circles. Some of them were deep purple she suspected would bruise for several days.


  “Yeah, but at least it’s easily explained.” Mel looked at her. “Tell Mike, if he asks, that we went to a spa.”


  “Ah.” She examined the marks again in the mirror. “The sad thing is, he won’t even notice, I’m sure.”


  Chapter Five


  


  Carl rode with Don to the club and struggled to pull his mood out of the toilet.


  He knew his friend was right, that he needed to move on, but telling his heart that was another thing entirely.


  A new direction, a new life lay before him, if he could just work up the gumption to start walking in that direction instead of stumbling around in tiny circles while following his own shadow.


  Kind of hard to do when all he wanted to do was collapse, curl up, and go to sleep.


  Just a couple of weeks ago, he’d thought he had a handle on this. He thought he was on the road to recovering his self-esteem, his personality.


  His dignity.


  Seeing eight years of his life dissolved with a judge’s signature had completely upended him emotionally. Yes, he’d known six months ago, from the moment his brain had processed what he was seeing when he opened his bedroom door to investigate the strange noises he’d heard, that the marriage was over.


  This made it final.


  This meant that it wasn’t a bad dream, that it had really happened.


  That the woman he’d loved, who he thought loved him, was actually total stranger.


  Hell, there were probably acquaintances and total strangers he could expect more loyalty from than his own wife.


  Ex wife.


  “Get out of your head,” Don warned.


  Carl looked over at him.


  “I saw the frown,” Don said. “You always get that frown when you start diving into the depths. Focus. Here and now. Stay in that.”


  “Easier said than done.”


  “You don’t think I mourn, do you?” Don asked.


  “What?”


  “When a relationship ends, you don’t think I mourn it. Right?”


  Carl shrugged. “Not like you’re married to them.”


  “So? It reinforces that I know I need to make sure when I do find the right woman that I don’t fuck it up six ways to Sunday and back. I’ve cried over relationships, okay? Maybe it looks to you like I’m some callous bastard, but that’s not the case. Only twice have I basically kicked women to the curve without a look back, when their crazy started showing. But even the relationships that have ended that I knew were going in a toxic direction, or were doomed, or whatever, I still grieved. Maybe only a couple of days, or maybe even a few weeks. Still, I grieved, in my own way. We all grieve differently.”


  Carl had only been around for two of Don’s latest breakups. For the past month, Don had played with a couple of different women at the club, and was talking a lot to one of them on FetLife.


  Carl had a suspicion she would be Don’s next ex.


  At least Don was up front with them. Carl would give Don all due credit for that. He didn’t string them along with false promises, or try to juggle several at once in secret.


  Carl had to admit that part of the BDSM lifestyle, the easier honesty, was a welcomed change. Especially after looking back through a couple of years’ worth of cell phone records just to realize that Maria had probably been stepping out on him far longer than she admitted.


  Fortunately, all the STD tests he made his doctor do came back negative.


  And to think I was going to bring up the subject of children with her again.


  Thankfully, he hadn’t.


  Which sucked, because he’d wanted kids. Until this all exploded, he’d wanted them with her.


  Now he might not ever have kids if he didn’t meet the right woman soon enough.


  Then again, maybe I’m better off without kids. Or maybe they’re better off without me.


  It was a little after nine p.m. when they pulled into the parking lot at the industrial complex housing Venture. In a portable storage unit positioned in front of the neighboring unit, Carl knew they were assembling their supplies for the club’s planned expansion. With the tenth anniversary celebration not far away, once the expansion was completed, there was a large party scheduled to mark the occasion.


  In the short time Carl had been coming to Venture with Don, he’d already met a lot of people he was happy to call friends. There were even a few they’d gone out with a couple of times, to a sports bar to shoot darts or watch a game on TV.


  He had a social life again. Before, their lives had revolved around Maria and her schedule and the events she wanted to attend, the friends she wanted to see. She’d neatly managed to nudge all of his friends out of the picture, keeping his time occupied to the point that there hadn’t been much time for him with his friends. Any time he’d tried to schedule a guy’s night out, Maria nearly always had an excuse as to why he couldn’t go, usually involving him tagging along with her and other couples to whatever it was she wanted to do.


  Any time he did go out without her, he usually faced days of almost complete silent treatment as punishment for it.


  Yet she’d had no problems doing things on the side, apparently, when she was supposed to be “working.”


  I’m an idiot.


  Looking back, he could see it all. At the time, he’d wanted to be a good husband, take care of her, make her happy, do anything for her.


  The bottom line was nothing could make her happy because she wasn’t a happy person inside.


  He knew he should probably feel lucky it was only eight years of his life he’d wasted on her and not more, but it still stung like fuck.


  This place had quickly become a second home to him, with people who were, yes, helping him learn to live again.


  Taking a deep breath, he got out and stretched.


  “You going to be okay?” Don asked.


  “I have to be.”


  “You know you have a lot of friends here, right? People who you didn’t know with Maria. People who have your back.”


  “That’s damned spooky.”


  “It wasn’t hard to connect the dots.” Don headed around to the trunk to get their rope and implement bags. “Try to remember how many new friends you have before you get sucked back down into your own head again. Remember that they aren’t going to screw you over the way Maria did. That it’s a new life for you. Quit thinking about the time you think you ‘wasted’ with her.”


  “Seriously, are you like a mind reader or something?”


  “No, it’s just really obvious. Common. Again, why do you think I’m not committing until I’m sure I meet the absolute right one? I don’t consider my time with them wasted, either. If I did that, I’d be one miserable goddamned fuck. I think of what I learned, what I took away from the relationship. The good things. Even the craziest chicks I dated, I still had some fun times, learned something. I was living my life, so that is in no way a waste. You’re only wasting the future by staying mired in the past.”


  Carl grabbed his bags from the trunk. “You should go into making fortune cookies.”


  “Don’t think I haven’t considered it.” Don grinned. “You should see what I can do with chopsticks and rubber bands.”


  “I’ve seen what you can do with chopsticks and rubber bands. I don’t even have a clit, and it made me cringe.”


  “She loved it. That wasn’t a kiss of loathing she gave me when I let her loose.”


  “Only you could turn chopsticks and rubber bands into instruments of torture.” Carl headed toward the front door.


  Don closed the trunk and followed. “Not only me,” he said. “Hell, I learned that trick from Ross. And I’m damn sure not the first person he taught it to, and he’s definitely not the inventor of that trick. Remember what Tony always says—”


  “If you can’t pervert it, you’re just not kinky enough. I know.” He pulled the door open and held it for Don, who had the larger, heavier bags. Carl just had a small carry-on rolling suitcase and a backpack for his ropes to haul his slowly growing implement collection. Some of which were actually flea market or home improvement store purchases.


  Jenny checked them in and they headed inside. In one corner, it looked like Crawford was doing a fire cupping demo. They spotted Marcia sitting there as well and suspected whoever the man’s latest victim was, she must be a newbie or a personal friend of Marcia’s.


  Marcia always took a special interest in women new to the lifestyle, making it her personal mission to make sure they had all the tools they needed to navigate the kinky waters as safely as possible without them letting subfrenzy get the better of them.


  That was something else Don had warned him about, not to jump into a relationship with someone he played with just because of the shiny new relationship energy he felt for them. That it was okay to play and not take it any farther than that.


  So far, he’d stuck to that rule.


  Even easier now with the emotional dampener of the divorce being finalized.


  I should have let Don throw me the party.


  Don had wanted to invite several of their friends over, take a copy of Carl’s original marriage certificate, and burn it in the barbecue grill in a symbolic cremation of the marriage.


  In fact, maybe he would ask Don to do that after all. He’d nixed Don’s suggestion out-of-hand when his friend had first brought it up the day the papers arrived in the mail from his attorney.


  “She looks new,” Don said, nodding toward Crawford’s scene.


  Carl looked. The woman was now sitting up, smiling, as Marcia stood ready with her clothes. Then Marcia shuffled her off into the bathrooms. He didn’t get a good look at her, but what he saw he liked, octopus marks or not. She had shoulder-length dark-blonde hair and he couldn’t tell what color her eyes were from that distance. About Marcia’s size, she wore a dazzling smile most often seen on new submissives experiencing things for the first time.


  “I’ll have to ask Marcia about her,” Don said.


  “Maybe I was going to ask Marcia about her.”


  “Were you going to ask Marcia about her?” Going after the same woman had never been a problem for them before. Usually, they were attracted to totally different types.


  When Carl turned, Don’s pointed blue gaze had pinned him down.


  “Maybe I was,” Carl mumbled.


  “Then do it. I’m supposed to do a rope scene with Crissy tonight, if she even shows.” He looked around. “I don’t see her yet, and she can be flakey sometimes.”


  Saying Crissy could be flakey was like saying the Grand Canyon was deep, or that Mt. Everest was tall. The only reason Don played with her was because she was happily married, with a vanilla husband who didn’t care what she did to get her kinky fix, as long as she didn’t have sex with anyone but him and she came home to him every night.


  Meaning she was the perfect kind of play partner for Don.


  Carl had played with her a couple of times, because she was an experienced bottom who didn’t mind helping break in newbie Tops. But he wasn’t attracted to her in the slightest and usually left her to Don.


  Carl was quickly coming to find he needed to have some sort of mental or emotional attraction to a person to really enjoy a scene with them.


  They’d settled in at one of the tables to watch others play when Marcia returned with the unknown woman.


  And, lucky them, made a beeline right for them.


  Don leaned in. Under his breath he said, “Don’t fuck this up.”


  Marcia pulled out a chair for her friend. “Hey, guys. This is my friend, Mel. Mind if she sits here for a few minutes? Mel, this is Don and Carl. I’ll go get you some water.”


  The woman—whose eyes were hazel, it turned out—looked a little subspacey and out of it. “Hi. Thanks.”


  “No worries,” Don said. “First time?”


  “No, second. First time I’ve ever tried anything though. That was great.”


  “Fire cupping’s pretty cool,” Carl said.


  Next to him, he was aware of Don covering his eyes with his hand.


  Before Carl could verbally trip over himself any further, Marcia returned with a cup of water. “Don, Carl, they need me out in the office for a minute. Would you mind sitting here with her and keeping an eye on her, please?”


  “Sure, no problem,” Don said.


  In other words, Marcia was saying she trusted them, and to not let anyone else bother Mel until Marcia returned for her.


  And to not fuck things up.


  


  * * * *


  


  Across the room, a guy had a woman suspended from a rope harness in the middle of the large, metal A-frame that dominated the space.


  “Do you guys do that?” Mel asked.


  “We’re into rope,” Carl answered before Don could, “but not suspensions. I’d like to eventually reach that level of skill. I’m not there yet.”


  “Oh.”


  “I’m newer than he is,” Carl added, then he flinched.


  If she didn’t know any better, she’d swear Don might have kicked him under the table.


  But they were cute. Don had gorgeous blue eyes and brown hair. Carl had green eyes and dark-blond hair that was almost brown.


  “I don’t know what the protocol for this is, but would you tie me up?”


  They exchanged a glance.


  “I mean, I went to that class Marcia taught a couple of weeks ago. For new people. But I’d really like to try some different things.”


  “How did you get into this?” Don asked without answering her question.


  “Accidentally.” She found herself rambling about her horrible marriage, and the book club, and Mike, and accidentally seeing Marcia working on the website, and then…


  When she finished, the men were staring at her and she realized she probably sounded like a psychotic idiot.


  “I’m sorry,” she said. “That was probably way too much information.”


  Marcia picked that moment to return. “So? How are we all getting along?”


  


  * * * *


  


  If they weren’t being set up, Don would eat his goddamned rope bag. He’d been warned about Tilly and Eliza, but he would not have picked Marcia as a matchmaker.


  “I think I just told them too much about me,” Mel said.


  She was damned adorable. If Carl didn’t go after her, he was liable to, although he usually preferred they had a little more experience first.


  Marcia slid into a chair at the table. “Mel is in a transition period in her life right now,” Marcia told them, giving them a knowing gaze Don had no trouble interpreting. “I want to make sure I introduce her to safe players, people Derrick and I trust, to help teach her about the lifestyle. If you guys wouldn’t mind playing with her, I would consider it a personal favor.”


  Don Corleone might as well have sat down and made them an offer they couldn’t refuse.


  “Sure,” Don said. “We’d be happy to.”


  Marcia smiled. “Great! We’re her ride, so unless she wants to go back home early, she’s here all night.” She stood and rounded the table, patting the men on the back and leaning in. “Thank you. I greatly appreciate it.”


  “What about Crissy?” Carl asked.


  Don wanted to backhand him.


  “Crissy?” Marcia asked.


  “Yeah, you know her,” Carl said. “The little redhead.”


  “Oh. The flake.”


  Ouch. “Yeah, her,” Don said.


  Marcia smiled. “If she shows up, I’ll make sure she hooks up with Scrye or Kel. They’ve flown her before.” She patted them on the backs again and turned, leaving.


  Oookay.


  Don gave Mel a smile. “I guess if you’re new, we should start at the beginning, huh?”


  She smiled again, so trusting and vulnerable, and he felt something tug on his well-shielded heart, just a little.


  Oh, boy.


  Chapter Six


  


  The men took her over a quiet corner, grabbing a couple of MMA mats and towels and sitting down with her.


  “Is there anything you have questions about?” Don asked her.


  “Everything.” She still felt almost giddy now. “Sorry, I know I must seem a little out of it.”


  “It’s okay,” Don assured her. “That’s normal. You might have hit subspace a little bit with the fire cupping.”


  “Really? I’ve read about that.” She felt like an idiot, like she’d forgotten how to talk to people.


  Then again, maybe she had. Years with Mike surely had atrophied her communications abilities outside of work.


  They opened their toybags to her and let her look at everything, all the different implements. She wanted to feel a few of them, too, and they let her smack herself in the thigh with them.


  “I thought some of these would hurt a lot more,” she said.


  “It depends on how hard you hit with them,” Carl told her. “And sometimes, the point isn’t to hit as hard as you can, but to get someone to the edge of their endurance and keep them right there on the verge of safewording, but not quite. A lot of people, that’s the point where subspace really kicks in for them, at that fine edge. It’s not a hard and fast rule, of course.”


  “That makes sense.” She was holding a silicone spatula and smacked herself even harder in the thigh with it.


  That stung. “Okay, I see what you mean.” She handed it back to Don.


  “So being tied up, or restrained,” Don explained, “it heightens the experience for some people. Especially if forced orgasm play is involved.”


  Screw it, if she embarrassed herself too much, she could simply never come back again. “Okay, I’ve seen that done, and I’ve heard Marcia talk about it, but what is it, exactly?”


  The men exchanged a glance. Carl explained. “Well, you ladies are lucky enough to be able to come more than once in a very short amount of time. Usually it takes a vibrator to help, but forced orgasm play usually involves restraining the woman and then, well, using the vibrator on her. Sometimes it’s part of a longer scene, and sometimes that is the scene. Again, it depends on the people.”


  She took a risk. “Is that something you can do to me?” These two guys were cute, Marcia obviously trusted them if she passed her off onto them, and…


  Well, dammit, she was horny.


  Somewhere in the dungeon, someone cried out in pleasure, accentuating the fact that she couldn’t even remember the last orgasm she’d had, much less the last one Mike had given her.


  Then she realized yes, she was still married.


  Even if only on paper.


  And that might be a no-go for them. “Or,” she quickly added, “we could do that some other time, if you wanted to show me something else.”


  “What do you want to do?” Don asked her.


  She took a deep breath. “Honestly?”


  They nodded.


  “I want to see if I can make noises like that other lady was just making.”


  The men exchanged another glance. “You can keep your panties on, if you want,” Don said. “We can do vibrator play over them.”


  Relief washed through her. “Even better.”


  The men continued talking with her, and she realized they’d ventured into sexual history. And why.


  No, they weren’t having sex, and yes, it was one-sided, but this was something Marcia had talked about in her class. Negotiations, full disclosure, all of it.


  If she wanted this to be part of her life, as Marcia had emphasized, she needed to get used to discussing it and comfortable talking about it, because it got easier every time you did.


  Marcia stopped by to check on them while they were still talking. “Everything okay?”


  “I’m going to let them do some orgasm play on me,” she admitted, her face heating. “Panties on.”


  Marcia arched an eyebrow and glanced at them, then back to her. “Your idea, or theirs?”


  “Mine.”


  “Oh. Good. Carry on.” She left, the men watching her go.


  Mel watched their reactions. “You’re a little scared of her, aren’t you?”


  “Sort of,” Don admitted. “Not scared as much as we are respectful.”


  


  * * * *


  


  She left her panties on but took off her bra, sundress, and shoes. The men had clarified what they would and wouldn’t do to her. They were going to tie her up, give her a bare-handed spanking, and then do orgasm play with her over her panties.


  They could also fondle and touch her breasts and nipples, if they wanted to.


  She sure as hell wanted them to. They were both cuties, hunks compared to Mike.


  It took them over half an hour to tie the harness around her. She sat there, eyes closed as they did it, enjoying the attention, enjoying them talking to her, the feel of their hands on her.


  Human touch.


  Damn, how she’d missed it.


  With her arms immobilized in front of her, they rolled her over Don’s lap. She flinched when his hand caressed her ass through the fabric of her panties, which she was pretty sure by now had a wet spot on them.


  “You can say red at any time,” he assured her once again. “Understand?”


  “Yes.”


  “Good girl.” His hand stopped, lifted. Then, the first smack, a fairly light blow that didn’t hurt at all. He must have been testing her, because he steadily increased the force, until she was squirming in his lap from the sting.


  Then Carl turned on the vibrator and pressed it between her legs from behind her.


  She froze, the orgasm shocking her with its suddenness and intensity. Gasping for breath, she moaned, arching her back to press against the vibrator even as Don continued spanking her.


  Finally, as she lay there gasping over his lap, Don stopped the spanking and Carl turned the vibrator off and draped a towel over her.


  She felt Don lean in. “Are you all right?”


  She nodded, processing, unable to speak yet. She hadn’t been ready for the orgasm to stop.


  And, damn, that had been far better than any orgasm Mike had ever given her.


  Ever!


  She heard Marcia talking to them, then felt her lean in. “Mel? You all right?”


  “Super green,” she mumbled, remembering a line from Marcia’s class that had made everyone laugh.


  Marcia stroked her hair. “Okay. If you need me, holler.”


  She didn’t want to open her eyes. She sensed the men waiting on her to recover before they started untying her.


  She really didn’t want them to untie her. She wanted to lie there all night with them, but knew that was unrealistic.


  They now probably thought she was a clingy psycho or something.


  Gathering herself together, she raised her head. “Okay.”


  They helped her sit up and started untying her. As much as she could, she kept her head tipped over against one or the other of them, just wanting the damn contact.


  How long had it been since she’d been able to snuggle?


  Forever, it felt like.


  When they finished, she was afraid they might say okay, see ya, but they didn’t. They helped her get her dress back on. She shoved her bra into her purse and nearly cried tears of gratitude when they suggested going over to one of the couches to sit and talk for a while.


  Yes, please!


  As she sat there with them, a blanket wrapped around her, Marcia checked on her again and brought her a bottle of water.


  “Wow, a fire cupping and a forced orgasm scene with spanking. So what do you think of your first night?”


  She gave her friend a thumbs-up.


  Marcia smiled. “Glad you had fun.” Then she leaned in and whispered something to the guys, first Don, then Carl.


  When Marcia left, she asked. “Did she just threaten you?”


  Don laughed. “No. She thanked us.”


  She snuggled more deeply between them, enjoying the contact. “Thank you,” she said. “I really enjoyed that. You have no idea how much.”


  “We enjoyed it, too.”


  


  * * * *


  


  It was almost closing time when Carl and Don left Venture. Marcia, Derrick, and Mel would be staying until closing.


  The men sat in the car for a moment after getting in.


  “Wow,” Carl said. “That was…amazing.”


  “No, shit,” Don said. “Damn, that was fun. I usually don’t like playing with brand new newbies because it’s so stressful, but damn.”


  “I want it said right now, that I would not mind playing with her again.”


  “Me, either.” Don finally cranked the engine. “She was something special. I’ll be taking a shower before bed.”


  “Well, if you’re going to do that, then I’ll go out to the hot tub so we’re not fighting for the hot water, because I suspect you’re doing that for the same reason I’m doing that.”


  They laughed. “Yep,” Don said. “Probably.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Mel rolled over in bed the next morning and felt disoriented until she remembered she was in Marcia and Derrick’s guest room.


  And she felt strange aches and pains here and there. Nice, but strange.


  The good kind of strange.


  When she went to use the bathroom, she turned and looked in the mirror, lifting the hem of the T-shirt she’d slept in. Yep, she still had faint marks all over her back.


  A delightful shiver raced through her as she thought about the scene she’d had with the men. Definitely nothing as severe as some of the people she’d seen play, but it had changed her life. There was no way she could continue with Mike.


  She needed out, before she was too old to enjoy the life she’d been given. She only had one shot at happiness, and Mike had proven beyond a reasonable doubt that he had no interest in being a part of that happiness.


  And, who knew, maybe he needed some dorky little wallflower who wanted to do nothing but sit at home and watch sports with him.


  She was not that woman.


  She wasn’t even the same woman she’d been the morning before when she’d awakened and taken off to the beach to think.


  And this woman needed to make some serious changes in her life.


  Chapter Seven


  


  Wednesday morning, Mel was in Ed’s office at eight o’clock and seated in front of his desk.


  “No children, correct?”


  “Just the house,” Mel told Ed. “No pets, even. He was allergic to everything. Including me, apparently,” she added. “Or might as well have been the way he’s avoided me.”


  Ed took notes. “Cars?”


  “They’re in both our names, but they’re paid off. He’s already signed off on the title on mine, and I signed off on the title on his.”


  “Bank accounts?”


  “I took exactly half of what was in the savings account, and in the joint checking account. Although, technically, since I made more than him, I should have been entitled to more.”


  “Maybe, but good luck arguing that in court if it’s even close. Judges like simplicity.”


  “I don’t think he believes I’m filing for divorce,” she said. “I think he thinks this is some phase that I’ll grow out of.”


  “That’s not uncommon,” he said. “Denial by the spouse getting served. Or he likely thinks it’s some sort of attention-grabbing tactic on your part.”


  “You might be right. He even sort of laughed when he signed my car title last night, like he was humoring me.”


  “What’d he say about the bank accounts?”


  “I haven’t told him yet. We each had our own spending accounts that the other can’t access. They were left over from when we were single, before we got together. He probably hasn’t even looked at the bank accounts yet. I did it last night. I filed paperwork on Monday with my job to send my direct deposit to that account instead of the joint account, and that next paycheck won’t hit until next Friday. It’s like he’s not taking this seriously.”


  “He’s not. Not right now. What about your stuff?”


  “I rented a storage unit yesterday. And everyone’s meeting me over at the house at noon today to move. But I was going through stuff yesterday while he was at work, getting ready, you know? You’d think after fifteen years together that I’d have more stuff to take. Most of the furniture I don’t want. It was stuff he picked out and I let him. I’d rather get my own. I packed my dishes and stuff that I wanted, my clothes, pictures, books, DVDs, all of that. But I didn’t realize until the time came to do this that I’ve let him pretty much direct my whole life.”


  “Funny how that works, huh?” He stopped and took his glasses off to meet her gaze. “Sorry, I shouldn’t make light of it like that, but this isn’t anything I haven’t seen before with divorces, unfortunately.”


  “When did this happen to me? I didn’t realize how I pretty much rolled over to him on everything all through our marriage. If there was something our opinions differed on, pro or con, he’d basically badger me, or piss and moan, or even pout, until I gave in and did things his way. He didn’t really bully me, either. It just got easier to give in. I guess I got into a habit of automatically giving in without even thinking about it. What the hell is up with that?”


  “Again, not uncommon. One partner wants to keep the peace and subverts themselves, their personality, even. It can happen with little things, or on an abusive level.”


  “He never abused me,” she quickly said. “Consensually or not. He never laid a finger on me.”


  “Mentally?”


  “Not really, no. Yeah, he reacted badly when I confronted him a few weeks ago about how bad things were between us, but it’s not like he called me a lot of names or bullied me around.”


  “I thought you said he called you ‘sick’ for liking romance and BDSM books?”


  “Well…” She stopped to think.


  Yeah, that was pretty much exactly what he’d said. “But it was just about that. Not about everything.”


  “You sure?”


  She started to say yes, then thought about it.


  Thought really hard.


  She let out a sigh. “Okay, he wasn’t abusive, but he wasn’t exactly the most sensitive of guys throughout our marriage. I get it.”


  “Really? I hope so. I don’t like to see my clients make repeat mistakes. I don’t give out punch cards for discounts to pay for three divorces and get a fourth free.” He smiled.


  That finally pulled a laugh from her. “Really?”


  “No shit, one guy, I’m working divorce number five for him. At least after number two he got smart and made them sign pre-nups like I begged him to.”


  “Holy cow.”


  “Yeah. That about sums it up.”


  She started thinking while Ed was writing. “Should I get a pre-nup if I get married again?”


  “I would encourage you to do so, yes.”


  “I guess one of the guys I met this past weekend, Don, he doesn’t believe in marriage.”


  Ed laughed. “No, Don is smarter than the average Dom. He practices catch and release until he eventually finds the right one. He does it ethically, and he doesn’t cheat on his partners. It’s not my preferred method of operation, but I can’t fault him for it.”


  “He and Carl both seemed nice.”


  Ed had slipped his glasses back on. Now he eyed her over the top of the rims. “You haven’t even filed for divorce yet. I would strongly suggest not getting involved with anyone until you’ve had a little decompression time. Not to mention, you don’t want to be in the middle of a legal battle while you’re trying to meet new people. Take your time. Playing is fine as long as you don’t let yourself get tied up in a bad situation. Eh, no pun intended.”


  “What about Carl and Don? Are they safe?”


  “I’d say so, yes. There are several guys who are regulars at the club I’d feel comfortable introducing you to. Don and Carl are just two of them.”


  “Okay. Thanks.”


  “Hey, you’re friends with the club’s owners. Ask them to help you out. They can make sure you don’t run afoul of the wrong people. Derrick and Marcia do a good job of keeping their ears to the ground to prevent problems and making people with bad reputations feel unwelcome, if not outright banning them.”


  “Marcia introduced me to Don and Carl.”


  “Ah.”


  “What?”


  He smiled. “Nothing. But be warned, there are a few self-appointed matchmakers at the club. And they happen to have a damn good track record.”


  “Is Marcia one?”


  “Not usually, no.”


  


  * * * *


  


  By the end of her second week staying in Marcia and Derrick’s guest room, her divorce had been filed, and Mike hadn’t even so much as called her.


  She’d sent him several FYI texts, such as when the electric and water bills were due, but no response from him.


  Okay, fine. He’s a big boy.


  At Ed’s suggestion, she manually deposited half of the mortgage payment into their joint account at her next paycheck. He said she should do that, and pay for half of the homeowners insurance, property taxes, things like that.


  But she already had her own auto insurance and had removed herself from their old policy, and from the utility bills.


  The only thing she hadn’t done yet was to legally change her address, and that was only because she was still hoping to find a better solution than mooching off Marcia and Derrick. She greatly appreciated their help, especially coordinating the move, but she didn’t want to live there forever.


  She needed a place of her own, that she could afford.


  The next Saturday, Don and Carl met them all at Sigalo’s for dinner before going to the club. They’d just sat down with everyone when Derrick got a call that they were having an electrical problem at the club.


  Dammit.


  She really liked Don and Carl. She’d sat between them and really didn’t want to leave.


  “Hey,” Marcia said, “Don, would you guys mind bringing Mel to the club with you after dinner?”


  Her heart soared. “Sure,” Don said. “No problem.”


  “Thanks!” Marcia dashed out after Derrick.


  A little suspicion flitted through Mel’s brain, but then she started talking to the guys and it went right out of her brain again.


  Kel and Mallory showed up a few minutes later. “Sorry, traffic,” Kel apologized. “Did you all order yet?”


  Tilly looked up. “What about the electrical problem?”


  “What electrical problem?”


  “At the club?”


  “No one told me about that. Hold on.” He pulled his phone from his pocket and walked out. When he returned a few minutes later, he said, “It’s fine. Derrick’s got it covered.”


  She’d been set up and she knew it.


  Not that she was going to complain.


  On the way over to the club, out of the earshot of the others, she said, “I need to apologize to you two.”


  “Why?” Carl asked.


  “I think Marcia’s trying to set us up.”


  Don glanced in the rearview mirror. “Why do you say that?”


  “Because I bet there wasn’t an ‘electrical problem’ at the club.”


  “Ah.”


  She sighed. “I love Marcia and Derrick, but I need to find my own place. I can’t live with them forever.”


  “I have an extra room you can rent.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Don couldn’t believe he’d said it out loud, but the shocked look on Carl’s face meant yep, he probably had.


  “You do?” she asked.


  He swallowed. “Yeah. Pool and a hot tub, too. We could move you in tomorrow, if you wanted.”


  “How much a month?”


  He did some quick mental calculations. “Seven hundred, which includes utilities, plus groceries.” He could then drop Carl’s rent by three hundred a month.


  “Can we go look at it?”


  “Right now?”


  “Sure, if you don’t mind.”


  “Okay. Might want to call Marcia so she doesn’t worry when we don’t show up, though.”


  “Good idea.”


  While she was on the phone, he glanced at Carl again, who gave him a thumbs-up close to his body, so Mel couldn’t see it from where she sat in the backseat.


  When she ended the call, she laughed. “Oh, no shocker, the electrical problem was no biggie, and we were told to take our time.”


  “Yeah, we were set up,” Don said. “But seriously, it’s okay. And no pressure. If you don’t like the house, you can tell us no thanks, and no hard feelings about it.”


  “No, this is probably just what I need. I love them, but I can’t mooch off them.”


  “And since Marcia is likely trying to shove us all together, let’s make it easy on her,” Carl said.


  Don fought the urge to smack his friend.


  But apparently Mel hadn’t taken it the same way he had. “Yeah, true. I hope you guys aren’t mad at her for that.”


  “No, not at all,” Don said.


  “It won’t be weird for you guys, having me there?”


  “Not if it’s not weird for you,” Don said.


  She went quiet for a moment. “Can I ask you guys something?”


  “Sure.” He really liked Mel, and not just as a play partner. She was smart, fun to talk to, and funny.


  “I joined FetLife this week, right? To get in touch with people. And I’m getting creeped on already and I haven’t even been a member for four days. I saw there are options for like ‘under protection’ and stuff. Would it be okay if I put something like that on my profile and listed you two?”


  Don nearly ran into the back of the car in front of them, who’d stopped to avoid running a stale yellow light.


  “Absolutely,” he said. His eyes widened as he looked over at Carl, whose eyes were also wide.


  Maybe we should buy a lotto ticket before going home, too.


  “Cool, thank you. I really appreciate that.”


  He stared at Carl, who stared back at him.


  


  * * * *


  


  Holy mother of farking what the hell?


  Carl couldn’t believe this. A woman he was attracted to was seriously considering moving in with them and had asked if she could list them on her FetLife profile.


  Um, hello, Karma? Whatever I did? Thank you!


  An hour later, they were heading to the club. Yes, Mel was happy with the room. It was a little larger than the one at Derrick and Marcia’s house, and they had the pool and hot tub.


  While she’d used the bathroom at the house, he and Don had stepped into the living room to talk briefly and get on the same page. Don would be lowering his rent, which wasn’t even his main concern.


  He didn’t want to fuck up their friendship over her.


  “She’s not even divorced yet,” Carl said. “Let’s agree right now to keep things limited to friends and roomies and play partners until her divorce goes through.”


  “You read my mind.”


  They shook on it. “Let her be our submissive, eventually?” Carl asked.


  “If she wants it, sure,” Don said. “I’m not going to ask her that right now, though. But I think we can have a lot of fun as play partners with her.”


  “I sure hope so,” Carl said. “Because I’d really like to get to know her better.”


  Chapter Eight


  


  By the time they reached the club, Mel was wondering if she’d rushed into this. When Marcia practically tackled her at the front door and took her outside again, she knew she’d been set up.


  “Well?”


  Mel stared at her. “There wasn’t an electrical problem, was there?”


  Marcia waved it away. “They’re nice, they’re employed, they’re single.”


  “You set me up.”


  “Are you complaining? You’re going to be single. You’re a hardworking, gainfully employed, non-psychotic woman who needs friends, if nothing else. Right?”


  Marcia couldn’t argue with that logic. “True.”


  “Okay, then. I’m tired of seeing those guys look lonely. They’re nice guys. You’re a nice woman. If something happens, great. The worst that happens is you eventually move out again once your divorce is final. Right?”


  “You need to fess up to them.”


  “Are we moving you tomorrow?” Marcia looked altogether too hopeful.


  “Why are you so eager to get rid of me? Before, you said you were happy to have me living with you.”


  “Sure, until I saw how you looked playing with them that first night. Both them, and you, looked…changed. That’s the only way I can describe it. I’ve seen them play before, and I’ve never seen them look the way they looked playing with you. It was like lightning hit all three of you. The good kind of lightning.”


  The guys stepped outside. “Is everything okay, Mel?” Carl asked.


  Mel crossed her arms and glared at her friend. “Tell them.”


  “Fine!” Marcia turned. “Yes, I set the three of you up. Happy?”


  Instead of being upset, the men laughed. “Told you,” Don said to Carl. To Marcia, he said, “You are not sneaky like Eliza and Tilly. It was all over your face. I hope you don’t play poker. Yes, we’re still happy to have her move in, but none of the three of us are going to promise you anything. You, however, have to let us live our lives. Deal?”


  Marcia frowned. “This shit looks so damn easy when Tilly and Eliza do it.”


  Don hugged her. “They’re a lot sneakier than you are, that’s why. And they’re both more toppy than you are.”


  Marcia turned back to her. “I really do vouch for these two. Please? Just…give it a chance?”


  “We’re play partners,” Don told her. “We’ve already talked about her listing an ‘under protection’ designation with us on FetLife because of creepers. But we’re adults. Let us get to know each other as friends and play partners before you and Loren start planning a damn wedding or something, all right? She might hate our guts after a month.”


  “Fine,” Marcia said. “But, listen, in all seriousness, if it doesn’t work out, you can move back in with us. Promise me to give it a couple of weeks though, please?”


  “Okay,” Mel said. “Deal. Just no more fiendish plots, all right?”


  “Deal.”


  


  * * * *


  


  When Mel played with the men that night, they did rope bondage, spanking—this time including a paddle she’d handpicked from Don’s implement bag—and over-the-panties orgasm play.


  One thing she couldn’t help but notice about a lot of the other women was that they shaved completely bare…down there.


  “Embarrassing question,” she said.


  Considering she was already tied up and facedown over Don’s lap meant it was a little embarrassing to start with. “Sure.”


  “I…trim down there. Should I completely shave it?”


  “You’re not our submissive,” Don said. “We won’t order you to do that.”


  “If you did have a say in it?”


  Carl shrugged. “Are you saying you’re giving us a say?”


  “Yeah. I’m not playing with anyone but you guys.”


  “Then I say shave it. You might feel less self-conscious when you eventually feel comfortable playing completely naked.”


  “Ditto,” Don said.


  “Okay.” She started to relax, then lifted her head again. “Can I call you guys Sir?”


  Don sat her up and leveled his blue gaze at her. “What are you asking of us?”


  She took a deep breath. “Look, I know we’re not in a relationship. But while I’m trying to figure out my future, and get the divorce out of the way, it’d be nice to have some breathing room and not have a ‘fresh meat’ sign on my head, so to speak. If you two are okay with it.”


  The men exchanged a glance, nodding to each other.


  “Okay,” Don said. “For the purpose of play, and on FetLife, you can say you’re our submissive. If you want, we’ll add you to our profiles, too. But not collared.”


  Relief flowed through her.


  The irony didn’t escape her that she wanted to be free from Mike, and yet have the invisible barrier of protocol around her to give her breathing room.


  “Thank you. I really appreciate it, Sir.”


  Don grinned. “I could really get used to you calling me that.”


  “Me, too,” Carl said.


  


  * * * *


  


  Mel awoke the next morning with a sore ass and a light heart. They’d given her hellaciously good orgasms, followed by the best part—aftercare.


  Snuggling and talking.


  And they reiterated that their living arrangement did not include sex, although they could discuss playing at home after she’d settled in.


  In a way, that disappointed her even as it relieved her. Okay, they wouldn’t be creeping on her. Great.


  But did it make her a horrible person that she wasn’t even divorced yet and really wanted to get fucked?


  Marcia and Derrick were already awake when she walked out to get coffee.


  “There’s my girl!” Marcia said, swooping in to hug her.


  “You have got to stop that,” Mel said, hugging her back. “This is just a living arrangement with them for now.”


  “But you’re playing with them. That means maybe more.”


  “Maybe. After my divorce. They brought it up first.”


  Marcia’s face fell. “But I thought they liked you.”


  “They do,” Mel said. “And, to be honest, I don’t want to be one of those women pinballing from new relationship to new relationship. It took me fifteen years to realize how miserable I was and make a change. It won’t kill me to wait a couple of months.”


  “But what if they meet someone?”


  “Then they meet someone. How about if I meet someone? We’re not doing any kind of dynamic outside of the dungeon for now, okay? That’s the way I want it.”


  “Marcia,” Derrick said, “she’s being reasonable.”


  “I just want her to have her happy ending,” Marcia said.


  “I know,” Mel reassured her. “I appreciate it and love you for it. You did your job—you introduced us and got us under the same roof. Now, it’s up to us to live our lives. Let us do that.”


  She could tell Marcia wanted more reassurances than that, but Derrick reined her in.


  When Don and Carl and several others showed up at noon to start the move, Mel had been giving thanks that she hadn’t really unpacked much, and that most of her stuff was still in storage.


  Which they had to go get a few things. Like the bed she’d taken from the other house, from the guest room. There wasn’t a bed in the men’s spare room.


  By the time Mel collapsed on the men’s couch at nine that night, she felt like her world had been upended.


  Again.


  Probably because it had.


  The men sank onto the couch on either side of her.


  “Well,” Don said, “that’s done.”


  She leaned her head over onto his shoulder. “Thank you,” she said. Peace had settled inside her.


  “For what?”


  “For this. For humoring me about the protection and submissive stuff. For being so nice.” She burst into tears.


  The men held her as she cried. “I’m sorry,” she said. “But I went from feeling like I was totally alone, and now I have all these friends, and even just hugs from friends is more than I was getting before.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Carl felt horrible for her. At least he’d thought things were okay with his marriage before it imploded. “Hey, you can always have friend hugs from us, any time you need them. Couch snuggles, friend hugs, any of that. Okay?”


  “Thank you.”


  “Yeah,” Don added. “What he said. No pressure, ever.”


  After she’d pulled herself together and headed to bed, Carl sat there, staring at the TV.


  So did Don.


  They looked at each other.


  “Wow,” Don said. “Thank god she wasn’t abused by that asshole.”


  “Being ignored can be a kind of abuse.”


  Don scrubbed his face with his hands. “I’m glad we decided to take this slow.”


  “Moving her in after knowing her less than two months isn’t slow.”


  “We’re not sleeping with her. We’re just roommates with play bennies. That might be unusual to the vanilla world, but by kinky standards, that’s downright puritanical.” Don dragged himself to his feet. “Regardless, we have plenty of time now to figure out where to go from here. She obviously needs to settle into a new routine, get to know us, we need to get to know her, and the divorce needs to go through.”


  “True.”


  “Then why do you look so upset?”


  Carl glanced down toward the hall before looking up at him and lowering his voice. “I want to go punch her ex. Right in the goddamned nose. For making her cry, if nothing else.”


  “You can’t go do that. Not without me.”


  “No, we can go do that. We shouldn’t.”


  “All right, Tony,” Don joked, turning to head to bed. “We shouldn’t go punch her ex in the snoot, but I agree it sounds like a damned good idea. Except Tilly and Marcia would probably kill us if we didn’t let them come with.”


  Chapter Nine


  


  It was a Saturday, two days before her final divorce hearing.


  Mel had been living with the guys for four months, and she was ready to have the divorce over with. Mike hadn’t fought it, fortunately.


  Don and Carl played exclusively with her and had ever since she moved in.


  That didn’t hurt her feelings in the least. She still felt a little guilty that the guys wouldn’t let her reciprocate with them in terms of orgasms, but they assured her that’s the way they wanted it for now.


  They also reassured her that if, once her divorce was final, she wanted more, they would be there, patiently waiting for her to instigate that discussion.


  But both men were adamant that they wanted her to be able to make whatever decision she did with a clear mind and a clear conscience.


  Don and Carl were out in the backyard doing yard work. She’d been dealing with a couple of work emergencies via her laptop when the doorbell rang.


  She was shocked to find Mike standing there when she answered the door.


  “What are you doing here?” she asked.


  “Can I come in and talk to you?”


  She’d almost hoped, early on, that Mike would see the divorce papers, panic, and swear to change. Then follow up on the promises with real change.


  She’d known that was unrealistic and borderline crazy thinking, but she’d hoped he’d think she was worth trying to fight for.


  The longer he’d gone without a personal response, the more she realized the sad reality, that he really, honestly didn’t give a shit. That he’d hired an attorney and didn’t fight the divorce only confirmed it.


  And since she’d moved out, he hadn’t even bothered to call her, to check up on her. He’d never even replied to the texts she’d sent about the utility payments being due, so she stopped sending them.


  “Talk to me why? About what?”


  He held up a sheaf of papers. “About all of this, Amy. Come on, are you seriously going to go through with this nonsense? I’ve put up with it about as long as anyone should reasonably be expected to.”


  She blinked, staring at him, positive this had to be a practical joke, and a really bad one. So much so she had to fight not to take a step out and look for hidden cameras.


  She’d forgotten how much she hated it when he called her Amy.


  “Uh, what?” she asked when she realized he was standing there, awaiting a response.


  He shook the papers at her. “I had to waste money getting an attorney, okay, Amy? So did you. Let’s stop this before we fuck up our finances and credit ratings. Just come home, and I’ll forget all about this. Now listen to me. You’ve had several months to get whatever this is out of your system, and—”


  “Mel, you okay?”


  She jumped at the sound of Don’s voice.


  Correction, it was Don and Carl standing there behind her, both of them shirtless and sweaty and looking, especially compared to Mike…


  Yum!


  “Um, guys, this is Mike.”


  “Your ex?” Carl asked.


  “I’m Amy’s husband!” he said, sounding uncharacteristically shrill. Ed’s early warnings to her about Mike being in denial returned to mind.


  Don snorted. “Dude, not for much longer.”


  “Is this what you really want?” Mike screeched waving the papers at her.


  Hell, he hadn’t shown this much emotion over the last several games the Bucs had lost, and those usually got him pretty riled up.


  “Don and Carl are my roommates,” she said. “I don’t understand why you care. You didn’t give a shit about me when I was with you and begging you to spend time with me. Hell, I couldn’t get you to have sex with me to save my life! You haven’t even bothered to text me to see if I’m okay. You handled everything through your attorney. Why even pretend you care?”


  His eyes widened. “So you decided to leave me so you could just slut arou—”


  “Hey! Whoa!” both men said, stepping forward and protectively pulling her behind them, crowding in front of Mike and forcing him back a step.


  Don leaned in and jabbed a finger in Mike’s face. “She’s our friend, asshole. She hasn’t even dated anyone, okay?”


  Technically the truth, although she suspected getting into the intricacies of orgasm play not technically being sex probably wouldn’t go over so well with Mike.


  Carl also leaned in. “And you need to fucking treat her with respect. Then again, had you been doing that, you wouldn’t be standing here now, would you?”


  Mike looked at the two men, then caught her gaze where she was standing behind Don and Carl. “That’s it, Amy,” he said. “You want a fucking divorce? You’ve got one. Just wait until I tell everyone you were reading those trashy books, and now you’re living with not just one guy, but two!”


  He turned and stormed down the walk toward where his car was parked on the street.


  Don watched him go. “So that’s the tool you left, huh?”


  “Real charmer,” Carl drawled. “Can’t imagine why you weren’t blissfully happy.”


  “Tell me about it.” She crossed her arms over her chest and watched Mike peel out. “Guess I can kiss my friends and family good-bye once he finishes with them.”


  “Can I ask you a dumb question?” Carl said.


  “Yeah.”


  He turned to her. “Who the hell is Amy?”


  


  * * * *


  


  After a very brief and terse conversation with her mom—who’d already heard from Mike several weeks ago, Mel hung up and fought the urge to throw her cell phone into the pool.


  “She thinks I’m dumb to divorce Mike,” she said. “He’s already painted himself to be a victim.” She had been working up to the truth with her parents. She’d told them she was separating from him and likely would divorce him, but hadn’t told them when the final hearing was.


  “Expect him to double-down when he gets hold of her again,” Don warned.


  “You might want to call Ed and give him a head’s-up,” Carl suggested. “He might say let it go, or he might have advice.”


  “I hate to bug him on the weekend.”


  “It’s what you’re paying for,” Don said.


  “True.” She called him, but he wasn’t worried.


  “Remember how I mentioned at our first consult that it sounded like he was in denial?”


  “Yeah?”


  “He’s not in denial anymore, obviously. This was the smack in the face that most people usually feel when they are actually served divorce papers.”


  “You’re kidding, right? I mean, moving out and changing bank accounts and hiring attorneys and all that wasn’t enough?”


  “Some people are clueless. I’ve seen worse, believe me. Like you said, he was very apathetic. He had likely convinced himself this wasn’t a permanent thing. That he was going to talk to you, you were going to return home, and life would slide back into its normal rut. You just forcibly jacked him out of his rut by dumping a load of killer bees down his pants.”


  “Don’t give me ideas,” she muttered.


  “That was a metaphor, not a suggestion.”


  “I like killer bees better as a suggestion.”


  “Try to relax. Nothing, legally, has changed. Call anyone you think he might contact and get ahead of it, if you feel you have to. Tell people he’s pissed off that you left him after years of him neglecting you, and now that he realizes it’s going to cost him, he’s pissed off and spreading lies about you.”


  “Technically, most of it isn’t lies. It’s just the context looks horrible.”


  “They won’t know that. But if you do want to try to save those friendships, call them. Now. Because he’ll likely be busy going through his contact list.”


  “Thanks.” She hung up.


  “Killer bees?” Don asked. “Do I even want to know?”


  She related the conversation to them.


  “I like killer bees better as a suggestion, too,” Carl said.


  


  * * * *


  


  So did Tilly, who went ballistic that night at the club when Mel told her friend about it.


  “That fucker!” Tilly said. “Let’s go pay that little turdbucket a visit right now. I’m in a mood.” She started to rise.


  “You’re always in a mood, my vicious little Redbird,” her husband, Landry, said after placing a staying hand on her shoulder. “And no one is paying anyone a visit. Ed’s right. The man was finally forced to deal with reality. It sounds like he’s skated through most of his adult life without having to do that. This has no bearing on the outcome of their divorce case.”


  Tilly stuck her tongue out at Landry. “You’re no fun,” she said. “Killer bees is a lovely sadistic way to extract a little payback.”


  “Sticks and stones,” Landry reminded her. “Anyone who is lazy enough to believe his lies about Mel without asking her about them isn’t someone worth the dirt on her shoes.”


  Tilly huffed. “Damn Dom logic, anyway.”


  It took Don and Carl coaxing Mel into a bondage scene to get her mind off her problems. They tied an intricate rope harness around her on some MMA mats on the floor, then used a Hitachi on her while lightly caning her to empty her head and fill her with orgasms.


  By the time they were all ready to leave around midnight, Mel could barely remember her soon-to-be ex’s name, much less their earlier exchange.


  Yes, she felt a little guilty that she got to have all the fun while Carl and Don didn’t get a damn thing out of it, but they assured her that they were perfectly content with the arrangement for now.


  At least she slept well that night.


  And, the next night, after dinner, she talked them into a little over-the-knee, barehanded spanking on the couch before they sent her to bed.


  She’d admit to needing her vibrator to finally get to sleep after that, though. Too much spinning through her head about tomorrow’s hearing for her to relax.


  But the orgasm tipped her over the edge and finally allowed her to sleep.


  The next morning, the men were getting ready to go to work. “One of us can call in sick if you need us to go with you,” Don assured her. “Seriously.”


  “No, I’ll be okay. I’ll have Ed. What am I paying him for if he’s not my attack dog?”


  “True,” Carl said. “He can be pretty vicious, or so I’ve heard. Don’t let his harmless looks fool you.”


  She’d dressed conservatively, in black slacks, a button-up blouse, a black blazer, and flats.


  Hell, she looked like she was going to a funeral.


  Then again, in a way that was exactly what this was, wasn’t it? The death of a marriage, being formalized?


  Maybe, just maybe, had Mike pitched that level of hissy fit early on when she first left, she might have considered going back to him.


  But not now, in the final moments when she was almost free of him and had a damn good idea of what she wanted to do with the rest of her life.


  After hugging the men good-bye, she got in her car and headed for Ed’s office.


  


  * * * *


  


  Don turned to Carl. “You thinking what I’m thinking?”


  “That killer bees were a damn good idea, Brain?” Carl asked.


  “No, Pinky. That maybe after she gets through today, we might finally be able to have a chance with her.”


  Personally, Don had also wanted to wait for her divorce to go through, even before Carl had said it that day they showed her the house. He’d made the mistake—once—of getting involved with a woman in the middle of a divorce.


  Not only had she ended up going back to her husband, he’d almost gotten beaten up for it.


  He liked being able to look someone in the eye and honestly tell them no, he had not had sex with their wife. And Carl had agreed with him.


  But Mike the tool proved Mel hadn’t been exaggerating when she’d talked about him and his apathy.


  That he waited until the weekend before their final hearing to finally approach her showed how little he truly cared for anything or anyone but himself.


  Maybe they could have been sleeping with her all this time, but Don wouldn’t regret waiting.


  It would make it that much better if and when they did it.


  Chapter Ten


  


  Mel sat in her car after the hearing and stared at the papers. It was late Monday afternoon, and the hearing, which had gotten bumped until the afternoon, was over.


  For all intents and purposes, she was single again.


  All they needed was the final order, which the judge would be signing. She’d have it in a week or less.


  The house would be sold, unless Mike could buy out her share of the equity. That would be handled through Ed’s office.


  She took a deep breath and considered things. She thought she’d at least cry. Something.


  Nothing.


  She went home and found the men had already returned. Which was odd, because usually they worked later than this. She grabbed a beer from the kitchen on her way through but didn’t see the guys.


  Instead, she headed for her room and dumped her stuff on the bed. In the several months she’d lived with Don and Carl, not only had she felt more at home, more loved, more cared about than she had in the last several years with Mike, but she’d felt at peace.


  They’d never made her feel like she belonged anywhere but right there.


  They were more than friends.


  And exactly when they’d started being that in her heart, she didn’t know, but she realized she really wanted to get closer to them.


  A lot closer.


  Neither man had dated anyone else since she’d moved in.


  Maybe her attraction to them wasn’t as one-sided as she’d first thought.


  She grabbed a quick shower, including shaving her lady parts. Ever since the first night they’d played together, she always kept herself shaved if she thought she might play with them.


  Just in case.


  She hoped it might soon be for more than just orgasm play.


  Mel pulled on a flirty little sundress she’d bought a couple of weeks ago and hadn’t worn yet. She thought about putting on panties under it and then thought, fuck it. If she accidentally flashed the guys, who cared?


  Maybe it’d interest them.


  Or dump her ego even deeper into the shitter, but she’d risk it.


  She headed out to the kitchen to get herself another beer. She was working on a good buzz, the first one she’d had…


  Okay, her first buzz since college. Hell, there were a lot of things she hadn’t done since she and Mike had gotten married.


  Having carefree fun was at the top of that unfortunate list.


  She opened the sliding glass doors out to the lanai and left them open, letting the perfectly balmy breeze coast in from outside. It was one of those rare Florida days where the temperature was perfect, the humidity was low, and the breeze was light.


  They had maybe five perfect days a year like this. She wanted to enjoy it.


  Mike had always groused if she left the doors and windows open. His allergies, the dust, the pollen. Why bother living inside if they’d just open the windows and doors? Might as well live in a tent.


  She took a long pull off the bottle.


  Fuck.


  Staring down into the serene surface of the pool, she realized how much of herself she’d given up to Mike.


  Fifteen years she’d never get back. Sure, she’d thought they were really good years at the time, but here she was now, starting over, renting a room in a house with two guys, and she wasn’t even getting laid.


  “Goddammit!” she muttered.


  “Sorry?”


  She jumped, spinning around. She hadn’t seen Carl hunkered down in the hot tub. “Oh, sorry. That wasn’t directed at you.” She walked over and perched on the edge, now feeling a little self-conscious that she didn’t have panties on.


  “Thinking about Mike?”


  Why deny it? “Yeah.”


  “Did everything go okay today?”


  She sighed. “It was easy. Fifteen years…” She snapped her fingers. “Gone.”


  “Been there, done that. Want to borrow my T-shirt?”


  She smiled. Carl could always make her smile. With his green eyes and dark-blond, nearly brown hair, he was handsome. She liked that he actually got out and did things other than housework and chores. He worked on his car.


  He actually drove places in his car. Including several times the three of them had gone to local car shows in it.


  They had fun together.


  They did things that didn’t involve grocery shopping, work, or errands to buy stuff for the house.


  They lived.


  “Depends on how long your T-shirt is. Can I wear it like a dress?” She met his gaze as she took another swallow of beer.


  She hoped she looked seductive. She was so damn out of practice it was hard to tell.


  He leaned over sideways, toward her, head craning to look at her. “I don’t know. You going to go commando when you wear it?”


  Heat filled her face.


  When she started to brush down the hem of her sundress, he laughed. “I’m teasing you, sweetie.”


  That only deepened her blush.


  He noticed.


  “Hey…” The eyebrow arched as he moved closer. “Is someone feeling a little bit of a breeze downstairs?”


  She averted her gaze before nodding and quickly taking another swallow of beer.


  He reached a hand over and, with just his thumb and forefinger, plucked the hem of her sundress and lifted it. “Niiice. Good to see you all shaved down there on a non-play day.”


  “Seems like someone requested I keep myself like that.” Gawd, it felt like lava flowing through her cheeks, not blood. They usually didn’t banter like this outside of playing. Always friendly, sometimes flirty, but never so blatantly sexual.


  “Someone certainly did.” He released the hem of her dress and sat back. “Good girl.”


  When she looked, the smile he wore nearly made her come right there. How could the man do that to her? Without even touching her clit?


  Hell, both of them could do it to her.


  Don walked out onto the lanai. He looked freshly showered and wore shorts and nothing else. He also carried a bottle of beer. “There you all are.” He walked over and leaned against the hot tub. “Did I miss a staff meeting?”


  “Check this out,” Carl said. Before she could stop him, he’d reached over again and lifted her sundress.


  Don tipped his head to get a better view. “Ooh, niiice. Good girl.”


  “That’s what I told her.”


  Now her cheeks absolutely flamed. She’d be catching on fire in a minute and need to jump in the pool.


  She pressed the cold bottle of beer against her right cheek, then her left one.


  “I think you embarrassed her,” Don said.


  When she looked, his blue eyes twinkled with mischief. He was overdue for a haircut, and his brown locks were starting to develop a little bit of a curl to them.


  Hell, she was nearly single by legal definitions, the guys were single, and she was tired of waiting for her life to happen while she waited for her memories of her life with Mike to quit dragging her down.


  “That’s okay. She’s our good girl. We can embarrass her if we want when it’s just the three of us alone.”


  Her breath quickened. She knew this was a tipping point if she ever felt one.


  And she wanted to fall.


  Hard.


  Because she instinctively knew their arms would be waiting to safely catch her.


  “Because as of today, you’re officially our good girl now, aren’t you?” Carl asked.


  She nodded.


  “Then say it,” Don told her.


  Her mouth went dry. She swallowed, then whispered, “I’m your good girl.”


  Don straightened and set his bottle of beer on the edge of the hot tub. “You’re our good girl, huh?”


  She nodded.


  “When we ask you a question, you answer us unless we tell you not to speak. You’re our good girl?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “Do good girls do everything they’re told?”


  Her heart pounded in her chest. “Yes, Sir.”


  His voice dropped, not just in volume, but in timbre, sounding like he did when they played at the club. “Then our good girl better take that sundress off and show us her beautiful body.”


  She looked at him, into his blue eyes, and realized he wasn’t kidding.


  She knew she could damn well call red, stop this right there, and end it.


  She didn’t want to.


  She set her bottle next to Don’s, reached down, and pulled her sundress off, dropping it to the pool deck next to her.


  


  * * * *


  


  Holy…fuck!


  Don hadn’t actually expected her to do it. He figured she’d either think he was joking and blow it off, or safeword. Especially considering the emotional ride she no doubt went through today. Yes, he and Carl had discussed approaching her once her divorce was final, to see if she wanted to step things up and formalize them, but this…


  He had not expected this.


  There she stood, every inch of her gorgeous rounded curves completely exposed and bare to them. Her hazel gaze was now on the front of his shorts, which he realized were painfully tented by his erection.


  Yes, he’d seen her naked plenty of times before.


  This was different.


  This was just the three of them, alone, at home.


  And she wanted to be theirs.


  Carl stood and leaned over, catching her hand and drawing her close.


  “Put your hands at your side and keep them there,” Carl ordered.


  She did.


  He leaned in and engulfed one pink, peaked nipple in his mouth, making her moan.


  Okay then.


  Don leaned in and sucked her other nipple into his mouth, her responding moan to that action only hardening his cock to an epically painful level he hadn’t felt since he was a teenager.


  He reached between her legs with one finger, sucking a little harder on her nipple when she spread her legs more for him, rewarding her with tracing his finger over the tip of her swollen clit before easily sliding it inside her wet pussy.


  He suspected too much would make her blow, and if she was going to blow, he wanted their cocks inside her when she did.


  If she really was theirs now, and wanted to be theirs, they were going to break her in right, by god, and make sure—unlike her ex—that she had absolutely no reason to go anywhere else.


  He released her nipple and stood nose-to-nose with her, his lips almost on hers, his finger still inside her pussy. “A good girl likes it when her Sirs fuck her, doesn’t she?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “Tell us what you want, then.”


  Her gaze never left his. “I want to be your good girl. Both of you. I want to belong to you both. I want to feel both your cocks inside me.”


  They’d discussed this as a possibility when they’d talked limits once, but hadn’t gotten into it specifically because, hell, at that time, they weren’t even having sex.


  “Then we’ll need to get a butt plug worked into our girl’s sweet, virgin ass before that can happen. And you’ll be sucking our cocks, keeping them hard, while your ass gets used to it.”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Don leaned his head back, pulling in the reins. “If there’s anything you don’t want to happen, you say red, just like at the club. Anything. Whether sex or play.”


  “I know, Sir.”


  Fuck. It didn’t help that every time she said Sir, it made his cock throb.


  “Then you need to say it so we know you mean it and aren’t just caught up in this.”


  “I want to go to sleep tonight after you two have fucked every hole I have and made me come harder than I ever have in my life. And if that means I swallow a few loads from both of you, even better.”


  Holy…fuuuck…


  Carl released her other nipple. “Then I suggest we move this to a bedroom before I come in my swim trunks right here and make that a moot point.”


  Don pulled his finger from her pussy and her lips opened as he touched it to them. She sucked his finger into her mouth and started swirling her tongue around it in a way that nearly made him come.


  “How long has it been since you gave a blow job, baby?” he hoarsely asked.


  She released his finger. “Too damn long. FYI, I love giving head.”


  Carl stood and climbed out of the hot tub. “Thank god your ex is the dumbest fucking man on the face of the planet.” He swatted her on the ass. “Middle of Don’s bed. Right now. Grab a couple of towels on your way there. Be waiting on your hands and knees.”


  She ran to do it.


  Carl and Don watched her go. Carl turned to him and dropped his voice. “This going to be okay?”


  Don nodded. “Yeah.”


  “You sure? Because I don’t want to fuck up my friendship with you over this.”


  “She wants both of us, then I’m willing to share her if you are. As long as we can both get alone time with her every so often.”


  They stared at each other for a moment.


  “This could be for life,” Carl said.


  Don nodded. “I know. That’s what I’m hoping.”


  “Okay,” Carl said, clapping him on the shoulder. “Then let’s go fuck our sweet subbie’s brains out and check some stuff off of her sexual bucket list and ours.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Mel was trembling with need by the time the men joined her in the bedroom. As ordered, she was waiting on her hands and knees on the bed.


  She heard them getting things ready, and, in a couple of minutes, felt the mattress dip behind her.


  A gloved hand touched her ass. Don. “We’ll go slow. If it hurts, you say so immediately, understand?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  She heard the snick of a lube container being opened, and then felt his finger begin to rub some of the cool goo against her virgin rim.


  This was really going to happen!


  Carl climbed onto the bed next to her and buckled a leather collar around her neck. “When we’re playing you wear a collar so you remember whose good girl you are.” He grabbed her by the chin and made her look up into his green gaze. “Tell us who you belong to.”


  “I belong to my Sirs, Don and Carl.”


  He leaned in and kissed her, hard, deep, his tongue exploring, sucking on her lower lip before letting her go. “Good girl. Forehead on the bed, keep your pretty ass in the air.”


  She did, closing her eyes.


  Carl was doing something else, because she felt the bed move. Then he reached under her, found her right breast, and started playing with it. His fingers tormented, teased, drawing her nipple into a tight, aching peak.


  And then…she felt the bite of a nipple clamp being attached.


  She let out a cry.


  “That’s our gooood girl,” Don cooed. “Such a good girl.”


  She’d thought about safewording, but something about his tone of voice drove it back, hard. Already, the ache was receding, even as her clit throbbed.


  “Hey, look at that,” Carl said. Then a hand reached between her pussy lips and swiped down her pussy. “She’s literally dripping wet. I think that’s a first for her with us.”


  Fingers pressed against her lips and she sucked on them, tasting herself, a blissful haze settling in over her thoughts.


  “That’s because she’s our good girl and wants us to take care of her the right way,” Don said in full-on Dom tone. “Good girls always get wet for their Sirs. Just wait until she starts getting wet from us making her kneel for us when we get home.”


  She softly moaned at that mental image, of awaiting them in the hallway, naked, kneeling, mouth open and ready to suck their cocks.


  “She likes that idea,” Carl said. He pulled the fingers from her mouth. Then he started playing with her left nipple. Despite knowing what was coming, she couldn’t help but try to rock her hips against Don’s finger now gently pressing for entrance against her rim.


  “Good girl,” Don told her. “Good girls are always eager for their Sirs to get their asses ready for fucking.”


  Then Carl clipped the nipple clamp to her left nipple and she gasped. At the same time, Don slid the finger inside her ass, holding it still and giving her time to adjust.


  She heard a hum start. Before she could even think about that, Carl pressed the vibrator against her swollen clit and it felt like the world exploded around her. Her orgasm pulled a howling moan of pleasure from her that had both men praising her. Somewhere around that time, Carl added even more lube and was now actively fucking her ass with his finger while she was humping herself back and forth between his hand and the vibrator.


  Carl’s other hand settled in her hair, fisting it, holding her in place. “That’s it, sweetheart,” he told her. “You let it feel good. We’re going to show you what a good girl you are and keep you well fucked, just like you asked.”


  Had she thought this might be a temporary, one-off thing?


  Fuck that noise. She wanted this. She wanted them. The thought of having them both, like this, whenever she wanted, turned any reservations she might have had into melted butter.


  Don worked up to fucking her ass with two fingers, then three, as Carl used the vibrator on her and lightly flicked at the nipple clamps.


  After a little while, the hand in her ass disappeared, leaving her moaning.


  “Hold on, baby,” Don said. “I’m getting there.” He pressed something against her asshole. “Breathe through this, because it might be bigger than you’re expecting.”


  He started slowly fucking her ass with it, gaining a little more ground with each press, the butt plug widening, pressing, stretching her, just until she thought she wasn’t going to be able to take it and have to safeword, when the widest point passed through and her body sucked it all the way in.


  “Good girl!” both men said.


  The vibrator shut off, leaving her gasping, shuddering as the last waves still rolled through her. With every flutter of her pussy, her ass clamped down on the butt plug, too.


  Carl made her sit up, on her knees, made slightly uncomfortable by the large toy embedded in her ass. He removed the right nipple clamp, immediately sucking her nipple into his mouth as she cried out at the stinging pain of blood rushing back into it. Ditto the left.


  Apparently she’d missed Don going into the bathroom, because he returned. “Ooh, good, while she’s up.” He grabbed something, and she realized it was the leather wrist cuffs. He buckled them around her wrists, pulling them behind her and clipping her wrists together.


  That left her helpless, her breasts now sticking out in front of her as the position forced her chest out.


  Don and Carl knelt in front of her, once again sucking on her nipples, the men taking turns reaching between her spread legs and playing with her pussy, working her up again, finger-fucking her, making her suck her juices off their fingers.


  Carl grabbed her chin. “The next time you get to come again,” he said, “is when both our cocks are fucking you. One in your pussy, one in your ass. So you’re going to spend a little time on your knees with that butt plug up your ass.”


  He grinned. “And I want to see the rest of the Monday Night Football game. So we’re going out into the living room. You’re going to give us both blow jobs, swallow a load of cum from each of us, and then get us hard again so that after the game’s over, we’ll be ready to fuck you.”


  “Oh, skills check while you do, to keep your interest up,” Don said, holding up a vibrating dildo. “We don’t have a Sybian, lucky for you. But we’re going to make do.”


  They grabbed her by the arms and carefully helped her up and off the bed and out to the living room. Don spread out two towels on the couch for them. Now she could get a good look at their cocks and she saw why a butt plug was necessary.


  They were both hung, at least eight inches.


  She’d be feeling this fucking in the morning, thank god.


  Don rolled several beach towels together to make a large roll. After tossing a seat cushion from one of the living room chairs onto the floor in front of the couch, he covered that with another towel and then positioned the towel roll on it.


  They lowered her to her knees, straddling the roll of towels, and then Mel grokked the plan. Don turned the dildo on, set to low, and carefully worked it into her pussy, making her moan as he slowly fucked it into her.


  “That’s it,” Carl said. “Make as much noise as you want, because pretty soon we’ll have our cocks in your mouth to keep you quiet.”


  The roll of towels kept the dildo firmly wedged inside her. She could almost fuck herself on it, but not enough to get her off again. Not without the use of her hands.


  Carl sat in front of her first, legs spread. He gathered her hair behind her head in one hand and had the base of his cock fisted in the other. “Okay, baby. Let’s do this. Show us what a good girl you are.”


  She opened wide and didn’t need him to ask twice. His moan of pleasure felt like it reverberated through her entire body as she took as much of his shaft into her mouth as she could.


  Don stroked her back as she bobbed her head up and down on Carl’s cock. “Just wait until we have her properly trained. One of us can be fucking her ass or pussy like this while she goes down on the other one.”


  That moan was from her, muffled by Carl’s cock.


  “She likes that idea,” Carl gasped.


  Don’s hand drifted down her body, settling on the base of the butt plug, where he started rhythmically pressing on it. “Of course she does. She’s been neglected for too damn long. She’s a good girl who just needed the right men to show her how good she is, men who can appreciate what a good girl she is.”


  Another whine escaped her.


  They got it.


  They really got it. This wasn’t just bullshit for a scene.


  They understood her.


  Neglected is exactly how she’d felt. Even before right now, she’d had more of an emotional connection with these two as platonic roomies than she’d had with her own damn husband in several years.


  How sad was that?


  She wouldn’t let thoughts like that ruin tonight, though. Right now, all she wanted to do was suck their cocks, make them come, and enjoy every bit of pleasure they were giving her.


  Carl cradled her head in both hands, in control, fucking her mouth more than she was actually servicing him.


  “Fuck, baby,” he gasped. “You feel so fucking good.”


  Don nibbled on the shell of her ear, his hand still pressing on the butt plug. “I rubbed one out in the shower this morning,” he whispered. “I was thinking about how beautiful you’d look sucking our cocks, and it’s nice to know the reality is even better. So I’m going to be able to last a while. I’m going to have you kneeling here and holding my cock in your mouth, just keeping me hard for a little while, before I finally let you swallow my load. Just remember, we’re in control, baby. You’re our good girl. I heard you in there using your vibrator last night after we sent you to bed. You don’t get to do that anymore without permission. You want to come? You have to ask us for it.”


  “Fuck!” Carl pushed deep into her throat, and his steady stream of pre-cum turned into a gush of hot juices over her tongue. She swallowed, trying to keep up, her mind spinning in a blissful haze of every sexual fantasy she’d ever had being eclipsed by the wonderful reality of these two guys taking charge.


  He didn’t pull out, keeping her on his cock. “Suck it easy, baby,” he hoarsely said. “Get every last drop.”


  “A lot of the time,” Don said, still whispering in her ear, “it’ll be one of us with a cock up that sweet pussy of yours, or up your gorgeous ass, while you have a cock down your throat, filling you at both ends. And I think our good girl needs a new rule that she has to ask permission to wear clothes while in the house. What do you think?”


  She mumbled around Carl’s cock. “Yes, Sir.”


  “Good girl,” Don said. He swung his body behind hers, pressed against her, his hard cock brushing against her bound hands. “Feel my cock, baby?”


  “Yes, Sir,” she mumbled.


  “Wrap your fingers around it.”


  She did, as best she could.


  He reached around her and grabbed her breasts, her throbbing nipples. In her pussy, the vibrating dildo only intensified the erotic ache inside her, her swollen clit wanting attention to make her come again.


  “There will be times we’ll tie you up, make sure these beautiful breasts of yours are tightly bound, and sit there and do nothing but suck your nipples until you’re begging us to do anything we want to you to make you come. Because good girls beg their Sirs when they’re horny, don’t they?”


  Carl lifted her head off his cock so she could answer. “Yes, Sir!” she said.


  “Fuck, that’s hot,” Carl said.


  “Of course it’s hot,” Don said, giving her breasts another squeeze. “Because she’s finally found the right home. Our good girl is going to learn how to service her Sirs’ cocks properly. She’s going to keep her pussy shaved for us, so that whenever we want, we can push her legs apart and eat that sweet pussy. Aren’t you, girl?”


  “Yes, Sir!”


  Don pulled her up against his body, her fingers wrapped around his cock and her arms still pinned behind her. Carl reached in and started playing with her abused nipples, the ache only intensifying her need.


  I guess I am a masochist. Good to know.


  “First,” Don said, “we train our girl to get wet whenever we want her to be wet. Then we’ll start training you by spanking you while we make you come, until any time you so much as see one of our implements, it gets you wet and horny. Then, even if we’re in public, I can smack your ass with my hand and know that you’re getting wet.”


  Don finally stood, changing positions with Carl. “Go get a paddle,” Don told him once his cock was in her mouth, his hands cradling her head the way Carl’s had.


  She whimpered.


  “Is that a safeword?” he asked.


  She shook her head, not able to speak with his cock down her throat.


  “Good girl,” he cooed, stroking her hair. “Good girls love it when they get fucked with a nice, red ass.”


  Carl returned with a paddle.


  “Light swats,” Don told him. “Not too hard, just enough to be stingy. Might as well start her training right.”


  And they were stingy swats, but she’d had worse from them. She felt herself blissfully soaring in subspace, her tears coming as she sat there, Don’s cock hot and hard against her tongue and her unable to do anything but swallow. He wouldn’t let her move.


  “Ooh, our team scored,” Don said. “Cheer, girl.”


  She tried to mumble it around his cock and ended up humming.


  “Oh, holy fuck, that’s good,” he said. “Good girl!”


  Her world ended with these two men, the paddle swats, the way she tried to hump her hips against the towel and vibrator, the pleasure and pain rolling through her, mixed into one delicious ball like chocolate chip cookie dough.


  She wanted it all, and more.


  She didn’t know how long she knelt there, but finally Don started slowly fucking her mouth. “Okay, baby. I’ve built up a big load for you. This means I’ll last even longer when we’re fucking you. Make sure you swallow every last drop.”


  She slurped at his cock, wanting it, hell, needing it. She felt wanton and needy and best of all, needed.


  Wanted.


  Gorgeous.


  His technique was different than Carl’s, and he pulled all the way out until the head of his cock was pressed against the end of her tongue.


  “Play with it, baby. Flick your tongue against the underside.”


  She did, loving how he was actually telling her what to do to please him.


  He alternated thrusts with her playing with his cock, until, finally, he let out a groan and buried his cock deep into her mouth.


  “Swallow,” he hoarsely ordered.


  She did, desperate, wanting to please him, until his grip relaxed and he pressed her head against his thigh.


  Carl unclipped her arms and slowly lowered them, then turned off the vibrator.


  “Such a good girl,” Don said, stroking her cheek.


  She didn’t want to let go of his cock. She wanted to hold it in her mouth, keep worshipping it.


  But they weren’t done. They sat next to each other, and she wasn’t allowed to let the dildo inside her fall out while she went back and forth between them, sucking and licking and stroking them, getting them hard again and keeping them that way for the last six minutes of the game.


  When she had Don’s cock in her mouth at one point, her fingers wrapped around Carl’s, Don stroked her hair.


  “Almost time for us to fuck our sweet girl,” Don said. “Who do you want where this first time?”


  She lifted her mouth from his cock, her fingers still stroking him to keep him hard. “That’s up to my Sirs,” she said. “As long as I have both your cocks in me, I don’t care.”


  Carl reached over and stroked her hair. “You’re a little larger than me,” he said to Don. “Might be better if you were in her pussy this first time.”


  “Oh, look. The game’s over.” Don grinned down at her. “Time for the celebration.”


  Chapter Eleven


  


  They helped her up off her knees, got the dildo out of her, and led her to the bathroom. They made her bend over the counter, legs spread, while they removed the butt plug and cleaned her up before applying more lube.


  Then back to the bedroom.


  Now she got why subspace was such a big deal. This was…


  This was heaven.


  Don laid down on the bed and rolled a condom onto his cock. “I’m on the pill,” she said.


  “Yes, and no offense, you need your second round of testing back,” he said. “We know we’re clean, but we can’t be fully fluid bonded until we know for sure Mike didn’t fuck around behind your back and give you something.


  “Oh. I’ll get that done this week.”


  Don grinned. “Yes, you will. And that’s an order. The sooner, the better. Believe me, I can’t wait to feel that pussy around my cock.” He grabbed her by the hips and guided her down onto it.


  It felt better than the dildo had, that was for damn sure. She closed her eyes, moaning as she took him all the way in to the hilt, pleasantly stretching her.


  “Fuck, you’re so tight, baby,” Don said.


  “She’s about to get tighter,” Carl said as he rolled a condom onto his shaft and added some extra lube. Then he pushed her down onto Don’s chest.


  She closed her eyes as she felt the head of his cock press against her ass. This was really going to happen!


  He slowly pressed forward, withdrawing, repeating it, gaining a little more each time until the head of his cock popped through her tight ring of muscle, making her gasp.


  “There you go, sweetie,” Carl said, pausing. “It gets easier from here.”


  She wasn’t sure about that. As he slowly started working his cock inside her ass, it felt even larger than the butt plug had. Once his thighs were pressed against the back of hers, he slowly stroked out, then in again.


  “Grab the vibrator,” he told Don.


  Don did, and Carl pulled her up against him, stretching her body out along his.


  “Now, baby,” Don told her. “You’re allowed to come as much as you want.”


  Carl held her as Don worked her clit with the vibrator, tripping her over the edge and keeping her there, moaning, trembling as her pussy and ass squeezed their cocks inside her body.


  The men talked to her, keeping up a nonstop filthy stream of every fantasy they wanted to do to her, and telling her what a good girl she was for letting them do this to her.


  If her brain exploded right at that second and killed her, she’d consider her life complete.


  This was heaven, as far as she was concerned.


  


  * * * *


  


  Carl couldn’t believe this was happening. Yes, he’d had pretty wild fantasies while rubbing one out about what he’d love to do to Mel.


  Nothing like this.


  This was even better than his fantasies.


  The more they did to her, the more eager she seemed to keep pleasing them. He hoped on the back end of things that she didn’t regret today, because he was having the time of his life.


  Yes, sharing her with Don would be easy. He wouldn’t want to share her with anyone else, but she lived here, with both of them. They could have fun like having her lying across the couch and sucking one of them off while the other spanked her and used a vibrator on her at the same time.


  All sorts of kinky fun.


  Had he been unsure about his sadistic side before?


  Oh, hell, no.


  There were all sorts of dirty things he wanted to do to her. Having Don there to help him do them would make it doubly fun, especially for her.


  And that was the important part, that she was having at least as much fun as they were, if not more.


  He also suspected he was dangerously sliding toward being in love with her. He knew he shouldn’t let that happen yet, not even sure how she felt about them, but he couldn’t help it.


  She was beautiful, perfect.


  She liked riding in his Chevelle, and she enjoyed being his and Don’s rope bunny. They had fun going to the movies or working in the yard.


  And she was all theirs.


  The sad, lonely woman who’d first moved in with them wasn’t anywhere to be seen. A vibrant woman with a thirst for life had taken her place, and it was damned good to see.


  He knew he felt a thousand times better with her in their lives than he had before they’d met her.


  He’d do whatever it took to keep her there with them. Share her with Don?


  How could he not?


  Not when it was all he could do not to explode inside her now the way she was moaning with pleasure, her body contracting around their cocks. Nothing had ever sounded so beautiful, so right.


  So sweet and gorgeous.


  Eventually, Carl started fucking her. “I can’t hold it much longer,” he said. “I need to bust a nut in a big way.”


  Don switched off the vibrator and set it aside, thrusting up into her as she slumped between them. She braced herself on his chest with her hands, fingers splayed, hair hanging around her face.


  Then he realized she was still trying to fuck them, trying to thrust back against them.


  He reached down, grabbed her, and kissed her, hard, as his cock jerked, twitching, his balls tensing and finally exploding and filling the condom.


  Under her, Don took a couple of last hard thrusts before falling still, too.


  Her trembling turned into silent, rhythmic gulps, and then he realized she was crying.


  Worried, he brushed her hair away from her face. “Baby, are you okay?”


  She nodded, pressing her face against Don’s chest as the sobs wracked her.


  Don exchanged a worried glance with him. He quickly pulled out, raced to clean up and then hurried back, crawling into bed with them.


  She was sobbing, gut-wrenching tears that ripped him apart from the inside out. Had they hurt her? Pushed her too far?


  Holy fuck, please don’t let us have screwed this up!


  She gasped something, but he couldn’t understand what she said. “Baby, what it is? What did we do?”


  “Thank you,” she finally managed. Over and over again, she said, “Thank you, thank you…”


  They held her as she cried, not even caring that to safely wedge her between them meant they were holding each other, too. She was most important right now, and Carl was relieved to see Don felt the same way.


  She took several gulps of air before finally pulling herself together. “Thank you,” she whispered. “Thank you so much.”


  “Are you okay?” Don asked. “Did we hurt you?”


  She rolled toward him, grabbed him, and gave him what looked like a hard, deep kiss. Then she turned back to Carl and did the same thing. Yes, a deep kiss, her tongue fucking his mouth.


  “Let’s go out to the hot tub,” she suggested. “Not sure I can walk alone, but I want to snuggle with you two.”


  “But you’re okay?”


  She stared into his eyes, laying a hand along his cheek. “I’m the best I’ve ever been in my whole goddamned life. I just wish I hadn’t wasted fifteen years to get here.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Only once they were in the hot tub and her brain had finally started to come down and settle back in her head again did she realize she’d scared the men with her tears.


  Fair enough, because her tears had caught her totally by surprise, too. She didn’t know why she’d cried. Relief that someone—two someones—actually wanted her the way she was, for who she was? Satisfaction?


  The overwhelming wonder of caring, human contact?


  She didn’t know.


  She settled low in the water between them. “Sorry I scared you,” she said.


  She had her fingers laced through theirs, Carl on her right, Don on her left.


  “We thought we’d hurt you,” Don said.


  “You didn’t hurt me, Sir.”


  “You don’t have to call us Sir when we’re not playing,” Carl told her.


  “What if I want to?”


  She sensed the men sharing a glance over her head.


  Don squeezed her hand. “What are you asking?”


  “If you’re both okay with it, I want to formally be your submissive. I don’t want to play with anyone but you two. I don’t want to be with anyone but you. If you two are okay sharing me. Please don’t make me choose between you. If it’s going to be a problem, tell me now before I invest any more of my heart than I already have.”


  “We won’t make you choose,” Carl said.


  “We promise,” Don added.


  She took a deep, relieved breath and closed her eyes, pulling their hands up to her chest and holding them there. “Thank you,” she said.


  They stayed in there, mostly not talking, for another twenty minutes before she started yawning. No, it wasn’t super late, and she hadn’t even eaten dinner yet, but she was exhausted. The men helped her get out, dried her off, and left her curled up in a blanket on the couch while they donned shorts and prepared leftovers for dinner. Then, nestled between them, she dozed off after dinner, her head in Don’s lap, her feet in Carl’s.


  


  * * * *


  


  Don brushed the hair away from her face. “Dude,” he whispered, “you want to know the irony?”


  “You finally met the woman you’d be willing to risk half your shit on, and we have to share her.”


  Don smiled as he nodded. “And you know what else?”


  “You don’t mind sharing her. Because I don’t mind sharing her with you, either.”


  He looked up and met Carl’s gaze. “How did we get into this?”


  Carl shrugged. “I think some of Tilly and Eliza’s matchmaking skills have worn off on Marcia through osmosis. I couldn’t imagine anyone more perfect for us than her. I’m glad we waited. That was the right thing to do, even though it was a helluva case of blue balls.”


  “I did not think she was going to take her dress off out there,” Don said. “I was sure she’d say no or blow it off as a joke.”


  “I’m glad she didn’t blow it off.”


  “Me, either.” He leaned back, resting his head against the back of the couch. “Wake me up in a little while.”


  “Where are we sleeping tonight?”


  “Wherever she wants us to,” he said. “Even if we’re all piled together in my bed, I’m cool with whatever she wants to do.”


  “Me, too.”


  


  * * * *


  


  When she awoke a little disorientated a while later, she realized she was still on the couch…


  On top of the men.


  Oh, those were new aches and pains.


  Good ones.


  Really good ones.


  The men awoke and sat up. “Hey,” Don said, leaning in to kiss her. “You okay?”


  She nodded.


  Carl arched an eyebrow at her. “You sure?”


  She nodded.


  “Are we good?” Don asked, indicating all three of them.


  She nodded.


  “Then what’s wrong?” he asked.


  She felt silly. “I don’t want to sleep alone,” she admitted.


  “Okay,” Don said. “Then tell us what you want.”


  “Can we all sleep in your bed tonight? It’s the biggest bed.”


  He leaned in and kissed her again. “Absolutely.”


  Relief flowed through her. “Can we all three sleep together in your bed every night?”


  “Is that what you want?” Carl asked.


  She nodded. “There might be times I want to be alone with one of you, or you might want it with me, but…unless I have to be out of town, please don’t make me sleep alone anymore.”


  They engulfed her in their arms. “Never again, baby,” Carl promised. “Unless you’re traveling alone. When you’re home, one or both of us will be with you.”


  “Thank you. And I meant it. If you want to collar me, I want to be collared.”


  “Then I think this Saturday we’re going to collar you, baby.”


  “Can I ask something else?”


  “Of course,” Don said.


  “They’re having the liquid nitrogen demo there. Can I get a brand?”


  “What kind of brand?”


  “I looked into it. They only last a couple of years, at the most. But I really want one. Two Ms, for Montgomery and Mabry, on my right ass cheek.”


  She loved the way her two sadists started grinning. “You’re asking to be branded for your collaring?”


  She nodded. “It’s not like a tattoo or a hot brand.”


  “Okay,” Don said. “We can do that.”


  “Really?”


  He rested his forehead against hers. “We’ll do anything you want to do, baby.”


  Chapter Twelve


  


  Don and Carl arranged it with Loren and Derrick. They had to do some quick online shopping and spend extra bucks for overnight shipping to ensure they got what they wanted, but by Saturday afternoon, they’d found and received the play collar they wanted for her to wear, as well as her formal collar.


  They’d agonized about her day collar…until Don finally hit on the perfect solution, one that would, hopefully, make her happy.


  The men agreed it made them happy.


  The formal collar was easy, because they bought a stainless chainmaille necklace from their friend, Becca, a local kinky artisan who made them.


  For her play collar, they ordered a hand-tooled black leather collar with a matching set of leather cuffs.


  The men kept them a secret from her, to surprise her at the collaring.


  Especially what was to be her day collar.


  She hadn’t wanted a large, formal collaring ceremony other than the branding. They invited all their friends, which was easy since most of them had already planned to attend the liquid nitrogen demo.


  Before the demo began, Loren called for quiet after the men had trussed Mel up in a rope harness and had her lying on a large pillow, on her left side.


  “For those of you who don’t know, tonight there’s an extra festivity to celebrate. Don and Carl are formally collaring Mel as their submissive, in front of everyone. Take it away, boys.”


  Don felt butterflies racing through him. “We won’t take long. Not because we don’t care, but because we’ve waited long enough to claim her as ours, and we’re pretty eager to have even more fun.”


  Everyone laughed.


  Carl took over. “Thank you to Becca, for her formal collar. It’s beautiful, and perfect.” He held up her play collar first. “This is the one you’ll be spending a lot of time in here and at home,” he joked as he buckled it around her neck, and the cuffs around her wrists, which were tied in front of her.


  Then he fastened the formal collar around her neck. “This is for show, and you can wear it even in public.”


  Carl had told Don he wanted him to give her the day collar.


  Don pulled the jeweler’s box from his pocket. “We got sneaky,” he said. “We borrowed a ring of yours and took it with us.” He wouldn’t say it’d been her old wedding band, which sat in her jewelry box on her dresser. “But we picked out matching rings for all three of us, because this isn’t just you agreeing to be our submissive, this is us agreeing to be your Dominants, and to protect and take care of and love you. It works both ways, and we feel we should match.”


  She smiled, crying as he showed her the matching bands with a twisted vine pattern covering them. He slid her ring on her left ring finger, then one onto Carl’s. Carl put Don’s ring on him.


  Then they both knelt next to her. “Someone specifically requested something,” Don said. “Do you still want it?”


  She nodded. “Yes, Sir. I want to wear your marks.”


  Loren motioned for Crawford, who was doing the demo, to come in. He’d already worked with the men ahead of time so they’d know what to do. He prepped the brand in liquid nitrogen and handed it over to them.


  Don, with Carl holding Mel down, touched the brand to her right ass cheek.


  When he pulled it away, the double-M was clearly visible.


  “And that, folks, is how you make sure a subbie can get returned to you,” Gilo called out, making everyone laugh.


  


  * * * *


  


  Mel hadn’t expected the rings. It caught her off-guard, but in the good way.


  After they were finished and everyone had congratulated them, they moved to the side, out of the way of the liquid nitrogen demo so her men could untie her.


  She stared at the rings on their hands, the one on hers.


  They all had the same one.


  The missing piece had slipped into place, finally. Even before they’d been having sex—and she’d literally had more sex in the past week than she’d had in the last five years of her marriage to Mike—she felt like she was part of something bigger. Not just friends, but a family.


  Once she had put her sundress on—without panties—Marcia raced over to hug her. “I’m so happy for you three!” She hugged Don, then Carl.


  “Yeah, well, you should be. You worked your ass off getting us together.”


  “No, I worried my ass off for months hoping you would end up together,” she corrected. “I was beginning to think it wouldn’t happen.”


  “All good things in their time,” Mel reminded her. “You would have hurt me in the bad way if I’d jumped into the wrong relationship.”


  “Yes, but these guys had my seal of approval from the start,” she said. “I knew they were perfect for you, and you for them.”


  “You didn’t even know I was kinky a couple of weeks before I met them.”


  “True, but I had a feeling this was the right thing for all three of you.” She grinned. “And I was right. Ha! Tilly and Eliza aren’t the only matchmakers.”


  “This isn’t a competition,” Carl said, half-joking.


  He knew some of the Venture women were every bit as competitive as their men.


  Maybe more.


  “I didn’t say it was. But I’m glad to say I have a one hundred percent success rate.” She smirked.


  “One out of one isn’t a rate,” Mel said. “It’s luck.”


  “Quit pissing on my parade,” Marcia said, then dropped her voice, turning serious. “I’m glad this worked out. You all deserve to be happy.” She hugged them, then hurried off to see why one of the volunteers was waving at her from the office door.


  Mel snuggled against Don, pulling Carl against her back. This was something she’d enjoyed, even when they were “just friends.” At least once a day, they’d had a group hug.


  Now, she could sleep like this, with one of them on either side of her.


  Never alone. Not anymore.


  And now, they all matched.


  “Do you like the rings?” Carl asked.


  “I love them. One ring.”


  “The preeeeciousss,” Gilo quietly joked from nearby.


  Tilly swatted at him, making him and all three of them laugh.


  Chapter Thirteen


  


  Six months into their new arrangement and being collared to them, and Mel wouldn’t change a thing.


  If her men were telling her the truth, they were happy, too.


  The men had given Mel the master bedroom, and most nights, the three of them all slept together in the same bed, when she was home. Usually, if she was traveling and away from home, one of them slept in another room. She didn’t know how they decided that, but it apparently varied from trip to trip. With the third bedroom now being used for storage and a home office, what had been Don’s bedroom was now the “guest” room. Mel’s clothes were in the master bedroom, but the men shared space between the guest room and the master bedroom.


  It didn’t matter. The men were happy, she was happy, and things were going well.


  Except that Mel didn’t feel good when she headed to the airport for a flight to Atlanta on a Tuesday morning. By the time she arrived at Tampa International and got checked in and through security, she barely made it to a bathroom in time to puke her guts up.


  Holy crap.


  She doubted it was food poisoning. The men were apparently feeling all right, but she’d awakened feeling…weird. Off. Then again, maybe the eggs she’d scrambled for herself that morning weren’t good after all.


  She’d nearly made it to the gate when the feeling hit her again, causing her to run, dragging her carry-on behind her, back to the bathroom.


  This is ridiculous.


  She bought some antacid, mints, and iced tea at a vendor in the gate area and tried again, taking a seat near a garbage can in case the feeling hit again.


  This time, her stomach obeyed.


  For the first time ever, she double-checked to make sure an air sickness bag was tucked into the seat pocket in front of her. In the past, she’d silently scoffed at them, being an easy flier who never got sick.


  Not this morning.


  Fortunately, by the time they were in the air, her stomach had apparently decided to behave. She ordered plain seltzer water with lime and sipped that, relieved when it seemed to have the desired effect, especially combined with the crackers they served.


  By the time they landed in Atlanta, she felt much better and headed to the rental car outlet.


  That evening, after several hours spent on-site at the client’s location, she checked into her hotel and realized she’d need every last one of the three days they’d slotted for this job. It was far more complicated than she’d first been told, the server room a total disaster, with equipment needing to be taken offline and reconfigured properly before she could even begin to think about doing her job.


  The rack wiring jobs were a mess, and she couldn’t even tell what went where, waterfalls of wires all over the place. She couldn’t clean up the whole place in the time she had—and that wasn’t her job anyway—but her equipment would have to be completely shut down, the wiring pulled, and re-run the right way.


  She suspected the vendor had simply slapped it in without closely looking at the diagrams. Based on how the rest of the server room looked, it didn’t surprise her.


  She relaxed in her bed, the TV on, and called the men. She hadn’t had time to talk to them all day, only sending them texts when she’d landed to let them know she’d arrived safely.


  Using FaceTime, she called Don and smiled as both men crowded in to talk with her.


  “See? You two would look so cute if you’d just turn and kiss,” she teased.


  The men laughed. “Not even for you, babe,” Carl said. “Sorry.”


  “I know. But a girl can hope.”


  “Are you all right?” Don asked. “You look tired.”


  She refused to lie to them. “I had an upset stomach this morning. Strangest damn thing. I puked my guts up twice at the airport before my flight.”


  Now both of them looked worried, “You did?” they asked in stereo.


  “Yeah, probably got a bad egg or something. I doubt it was from dinner last night or you two would have been sick, too.”


  They chatted for a little longer, Mel remembering to give them her hotel info before saying goodnight. “I’ll text you tomorrow, but I’ve got a mess on my hands here,” she said. “I won’t be talking much. I’ll make sure to call you guys again tomorrow night. Love you both.” She blew them kisses.


  “Love you, too, babe,” Don said. “Be safe.”


  “I will.”


  “Miss you and love you,” Carl said.


  “Suck up,” Don teased. “Just had to outdo me.”


  She rolled her eyes. “Stop it. Both of you. Have a good night.”


  She ended the call and stuck her phone on the charger. She suspected that, without her home, they’d likely sleep in separate rooms tonight. Which was fine.


  Although it was funnier for her to think of them maybe snuggling together in the same bed and missing her.


  


  * * * *


  


  Don stared at his darkened phone. “This might sound stupid,” he told Carl, “but I wouldn’t object if you wanted to sleep in the same bed tonight.”


  Carl let out a wistful-sounding sigh. “I was going to say the same thing. It’s lonely enough without her here. I wouldn’t mind the company even though we aren’t doing each other.”


  They looked at each other. “How’d we get here?” Don asked.


  “I don’t know,” Carl said. “Figures we find the perfect woman for both of us.”


  “I don’t mind if you don’t mind,” Don said. “She damn sure doesn’t seem to mind.”


  “Thank god for both of us.”


  “Yeah.”


  They lapsed into silence for a moment.


  Carl finally spoke again. “I don’t know how we got here,” he said, “but I’m glad we did. You’re my friend, and yeah, I love you. I don’t care what anyone thinks about what we have. I’m not jealous of you, not even when you guys have alone time together.”


  “Ditto. I’m not jealous of you, either.”


  Carl stood and stretched. “All I care about is that she’s happy. I love watching her face when you’re doing stuff to her. That turns me on. I never thought I’d ever say that.”


  “Well, like you said, ditto.” Don stood. “Figures that the woman I finally feel right about to risk half my shit on, I’m sharing her with my best friend.”


  Carl smiled. “We could mess with her mind and marry each other.”


  Don burst out laughing. “That would be a mindfuck, wouldn’t it?”


  


  * * * *


  


  The next morning, Mel awoke and let the familiar disorientation settle for a moment after she opened her eyes.


  Then she jumped from bed and bolted to the bathroom to puke her guts up again.


  As she knelt there, feeling shaky and weak and suspecting another wave was about to hit her, she thought back to the sushi she’d eaten the night before at a place two doors down from the hotel. It’d seemed nice enough, but it would be just her damn luck to get some bad fish.


  Fuck.


  Once she was steady, she skipped making her usual cup of coffee and instead opted for the hot tea the hotel provided with the coffeemaker. While that was brewing, she brushed her teeth and got her shower, her stomach feeling settled by the time she stepped out and wiped the steam from the bathroom mirror.


  Never. Eat. There. Again.


  She texted the guys before she headed downstairs to get her free breakfast and drive to the job site.


  Morning. Ugh, bad sushi last night, more yakking this morning. Hope ur both well. Love U both.


  


  * * * *


  


  They didn’t have to be at work until ten. Carl was still lying in bed and staring at the text from her while Don had headed to the bathroom to get his shower.


  “Hey, stupid question,” he called out to Don.


  “What?”


  “When’s the last time Mel put tampons on the shopping list?”


  Don’s head poked out of the bathroom. “What?”


  “We do the shopping, do we not?”


  “Uh, yeah, usually. Why?”


  “Look under the counter in there.”


  He disappeared and came back with a box, tipping it so Carl could see.


  It was almost full.


  In fact, it had been almost full for at least two months, the best that Carl could remember. He kept his spare razor blades and shaving cream under that counter and saw that box every time he opened the cabinet door.


  He threw the sheet back. “Call us in sick to work.”


  “Why?”


  “Just do it.” He headed toward the bedroom door to go get his shower in the other bathroom. “Right now. In fact, tell them we’re going to be out for two days.”


  “Why?”


  “Tell them it’s a family emergency.”


  “Because she ate some bad sushi?”


  But Carl didn’t stop to answer him.


  


  * * * *


  


  Don glanced at the drugstore shopping bag on the backseat. “You realize that you’re crazy, right?”


  They were less than an hour south of Atlanta, and stuck in afternoon rush hour traffic. They couldn’t take the bypass loop because of where Mel’s hotel was located, and they didn’t want to get lost on local streets.


  “Hey, I see you sitting in the passenger seat with the same look of hope on your face that I’m wearing.”


  “She’s going to kill us if we’re wrong.” Don said. “Correction, if you’re wrong. This was your crazy idea and I won’t hesitate to throw you under the bus.”


  “You won’t think I’m so crazy if I’m right.”


  It was nearly seven by the time they finally made it to her hotel. After a text to her to find out where she was and not telling her they were now seated in the hotel’s lobby, they waited.


  It was a little after eight when she finally arrived and pulled up short, a look of shock on her face when she saw them sitting there. “Um, what the hell? What are you guys doing here?”


  Carl grinned, hooked a finger inside the front neckline of her shirt, and gently tugged for her to step close. “Settle, girl,” he whispered.


  Her eyes widened and the tip of her tongue nervously flicked out, licking her lips.


  Don wanted to put her in her knees in front of them right there and knew that wasn’t a good idea.


  Carl reached up with his other hand and gently laid a finger over her lips. “You’re going to take us upstairs to your room, right now,” he quietly said. “No talking.”


  She nodded. Don suspected she wanted to say, “Yes, Sir,” but she was a good girl.


  She was their good girl.


  Don shouldered the overnight bag, which held a change of clothes for both of them, and their purchase, as well as a couple of other things they thought they’d need. Once they were up in the hotel room, Carl didn’t let her come up. With the door shut and locked behind them, Carl cupped the nape of her neck and kissed her, working his magic on her as Don took her laptop bag from her and put it on the desk with their stuff. He dug the small box out of their bag and took it into the bathroom while Carl fisted her ponytail and put her on her knees in front of him.


  “Greeting, girl,” Carl ordered, letting go of her hair.


  She pressed her face against the front of his jeans, nuzzling, her entire body relaxing as she did.


  Don stepped in behind her and grabbed her ponytail, pulling her head back so he could stare down into her eyes. “No talking,” he ordered. “Not until we say so. Understand?”


  She nodded as best she could while looking up at him with his fist in her hair.


  They got her on her feet and quickly stripped her, one of them always holding onto her hair, even as they pulled her shirt off of her, Don handing her off to Carl, until she was naked before them.


  Don went and grabbed the blindfold from their bag and buckled it around her face. Then he buckled her leather cuffs around her wrists, using a snap clip to fasten them together behind her back. This had been Carl’s idea, too.


  “Do you need to use the bathroom, girl?” Carl asked.


  She nodded.


  They guided her into the bathroom. Before letting her sit, Don pulled on gloves and got the test kit ready. He was torn between being horny as fuck that their girl was so readily following their orders without hesitation, and hopeful that his friend might be right.


  He refused to get vested in the idea yet, though.


  Carl backed her into position, but nudged her feet wider apart, standing to the side as he helped her sit. “Hold it until I tell you to, girl,” he sternly ordered.


  Sure, they’d teased her with threats of full-on control, of every aspect of her life, but that she trusted them this much to not even safeword and stop them and ask what the fuck filled him with pride and love.


  They’d obviously earned her trust.


  When Don was ready with the tester stick, he nodded.


  “Okay, you can go.”


  Thankful for the gloves, he managed to hold it in the stream for the required amount of time. Then he snapped the cap onto it, set it on the counter, and pulled the gloves off while Carl started the timer on his phone.


  Don washed his hands and stood back, staring, waiting.


  When she’d finished, Carl unzipped his jeans and shoved them and his briefs down, pulling her mouth onto his cock.


  Don noticed her mouth already opening, ready, anticipating before she even knew what he wanted.


  “Good girl,” Carl hoarsely said.


  But his attention was focused solely on the test stick on the counter.


  It only took a minute for the results to show, the men’s smiles growing wider with every minute that passed, until Carl’s phone silently buzzed when the timer went off.


  The men gave each other a high-five, and then Carl pulled his cock from her mouth, leaned in, and gave her a long, sweet kiss.


  Don leaned in to kiss her, too, reaching behind her to unsnap her wrists before they pulled the blindfold off her.


  She blinked, her gaze confused and more than a little subspacey.


  “You can speak now,” Carl told her.


  “What’s going on, Sir?”


  Yep, from the sound of her voice, total subspace.


  Carl stepped back to give her room. “Clean up and we’ll show you.”


  She did, flushed, and stood to wash her hands.


  Then she spotted the box and the tester and wheeled around, shocked.


  “No!”


  


  * * * *


  


  Honestly, she’d thought it was some sort of surprise game on their part, some new mindfuck. But she trusted them and knew they’d never violate a hard limit, so she’d been willing to let go and go with it.


  It was hotter than fuck not knowing what was coming next, she’d admit that.


  But then she spotted the box for the pregnancy test kit on the bathroom counter, the tester showing what appeared to be positive results, and everything slammed home.


  Her men both looked like a couple of Cheshire cats on meth, from their broad, manic grins and the way they were eagerly nodding their heads.


  “But I’m on the pill!” she said.


  “Apparently it stopped working,” Carl said, stepping in. “We did a little math this morning. Combined with your two puking mornings in a row, it’s been about two months since your last period, hasn’t it?”


  “No. It was…”


  She thought about it. She’d had a really busy two months. Three new clients meant she’d been traveling a lot.


  Come to think of it…


  She stared at them again. “Holy crap,” she whispered.


  They sandwiched her between them, each of them with a hand on her tummy. “You’re about to make us daddies,” Carl told her.


  She laid her hands over theirs. “I…I can’t believe this.”


  “Believe it,” Don said. “You’re going to be a mommy.”


  She stared down at their hands, their matching rings.


  The rings they’d picked for her, and for them.


  These two men, close as brothers, who loved each other enough that they were willing to share her to make her and the other man happy.


  Now, it looked like there’d be something else binding them together besides their love and one ring.


  Don, standing behind her, tipped her head back onto his shoulder and captured her mouth with his for a kiss.


  “Guess what?” he whispered. “From this point on, when you’re home and it’s just us? You stay naked. I want to be able to see your gorgeous body, every inch of it.”


  Carl dropped to his knees in front of her, pressing his lips to her belly. “Going to bend you over every time I can and fuck your sweet pussy because I know once our baby arrives, we’re all going to be a little busy and sleep deprived.”


  “Oh, yeah,” Don said. “That, too. Heh. I just wanted to be able to see her baby belly.”


  “And her breasts,” Carl reminded him. “They’re going to look so gorgeous.”


  Come to think of it, her breasts had been feeling a little tender and fuller lately.


  I’m an idiot.


  She was also now very, very horny, hearing her men talking about her like that. Such a change in just a few months, from the emotional desert with Mike, to these two men who couldn’t keep their hands off her.


  Carl grabbed her ass, pressing his face between her thighs and forcing her to spread her legs. Don held onto her, pressing her body against him and pulling her back and slightly off-balance.


  Carl’s tongue unerringly found her clit, flicking, teasing, making her moan.


  “Oh, get used to it, baby,” Don whispered in her ear. “You think you’ve been getting your brains fucked out before, you ain’t seen nothing yet like the love of two ecstatically happy Doms.” He pressed a kiss against the side of her neck. “You might as well come for him right now, because we brought rope and we’re going to tie you up and fuck you like we own you, because we absolutely do.”


  Yes, they absolutely owned her. And it wasn’t even the double M brand on her ass.


  The proof was now growing inside her.


  “You’d better come for him,” Don said. “Otherwise, we won’t let you come until you’ve sucked both our cocks dry.”


  Not that it would be a hardship, because she loved worshipping their cocks. It was one of her favorite things. But the thought of them controlling her like that, as always, tipped her over the edge. Carl’s fingers dug into her ass, holding her in place as he relentlessly kept her coming with his lips and tongue until he was ready to let her stop.


  And then Don scooped her up and carried her out of the bathroom, into the bedroom, and laid her on the bed.


  The men started stripping. Don ended up on the bed on his back with her sixty-nine over him, while Carl knelt behind her and slid his cock inside her ready pussy. She moaned around Don’s cock as Don latched his mouth onto her clit and once again started herding her toward her next orgasm.


  It wasn’t any use trying to resist them. They knew her body better than she did.


  Literally, apparently, from the way they’d picked up on this and she hadn’t.


  Her brain downshifted into subspace mode as Don forced her to come again.


  That spurred Carl on. He had his fingers dug into her hips and was fucking her, hard and fast. “That’s it, baby. I felt you come for us. You suck his cock good and you’ll get another reward. One in this end, and one down that gorgeous mouth of yours.”


  She ground her pussy against Don’s face, his cock twitching in response against her tongue. The dirtier they got with her like this, the better she liked it. In “vanilla” mode they were the two most considerate, caring, devoted men she could have ever asked for.


  But like this, they were dirty Doms, and she loved it and them even more.


  “Yeah, you know you’re just a little fuck slut for us, don’t you?” Carl said. “You’re not happy unless you have at least one of our cocks somewhere inside your body. You can’t lie to us, baby. We know what our good girl needs and wants. She needs her Sirs cocks to keep her happy. Well, prepare to spend the next several months on your back or on your knees, because you’re going to be the most well-fucked slave you ever saw.”


  Slave.


  Yeah, not just submissive, slave.


  That was what she was for them, and she knew it. It’s all she wanted to be.


  She let out a moan as Don got another orgasm out of her.


  “Yeah, such a good slave for her Sirs. Going to get you used to wearing your butt plug all the time, too, so any time we want to use that sweet ass, all we have to do is slide our cocks into it.”


  That moan was answered by Don moaning into her pussy as he was close to tipping over the edge now, too.


  Carl picked up the pace, slamming his cock into her. “Such a sweet little slave you are, such a good girl for us, such a beautiful little—ah!” He plunged hard and deep, falling still with his cock deep inside her.


  Don’s cock erupted in her mouth, and she eagerly swallowed, finally only stopping when he reached down, grabbed her hair, and gently pulled her up and off him.


  They fell together in a tangle on the bed.


  When she could finally speak, she said, “I cannot believe you two drove up here for this.”


  Carl rolled over and kissed her. “Well, if I was wrong, at least it meant we could spend a night with you. If I was right…well, I didn’t want to wait to see if I was right.” He laced fingers with her and brought her hand to his lips, kissing it. “We love you, baby.” He brought their hands down to her tummy. “And we love our baby.”


  “What if the test is wrong?”


  Don sat up, snorting with laughter. “I doubt it. In fact, make sure to get an appointment with your doctor as soon as you can. And, obviously, stop taking your pill every day.” He laid his hand over theirs, his fingers curling around their hands. “We need to make sure we’re taking the best care of you and the little one as we can.”


  “Is this going to mess us up?” she asked, almost afraid of the answer.


  Both men frowned. “Why would it?” Carl asked.


  “Yeah,” Don said. “This makes it better.”


  “I know Carl wanted kids, but the three of us never discussed it. I didn’t expect this. Not yet, anyway.”


  Both men leaned in. “You do want this baby, don’t you?” Carl asked.


  She nodded. “Yes! I didn’t mean it like that. I’m just…in shock.”


  “We’ll have to ask Essie and Brooke and Leigh for pointers about juggling this,” Don said.


  “And Clarisse,” Carl added. “They have four.”


  “Rob and Laura have a baby,” she pointed out.


  “But they’re a couple, not a triad,” Don said. “Compared to us, they’re vanilla.”


  “Oh.” She looked down to where all three of their hands were resting. “What if my parents freak out about this?” she asked. “Mike was such a fucking asshole about the divorce, I think he had them convinced I was a freak.”


  “Well, it’s their loss if they don’t want to be part of our baby’s life,” Don said. “We have countless adopted family we can call on. Essie’s mom loves babies. She’s always ready to be an adopted grandma.”


  “And Chelbie’s parents,” Carl added.


  “Kel’s mom,” Don said.


  “Tilly,” both men said.


  “Okay, I get it,” she said. “We’re not alone.”


  The men kissed her, Don, then Carl. “Exactly,” Don said. “We’re not alone. You’re not alone. So what if some people don’t get it? It’s their problem, not ours.”


  They ordered room service before settling in for the night. She hadn’t had a chance to eat dinner yet.


  As she lay there, tightly snuggled between her men in the queen-sized bed, she tried not to worry about what her parents—or anyone else—might say.


  Especially because she was now even happier than she’d thought she’d been just a few days ago.


  Chapter Fourteen


  


  The three of them stood together in front of Loren, all their friends gathered around them.


  They’d asked for an informal ceremony at the start of a normal play session on a Saturday night. They hadn’t wanted anything special since they’d already had their collaring and everyone had attended that.


  To them, that was the important date, their true “anniversary.”


  And the men were only doing this for Mel. She’d insisted she wanted a little something to mark this occasion, even if it was an informal something.


  Loren wore a wry grin as she stood in front of the three of them. “Well, just when I think I can honestly say I’ve seen it all, someone throws a new permutation at me that I haven’t seen before and blows my mind.”


  Mel grinned as her men laughed.


  Gilo, who stood next to Tilly, stood there smiling and shaking his head, his arms crossed over his chest.


  Next to him stood Abbey, bound in a straightjacket, a ball gag in her mouth and her knees looking a little wobbly from the remote control vibrating egg he’d inserted into her pussy before the ceremony.


  Gilo the Dom was in full force today.


  “You got anything you want to say?” Tilly asked him.


  “Honestly? I have no clue what to say. This one takes the cake.”


  “I think I saw this on an episode of Boston Legal,” Tony said.


  “Yeah, but that was different,” Gilo said.


  “Guys,” Loren said. “Focus.” She cleared her throat and returned her attention to where Don and Carl flanked Mel. Mel was naked, except for her collar and her ring. Now five months along, her baby belly was well visible, and the men had insisted that, at least for the ceremony, she would be naked.


  It wasn’t uncommon for the men, when among their kinky friends, to lift up her shirt—or dress—to proudly show someone her tummy. It embarrassed the hell out of her, but it amused her men to no end, so she tolerated it.


  They were obviously going to be great dads. Proud ones, for sure.


  They’d batted stuff back and forth with Ed, trying to make up their minds what to do in terms of legal paperwork, when a teasing suggestion from Ross had turned into a damn good idea to Mel, and she’d put her slave foot down and insisted upon it.


  Yes, she could be a little sadistic herself. She’d spend the rest of their lives together reminding Don that it was actually a man who made him risk half his shit.


  And giggling every time she did.


  Her men couldn’t refuse her, despite their awkwardness right now as they were faced with the reality of it.


  And when they’d filed for the marriage license.


  “Two completely straight guys marrying each other,” Loren said. “Sorry, but I have been with Ross far too long for a little of his sadistic streak not to rub off on me. I am enjoying the hell out of this.”


  Abbey let out a soft moan. When everyone looked, Gilo was futzing with the controller. “Sorry. Meant to turn it down earlier so she wouldn’t come. Give me a second.”


  Abbey let out a whine around her gag.


  He looked up. “We’re good. Proceed.”


  Loren rolled her eyes. “Okay. So. Donald Montgomery, do you take Carl Mabry to be your lawfully wedded husband?”


  “I do.”


  “Carl Mabry, do you take Donald Montgomery to be your lawfully wedded husband?”


  “I do.”


  “You’ve already exchanged rings, so by the power vested in me by the state of Florida, I pronounce you husbands. You can kiss each other.”


  The men stared at each other. This had been Mel’s other sticking point.


  One onto which she’d not only put her foot down, but put it down hard.


  She’d taken a brand for the two of them, willingly, without hesitation.


  It was the least they could do for her.


  “Well?” Tilly said, obviously highly amused. “Get on with it. If you were going to catch cooties from each other, you would have done it long before now swapping spit and other bodily fluids with her.”


  Mel thought the grin she wore might split her face in two. “Come on, guys. You promised me. And not some cheesy quick peck on the lips, either. I want to see a real kiss.”


  Both men rolled their eyes. “No tongue,” Carl warned.


  “Agreed,” Don said.


  Mel knew she’d likely pay for this in other ways later on, and it would be worth it to have their kiss memorialized forever by Kel’s photo. He stood, ready, to take it. Mallory was videotaping it for Mel, both of them standing behind the triad and focused toward Loren so they didn’t catch any of the attendees in the background.


  Finally the men took deep breaths, leaned forward, embraced, and kissed. A real, honest kiss.


  The entire dungeon broke out into cheers and hoots of approval.


  The men finally turned to her. “Okay?” Don asked her.


  She nodded. “Thank you. That made me very happy. And horny.”


  “Yeah, well don’t get too used to it,” Carl said. “We’re not bi.”


  “No. It made me horny because it was one more way you both proved to me how much you love me and each other.”


  “Oh, well, in that case, let’s go home and play,” Don said. “We can take care of that horniness for you.”


  After letting her get dressed and hugging all their friends, they headed home. As soon as they were safely inside the privacy of their front door, though, she didn’t even need them to remind her to strip.


  Unless it got cold, she wouldn’t bother putting clothes on around them. They’d only work them off her again.


  Not that she was complaining.


  She loved it when she was in the kitchen and one or both of them walked in behind her, their hands roaming her body, especially over her swelling belly and breasts. The way they worshipped every inch of her flesh with their hands and their mouths.


  The way they loved cuddling with her on the couch after dinner, her draped over both of them, or in some way wanting to touch her, have contact with her. As if they were afraid she might disappear.


  Which would never happen. She was there forever.


  And now, with them legally married to each other, she knew neither of them would go anywhere, either.


  Neither of them would be willing to give up her, much less half their stuff.


  The perfect solution.


  They led her to bed, Don crawling between her legs and laving his tongue over her clit and pussy, while Carl knelt next to her head and started fucking her mouth. They were having to find some creative positions now, with her belly both getting in the way and making some previously enjoyable positions uncomfortable.


  No complaints from her men, either. They were happy to oblige.


  Carl reached down, cupping her breasts in his hands and rubbing the pads of his thumbs over her nipples. Actually, she was so sensitive there now that they’d had to step back how hard they could pinch and tug on them. It was too intense for her.


  Again, they’d quickly obliged her, without hesitation or complaint. And she loved them even more for it.


  It didn’t take her long to crest the peak of her first orgasm with Don’s skilled mouth in control. Another benefit of her pregnancy, once her morning sickness ended, she realized she was horny nearly all. The. Time.


  Don helped her roll onto her hands and knees and quickly slid his cock inside her while Carl changed position so she could kneel between his legs and suck his cock.


  “I wish I could take six weeks off work and spend it doing nothing but fucking you,” Don said, his voice punctuated by his thrusts. “You’re fucking gorgeous.”


  Carl was holding her hair out of the way. “I think I want to take a page from Sully and Mac’s playbook. If she decides she wants another baby after this one, she has to earn it, and we will well and truly fuck our gorgeous slave until we get her pregnant.”


  She wasn’t expecting it, but that, combined with Don’s cock hitting her in all the right places triggered one more climax.


  “Ooh, baby,” Don said, speeding up, fucking her hard and finishing with her. “Fuck, that was hot,” he said.


  Now that left Carl. She bobbed her head up and down his shaft as he fisted her hair a little more tightly.


  “You mean the thought of tying our girl up, spread wide open, and fucking her until we can’t get it up anymore, every night, until we fill her belly again? Yeah, that’s fucking hot.”


  His grip tightened even more. “You will never have to worry about us ignoring you, sweetheart. If you haven’t noticed, we can’t keep our hands off you or our cocks out of you. We’re going to go through great lengths to keep you happy, you’d better…believe…it.”


  And with that, she eagerly swallowed as his cock exploded in her mouth, filling her with the taste of his hot juices, until he relaxed his grip and she could roll onto her side, her head resting on his thigh.


  Don stretched out behind her, one arm draped around her, his hand on her belly. “Remind me the next time I ever run into Mike to thank him for being a stupid fuck.”


  Fortunately, Mel’s parents, upon learning they were going to be grandparents, decided Mike was full of shit, their daughter looked happier than they’d ever remembered seeing her, and so what if she was living with two guys?


  Grandbaby trumped alternative lifestyle, in their mind.


  The men’s parents had pretty much decided the same thing, and had opted to not ask too many questions.


  Mel reached out, took Carl’s hand, and pressed it over Don’s.


  The men laced fingers, her hand on top of theirs.


  “Love you guys,” she said. “Thank you for doing this for me today.” She squeezed their hands.


  “Yeah, well, kissing him wasn’t as good as kissing you, but it wasn’t the worst thing in the world,” Don said.


  “Ditto,” Carl added. “And I guess I can honestly say I love him.”


  Don let out an exaggerated sigh. “Okay, fine. I love you, too, dude.”


  She giggled. “And I love both of you. Now that wasn’t so hard, was it?”


  “No, but you keep talking, you might get one or both of us hard again,” Carl warned.


  “Oh, I wouldn’t want that,” she teased.


  “Smart-assed slave,” Don playfully grumbled.


  “Yeah,” Carl said, “but I wouldn’t want her any other way.”
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