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After nothing but bad luck, Melanie’s ready to give up on love. She puts herself in her friends’ hands and goes with them to a shibari class at Venture. It seems her luck changes when she meets Kirby and his fraternal twin brother, Davis.

Kirby and Davis are immediately smitten. While fully independent, Davis falls on the high-functioning end of the autism spectrum. Even better, Kirby realizes Melanie seems to understand Davis in a way few people ever have. Davis knows he’s not the easiest person to live with, but Melanie soothes his mind like no one else. He’s willing to do anything to make this work.
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Chapter One

 

Kirby stood in the entry of their house, arms crossed over his chest, and struggled not to walk down to his twin brother’s bedroom and physically drag him out regardless of his state of dress—or undress.

“Davis, now! We’re going to be late.”

Of course, Davis didn’t respond.

Who’s the crazy one? Him for being a nutjob, or me for expecting him to actually be punctual for once?

Which immediately made Kirby feel like shit for thinking like that. It was the frustration talking.

Frustration that, after forty-one years, he should be over. He knew damn well Davis had little control over some of his behaviors.

It was the ones Davis did have control over that aggravated the crap out of Kirby. Kirby had gotten sidetracked by e-mail, which had allowed Davis to start on a task of his own.

And once started, he would complete it, even if it meant they’d now be late.

One obsessive scheduling tic trumped by a completion tic…check.

Kirby was getting ready to go get Davis when he finally emerged from his bedroom and headed toward Kirby.

“Finally!” Kirby jingled the keys in his hand. “You ready?”

Kirby mentally smacked himself when Davis pulled up short and stared at him. “Why would you ask me that?” Davis calmly asked. “I’m here, am I not? And I was ready earlier, but you weren’t.”

Fuck.

Me.

They’d only been brothers for forty-one years, if you didn’t count the nearly eight months they shared a womb.

You’d think I’d know better than to walk into that one.

Kirby took a deep breath. “Forget it. Let’s go.” He was driving, of course.

That was something he wouldn’t get tripped up by, at least.

Kirby headed out the door, leaving it standing open and insuring that Davis would follow him.

At least he could use a few of his brother’s tics against him.

Once Davis had locked the front door behind them and they were both in the car, Kirby got them headed toward their parents’ house. They lived down in Port Charlotte and were expecting them in less than an hour for dinner.

If Kirby was alone, it was a drive that, barring traffic, would take him maybe thirty minutes.

With Davis, he’d be lucky if they’d make it in the sixty minutes Kirby had allotted, especially since it was a Friday night.

At least their parents knew what Kirby was up against and would understand if they were late.

 

* * * *

 

Now that Kirby had Davis trapped in the car with him and unable to escape, he decided to broach the subject he’d been dreading and putting off all week. “I’m probably not going to be around a lot tomorrow.”

“Why not?”

“Well, there’s this class I’d like to go to. In fact, I was going to ask if it’s okay if we change our dinner from Saturday to Sunday.”

That was what made Davis turn from where he stared out his window like a little dog. “Why? What kind of class?”

“I’d…rather not say.”

“Well, why not?”

“Because it’s…delicate.”

“Like glass blowing?”

Kirby tightened his grip on the steering wheel. Of course this wasn’t going to be easy.

Nothing with Davis was ever easy.

He should have known that but still, even this many years later, hope sprang eternal. Although there were times, like this, that he suspected Davis was deliberately fucking with him.

Unfortunately, with Davis, even when he knew Davis was deliberately fucking with him, it was still impossible to tell.

“It’s not something I want to discuss in front of Mom and Dad, for starters, so we’re not discussing it once we get there, understood?”

“Agreed.”

At least that was one thing Kirby could count on. If Davis agreed to something, it might as well be notarized in triplicate in solid concrete with SCOTUS as the witnesses, because he’d follow through with it.

“I’ve been looking around online and there are some things I’m interested in exploring.”

“Is this one of those things where you’re embarrassed to tell me because it has something to do with sex?”

Of course, Davis said it matter of factly, not snarkily.

Davis didn’t have an intentional snark setting.

Another oddly comforting quirk his brother possessed.

“It’s not about sex. Not really.” He stopped for a red light. “I want to pursue some…unconventional things. There’s a local club where they’re teaching rope bondage techniques tomorrow. A class. I’d like to go.”

“You mean shibari, the Japanese style of rope tying?”

Kirby stared at him so long that the car behind them had to honk when he didn’t realize the light had turned green. “What do you know about that?”

“I know it can be used for basic restraint techniques or very elaborate, artistic ties, depending on the person’s skillsets and the desired outcome. It’s frequently used by BDSM practitioners.”

“Okay. Let me rephrase my question. How do you know about that?”

“When we were going for our Eagle Scout rankings I researched rope ties and stumbled across some sites on the Internet.”

“You never told me that.”

“You never asked. I wasn’t going to tell Mom and Dad, of course.”

“Of course.” This was…weird, even for their normal discussions. Not that Davis was completely educated on a topic he’d researched, because Kirby knew if he asked, Davis could likely recite all the websites and any books he’d referenced.

It was the topic itself that had tossed Kirby into the weird zone. “Back to my original point. I’d like to go to the class, and I don’t know if I’ll be done in time to make our usual dinner.”

“Why can’t I just go to the class with you and we go out to dinner after?”

If he wasn’t driving, Kirby would close his eyes and count to ten. Maybe pound his head against the steering wheel, too.

Since he couldn’t do that without risking life and limb, he instead chose to take a deep, cleansing breath.

So much for me having a few Davis-free hours on a Saturday night. “The class lasts for several hours. Why would you want to do that?”

“I can take my laptop and work.”

“They probably won’t let you do that since it has a camera on it. No cell phones are allowed to be out, either.”

“Oh. Well, I can bring my Kindle, the older one, and read while you take your class. It doesn’t have a camera.” Davis turned back to his window.

At least he wasn’t going on about it. That meant he was satisfied with the negotiation.

Take the win and let him go and possibly cock-block me? Or push harder?

Kirby was no dummy.

He’d take the win.

“Okay. But you pay your own entry fee.”

“That’s reasonable.”

There wasn’t any more discussion until they were almost to their parents’ house. That wasn’t unusual. Davis wasn’t much for small talk if there wasn’t anything new or interesting—by his standards—to talk about. He couldn’t care less about discussing politics, and Kirby didn’t know shit about chemistry, which was what Davis did for a living.

The irony that Davis could more than hold his own with Kirby in a physics or engineering discussion wasn’t lost on Kirby.

“Kirby?”

“Yeah?”

“Why are you going tomorrow? Are you hoping to meet someone at the class, or have you met someone already that you’re meeting in person there?”

Okay, Davis could have spookily intuitive flashes of social insight at times. His brother wasn’t a damn robot. “I haven’t met anyone yet, but I’ve talked to a few people online who really recommend the place. I’ve been thinking about stuff like this for a while. The only way I’m going to meet like-minded people is if I go where those people are.”

“That’s reasonable.”

Aaaannd…that was it.

You know, I should be used to this by now, but he still manages to keep me on my toes even this many years later.

So what did that say about him? Especially since Davis wasn’t even trying to do that on purpose.

Davis never did.

Davis…was just Davis.

Maybe he’s the “normal” one and I’m the neuroatypical one.

 

* * * *

 

Their parents, Alana and Jonas Silva, lived in an older but still decent subdivision in Pt. Charlotte. Spared from the worst ravages of Hurricane Charley, the larger homes and lots made up a quiet neighborhood of mostly older people, retirees well off and escaping extreme northern winters.

Except that their parents had both been born in Florida and had lived there all their lives.

Their mom already had the door open and was smiling at them as they walked up to the front door. Kirby gave her a long hug that would more than make up for Davis’ lack of willing hugging. “Hey, Mom.”

“There’s my boys. How are you?” She gave Davis the quick peck on the cheek that he tolerated and closed the door behind them.

“About the same from when we saw you two weeks ago, Mom,” Davis said.

Their mom glanced at Kirby and winked.

This wasn’t her first rodeo, either. With Davis’ tactile sensitivity, they avoided doing things they knew made him uncomfortable.

They followed her down the hall and through the living room. As always, their parents’ house felt homey and lived in. The slightly cluttered feel of two bookworms, but not in a way that bothered Kirby. Having grown up in it, and with their family’s focus having been on Davis’ social and tactile issues, keeping a Martha Stewart showplace had been low on their parents’ radar.

Hence why Kirby and Davis paid for a cleaning service.

The irony was that at work, Davis’ office was spotless, as was his car. It just hadn’t translated into home, for some reason.

The exception to that was a small slice of his parents’ living room. On one bookcase sat the urn of their friend who’d died when he and Davis were just infants, along with pictures of the three of them. Dust-free and meticulously arranged, it had been the one uncluttered and perfectly kept space, always. A tribute to their parents’ dear friend.

Through there they continued on to the kitchen, where their father was putting the finishing touches on dinner.

Chicken piccata, because that was what Davis would expect for tonight and it had been agreed upon in advance.

Not that Kirby minded. They alternated picking the menu, and Kirby didn’t care. Davis didn’t care on Kirby’s nights, either, a long, hard-won battle that had taken years to finally secure.

One that Davis also considered a win because it wasn’t like he enjoyed feeling inflexible.

But they made allowances because they understood what the bulk of Davis’ life was like as he tried to navigate the larger world in a reasonably normal manner. In a manner that didn’t make him an outcast with others or isolate him because he grew tired of trying to make the effort to make others understand him.

So doing this for him, and in this way, they didn’t mind.

“Where are you boys going for dinner tomorrow night?” their dad asked once they were at the table and eating.

Davis glanced at Kirby and deferred to him. This way, Davis wouldn’t be forced into a position of either talking about something he’d agreed not to, or lying.

“Haven’t decided yet,” Kirby said, which wasn’t even a lie. It was his week to decide, and when it was Kirby’s week, Davis never complained, even if he wasn’t fond of the restaurant.

Another quirk his brother had that helped balance things out.

They had a good dinner, pleasant, and their chemist father got to talking with Davis about what he was currently working on. The things Davis could discuss, without violating his corporate NDA for Murality Phosphate.

Once they were finally on their way home again, with copious amounts of leftovers, Kirby finally relaxed.

“Thanks, Davis.”

“For what?”

“For being so agreeable about all of this. About tomorrow.”

“I don’t get out enough,” Davis said. “You were right about that.”

Another shocking statement. That had been a conversation they’d had earlier in the week. “What?”

“I should try harder. I know it’s not exactly a social situation for me tomorrow, it’s for you. But maybe exposure to a new and strange group of people will allow me the opportunity to broaden my horizons in a way that I can find comfortable. Maybe by watching you, even. I’ve read about treatment modalities that use similar methods to help people overcome…hurdles like that. Perhaps trying it might in some way help me.”

“That’s…that’s very insightful of you.”

“I don’t and never have denied you’re more knowledgeable and experienced than me when it comes to personal and social interactions.”

“You’ve dated before.”

“Not exactly. I’ve had physical relationships, but I’ve never sustained a long-term relationship of what could be considered quality. My physical interactions have been superficial at best. Friends with benefits. Fuck buddies.”

Kirby couldn’t really make that claim, though. “I’m not the best relationship expert, bro.”

“You’ve had more and longer relationships than I have.”

“I wouldn’t exactly say that’s a stellar endorsement of my dating skills.”

“That was a compliment.”

“Thank you for the compliment, Davis.”

“You’re welcome.”

Silence for the rest of the way home, other than the radio. Not unexpected, and not uncomfortable.

When Kirby parked next to Davis’ car in the driveway, he didn’t shut the engine off at first, knowing that once they got inside, Davis would disappear into his room for the rest of the night and would get irritated at any interruptions.

“You’re really okay going to the class tomorrow?”

“I said I was. What time do we need to leave?”

Kirby thought about it and built in his usual time cushion when taking Davis into consideration. “Four.”

The irony was that Davis knew it, but wouldn’t argue.

He couldn’t. He understood. Just as he’d developed coping methods for his life, so had those close to him who wanted to be a part of it.

“What should I wear?”

“Casual. Jeans and a shirt. Button-up shirt, but a casual one. Whatever you’ll wear for dinner later.”

“Okay.”

Kirby shut off the car and they headed inside. Davis immediately made a beeline for his bedroom, where he shut the door behind him.

It wasn’t likely that Davis would exit his bedroom for the rest of the evening, unless he needed to do laundry. He even kept a small mini-fridge in his room with snacks and beverages.

When they’d bought the house together four years earlier, Kirby had volunteered that Davis could have the master bedroom. He knew his brother would be more comfortable that way, and it wasn’t worth forcing the man to give that over just so Kirby wouldn’t have to walk a few extra steps to the bathroom.

Since it was his self-appointed job, Kirby took time to make sure the leftovers were put away in the kitchen fridge, preset the coffeemaker for in the morning, and settled in on the sofa to watch TV. If he let Davis make the coffee, they’d be drinking brown water in the same exact flavor, every damn day. But by pre-empting his brother and declaring it his chore, Kirby had short-circuited that argument for the win.

Worth. It.

Kirby had a TV in his room, but when Davis retired for the night, it was almost as good as having the house to himself.

He’d take advantage of it. He’d had a long, frustrating week at work. He worked for a civil engineering firm, and their latest project had been plagued by permitting delays, last-minute changes by the client, and various other aggravations that made him regret not trying harder at chemistry and landing a lucrative position like Davis had.

Then again, even though they’d started college at the same time, Davis had already completed his four-year degree dually enrolled in high school, while Kirby was just graduating high school.

His mom hadn’t wanted Kirby to feel bad that Davis was so much more advanced in his studies, and they’d wanted Davis to have more time to adapt socially and emotionally, so they’d kept Davis in high school with him.

Yeah, they were both technically geniuses on the IQ scale, but compared to Davis, Kirby was a drooling toddler.

Although Kirby wouldn’t trade places with Davis for anything. Davis had been labelled everything from being high-functioning autistic to having Asperger’s, depending on whatever the latest favorite theory was. Except most of that was after Davis had grown up, because when they were kids and the obvious differences had been recognized, they didn’t know as much about it back then. The labels didn’t matter anyway, not at this point when Davis was fine with himself, was a fully-functional and self-supporting adult, and in general happy with his life.

Bottom line was, Davis just wasn’t good at some things, and he was okay with that, but always strove to improve. Like anyone else in the world. Fortunately, their mother had been a teacher and able to work with Davis to make sure he had every available advantage.

Kirby had long ago gotten over the extra attention Davis received when he realized what the trade-off had been. It just as easily could have been him. No one knew why it happened, why Davis was technically somewhere on the autism spectrum and he…wasn’t. His mom did everything right while pregnant, and there was no history of it in their family. Kirby could waste his time asking god or tarot cards or why their DNA was the way it was, and it still wouldn’t change a damn thing.

Another reason he didn’t mind living with his brother. Because as much as he helped his brother, over the years, his brother had more than helped him appreciate life and see things in unique ways he would have missed out on. Davis experienced all the emotions Kirby did. He just didn’t express them the same way. And while Kirby could approach a problem from a bunch of different angles, Davis had learned early on, through heavy intervention on their parents’ and teachers’ parts, to narrow his focus and adapt to a very linear line of attack. If he didn’t, Davis ended up shiny-squirreling off into the weeds, the original issue forgotten in the distance.

Again, something that Kirby had benefitted from witnessing in action growing up.

Davis was his brother, and he loved him. Even if the goofy bastard sometimes drove him up the wall.

Because he knew he sometimes drove Davis up the wall, too.

That’s just what brothers did.


Chapter Two

 

Once again, a Friday night, and here I am imposing on my friends.

“I really appreciate you letting me come cry on your shoulder. Again,” Melanie added, sniffling into the tissue her friend Kim had handed her.

“You’re my friend. It’s what friends do.”

“It’s just…even I can see this is a pattern.” She stared from Kim to Kim’s…whatever the terms were for them, Kim’s men, Mason and Cole. All three of them wore matching wedding bands. Kim had been Cole’s girlfriend for nearly two years, then somehow they got involved with Mason, who was gay, who ended up married to Cole after Mason was hit by a car…

Whenever anyone asked, Kim simply explained it as “complicated.”

Seemed a pretty accurate term for it.

Trying to figure anything out besides that made Melanie’s brain hurt. First and foremost, Melanie could call them friends, which was the important part.

“I mean,” Melanie continued, “look at you three. Everything you went through, and hell, I know I don’t even know a fraction of it, and look how happy you guys are together.” She shredded the tissue as Kim gave up and set the whole box in Melanie’s lap. “I wish I had something as good as you guys do, but all I seem to find are freaking losers.”

“Maybe you need to change your dating pool,” Kim gently suggested.

“Apparently I’m stuck in a dating cesspool.” Melanie recognized the bitterness in her tone. “What’s wrong with me? I mean, I know romance books aren’t real, okay? But dammit, I’d love a strong, quiet, smart guy who doesn’t mind taking charge every so often without being an asshole about it. One of those nice-guy Alpha types. If I nail one of the things, the other parts are usually lacking. And if it’s the ‘taking charge’ part he’s got down pat, he’s usually a fucking asshole or dumb as a brick.”

Melanie found the strength to look at her friend. “I mean, I love you guys but I’m envious of what you have. You’ve got two guys who…do that. Take charge. But unless you’ve left something out of the retelling, they’re not assholes. And they’re smart. Not to mention—no offense—they’re good-looking. You’ve got the total hat-trick of hotties times two.”

Kim glanced at her men before returning her focus to Melanie. “I’m a lucky woman and I won’t deny it. What we have isn’t for everyone, though. It’s not as simple as it looks.”

Cole and Mason exchanged a glance. “Why don’t you come to dinner with us Saturday night?” Mason asked. “We’ll introduce you to some friends of ours.”

She blew her nose again. “What kind of friends?”

“Friends like Cole and Mason,” Kim said. “Kinky friends.”

“What you’re describing that you want,” Cole started, “is a power exchange dynamic. That’s what the three of us have. Mason and Kim more than myself and Kim, but we have rules and boundaries, and we’re in charge, and she likes that.”

“Mason is my Master,” Kim said.

It took her a moment to process that. “Like in that one book? That Fif—”

“No,” all three of them said before Mason took over. “Well, yes and no. The book is fiction. We actually live it. It sounds like the kind of relationship dynamic you want is what we and many of our friends have.”

“Isn’t that all spanking and stuff? Because I’m not sure that’s my thing.”

“Everyone’s different,” Kim assured her. “Mason’s a sadist, but Cole’s discovered he loves being a rope rigger.”

“Rope rigger?”

The two men went silent but Kim glanced their way. “Go ahead and show her the pictures from last week.”

Cole pulled out his phone and scrolled through it for a moment, paused, then seemed to change his mind and picked a different one before turning his phone so Melanie could see it.

Not letting go of it as he held it, either, she noticed.

She didn’t even reach for it, not wanting to accidentally swipe to another picture.

On the screen was Kim, naked and tied in an intricate harness of some sort. “That’s cool. It kind of looks like macrame,” Melanie said after Cole retreated.

“It is, in a way,” Kim said. “Kinky macrame. We were going to go to a class tomorrow and—”

“Wait, a class? There’s a class?”

Mason took over again. “There’s a shibari class tomorrow. They’re going to be doing a couple of different basic ties. If you wanted to come and watch, or even participate, you can.”

“Participate how?”

Kim smiled. “Get tied up.”

“I don’t think I’d want to be naked.”

“Oh, you don’t have to get naked. Lots of women wear sports bras or yoga pants or whatever. It’s your comfort level.”

That actually sounded…interesting. “Really?”

“If you’d like to come with us to the class tomorrow,” Mason said, “you’re welcomed to. You can watch, if you want. Or if you decide you’d like to try something, we can always hook you up with someone we trust.”

“Will there be other single people there?”

“That’s hard to say,” Mason said. “Sometimes, sometimes not. But if you’re serious about making some positive changes in your life, and doing things differently than you have been, this is a good starting point.”

“What’d you call it? The rope stuff.”

“Shibari.” He spelled it for her. “There’s a private club here and—”

“Wait, what? A club? Like a sex club?”

“No, not a sex club. They don’t allow sex there.”

“Like a kinky community center,” Kim added.

“Is it expensive?”

“Not really,” Kim told her. “Tomorrow’s class is open to members or non-members and it’s only ten dollars. If you want to go back with us for a play session later, you’ll have to join and that’s twenty-five.”

Mel did a quick mental calculation of her bank account. “Oh. That’s not too bad.”

“Does that mean you want to go with us?” Kim asked.

She stared at her lap, at the increasingly large pile of sodden tissues growing there. “Yeah,” she said, realizing this moment in her life was her emotional rock bottom. “I’d really like that, thanks.”

 

* * * *

 

They made Mel stay for dinner and didn’t let her leave until they were sure she wasn’t upset and was okay to drive home.

Which…sadly, she was. Unfortunately, she’d grown far too used to this emotional state over the past several years.

Her partner picker was obviously fubared, so what did she have to lose by doing things differently for a change?

If nothing else, it’d get her out of the apartment for the evening so she wasn’t staring at the TV, or the same old walls.

Or stalking her now-ex online.

This time around, with Dane, she’d nailed the strong and handsome parts of the equation, but had managed to totally screw up when it came to smart. To the point that he’d asked to use Facebook on her phone last weekend, and of course she’d let him. The dummy had set his account up on her app so he could just log into it.

But he didn’t log out.

And he’d set it up as a one-touch login.

Which was how, on Monday night, she discovered he’d been talking to a couple of women.

Patiently letting it play out over the past several days, she saw exactly how much of a player he was.

Fortunately, she hadn’t had unprotected sex with the asshole, and it didn’t appear that he’d been sleeping with the other women.

Yet.

But it’d been painfully obvious that he’d been moving in that direction with several of them.

It was with no small measure of satisfaction that she’d taken screenshots of all his conversations before posting them publicly on her profile and tagging all the women in them after sending them private messages with the screenshots included, as well.

After she’d blocked him, of course, so he couldn’t see them.

Then she’d sent him text message copies via phone of all the screenshots and told him if he ever darkened her door again she’d cut his balls off.

Of course last time she checked he still hadn’t deleted that login from her phone and she could still access his account.

Dumbass.

He hadn’t called, or contacted her via e-mail or text, and she didn’t expect him to.

Well, he lasted four weeks.

That had been the longest relationship she’d had in…years, she was sad to admit.

I’m pathetic.

Tonight when she returned home, she would finally delete his account. It wasn’t worth the heartache. He was obviously an asshole, and not even a smart one.

I’m worth more than this. I’m better than this. What the fuck is wrong with me?

Once home, she stood in the shower and cried some more despite having already shed gallons of tears over the latest asshole in her life.

What is wrong with me?

It didn’t seem to matter if she took her time or jumped right into a relationship, if she met the guy at a bar or at a beach clean-up meeting, no matter what she did, she inevitably found herself crying on Kim’s shoulders once it hit the rocks and sank faster than the Titanic on triple fast-forward.

The common denominator was her.

Always her.

She’d picked them, she’d failed to screen them—obviously—for fatal relationship flaws.

Although being a dumbass was just a flaw Dane had in general.

At least her stupidity had been limited to her personal life, not work. Work was going fine, quiet, uneventful in the grand scheme of things.

After forcing herself out of the shower, she didn’t even return to the living room. She dried off and climbed into bed, naked, and set the TV timer so she could fall asleep with it on. It wasn’t even ten o’clock yet.

I’m fucking pitiful.

Why did some people seem able to find the perfect partner for them, or at least have long-term relationships that weren’t doomed from the get-go?

Why was she so broken and damaged that, no matter how hard she tried, all she picked were duds?

Why, at thirty-six, had she not been able to find a decent guy?

When she tried to take her time, take things slow, either the guy left, or proved himself an ass in short order. If she let things progress quickly, it imploded. If she let friends meet and sign off on the guy, it epically self-destructed. If she kept things to herself, it rapidly withered and died.

If she tried not to have any preconceived notions and just see where things went without putting any expectations on the guy, he’d ghost and she’d never hear from him again.

She eschewed bad boys in favor of academics, turned her back on smart guys in favor of gearheads. Gave up gearheads for party boys for nature lovers for beach bums for intellectuals for dart team dudes for stargazers.

Nada.

She couldn’t even blame it on bad parenting or her DNA, because her parents had been happily married for over forty years, and her two older sisters had each been married over a decade to their original husbands.

This was all on her, and she’d be the first person to admit it.

She was beginning to think maybe her perfect boyfriend took two C batteries, and a ménage with another boyfriend required a corkscrew on the side.

If she wasn’t allergic to cats, she’d become a crazy cat lady and go to IKEA to get one of those damn cube thingies to let them sleep in.

I can’t even do that right.


Chapter Three

 

Mel had waffled all Saturday morning on whether or not to go to the rope class. When Kim called her to ask if she was still going, Mel found herself saying yes. Kim offered to let her come to their place and ride with them, which would help insure she didn’t do something really fucking stupid, like leave with a guy she’d just met.

Mel’s thoughts, not something Kim said in so many words.

Although Mel wouldn’t blame her for thinking exactly that.

Track record, yo.

Instead of going dressed to participate, she opted to take clothes to change into, a sports bra and pair of long spandex shorts she sometimes wore to work out. Usually with a long T-shirt over them, but in this case, it’d give her some covering without being bulky and in the way.

That way, she wasn’t committed to doing anything. If she got creeped out she wouldn’t feel guilty about saying no. She’d say sorry, she wasn’t dressed for it, and had only come to watch.

It’d been Kim’s suggestion. Mel was beyond trying to figure this shit out on her own. Obviously, Kim had her life together in a way Mel didn’t.

Time to own it, admit it, and try something different. Something new.

Someone else’s ideas instead of her own.

When she arrived, Kim opened the door and greeted her with a hug. “I’m glad you didn’t chicken out.”

“I kinda did. And then didn’t. Several times.”

“That’s normal, don’t worry. Come on in. Mel’s here,” she called out.

Cole and Mason weren’t in the living room when they walked in. “They’re getting ready,” Kim told her. “They’ll be out in a minute.”

“Okay, can I go ahead and ask something really rude and personal now and get it out of the way, because I’ve been dying to know.”

Kim smiled. “Yes, they sleep with each other and with me.”

That had been her question. “But I thought Cole was straight?”

“It’s complicated. He’s bi. He’d always considered himself bi, even though he’d never admitted it to anyone before and everyone assumed he was straight. He’s not involved with anyone except me and Mason.”

“But Mason’s gay?”

“Homoflexible where I’m concerned, but yes, he considers himself gay.”

Melanie was having a hard time keeping up. “What does that even mean? What’s the difference? How can he be gay and be involved with you?”

“There is no practical difference, because even though he’s my Master, I’d kill him if he cheated on us. But in theory, while he’d been with women years ago, and obviously now me, he’s not attracted to other women sexually. What we have started out as a play relationship. We bonded in other ways before we took it to a sexual level. It wasn’t a case of I had a magic pussy and flipped some invisible bi switch in him. Some people might argue that he’s bisexual, but that’s not the label he puts on himself. Before we got involved, he dated men exclusively.”

“You’d kill me, huh, pet?” Mason drawled from the hallway.

Kim lifted her chin and sweetly smiled. “I’d gut you like a fish, Master.”

Cole had walked up behind him. “Ooh, I’d listen to her, dude. I’ve seen her filet fish. She’s good at it.”

“That goes for you, too,” Kim added.

Cole snorted. “Yeah, well, notice I’m not exactly shoving either one of you into playing with others. I’m kind of territorial like that myself.”

“And I have my hands full with both of you,” Mason said, smiling.

Mason had returned to work several months earlier, following the attack that’d nearly killed him. An ex-boyfriend had hit Mason with his car. Mason still had pain, and moved with stiffness on some days, but unless you knew what had happened he appeared completely healthy.

“Sorry.” Melanie felt her face heating. “I…I just wanted to know. I mean—”

“It’s all right,” Mason assured her as he made his way over to the couch. “This is a whole new world for you. We’re on the complicated end of the spectrum in terms of poly groups.”

“Poly?”

“Polyamorous. Sometimes, it’s two guys sharing a woman. For example, brothers, or friends who are completely straight. Or sometimes two women sharing a guy. Or sometimes all three of them are involved with each other.”

“They’re okay with that? People are okay sharing someone, even if they’re not involved with each other?”

“Sure. Not everyone is rabidly jealous.” He shot a playful glare at Kim, who settled next to him on the couch.

“I’m not rabidly jealous, Master. I’m rabidly territorial. There’s a really huge difference there.”

“Anyway,” Mason continued. “I’m not saying it’s perfect or easy all the time. It’s not like in the books where you wave a magic wand and everyone magically gets all the time they want together, and there’s no jealousy. We have to communicate and make time for each other, paired off and together as a group. We squabble and bicker like anyone else, but we’re invested in making this work for the rest of our lives, so the work is worth it. We love each other.”

“It sounds like the woman gets the best end of the deal.”

“In some cases, she does. In cases like ours, where two or more of the men—”

“Or more?”

“We have one group of friends that makes our complicated dynamic look like Ozzie and Harriet by comparison. Three men and a woman, and they all share her and ended up together with each other, even though one of the men identified as straight and two as gay before they did that.”

“I’m guessing they weren’t brothers?”

The other three laughed. “No,” they all said.

“Is everyone like that?” Not that having two guys was a problem for her. Great fantasy, actually. But she’d had hideous enough luck trying to find one guy. Finding two would be like landing on a unicorn standing in a leprechaun’s pot of gold at the end of a rainbow while it shit winning Powerball tickets out its ass.

The unicorn, not the leprechaun.

“No. We know plenty of monogamous couples, gay and straight. But be prepared to keep an open mind. And while many of our friends are willing to talk openly about their dynamics, ask us first before plowing into those kinds of discussions.”

“No problem.” Right now, she was still trying to process everything Kim had told her about her relationships with the men, and the men’s with each other.

She wasn’t even sure she’d want to ask about more complicated relationships right then.

All she wanted to do was find one nice, decent guy who wasn’t a sleaze, and who had half a brain and a kind, good heart. Who wasn’t a troll. She didn’t even care if he was well-off financially as long as he was honest and a hard worker and wasn’t blowing his money on fantasy football or online poker or bullshit like that.

Just…a nice guy. Okay, a nice kinky guy. A nice kinky guy the good side of Dexter, but maybe the darker side of Charlie Brown.

Somewhere in between.

That was a wide swath of real estate. And if her friends couldn’t help her out, then she might need to start looking into hypoallergenic cats.

And get an IKEA family discount card so she could pick up one of those cube things.

 

* * * *

 

Riding in the backseat with Kim, while Cole drove and Mason rode shotgun, Melanie kept replaying this decision in her mind. Logically, her brain screamed at her that she was crazy, nuts.

Wrong.

Then she tried to silence that voice, because to date it had a one-hundred-percent horrible track record.

Obviously, it wasn’t functioning properly and shouldn’t be listened to.

Out of order.

If she didn’t want to spend the rest of her life alone, she needed to do something different.

This was definitely different.

If it didn’t work out, okay, no harm, no foul. She tried.

Somehow, she had a feeling this would be her best shot. There was a quiet, easy way about Cole and Mason that drew Melanie in. Confidence without swagger. Strength without bravado. They were men who obviously did things, they didn’t just talk about doing things. They lived and led by example.

It was an example she wanted to follow, because Kim was the happiest Melanie could ever remember seeing her, not counting the obvious time while Mason was in the hospital.

She’d never realized her friends were even into kinky stuff until then, when she’d heard about Kim and Cole’s “friend” and had dropped by to give Kim some support and visit with her.

That’s when the truth had come out, without a lot of gory details, at that time.

Those were slowly revealed to her later, once Mason was home, the three of them were living together in what had been Cole’s house, and Melanie saw how Kim doted upon Mason in more than a friend or even girlfriend sort of way. Which was weird, because Kim had been Cole’s girlfriend, but Cole was suddenly married to the guy.

And obviously caring about and for Mason the way a husband would care about and for his spouse.

This worked. It worked for them.

Cole and Mason were, as far as she could tell, two great guys. Hell, if they could even help her find one damn guy a fraction as good and nice as those two, she’d be a happy woman.

At this point, she wasn’t even so concerned about physical attraction. She’d done that, too, and had failed miserably. She wanted a guy she could connect with emotionally and mentally, talk to, trust.

Trust was the biggest factor, because she’d been fucked over in many ways, all of them painful no matter how stupidly they’d been uncovered and the fact that she could laugh about many of them now.

Even dumbass Dane just this week.

Done.

Moving on.

Moving forward.

She’d looked up the place, a club named Venture. They had a website and everything, and Kim and her men had assured Melanie that the place was fully legal, insured—all of that.

Located in an industrial complex not far east of I-75, it was an unassuming unit with a plain-lettered sign over the door reading VENTURE.

Not KINKY CLUB or SEXY FUN TIMES.

There were probably two dozen cars parked in the lot, and considering that the other businesses were closed, she assumed the other people were there for the class, too.

A couple, a man and a woman, walking toward the door looked like maybe they were going to a spin class. Well, the woman did, dressed in workout clothes, while the guy wore jeans and a T-shirt and carried a duffle bag slung over one shoulder.

Not exactly what she’d pictured a Dom wearing.

Then again, I apparently pictured a lot of things wrong in my life. Why would this be any different?

“Ready?” Kim asked with a smile once Cole got them parked and shut off the car.

Melanie nodded. “Ready.”

Terrified, and hoping this was the right thing to do, but ready.

More than ready.


Chapter Four

 

If Davis hadn’t learned to master and control his emotional outbursts by his early teens, that particular ride with his brother would have surely driven him to a full-blown nuclear meltdown.

Fortunately for Kirby, Davis possessed far more self-control than Kirby usually gave him credit for.

As he sat and tried to tune out Kirby’s repetitive list of points, he finally interrupted his brother.

“You realize me having an eidetic memory means you’re only nervously restating things because you’re worried I’m going to fuck them up, right?”

That shut Kirby up.

Briefly.

“Look, yes, I’m nervous.”

“I won’t cock-block you. I’ve never cock-blocked you.”

More irritated silence from Kirby.

But that was likely because Kirby knew Davis was right.

“Am I not the one who brought home Jennifer that night our junior year in college because she wanted to have a three-way with us?” Davis asked. “That lasted nearly two months, until the end of the term and she graduated.”

He noticed that Kirby’s fingers tightened on the steering wheel. “Yes,” Kirby muttered.

“I introduced you to Shaelee.”

Kirby let out an aggravated breath. “Yes, you did.”

“And it’s not my fault you ended up breaking up with her six months later, is it?”

“No, it’s not.”

“Those are the first two examples that come to mind. Should I continue?”

“Look, I’m nervous. I’ve never done this before and you damn sure haven’t. I want to make sure we’re on the same page.”

“Wouldn’t it have been easier to start there?”

“You’re killing me, bro.”

“If it’s going to make you that nervous, I can drop you off and go back home and return for you later.”

“No. Let’s stick to the plan.”

“Is that because you want to make things easy on me, or you’re worried I’ll be an hour late picking you up?”

“Both.”

Davis considered that answer for a moment. “Fair enough.” He fell silent, hoping Kirby would finally do the same.

Yes, Davis understood his brother got nervous. So did he, in his own way, but he handled it differently than Kirby did. Processed it differently. Sometimes, he even visualized his emotions as colors, something his mother had helped him learn years ago, a technique she’d apparently picked up from a friend of hers who was also on the high end of the spectrum.

Davis had thought it one more thing “wrong” until he’d admitted it to his mom when he was ten. She’d assured him it was a natural coping mechanism he’d developed on his own. That it might be helpful to explore those cues when trying to decipher his interactions with others. That was when she’d explained her friend had used a similar method with great success.

Today, everything felt a light green. Lively. Slightly anticipatory. Not uncomfortable, because he was simply going to observe, and observing never really bothered him. There were no pressures on him to interact with people. He might learn something, and that was always interesting to him. Light green was never an emotion that caused him discomfort. It was the light green of fresh plant growth, of germination. Increasing his knowledge.

He wasn’t a caricature. He was neither Sheldon Cooper nor Rain Man, and one of the few things that truly did irritate him was when his brother forgot that primary point and started treating him as something akin to a child.

Although he did sometimes envy Kirby’s flexibility when it came to social situations.

Apparently, interrupting Kirby had the desired effect, because his brother remained silent until they pulled into the parking lot. Kirby shifted his car into park but didn’t turn the engine off.

An annoying tactic, because Kirby knew damn well Davis wouldn’t unbuckle his seat belt or get out until the car was shut off.

Technically, that was their mother’s fault for inadvertently drilling that little nugget into his brain as a child, but oh, well.

“I don’t want to reveal a lot of personal information about ourselves just yet to people we meet either, okay?”

“All right, but why is that?”

“Because I want to be cautious. Neither one of us have morality clauses in our work contracts, but I don’t exactly want to advertise what we’re doing.”

“Do you honestly think I’d go into work Monday morning and just randomly announce to coworkers that I attended a BDSM club with my brother? Most of them probably think I step onto the mothership and get beamed out of the solar system every Friday evening just to arrive back on Earth Monday morning in time for the staff meeting.”

Kirby stared at him for a moment before he burst out laughing.

Good. Finally.

“Jesus fucking Christ, dude, you’d think I’d have a handle on being your brother by now.”

“You’ll get absolutely no argument from me about that. Now, are you going to shut the car off, or continue to hold me hostage all afternoon because you’re afraid your ‘weird’ brother will embarrass you?”

“You’re not weird.”

Obviously, if forced to, Davis could unbuckle his seat belt, unlock the door, open it, and get out.

There was nothing physically holding him in place, except the memory of his mother’s stern lectures when Davis was four and several times had tried to open the car door while the car was moving before she shrilly screamed it at him, her terrified tone piercing through his consciousness in a way that her words had not.

What she hadn’t realized was that one of her twin sons was not only at the far end of the bell curve in terms of challenges, but had totally blown same said bell curve out of the water. Problems with attention, back then, had eventually been overcome with a lot of hard work on both his part and that of his parents and teachers.

Unfortunately, embedded in his brain were a few key lessons.

To willfully override that lesson would…it was the mental equivalent of accidentally getting a touch of 110v current directly from a wall socket. Uncomfortable until the stimulus disappeared.

That was the best way he had to explain it.

 

* * * *

 

Kirby knew exactly what was going on. In his own terrified brain, he was trying to goad Davis into doing something very Davis-ish so Kirby could call it all off, chicken out, leave, and yet lay the blame on Davis.

Who probably wouldn’t argue with him about it, even if he didn’t agree with the assessment.

That damn sure wasn’t fair to Davis who, admittedly, was being extremely good-natured about this whole crazy plan in the first place.

Yeah, his mother was right when she’d once accused him in high school of frequently using Davis deliberately or subconsciously as a crutch or a scapegoat to get out of things or to avoid uncomfortable social situations.

Here he was an adult and still doing it.

He finally shut the engine off but he didn’t move.

Davis noticed.

“Are we going in?”

“Yes, Davis, we’re going in.”

“If you’re so nervous about this, why are you putting yourself through it?”

“Because sometimes I need to force myself to do uncomfortable things to make myself grow.”

Davis stared out the windshield for a moment. “That makes sense.”

“Good. Then explain it to me.”

It’d been a rhetorical statement, but Davis answered anyway.

“I tend to avoid unnecessary change, because I’m busy enough as it is to spend extra time pushing myself like that. Unless there’s a specific reason I need to press forward with whatever it is.”

“Like getting out of cars.”

“Exactly, but you will have to admit it is a valid safety concern.”

“If only Mom had screamed at you like that about cleaning your room. It’d save us a cleaning service expense every week.”

“Thank you. That’s exactly what I’ve thought all of these years.”

When he glanced at Davis, his brother still stared out the windshield, but the corner of his mouth was turned up in a half smile.

That was the Davis equivalent of open mic night at a comedy club.

Davis wasn’t through, though. He thought for a moment. “Then again, I don’t regret that she worked so hard with me on socialization. It seems a fair trade-off, all things considered.”

Kirby took a deep breath and finally led the way inside after locking the car. The details for the class said beginners were welcomed, and if you didn’t have any rope of your own, there would be some to borrow, or you could buy some there. He was hoping to buy some of his own because this really was something he wanted to do.

In the office, a young woman smiled at them as they walked up to the counter.

“Hi! Are you here for the rope class?”

Kirby opted to take point. “Yes, we’ve never been here before. What do we have to do?”

“I need to see your photo IDs, and I need you to fill out and sign these forms.” She handed them two clipboards of forms and Kirby’s heart fell. They’d be here all afternoon at that rate, because Davis would, no doubt, read every word.

Kirby had skimmed through the liability waiver and quickly signed it, only filling in the very basic info that was required.

Meanwhile, Davis had taken a seat and was, of course, analyzing the entire four-page document.

Kirby returned the form to the woman and leaned in. “He’s my brother. Can you send him in after he deconstructs that, please? Fair warning, he’s kind of…pedantic.”

She smiled. “Sure.” He handed his credit card over to pay the membership fee, and then she returned it and his driver’s license after she had him plugged into the system.

“They’re going to start in a few minutes,” she told Kirby. “The main list of rules is over there”—she pointed to a bulletin board—“but before you come back for your first play session, let us know so one of our volunteers can go over everything with you.”

“Thanks.” He walked over to Davis. “I’m going in.”

Davis didn’t even look up from the clipboard. “I assumed so. I’ll be in shortly.”

Kirby dropped his voice. “Please don’t piss anyone off about the form. Everyone signs it.”

“I’m sure they do. I still want to read it.”

Hoping they didn’t throw him out, too, Kirby headed inside.

There were already about twenty people gathered around a large red, metal A-frame. Taking a deep breath, he opted to walk over to a guy who appeared to be the instructor, based on where his duffle bags were located right in the middle of the space under the A-frame. He was a huge, towering man, probably appearing even more so because of the petite woman standing next to him.

“Hi. I’m totally new. Are you Scrye?”

He turned and gave him a friendly smile, sticking his hand out. “Yep, that’s me.”

“Kirby. I messaged you about the class.”

“Yes. Do you have rope, or do you need to borrow some?”

“I’ll need to borrow some, but you said I could purchase some?”

“Absolutely. Do you want the starter kit? I have some pre-dyed ones to choose from.”

“Yes, thanks.” The woman produced a cell phone with a Square reader hooked up to it and stickers covering the front and back cameras. Ten minutes later, Kirby was the proud owner of several hundred feet of royal blue rope, pre-cut and finished in several commonly used lengths, as well as two of the couple’s instructional books. They’d also given him a cloth Publix bag to carry it all in as part of the purchase.

He settled into a spot on the floor and off to the side where he could start paging through the books until the class started.

 

* * * *

 

Mel followed her friends inside and handed over her license when told, filled out her paperwork, and paid the membership fee to join, plus the fee for the class. There was a guy sitting in one of the chairs and intently studying the membership form, apparently line-by-line. Dark brown hair, she couldn’t tell what color his eyes were from that angle, but there was something intense about his expression.

Apparently her friends didn’t know him, because they didn’t speak to him as they headed inside and Mel followed. They immediately introduced her to Scrye and June, who’d be teaching today’s class.

“Actually, we have another newbie here today,” Scrye told them, pointing toward a man sitting off to the side by himself. He had his nose buried in the book in his lap, and for some reason his manner vaguely reminded her of the guy sitting out in the office.

Scrye walked them over and introduced them. Kirby Silva had gorgeous blue eyes and brown hair that was slightly curly. Mel imagined if he let his short hair grow longer, it’d probably be a mass of curls.

“No pressure, Mel,” Scrye said, “but if you two wanted to partner up, that’d be perfect.”

“We can sit here with you,” Cole assured her, meeting her gaze. An unspoken “we’ll be your wingmen-slash-bodyguard” statement if she ever heard one.

Kim smiled at her, nodding eagerly.

“Okay, thank you. That’d be nice.”

She was going to follow this “trust her friends” route unless or until they let her down.

They couldn’t do any worse than she had.


Chapter Five

 

There were still three minutes left before the class started when Davis finally finished reading the document and signed it. When he returned it to the woman at the counter and paid his fee, he glanced over a shelf of items for sale and realized some were books. The woman behind the counter was nice-looking, but there wasn’t anything distinctive about her to pull at him to want to pay more attention to her instead of other things.

“What are those about?” he asked, pointing at the books.

“One of our members is an author,” she said. “She writes very accurate BDSM romances based on real-life. They’re not like some fiction books out there. It’s fiction, but it could really happen the way she’s written it. We frequently point newbies to her books as a starting point because the information is accessible and makes sense to people new to the lifestyle.”

“Really? Interesting.” He glanced at the book spines before he pulled out his Kindle and looked up her pen name. She had dozens of titles. “What book would I start with?” He handed the woman his Kindle.

She looked a little confused at first, but scrolled until she found the start of the series. “There. The series is listed on each book listing.”

“Thank you.” He quickly one-clicked the first three books in the series. It looked like there were over thirty books so far, if the listing was complete. Normally, that wasn’t his preferred genre, but he was looking at this day as educational. “I can read this in there, can’t I? This doesn’t have a camera on it.”

“Yes, but aren’t you here for the class?”

“I’m here for my brother. We’re going out to eat later.”

“Oh. Well, I don’t feel right charging you for the class if you’re not participating.”

“That’s all right. I don’t mind paying for it. I might learn something from it. I’d rather pay, thank you.”

She shrugged. “Cool. So why did you join?”

“Because I was attending the class with him and he joined. I don’t know if I’ll be back with him another time, but it’s easier to do it now.”

She cocked her head, an expression he was used to receiving from people who were apparently puzzled by his logic. “I mean, if you’re only here for him, why are you here?”

Davis knew she wouldn’t get his humor, but it secretly pleased him. “He’s not very good with people sometimes. I’m here for moral support. Then we’re going out to dinner later.”

“Oh. That’s very nice of you.”

“He’s my brother. He puts up with me as much as I put up with him.”

“Well, enjoy your reading. Feel free to sit on one of the sofas, or in the social area where the chairs are. Help yourself to sodas or water or coffee inside in the kitchen area. Those are free.”

“Thanks.”

He headed inside and noticed Kirby was already talking to the group of people who’d come in while he was filling out his form. Rather than disturb his brother and be accused later of cock-blocking, Davis immediately gravitated toward an empty table to the back of the social area. He could still see and hear the class, but they wouldn’t disturb his reading.

A large man Davis assumed was the teacher broke away and walked over, extending his hand. “Hi. I’m Scrye. I’m the teacher.”

Davis forced himself to shake with him. “Hi. Davis. I’m Kirby’s brother. I’m just here for him.”

“Oh.” Scrye glanced to where Kirby was and then back to him. “You’re not here for the class?”

“We’re going out to dinner later. It was easier to come with him. But I paid for the class.”

“Sorry, I didn’t mean it like that. You didn’t have to pay if you’re not here for the class.”

It was interesting how they weren’t focused on money. “It’s all right. I don’t mind. He’s a little nervous in new settings.”

Inwardly, Davis giggled, knowing Kirby would have rolled his eyes and immediately protested at that.

But Kirby was currently talking to a woman with red hair, and from his brother’s body language Davis guessed Kirby was already attracted to her.

Therefore, he wasn’t paying a damn bit of attention to Davis, for which Davis was extremely grateful.

“Well, if you change your mind, feel free to join us.”

“Thank you. I’ll just listen while I read.”

Scrye finally left him alone and Davis pulled up the first book in the series. Not what he’d thought he’d be reading today, but if his brother was interested in this, and there was an author who was a member here who wrote fictional stories about it, maybe it would help him better understand this and more effectively support Kirby in his journey.

Despite what Kirby sometimes thought, Davis did try. He understood his own limitations, but when he could, he did his best to educate himself so he could empathize with others and understand what they were doing or going through.

If this was something his brother wanted to do, the least Davis could do was inform himself and not inadvertently do something that would cause his brother discomfort. Davis got it. He wasn’t the easiest person to live with. It wasn’t that he couldn’t feel emotions—he absolutely did. Sometimes even more intensely because he couldn’t freely vent them the way Kirby could. They had to sit and settle for a while so he could look at them carefully before they abated, something that sometimes even the most well-meaning of neurotypicals could fail to understand.

 

* * * *

 

Kirby had noted Davis’ entry, but, thankfully, he headed straight to one of the tables and sat down without even acknowledging him.

Good thing, too, because he didn’t want to pull his attention from Mel.

Melanie Hill had beautiful red hair she’d pulled back into a short ponytail, and green eyes he already felt himself getting lost in.

Shit. Calm yourself, dude. You’ll fucking scare her.

And based on Davis’ behavior so far, he wouldn’t even be able to blame his brother for scaring her off.

At thirty-six she was five years younger than him, and about six inches shorter than his own five eleven. A little on the slender side without verging into angularly skinny, which he wasn’t attracted to.

“I should go change,” she said, indicating a bag she had with her.

“I’ll go with you,” her friend Kim said.

The women headed toward the bathrooms.

Kirby was still a little confused about the men’s relationship to the women. “I’m sorry if this is rude, but—”

“We’re married,” Mason said, pointing to Cole, “and Kim’s our slave-slash-girlfriend-slash-pet. It’s complicated.” He smiled. “We consider her our wife, even though we legally can’t marry her. Long story.”

“Mel is Kim’s best friend,” Cole added. “She’s new, so we brought her with us today to let her meet people and not worry about her safety.”

“Oh. That’s cool.”

“So what do you do for a living?” Mason asked.

Cole stared at Mason as he laughed. “Dude. That was sooo not subtle.”

Mason shrugged. “I’ll play bad Dom. You can be good Dom.”

Kirby couldn’t help but laugh. Compared to Davis’ usually placid wall, these two were like a comedy act. “I’m gainfully employed as a civil engineer.” He pointed over at Davis. “That’s my twin brother. Fraternal twins. He’s…not antisocial, but he’s only here because we’re going to dinner later.”

“You’re coming to Sigalo’s with everyone?” Cole asked.

“Sigalo’s?”

Mason shot Cole a look, but apparently the cat had escaped. “A group of us usually hits Sigalo’s on Saturday nights for dinner. Sometimes we come back to the club to play after.”

“Oh. If it’s a private thing, that’s okay. We wouldn’t want to intrude. It’s a long story, but Davis and I live together. He’s a chemist. He’s…” He sighed. “It’s complicated.”

Mason’s gaze narrowed. “Are you single?”

“Yes. We both are. It was easier for the two of us to live together. We always have. He relies on me for some things.”

The men’s expressions seemed to soften. “Health issues?” Cole asked.

“Not exactly.” He bit the bullet. Dropping his voice, he said, “You ever watch The Big Bang Theory?” The men nodded. “Well, that’s not even close to accurate, but the easiest way for me to explain it is I’m Leonard to his Sheldon. If you didn’t know Davis, you’d think he was kind of aloof. But he struggles in some ways and I help him decode things he doesn’t understand.”

“Ahh,” they both said.

“Yeah. Like I said, that show’s a horrible example to use to explain us, but it’s the easiest and fastest way. Just…please don’t tell him I said that, because he hates it when I explain it like that.”

“Gotcha,” Mason said. Kirby knew he didn’t imagine that both men had visibly relaxed.

The women returned, Mel wearing form-fitting long shorts and a sports bra.

“Okay, that’s more comfy,” she said, giving him a bright smile.

Kirby felt his cock trying to thicken in his jeans, which made him decidedly less comfy.

And he sure as hell didn’t mind.

 

* * * *

 

“He’s kind of cute,” Kim whispered to Mel as they’d headed to the bathroom.

“You’re supposed to be my voice of reason.”

“I’m reasonably sure he’s kind of cute.”

Mel thought so, too, but she wasn’t going to rush this. “Remember, I’m putting myself in your hands. I admit it. I suck at picking guys.”

“I know. Just saying. If I get a creeper vibe from him, I’ll let you know.”

When they’d returned Cole had given her a smile and a thumbs up so that Kirby couldn’t see him do it. Then they all settled in to listen and watch Scrye and June teach. The woman had stripped completely naked for the class and frequently cracked the students up by making faces behind Scrye’s back.

Scrye arched an eyebrow as he addressed them. “She’s bratting because she wants to get a spanking later.”

June grinned as she nodded.

Today’s lesson was a basic chest harness and variations of it, things you could do with it, how to expand upon it or even make it more decorative while still retaining its function. As she sat with Kirby and let him tie her under the watchful eyes of Cole, Mason, and Kim, who had taken up residence right next to them, Mel realized even if nothing came from this, she was having a good time.

Kirby was a nice guy, obviously going out of his way not to brush against her boobs any more than necessary. To the point she finally tipped her head back and smiled at him.

“I promise I won’t scream if you hit second base by accident while tying me,” she joked. “I appreciate the consideration, though.”

His face turned adorably pink. “Sorry. I was trying not to be rude.”

“Yeah, but some of those things he’s showing us require you to get in there and tuck the rope under other turns. It’s all right. If I think you’re going too far, I’ll tell you.”

“Okay. Thanks.”

Unfortunately, that seemed to ratchet his tension up for a few minutes, his hands trembling, until he finally realized she meant it and he grew comfortable with her again.

Fuck, he’s adorable.

“So why isn’t your brother taking the class?” She’d glanced over that way a couple of times after Kirby had given her the barebones basics.

“We always go out to dinner on Saturday nights. Tonight’s my night to pick, and he offered to come with me to class so I wouldn’t have to go back and pick him up.”

“Kim, would it be okay if they joined us?”

Kim, who was currently topless and had her arms held over her head while Mason and Cole focused on their work, nodded. “If it’s okay with the guys.”

Mason and Cole exchanged a knowing glance before focusing on her. “I don’t see why not. It’s a public restaurant. Everyone with us at dinner will be in the lifestyle, though, so fair warning.”

“Thanks,” Kirby said. “It sounds great.”

Mel thought it was sweet Kirby thought about his brother’s needs. “Will Davis be okay going?”

“Yeah. On my nights to pick, he always goes along with it. That’s our deal. On his nights to pick, I go along with it.” He dropped his voice. “Fair warning, don’t discuss chemistry.”

“Why not?”

“Because you won’t shut him up once you get him started.”

“Ah. I take it you’re both single?”

“Currently, yes. I’ve been wanting to explore this for a while and finally decided life’s getting shorter and I’m getting older.”

 

* * * *

 

During a break, Kirby decided to take a risk and bite the bullet a second time by introducing Mel and the others to Davis. Leading Mel over, he prayed his brother would, for once, act chill.

“Davis, this is Melanie, and her friends Kim, Cole, and Mason. They’ve invited us to go out to dinner with them and some of their other friends after class ends.”

Davis, to his credit, laid his Kindle down and stood up. He even shook hands with them, leaving Melanie for last. “It’s nice to meet you. Thank you for the invitation. Did he use The Big Bang Theory equivalency, because I hate it when he does that.”

Then Davis actually smiled, although Kirby noticed his brother’s brown gaze was focused on Mel’s chin when he said it.

That prompted laughter from the others, much to Kirby’s immense relief. Another Davis joke that normally would have had Kirby laughing along with them.

“Sorry, buddy,” Kirby said. “You know as well as I do it’s the fastest way to say it.”

“I apologize in advance for my brother,” Davis said. “He can be a little socially awkward at times.”

Kirby’s jaw gaped before he laughed. “All right, dude. Wow.” He looked at Mel. “Seriously, that’s him making jokes.”

Fortunately, she was smiling. “I’m looking forward to hearing more from you about Kirby over dinner.”

“Then perhaps I should see how much I can blackmail him for to not to reveal his secrets before we get to the restaurant.”

Holy. Shit.

Davis wasn’t just being socially polite. If he was cracking jokes like that, he was actively digging deep and making a fucking effort.

“Guess I’d better get my ATM card ready,” Kirby said, smiling at Davis.

“So what are you reading?” Mel asked him.

Davis glanced at where his Kindle lay on the table. “The woman in the office told me about an author who writes BDSM fiction. I saw her books out there. I bought a couple of them and I’m reading them. It’s very interesting.”

“Oh, Kim was telling me about her books. I don’t think Lynn will be at dinner tonight, though. Are they good? I haven’t had a chance to read them yet.”

“I’m almost through the first one in her BDSM series and so far it’s very enlightening. I’m looking forward to reading more.”

“I’ll have to bump it to the top of my list, then.”

Kirby kept his mouth shut and watched. Davis was being…well, charming by Davis standards.

He damn sure wouldn’t do anything to jinx that.

 

* * * *

 

Davis felt a little disappointment when the class was called back into session and Mel and Kirby rejoined the others. There was something very nice about Mel. Beyond her physical appearance, which he found pleasing.

She…was soothing to talk to. From the actual sound of her voice, to the way she talked, to how she seemed to pick up on his jokes that some people other than Kirby and his parents would usually miss or assume was sarcasm.

Hmm.

If they were having dinner with her and the others, he wouldn’t mind that at all. Especially getting to talk with Mel more.

Kirby’s interested in her.

Yes, there was that. It wouldn’t hurt to talk with her, though. If he wasn’t misreading her nonverbal cues, she seemed interested in talking with him, too.

He settled back into his chair to continue reading. He was a very fast reader and actually was nearly finished with the book. The plot was rather predictable for the genre, but that was to be expected. The hero and heroine meet, feel mutual attraction, go through ups and downs and nearly break up, reunite, and have a happily ever after ending. That was the formula for the genre.

Setting that aside, the characters were relatable, and Davis enjoyed getting to see inside their thoughts and feelings about their BDSM experience. By the time he finished that book and started on the second, he had a much better understanding of why some people enjoyed BDSM.

Periodically, as Scrye spoke and demonstrated something, Davis would turn his attention to it before going back to reading. It was interesting seeing some of the techniques he’d read about actually brought to life, and he could tell the club he now sat in was obviously the model for the one in the books.

When class ended, Davis kept reading until Kirby had packed his new rope and books and brought them over while Kim and Mel went to change clothes.

“Thank you,” Kirby whispered to him as he sat next to Davis.

Davis turned off his Kindle. “You’re welcome. For what?”

“For earlier, when I introduced you to Mel and the others. They liked you.”

“That’s good, I suppose. I hate that example, though. I wish you’d come up with something else.”

“I’m sorry, but they got it.”

“They don’t think I’m Rain Man, do they? You told them I’m not some magical savant, right?”

“I told them that you have a few idiosyncrasies, and that you prefer people don’t try to hug you or touch you if you don’t initiate it.”

“Thank you.” Davis considered his next thought and then outright said it. “I think she’s attracted to you. She seemed to smile a lot while you were talking. I like her smile.”

“Let’s hope so. It’d be nice to meet someone. I still don’t understand how you get women practically hanging off you sometimes and you drop them.”

“That’s not an accurate assessment, and you know it.”

“What about Felicity?”

“I haven’t had any encounters with her in several months. I know I won’t have any future encounters with her, since I heard her having sex in her office one night last month with someone else. You know I need to be able to trust someone.”

“Oh. Dude, I’m sorry. You didn’t tell me that.”

“You didn’t ask and I didn’t feel it was worth a discussion. At some point, I’ll likely meet another woman I feel an attraction to. If she’s interested in that kind of casual relationship, then perhaps I’ll once again have someone.”

“Maybe you should join FetLife, too. You might meet someone like that.”

Davis really didn’t want to. He liked Mel, but since his brother was interested in her, he wouldn’t be able to approach her like that. “I’ll consider it. You should read these books. They’re entertaining and informative. They might give you valuable insights.”

Kirby cocked his head as he stared at him. “One of these days, I swear I’ll get the hang of dealing with you.”

“Good luck with that. You’ve had forty-one years so far and not managed it yet.”


Chapter Six

 

Mel couldn’t wait to talk in the bathroom with Kim. “What’d you think?”

“So far I like him, but an afternoon rope class session isn’t anything but a start. He could be a serial killer.”

“Did Cole or Mason give you any hints?”

“They’re still green-lighting it, so we’ll see what happens through dinner.” Kim turned to stare at her. “Promise me you won’t do something stupid like go off alone with him until you’ve had a chance to spend more time with him in public and get to know him better.”

“Like dinners out?”

“Dinners out, yes. Or dinners with us at our place. If he’s interested in you and a nice guy, he won’t have a problem with it. That brother of his is cute, too. I wonder if we can fix him up with someone.”

For some reason, that sent a jagged green flash of jealousy through Mel’s gut. “Let’s wait on that until I know for sure Kirby’s solid.”

“You’re probably right.”

They finished changing and rejoined everyone. Davis and Kirby had been waiting near the door to the office, talking with Cole and Mason. As they paired off into cars for the drive to Sigalo’s, Mel couldn’t hold her questions back. “Tell me what you thought, guys. Honestly. I know what Kim thinks.”

Cole and Mason exchanged a glance. Mason looked back at her. “I like him. Davis seems a little odd, but so are probably half the people who come to the club. That’s not a bad thing. I didn’t sense any warning signs from either of them.”

“I think Davis is interested in her,” Cole added.

“You do?” Mel asked.

“Yeah. I glanced over there during class a few times and saw him watching you two together. I could be wrong, he could have just been watching what was going on. He seemed to stare at you pretty intently, though, when you two were talking during the break.”

“Kirby warned me Davis doesn’t usually make eye contact for long. It makes him uncomfortable. He’ll usually stare at your forehead or chin. He’s listening and paying attention, but he has to really know someone before he’ll make eye contact with them for long.”

Kim nudged her with her elbow and giggled. “Maybe you can get a twofer.”

Mel’s face immediately heated. She couldn’t deny she’d already had that idle thought, but it would require a lot of what-ifs coming into play, and right now she didn’t even have a relationship with one brother, much less both of them. “Let’s go back to the slow and steady approach for now, huh?”

“Just sayin’.”

Kirby and Davis followed them to Sigalo’s and found a parking space not too far from them. Inside, Mel noticed that Kirby hung back with Davis, talking to him about something, but she couldn’t hear what. Davis seemed to be studying the layout of the large grouping of tables before deciding something.

Mason was talking to their friend, Tony, who Mel had met at the hospital. Apparently he was the de facto leader of the gathering tonight. Mason turned to introduce them.

“You’ve met our friend, Melanie. And this is Davis and Kirby, brothers. They were at the class today.”

Tony held up a hand in greeting, apparently warned by Mason about Davis’ discomfort at shaking hands. “Nice to meet you both. Welcome, and feel free to sit anywhere. You’re some of the first arrivals.”

“Thanks,” Kirby said, then seemed to nudge Davis toward the table.

Mel turned to Davis. “Do you have a preference where to sit?”

His brown eyes focused on her chin, skipped up to meet her gaze for a fraction of a second, then back to her chin, or maybe her nose. “I’d prefer to sit with you between us, if that’s not objectionable?”

She noticed how nervous Kirby appeared, tense, as if afraid Davis might sink whatever this might possibly morph into. “I’d be happy to sit between you.” She didn’t even have to fib. Davis was easy on the eyes, and at approximately six two he was about three inches taller than Kirby, and with a more slender build.

Davis nodded and then walked around to the far side of the table and picked a seat before pulling the one out next to him, to his left, holding the chair.

Waiting.

Touched, she walked around. “Thank you. That’s very sweet of you.”

She cast a smile and wink up at Kirby as she took her seat and noticed he breathed a sigh of relief.

Once Davis had seated himself next to her, he took a moment to rearrange his place setting before opening his menu.

Under the table, Mel reached out and patted Kirby’s thigh before opening her own menu.

 

* * * *

 

Instead of relaxing Kirby, Davis’ behavior was ramping his anxiety into uncharted territory. Why was Davis being so damned agreeable? This was totally not like him.

At all.

When was the meltdown going to happen? That’s what Kirby wanted to know, and then the damage control he’d have to do with Mel as a result. He appreciated Davis trying so hard, but if it meant the bad kind of repercussions later, it wasn’t worth it.

Still, Davis ordered his dinner—lasagna—without asking a lot of questions of the server. At least they’d eaten here before, so Davis was familiar with the menu and didn’t need a lot of time to decide. And he kept up a good-for-him stream of conversation not only with Mel, but with a few of the other people who’d joined them.

He’d actually managed to crack a few more jokes and make people laugh.

Maybe he’s a pod person now.

But by the time dinner ended, Mel had asked to exchange cell numbers and e-mail addresses with Kirby, as well as she’d friended him on Facebook and said she’d open a FetLife account and friend him there.

When they all said good night later, the three of them were going back to the club for a while to let her see some things, while Kirby knew that he needed to head home with Davis. It was tempting to try to goad Davis into going back to the club, but that would likely be pushing things past the critical failure point.

He’d gotten lucky this far. He wouldn’t tempt fate.

After giving Mel a hug and shaking hands with the others, Kirby got Davis loaded into the car and started driving home. Before he could even say something thanking Davis for being so wonderful, his brother spoke.

“Why aren’t we going back to the club with them?”

Kirby’s jaw snapped shut on what he’d been about to say. “What?”

“What?”

This would quickly devolve into their rendition of Who’s on First if he didn’t change tactics. “Why did you ask why we weren’t going back to the club?”

Davis stared out the windshield. “I assumed you’d want to spend more time with her.”

“That wasn’t the deal. I told you dinner. I’m sorry we weren’t alone. I know you prefer it’s only the two of us.”

“I didn’t mind going to dinner with them. I enjoyed talking with Melanie and the others.”

At the next red light, Kirby had to stare at him. “Dude. Seriously, what has gotten into you?”

Davis met his gaze. “Why do you sound upset?”

“I’m not upset! I’m fucking confused!”

“About what?”

The light turned green. Kirby started again, unable to believe he was having this conversation. Normally a conversation like this was him chewing Davis out for being a complete and utter tool. Unintentionally, but still.

Was he really upset that Davis had acted…normal?

Shit.

No, he wasn’t upset about that. Usually, he was excited when Davis managed to have a “normal” experience he himself took for granted.

But this was…different. It wasn’t a casual outing or a book club meeting, it was…kinky. And this was a very close-knit community. The last thing he wanted was their reputations to be destroyed before they even had a chance to get to know people simply because Davis had a meltdown and people didn’t understand why, or know how to react.

He was also upset that the longer Davis had acted “normal” the larger the backlash Kirby had expected, ratcheting his anxiety over the moon.

And maybe he was just a tad envious that Davis had built such an instant, easy rapport with Mel while he’d been stressing every second of the evening.

Kirby took a deep breath and started over. “Davis, I really and sincerely appreciate everything you went through this afternoon and evening. I appreciate you going to class and talking to people. And I appreciate the effort you took at dinner to have conversations with people. I know that is not easy for you, and that it took a lot of effort on your part.”

“You’re welcome. But why aren’t we going back to the club when you obviously want to spend more time with her?”

 

* * * *

 

Davis ran through the afternoon, and dinner, in his mind. Based on Kirby’s all too familiar tone of voice, including his exasperation, Davis got the impression he’d somehow done something…wrong.

And it bothered him that he couldn’t pinpoint what it was. He’d tried very hard not to screw up. He knew how much today meant to Kirby.

He also didn’t want to admit to Kirby that he would have enjoyed talking with Melanie some more. It was so damned rare that he met someone like her, male or female, with whom he felt so comfortable talking to that it wasn’t a drain on him.

“Because I knew that you wanted to go home.”

“I didn’t say that.”

“Seriously? Our normal routine is to go home after dinner on Saturday. Especially if we’ve done something remotely social earlier in the day. We go home, you go to your room and shut the door, and that’s it.”

Davis pondered that. “Yes, I suppose that is my usual habit. I wouldn’t have minded going back to the club, though.”

“Dude, I am too fucking stressed out to deal with you right now.”

“Kirby, what did I do wrong tonight?”

“You didn’t do anything wrong!”

“Then why are you upset and shouting at me?”

“I—” Kirby’s mouth snapped shut and he took a long, deep breath and let it out again. “I’m not upset,” he said in a calmer, although still tense tone. “I’m confused.”

“That makes two of us.”

“Why are you confused?”

“Because you obviously wanted to spend more time with Melanie, and yet you refused the offer to go back to the club with them.”

“Because I thought you needed to go home.”

“I didn’t tell you I needed to go home, though. And you didn’t ask my opinion before saying we were going home. Why didn’t you ask me first before assuming I wouldn’t want to go back to the club?”

They’d reached another red light. When Kirby turned to stare at him, Davis couldn’t decipher the expression on his face. “Living with you is like living with Heisenberg’s goddamned uncertainty principle,” Kirby finally said.

“No, I disagree with that assessment. If we’re talking quantum mechanics, and expectation value was the concept you were going for, then—”

“Davis! You’re missing the fucking point! You have not, in my memory, ever spontaneously asked to go do something after Saturday night dinner, unless it was an event planned in advance, like seeing a movie or going to a concert or something. Why would I think that you would want to go back to the club with them tonight after dinner?”

Davis considered it. “Is that why you’re upset with me? Because I didn’t react as expected?”

The light turned green.

Kirby didn’t reply. In fact, Kirby didn’t speak to him for the rest of the ride. When they returned home, Kirby headed straight for his bedroom and slammed his door shut behind him without another word.

Hmm.

Hopefully Kirby would calm down and discuss this with him tomorrow. It bothered him that Kirby seemed so upset. Davis knew he was the reason, but he still wasn’t sure why. Obviously, he’d done something wrong, and he wanted to know so he didn’t repeat it.

He also wanted to know when they could spend more time with Melanie.

 

* * * *

 

“D’oh!” Kim said. “We should have invited them to the munch tomorrow night.”

Mason glanced back. “You guys didn’t invite them? That would have been a good opportunity.”

“I forgot about that,” Mel admitted. Kim had told her about it, but it’d totally slipped her mind. “I can text or e-mail Kirby about it later.”

At the club that night, they showed her around, introduced her to people, and she got to witness a wide variety of types of play from very sensual all the way to heavy sadism.

She also got to watch Scrye and June do a rope suspension scene.

The more Mel saw, the more she realized maybe this was the path she should try. There was something inherently sexy about having a depth of trust in someone to completely let go to them. The more painful side of play didn’t attract her, but the power exchange dynamic and rope bondage?

Yes, please.

She knew tonight she’d be going home and breaking out her vibrator.

Note to self—need to stop and get some batteries.

It was after eleven when they returned to Kim’s house. After giving her hugs, the two men headed inside, leaving Kim outside with Mel.

“Did you want to ride with us tomorrow?” Kim offered.

Mel considered it. “No, I’ll drive myself. Just having you there will be a comfort. I know I won’t do something stupid with you guys looking over my shoulder.”

“Okay. If you change your mind about that, though, let me know.”

“Will do.”

They hugged and said their good-nights and Mel headed home.

On the way, she remembered to stop for batteries.

It was natural for her to fantasize about Kirby. He’d been fun to talk to, quick with a smile or to make her laugh, and adorably uncomfortable at the start as he worried about not doing something to offend or upset her while they were in class.

But knowing Kim had two guys—and that some of their friends were in poly arrangements—Mel’s fantasies included Davis in the mix, as well.

As she curled up in bed with her vibrator, she imagined having both men making love to her and quickly brought herself to two orgasms that fortunately crashed her into a deep, sound sleep.


Chapter Seven

 

Kirby lay in bed Sunday morning and listened to the sound of Davis moving around out in the house. He smelled coffee brewing and knew Davis had started doing his laundry. He usually waited until the weekend to do it because he’d get side-tracked during the week.

He felt badly about getting upset at his brother the night before. Sure, he could have asked Davis if he’d mind going to the club, but how the hell was he supposed to know the one time Kirby would have wanted him to do something was the one fucking time Davis actually wanted to do it, too?

Still, he shouldn’t have blown up at Davis. Davis had tried. Tried so damn hard.

Rolling over, he grabbed his phone and quickly skimmed through his e-mail, pausing when he saw one from Melanie.

Subject line—Dinner tonight?

He opened it and fought the urge to let out a joyful whoop when he read her invitation to join them at the munch that night. He started to reply to her, then hesitated.

Yes, Davis would likely say no, he didn’t want to go. But Davis had tried so hard yesterday, Kirby felt badly about not asking him if he wanted to go.

He headed for the bathroom first, not seeing Davis. Then he went to the kitchen to pour himself a mug of coffee and that’s where he found Davis, sitting at the counter eating while reading his morning news on his tablet.

Swallowing his pride, he didn’t even make the coffeepot his first stop. He stood on the other side of the counter. “Hey, Davis. Can I talk to you?”

Davis looked up from his tablet. “Yes.”

“I’m sorry I got upset last night. You didn’t do anything wrong.”

“Are you sure? I got the impression I had.”

Kirby took a moment to try to phrase it just right. “You didn’t do anything wrong,” he repeated. “I should have asked you if you wanted to go to the club. I should not have made an assumption based on past behaviors as a prediction of your choice last night. I also didn’t want you to think you had to say yes, especially when you had been so agreeable yesterday. I’m sorry.”

Davis glanced out into space for a moment before he finally nodded. “Thank you. I did enjoy myself yesterday. I’m glad that I went. It didn’t exhaust me. Melanie is very nice. If you wanted to have her over here for dinner, I wouldn’t object to that.”

Oookaaay. That was unprecedented, even for Davis. Davis never brought anyone home. Ever. It was rare they had friends over. Usually only their parents came over.

Any time Davis was sleeping with a woman, he always went to her place and did it there before coming home. He never spent the night with them. He didn’t like people intruding on his space, and the only reason he tolerated the cleaning service was because he knew it was the least objectionable option to having Kirby screaming at him for not cleaning up after himself.

Time to nut up. “Funny you should mention that. She sent me an e-mail telling me about a dinner she and her friends are attending tonight. Some of the same people from last night.”

“A munch?”

Kirby stared at him. Maybe I should have had coffee first. “Dude, okay, seriously. How do you even know that?”

“I’m on book six of the BDSM series. I stayed up late reading. They call meals like that in public a ‘munch.’ What time do we need to leave?”

“We?”

Davis cocked his head. “I would not object to going. Unless you don’t want me to go.”

Kirby stared at him for a long time. He seemed to be doing a lot of that this morning.

It was hard to do this much thinking and processing without coffee in him, so he went and poured himself a mug of it while Davis patiently awaited his reply.

“It’s not that I don’t want you to go. I honestly didn’t think you would want to go.”

“Based upon my past behavior?”

“Yes.”

“Understandable. I would like to go, if you don’t have any objections.”

“You don’t even know where it’s going to be held.”

“If it’s the Suncoast Society munch, I believe they’re at the Bee Ridge Steakhouse, if I read the club’s calendar correctly.”

Kirby blinked. “The club’s calendar? When did you look at their calendar?”

“Last night after we returned home. I went onto their website.”

Kirby sipped his coffee. They were in completely uncharted territory now. On the one hand, he wanted a calm, low-stress chance to spend more time talking with Melanie.

On the other hand, he didn’t want to cut Davis off at the kneecaps when, for the first time in his adult life, Davis was actually being…normal.

And he had been the one who told Davis he needed to get out more and expand his social horizons. What would happen if he told him no, he didn’t want Davis tagging along? Would it discourage Davis from even trying?

What if this was the thing Davis was finally passionate about, besides nature, that actually allowed him to meet people and make new friends? Davis was normally such a solitary creature that Kirby frequently felt guilty he didn’t spend more time with him.

Welp, that settles it, then. “We’ll leave at six thirty. Wear something like yesterday, casual but not too casual.”

Davis nodded and went back to reading his tablet.

Kirby leaned against the kitchen counter and sipped his coffee as he stared at his brother.

One day. One fucking day, I want to get the hang of dealing with him before we die.

 

* * * *

 

Well, that had been one issue solved. Now Davis wouldn’t have to play twenty questions with Kirby when he announced later he was going out to the munch. He’d created a FetLife profile last night and while he hadn’t friended anyone yet, he’d seen Melanie’s profile on there, and Kirby’s.

And she’d checked herself as going to the munch.

He had sent her a Facebook friend request, which she’d already accepted.

Kirby eventually retreated to his bedroom after pouring himself a second cup of coffee. Today, Davis was going to do some yard work in addition to his laundry. Right now, he wanted to finish reading his morning news. He didn’t have time to do this on weekdays, since he had a difficult enough time getting out of the house early enough to not be late for work.

As he went through his day, he kept an eye on the time. He didn’t want to stress Kirby out any more than he knew he already was by going with him tonight. Yes, he could have gone separately, but that would have triggered more uncomfortable questions that Davis didn’t even have the answers to.

He knew there was little chance of Melanie being anything other than a friend. But…he found himself okay with that, even though it triggered a feeling inside him that was a greyish purply blue.

It took him another hour to identify it as regret.

Of course he wouldn’t interfere with his brother attempting to become closer to Melanie.

If it meant he could incidentally become closer to her, as well, then he’d accept that and try to make whatever sense he could of the life lesson.

His mother had drilled it into him as a child to always look for the lessons presented by life. That, sometimes, it wasn’t possible to fit something into a logical little mental niche, neatly filed away. Sometimes, life was messy and people especially so when it came to emotions, and all he could do was to do his best and learn from what he went through.

She had no idea how invaluable he’d found that advice over the years, and especially so at this moment.

Because for the first time in his life, he realized maybe he was having emotions for a woman beyond the casual attraction he’d had plenty of times before.

And he knew there was no way he could approach her about that because Kirby also liked her.

 

* * * *

 

Mel changed clothes five times before deciding on jeans and a blouse. It wasn’t a fancy restaurant, and she wanted to be comfortable while not projecting the wrong image, either that she was trying too hard or not trying hard enough.

It was a pleasant surprise that Kirby had told her Davis wanted to come with him. More fantasies to fuel her private fires.

I’m going to need more batteries.

She’d started her morning by giving herself two more orgasms, something unusual for her in the mornings. By the time she’d finished, her vibrator wasn’t humming as strongly as it had been at the start.

It didn’t hurt that Kirby and Davis had once again taken a starring role in her fantasies.

Kim, Mason, and Cole were just getting out of their car when Mel pulled into the parking lot. They waited for her to join them before heading inside.

“So are your guys still coming?” Kim teased.

Mel gently nudged her. “I wish they were my ‘guys,’ plural. Yes, Kirby and Davis are coming. Thanks for being my wingmen tonight.”

“If tonight goes well, where do you go from here?”

“I was thinking dinner this coming week somewhere. A restaurant.”

“Smart,” Mason said. “Want us to double date with you?”

“I appreciate the offer, but if I can make it through two dinners with them, I’d like the next to be just the two of us.”

“Two?” Kim asked.

“Well, me and Kirby, unless he brings Davis. Which, I honestly don’t mind. I like Davis, and Kirby’s a great guy for thinking about his brother’s feelings and including him.”

“We’re going to Sigalo’s and the club next Saturday,” Mason said. “If you want to work that in, we’ll be happy to back you up.”

“I’ll see what they say.” She didn’t want to get her hopes up. Doing that in the past had gotten her heart broken more times than she wanted to think about.

This time…this time it felt different, and not just because she was also more than a little attracted to Davis. It felt different because she could see that Kirby was a good guy.

They were talking with June and Scrye and hadn’t picked out seats yet when Kirby and Davis walked in. Fighting the way her heart galloped in her chest, Mel walked over, smiling. “Hey. Good to see you again.”

Kirby smiled. “Likewise.”

Davis nodded. “Thank you for inviting us.”

She offered to hug Kirby, who accepted. Then, she held up a hand to fist bump with Davis, something Kirby had whispered to her last night was nearly always acceptable to Davis.

The corner of Davis’ mouth turned up as he touched his fist to hers. “Kirby tutored you.”

“Just a little. Where would you like to sit?”

“Do you mind sitting between us again?”

“Not at all.” She grinned, deciding nothing ventured, nothing gained. “Can’t say I have a problem sitting between two good-looking guys.”

Kirby grinned, but Davis maintained his little quirky half smile. “So you don’t want to sit between us?” His gaze rose from her chin, meeting hers for at least a second before it dropped again.

Kirby burst out laughing. “Dude, I need to get you a ‘humor’ sign or something to warn her.”

She continued staring at Davis, feeling like she’d just won a major battle in winning him over. “I knew he was joking. He looked me in the eyes.”

Now Kirby was staring at his brother. “Good job, you.” He touched Davis’ shoulder.

“I’m also paper-trained,” Davis said, once again meeting her gaze for a long breath before looking down.

She giggled. “You keep charming me like that, you’ll have me on a leash.”

When Davis once again stared into her eyes, this time her breath hitched. “I could get used to that kink.”

 

* * * *

 

If Kirby didn’t know any better—if it were any other man—he would accuse Davis of flirting with Mel.

But this was Davis.

And Davis was trying. Trying damned hard. If you knew Davis well enough, and he was comfortable around you, he could have a wickedly funny sense of humor. It usually was lost on people not fluent in Davis, but here was Mel, smiling and giggling.

Then she glanced his way and winked at him.

Aaannd there goes my cock.

He stepped behind Davis to conceal that fact. “Let’s go find our spot, dude. Sit and talk before you’re doing her on a table.”

“I think that’s against health codes, but all right.”

That pulled a full-on laugh from her, the kind of laugh that wasn’t mean, but told Kirby she was in on the joke and a full conspirator.

She not only got Davis’ humor, she was humoring Davis.

Holy shit, if he lost her, he might as well give up all hopes of ever finding a woman who could put up with the crazy that was life with Davis.

By the time dinner ended that evening, she’d asked if they wanted to meet somewhere for dinner on Wednesday night. Before Kirby could answer, Davis did.

“We’d like that, thank you.”

“You two decide,” she said. “Just let me know where.”

Before they parted ways for the evening, she’d also friended Davis on FetLife after he told her he’d created an account there. They walked her to her car and Kirby hugged her.

“Thank you,” he whispered, low enough that hopefully Davis couldn’t hear. “I’ll text you tomorrow.”

She gave him another wink as they parted.

Even more shocking, she’d held up a fist for the expected bump, but Davis leaned in and gave her a quick hug that was little more than a pat on the back before he’d stepped away again.

Wow! she silently mouthed to Kirby when Davis had turned away from her.

He grinned and gave her a thumbs-up.

On the way home, Kirby didn’t even bother trying to dissect the evening. He’d relaxed, enjoyed himself, Davis seemed to have enjoyed himself, and Mel wanted to spend more time with him.

It was Davis who spoke when they were about a mile from the house. “It didn’t upset you that I accepted her dinner invitation for both of us, did it?”

“No, buddy. I’m glad you’re pushing yourself to go out more. And I appreciate you doing that.”

“Okay. Thank you. I’m comfortable talking to her. She seems to get my humor.”

“I noticed. That’s cool, huh?”

“If you wanted to ever invite her over to the house, I wouldn’t object to that.”

Holy.

Shit.

This must be what winning the Super Bowl felt like. “I appreciate that, Davis. If things get to that point with her, I might take you up on that.”

When they returned home, Davis retreated to his room and shut the door. Kirby stared down the hall, trying to figure his brother out.

Again, any other man, he’d assume the guy was trying to edge him out.

But this was Davis.

It wasn’t in Davis’ DNA to be an asshole like that. The luck of the genetic draw had “gifted” Davis with who he was, but one thing he was not was an intentional asshole. Put Davis in a setting he was comfortable in, with people he was comfortable with, and Davis was a kind, gentle, friendly guy with a quirky sense of humor. He was passionate about nature and spent a lot of time out at Myakka River State Park.

When they’d been in Boy Scouts, around the kids they’d been familiar with and had known for years, Davis was practically a stand-up comedian, always keeping people laughing. He was also the first to jump in to help if someone needed it. Davis was a good guy who processed the world through a slightly different filter than Kirby did.

No, Kirby was convinced this was Davis putting forth a massive effort on Kirby’s behalf, and for that, he couldn’t love his brother more.

When a yawn caught him by surprise, Kirby locked the front door, went to preset the coffee for in the morning, and headed for bed.


Chapter Eight

 

Davis’ routine Monday morning progressed as it always did. Arise at six, go turn on the coffeepot, take a shower, get coffee, get dressed, and eat.

There was one unexpected addition to that.

Not an unpleasant one, either.

That in and of itself was unusual, because most unexpected additions to his routine were unpleasant, usually relating to an unforeseen circumstance like weather, car trouble, or Kirby-caused.

Today’s addition threatened to distract him. Thoughts of Melanie wouldn’t leave his brain. Her green eyes, her red hair, her smile.

Her obvious anxiety that outwardly matched his own, even if he was better at masking it than she was.

It wasn’t often he felt like this about a woman.

Damned rare, in fact. As in, this was the first time.

Not that he didn’t feel sexual attraction, because he did. He was human. Again, he masked it better than most men. It wasn’t something he spent time outwardly discussing or displaying. He kept it to himself unless the woman expressed an interest in him, like Felicity.

That Felicity hadn’t approached him in months for sex, and he’d overheard her having sex in her office one evening when she didn’t realize he was outside the door, indicated to Davis that avenue had permanently closed. He didn’t mind being fuck buddies or friends with benefits with her, but if she was involved with someone else, he wouldn’t be involved with her.

Especially since she hadn’t taken the time to let him know that.

In the past when she’d dated others, she’d at least done him the courtesy of informing him of that.

Or so he’d thought. Maybe she had lied about that after all. It’d been one of his conditions of having that kind of relationship with her.

It no longer mattered, as far as he was concerned. She’d damaged his trust in her and he didn’t give second chances for a situation like this. He couldn’t even say he was upset about it. While she was good in bed, she wasn’t pleasant to be around in social circumstances.

Correction, he didn’t find her pleasant to be around in social circumstances.

Most of the people in the world fell under that umbrella, however.

Yes, she technically was his boss. When she’d first propositioned him six years earlier, he hadn’t been with anyone in a while and had not found her objectionable. She liked that he wasn’t interested in a permanent relationship with her.

It had seemed a mutually beneficial arrangement, at the time. He hadn’t needed to put forth the effort or emotional energy to be a “boyfriend” to her, and he didn’t have to awkwardly dance around her feelings.

But…Melanie.

He knew Kirby was attracted to her. It couldn’t have been more blatantly obvious. All that had been missing was a display of hindquarters or dew flap or tail feathers.

Why can’t I stop thinking about her?

That was a question he turned over in his head from about three minutes after waking until he stepped out of his car once he’d parked in his assigned spot at Murality Phosphate and headed upstairs to his office.

He’d worked his way up to their head chemist—which wasn’t his official title but the official title was too long and boring even if it was printed on his corporate-issued business cards—not because he’d had a desire to climb the corporate ladder but because he’d proven himself countless times over and outlasted everyone else in his department.

It was a job. It was a job that allowed him to think and focus and deal primarily with facts and figures and findings and not with feelings. Lab reports weren’t imbued with emotions.

Thankfully.

He had to walk past Felicity’s office to get to his own and her open door showed that she wasn’t in. Technically, she was a VP in charge of something, under her father but above Davis.

He didn’t care.

He did his job. It didn’t matter to him where she was or who she was fucking as long as she didn’t interfere with his job duties.

This morning, he had a staff meeting to run for his department, like they did every Monday morning at ten. He had a staff of twenty-three people under him, both scientists and non-research support and administrative staff. Summaries of all reports would be presented to him, any anomalies or issues from the week before would be detailed, and the week’s work would be outlined and assigned, if necessary.

Felicity rarely sat in on the Monday morning meetings, something he preferred, because when she was there she tended to ask ignorant questions that highlighted just how unqualified she was to be in her position. That took up valuable time and usually put them all behind schedule. His staff would waste their energies trying to spare her feelings and stroke her ego responding to her inquiries, since she was technically their superior, while Davis would bluntly answer and challenge her.

A couple of times, that had led to angry sex on Felicity’s part later, which always confounded Davis when it happened.

Yet he hadn’t complained, because…

Well, sex was sex. And that was what their personal relationship consisted of—just sex.

Melanie’s face came to mind again as he stopped at his office door to unlock it. On his door, prominently displayed, was his sign warning people that any and all discussions inside might be videotaped. Once inside, he closed the door behind him again.

He kept his door closed for a reason. He didn’t want people randomly dropping in to waste his time and interrupt him. They could text him, e-mail him, or call him, if it was an emergency.

Over the years, he’d trained his staff to the point that they knew not to bother him in person. In return, he respected their time and tried to handle as much as possible via expedient means. Even Kirby and his parents knew to text him when he was at work if they needed to talk to him on the phone. Otherwise, he’d let it go to voice mail and not check it for hours sometimes.

Only when in the lab did he freely engage in conversations, always related to work issues. If he was there, obviously it was to work.

For the most part, his staff understood his quirks and his need for solitude while working. Any new hires were quickly brought up to speed by the others. He had an agreeable relationship with his department because while they knew he wouldn’t be their best friend, they also knew he wouldn’t irrationally fly off the handle, be unreasonable regarding work situations, or engage in inter-office politics and gamesmanship.

He…just didn’t care.

He was there to work and do his job and expected those under him to do the same. He tolerated them having their own quirks and things like birthday parties or holiday decorations, because it was what they needed to work more efficiently in the long-run.

Having Kirby as a brother had taught him that.

As long as they didn’t expect him to decorate his office door or get their feelings hurt that he didn’t dress up for Halloween, and they understood it was not any kind of judgment against them by him not participating, and they did their work on time and accurately, it was fine.

He settled in at his desk, logged into his computer terminal, and forced thoughts of Melanie off to the side for now. Otherwise, it’d be too easy for him to start e-mailing Kirby with suggestions of restaurants they could take her to on Wednesday night. And he couldn’t do that.

He had a meeting to prepare for.

 

* * * *

 

“Oh, Mel, thank god you’re here!”

Melanie froze mid-sip of her coffee from her travel mug and slowly turned to face George, the commercial manager at the main Mattlin Meadows store, also where their corporate business offices were located.

It was barely seven thirty on Monday morning, and she was definitely not awake yet. In fact, she’d drifted through her morning up until that point while thinking about Kirby and Davis.

As George hurried across the parking lot toward her, the look of sheer desperation on his face told her whatever this was, it could not be good.

“What’s wrong?” she muttered.

Everyone knew not to approach her before nine o’clock on a Monday morning—or any morning, but especially Mondays—unless it was an emergency.

“The commercial terminals won’t come up.”

“What?”

He pointed over his shoulder at the large building that sat off to the side of the one they were standing outside of, and where their commercial nursery and landscaping division was housed. “The system is down.”

“Dammit.” She unlocked the side door and let them in, locking it behind them. Walking over to one of the point-of-sale terminals in the public showroom, she set her coffee mug on the counter and tried to boot the workstation there. Sure enough, it was down, too.

She let out a sigh. “Let me get into my office and see what’s up. Give me about five minutes.”

“Thank you!”

She wasn’t an IT person by any stretch of the imagination, but she knew the basics of their system since she’d been the one to have it installed. The main server in the business office ran all the other terminals. If they lost their Internet connection, at least the point-of-sales systems could be run off-line and batched out to the credit card processor once the connection was restored. But the computers should still be talking to the on-site main server through the wireless router, even if the Internet was down.

The other locations had backup software systems that allowed them to still function even if the main server went down, and then update transactions and data to the main server when connectivity was restored. And if they had Internet, they could still process credit card sales. They just wouldn’t be able to check inventory at other locations or customer purchase histories for their reward points program. The other locations wouldn’t open until nine, so no one had likely discovered the problem yet.

The first thing she did was pull her personal cell phone out and check the WiFi connection to the Internet.

Sure enough, she had bars there, meaning the wireless router and the Internet were both operational.

That meant something else was going on.

Weaving her way through the showroom to the locked door that opened into the business office, she set her stuff down on her desk and continued on to the server room. Which was a fancy name for the large closet with an AC vent ducted into it to keep it cool.

As she started to unlock it, she heard an ominous beep from inside.

“Aw, dammit.” She knew that sound. The battery backup system had failed, shutting down the whole system. This was the second time one of their units, a large commercial-grade UPS, had failed. This was the warranty replacement unit the manufacturer had sent to her four months earlier.

Groaning in frustration, she unplugged the server from it, plugged it directly into the wall power, and got the system rebooted and back up and running. Since no one had contacted her yesterday, it must have happened after they closed Sunday evening.

Which was fortuitous, because at least they hadn’t lost any sales.

Ten minutes later, as the monitor showed it was up and running, she called George down at the commercial building. “Try it now.”

“Okay.” She heard the telltale beep of his computer being powered up. A moment later, he let out a sigh. “Yep, there it is. I have a guy here who needs to leave, and he was really getting upset. One of our regulars.”

“Give him twenty-five dollars off and put in the invoice notes that I okayed it and why,” she said. “Hopefully that makes him happy.”

“It probably will. Thanks, Mel!”

“You’re welcome.” She hung up and returned to her office, finally able to sip her coffee as she waited for her own office terminal to come up.

That gave her time to think about that weekend. Yes, it was way too soon to be daydreaming about the handsome Silva brothers. Kirby was obviously the more outgoing of the two, but Davis had his own charms. She wouldn’t have guessed they were twins had they not told her.

She thought about the fact that she now had Kirby and Davis’ contact information in her phone, and that she was now friends with both men on FetLife.

Even Kim, Cole, and Mason had agreed that Kirby seemed interested in her, and that he hadn’t thrown up any red flags for them.

Go. Slow.

She’d been through this too many times to count, unfortunately. The excitement of a possible new relationship, followed by moving too quickly, and then ending up hurt, her hopes dashed.

This time would be different. It had to be different, because she couldn’t keep living her life like that.

Disappointed.

Hurt.

Alone.

Being alone sucked. Not having someone on her side to confide in, a romantic partner, not just a friend.

It wasn’t even the living alone part that bothered her so much as the feeling that maybe the common denominator was her, and she was the broken one not deserving of a relationship.

If I get to know Kirby better and it still implodes even after Kim and her guys have given me guidance, then maybe I should look into hypoallergenic cats for my long-term plan.


Chapter Nine

 

Monday morning, Kirby had a hard time concentrating on his work. He still couldn’t believe they were going to eat dinner with Melanie on Wednesday night. He’d have to wait until Davis got home to drill him about what had gotten into him and why he was trying so hard. He was genuinely curious.

Then again, maybe I shouldn’t do that. Not look the gift horse in the mouth.

Instead, he’d let Davis pick the restaurant and give thanks for his brother finally starting to get the hang of adulting.

Monday afternoon, Davis sent him a one-word text.

Sigalo’s.

Kirby studied the text. He got it. Davis was comfortable eating there, had eaten there multiple times, and they’d already eaten there with Melanie.

It was a familiar pattern. When Davis found a restaurant he didn’t object to, usually through Kirby picking it on one of his nights, he tended to eat there a lot.

Kirby only hoped Melanie would be so agreeable.

He texted him back.

Okay. I’ll text her.

He actually decided to text her asking if he could call. She replied by calling him.

“Yes?”

He sat back and closed his eyes, imagining her green eyes. He’d rubbed one out the night before thinking about her. “Okay, so I have good news and bad news.”

“Uh-oh. What’s the bad news?”

“Well, that kind of messes up how I was going to tell it. Davis picked Sigalo’s for dinner on Wednesday night.”

“That’s the bad news?”

“Yeah. I mean, I know we just ate there and we’re eating there again on Saturday.”

“Because he’s comfortable eating there.”

“Probably. I haven’t talked to him about it. I can try to get him to pick some place different.”

“No, seriously, it’s okay. I like eating there. I’d rather he be comfortable. I kind of got the feeling this was a big deal, the way he’s reacting to me.”

“It is. You have no idea how big a deal. Thank you for being so understanding.”

“Honestly, it’s fine. He’s got a great sense of humor.”

“Are you like an alien or something?”

She giggled. “No, why?”

“I mean, you just seemed to get him right off the bat. That’s really rare. You have no idea how rare. It usually takes people a while to get to know him because it takes him a while to get comfortable with a person. It’s unprecedented.”

“I don’t mind.” He heard a phone ring in the background. “Sorry, that’s my office line.”

“It’s okay. Thanks for the chat, and see you Wednesday night.”

“Seven sharp,” she said.

Then she was gone.

He stared at his phone and smiled. “Seven sharp,” he said.

 

* * * *

 

Not only did Kirby and Mel, as she’d insisted he call her, start texting back and forth, Davis had also texted with her a few times. By the time Wednesday night rolled around, Kirby felt more nervous than he had in…ever.

Finally, on the drive over, Kirby had to ask.

“Why are you acting like this with her? And no, I’m not mad, just curious.”

“I told you, I feel comfortable around her. If she’s going to be a part of our lives, then I should take every opportunity like this to spend time with you and her.”

“Oh. Our lives?”

“You’re my brother and we live together. I’m guessing if things go well, I’ll likely be seeing a lot of her at our home if she spends the night there with you.”

“Oh. You really wouldn’t mind?”

“No. Not unless she does something that runs completely contrary to her personality than we’ve seen so far. I’ve never seen you respond to a woman like you are with her.”

“Okay. Thank you.”

Dinner not only went well, it went better than Kirby could have hoped. They’d ended up seated in a booth, and Davis opted to sit opposite him and Mel. He kept a close eye on Davis all through the meal, but didn’t spot any of the tell-tale stress signs Davis might display.

Dinner lasted nearly three hours and only ended because Mel started yawning and then laughed. “Sorry. Morning comes really early.”

She’d asked for a separate check for herself, but when the server brought it, Davis took both checks and handed the waitress his credit card.

“Davis,” Mel gently said, “you didn’t have to do that. Thank you.”

Davis glanced at Kirby before his gaze dropped again. “I appreciate you being patient with me. I wanted to do something nice for you.”

Under the table, Mel grabbed Kirby’s hand and squeezed. “That was very sweet of you,” she said. “I appreciate it.”

They walked her to her car and once she’d driven off, Kirby grinned and turned to Davis, holding his hand up.

“What?” Davis asked.

Kirby reached down, grabbed his brother’s hand, and lifted it so he could give him a high five. “Dude, I love you.”

“I love you, too, but why did you do that?”

“It’s a celebration. I can’t believe you picked up her check.”

“Are you upset about that?”

“No! She’s right. It was sweet.”

Davis headed for the passenger door. “She’s very nice. I wanted to do something nice for her.”

Kirby couldn’t stop grinning as he got into his car and waited for Davis to buckle his seat belt.

 

* * * *

 

Over the next three weeks, they had dinner with Mel several times, every time at a restaurant of Davis’ choosing.

To Davis’ credit, he didn’t pick Sigalo’s every time. He admitted to Kirby that the reason he’d picked Sigalo’s for their first dinner wasn’t merely because he was comfortable eating there, but because he knew Mel had seemed to like it. Once he’d found out what kind of food she liked, he expanded their choices accordingly to other restaurants he liked.

They’d also met at the club two more times, each time Mel chaperoned by Kim, Mason, and Cole. While there, she’d playfully started calling Kirby Sir, and he didn’t mind in the least.

Davis tagged along each time, and Kirby didn’t even mind because of the way Mel’s face lit up every time he told a joke or did something that showed her he liked her.

One Thursday afternoon, Kirby was able to get away from his office for lunch and met Mel at a sandwich shop in downtown Sarasota.

He gave her a long, strong hug, noting that she was in no hurry to let go of him. “Hey, you.”

She rose up on her toes and kissed him. “Hey, you, right back. Where’s Davis?”

“At work.”

“Does he know you’re here?”

“Yeah, but it’d take him the better part of an hour to get here.” He opened the door for her and held it as she walked into the restaurant. Once they’d received their orders and settled in at a small corner table, he leaned in. “Again, thank you for how cool you’ve been.”

“It’s not a problem. I really like Davis. He’s a sweetheart.” She grinned. “If he was making a serious pass at me, though, you might have competition.”

Kirby hadn’t talked about the experience he and Davis had in college with Jennifer. Admittedly, it’d been ego-boosting to have a woman moaning and orgasming between the two of them. She’d been insatiable and they’d spent countless afternoons over those two months blowing her mind even as she’d blown them.

For right now, it was such a comfort to have someone he could relax around who wasn’t Davis.

Even better, someone who got Davis.

He took a leap of faith. “No pressure, but would you like to come over to our place tomorrow night for dinner? I’ll cook for us.”

“Will Davis be there?”

“Probably.”

“Okay.”

“You don’t mind?”

She studied her hands for a moment. “I’ve told you I haven’t had good luck in relationships. I’ve been doing my damnedest to take things slow and not screw up. Kim, Cole, and Mason said they haven’t seen any warning signs. But maybe it’s better Davis is there.”

“Okay. Do you have a preference what I make?”

“Nope. Surprise me. Can I bring anything?”

“Just yourself.”

“Can I come help you cook? I’d really like that.”

“Sure.”

Her green gaze pierced through him. “Can we practice the rope harness? We haven’t done that since the class that day. I had fun with that, Sir.” The last sentence she delivered in a whisper.

Crooking a finger at her, he leaned in and kissed her. “We can practice whatever you want, sweetheart.”

“Will Davis be okay with that?”

“Yeah.”

“We keep talking like this and I’m going to ask if I can spend the whole night.”

He hoped his pulse was racing because of sexual tension and not because he was about to have a coronary or something. “I will leave that completely up to you. I don’t have any reason to believe I have anything, but I need to go get a test if we’re going to do this right. So if you want to wait, or use condoms, or however you want to do it, I’m good with that.”

“I read some of those books Davis talks about,” she whispered. “There are some things in there I really liked.”

He reached across the table and took her hand. “Such as?”

“Like collars and wrist cuffs and stuff. Being made to kneel and give blowjobs. Maybe some bare-handed spanking. The forced-orgasm play.”

Fuuuuck.

Good thing they’d just started eating, because he was sporting a tentpole.

He brought her hand up to his lips and kissed it, watching her eyes as he did. “I’m really new at this, but that all sounds good to me. I guess I’m going to need to read those books.” He leaned in and kissed her again. “Maybe I’ll have to have you read some of your favorite passages to me.”

“If we go slow, there might be a lot of stuff I like. I don’t know yet.”

“We’ll go slow.”

“I’d like to do more of the shibari. Take more classes with you.”

“I’d like that, too.”

“Can you be patient while we figure out what I like?”

He laughed. “Sweetheart, you’ve gone above and beyond in patience when it comes to dealing with Davis. I think I can be patient with you considering Davis has set the bar pretty dang high when it comes to needing patience.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

He kissed her hand again, unwilling to let her go yet. “Would you like to maybe have a ritual or two?”

“Like what?”

“Texting me good-morning and good-night every day.”

She smiled. “I’d like that.”

Unable to help it, he leaned in to kiss her again. “Then let’s start stumbling our way through this together.” He feathered his lips over her palm before releasing her hand. “And we’ll see where it leads.”

 

* * * *

 

Mel was halfway tempted to drag him out back to the bathrooms and hump him right there, except…logic and reasons.

But now that she knew they were on the same page, she could force herself to wait. No relationship she’d ever had before had felt like this.

It felt good.

Right.

She spent too long at lunch with him, reluctant to leave. At her car, he pulled her in for a hug and a kiss she knew had as much of an effect on him as it did her, because she could feel his erection pressing against the front of his slacks. In fact, before stepping away, he reached between them while she was sort of shielding his body and adjusted himself.

“Sorry.” He wore a smile.

“Not a problem.” She grinned. “Glad to know I’m not the only one wearing out batteries.”

He laughed. “I don’t need batteries, but I’m glad I’m not blind yet.”

One last, quick kiss, and she forced herself into the car and back to work.

When she returned to her office, she grabbed her cell and texted Kirby.

I’m back at work, Sir.

A moment later, Davis texted her.

I’m glad you’re at work, but you don’t have to call me Sir.

Mortified, she choked back her embarrassed scream. Her fingers shook as she responded to Davis.

OH MY GOD I’m so sorry. That was for Kirby.

:) How was lunch?

Still shaking, she stared at the text. Lately, Davis had started including more emoticons, something he hadn’t done at first.

Well, the good news was at least she and Kirby wouldn’t have to hide that aspect of their relationship from Davis. He knew about it already.

Good. Sorry you couldn’t join us.

Too far to drive. That’s okay. Talk to you later.

She tried again, making sure this time she had the text thread with Kirby pulled up.

I’m back at work, Sir, and glad Davis knows about us.

??

She told him what happened, and he replied with the crying laughter emoji.

It’s not funny.

It’s hysterical, sweetheart.

Now that I’ve managed to embarrass myself at your expense I’ll get back to work. :P

:) Don’t forget to text me goodnight.

Yes, Sir.

Finally, she set her phone aside and got back to work.

Except now she couldn’t stop thinking about kneeling in front of him and nuzzling her face against the front of his slacks and the yet unseen erection there.

 

* * * *

 

Kirby stopped by the store on his way home Friday night. He’d decided to make one of Davis’ favorite meals, chicken and yellow rice, hoping it’d help things go more smoothly. It was also easy to make and he could spend more time talking with Mel.

When she arrived, she did so with a small tote bag slung over her shoulder. He greeted her with a kiss and they were soon laughing together in the kitchen. Davis had already been home and in his room when Kirby arrived home, but upon hearing Mel arrive, he emerged and joined them in the kitchen.

Kirby didn’t even mind. It was just so good to have her there and not have to be worried about how Davis would handle it, or how she’d handle Davis.

After dinner, Davis once again disappeared to his room, leaving them the rest of the house.

“So what did you want to do?” she asked after she helped him clean up the kitchen.

He smiled. “I think someone mentioned practicing rope bondage.”

“That sounds great.”

“Is the living room okay? We can spread out.”

“That’s fine.”

He grabbed the duffel bag he’d repurposed for his rope bag and brought it out to the living room. Then he put a soft rock music station on the cable box for them to listen to as they settled onto the floor, where he’d moved the coffee table out of the way.

She pulled off her shirt, revealing nothing underneath. Now topless and dressed only in her shorts, she dropped her shirt off to the side and smiled at him.

“Ready when you are, Sir.”

He had to beat back his erection. “You’re tempting me, woman.”

“I hope so, Sir.”

He leaned in and kissed her. “I’ve got an appointment next week for my doctor.”

“So do I, but I brought condoms and I’m on the pill.”

He suppressed the soft moan. “Good,” he whispered. “Because either we’re going to do something, or you’ll get to see what I look like masturbating, and I don’t care which.”

This time, she leaned in and kissed him. “Maybe we have time for both between now and tomorrow.” Her green gaze bored into his. Tonight she’d worn her red hair down. It fell just past her shoulders, but as he started uncoiling rope she pulled a hairband from her pocket and put it up in a ponytail.

And that’s when he realized he could barely remember a damn thing from class. Especially not with all the blood in his body pooling in his cock. It didn’t help that she was half naked, because he was trying to be a gentleman and not grope her despite her doing her best to teasingly bump her breasts into his hands as he worked.

After twenty minutes, Kirby silently swore as he stared at the partial rope harness he’d tied around Mel’s torso, including gauntlets around her wrists that kept her arms tied to her chest, crossed in front of her.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“I can’t remember how he said to secure it.” He tried one thing, that didn’t look right. “Sorry. Want me to untie you?”

She cast a smile over her shoulder. “Not really. I’m okay.”

“Don’t let your hands fall to sleep, please. Tell me.”

“I will.”

He continued fussing with it for nearly another twenty minutes, his frustration growing. Davis emerged from his bedroom, presumably on his way to the kitchen. He cut through the shortest route, between them and the TV, and stopped, staring at them.

“What are you doing?” Davis asked.

Kirby stared up at him, mentally willing him to go.

The fuck.

Away.

“We’re playing Yahtzee. Dude, what does it look like we’re trying to do? We’re trying to replicate the chest harness from class.”

Davis actually rolled his eyes. “That’s not how he said to do it.”

Before Kirby could react, Davis walked over, took over, immediately undid about half of what he’d done, and in literally less than three minutes total had correctly finished tying the harness.

Then he straightened and continued his trek to the kitchen.

Kirby, wide-eyed, exchanged a shocked glance with Mel.

Together, they both said, “Wait!”

Davis turned. “What?”

“How’d you do that?” Kirby asked, amazed.

Leave it to Davis to show him up yet again, without even meaning or trying to.

Which was usually how Davis showed him up. It was never deliberate, it just…happened.

“I did it like Scrye taught in class.”

Davis started to turn toward the kitchen again, when Kirby once again stopped him. “But…how? You weren’t even paying attention. You were reading.”

“I watched.” Davis cocked his head. “You don’t remember his instructions?”

“Apparently not. Can you start over from the beginning and show me again? You did it so fast just now I couldn’t tell what you did.”

Davis started to walk over, then hesitated. “I’m sorry, Mel. I should have asked you both if it was okay before I did that. My apologies. I hope I didn’t upset you.”

“It’s okay,” Mel assured him. “I didn’t mind. Really. Please? I’m having fun. I trust you guys. I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t.”

Kirby breathed a silent sigh of relief that she wasn’t upset.

Davis still hesitated. “You’re topless. You don’t mind if I touch your breasts?”

“You can touch more than that.” She went pink in the face and turned to Kirby. “Sorry. I just…I’m so comfortable around both of you, it just kind of popped out.”

“That’s all right,” Davis said. “We’ve shared a woman before.”

“Dude!” Kirby screamed.

“What?” she asked.

Kirby closed his eyes and silently groaned.

There it was. He’d let himself grow complacent, and Davis had managed to nuke this before he’d even slept with her.

Fuck.

Worse, he now had a killer set of blue balls.

Well, he’d had a set of blue balls. With that revelation, everything had shrunk and his balls were proactively trying to crawl back up inside him for protection from the ass-kicking Mel was probably about to administer to him.

He wouldn’t blame her, either.

Kirby opened his eyes to see Davis staring at him, brow furrowed. “You didn’t tell her that?”

“Tell me what?” she asked.

“Not yet I hadn’t,” Kirby said.

“Oh. I’m sorry.”

“Tell me what!”

Kirby took a deep breath and bit the bullet. “We had a two-month ménage relationship with a woman when we were in college. She graduated at the end of term and went back to Iowa, where she was from.”

Mel looked from Kirby to Davis and back again. “So…what you’re saying is that you two are no strangers to ménages.”

“No,” Kirby said.

“That would be correct,” Davis said at the same time.

Kirby didn’t continue and suspected if Davis said something before Mel did, he’d be tempted to get up and punch him.

Mel pursed her lips before the bottom one caught under her teeth for a moment. “I mean…have you noticed I have poly friends? It’s not a shocker. I’ve never had a ménage. Sooo…” She shrugged, glancing at Davis and then meeting Kirby’s gaze. “That’d have to be your call, Sir,” she softly said. “I wouldn’t say no if you were both okay with it.”

Kirby wasn’t sure he hadn’t just had a brain aneurysm and wasn’t dead and this was part of some otherworldly reward.

“You’d…be okay with that?”

“Only if both of you are. I wouldn’t want to upset you guys. As long as you guys weren’t sleeping with anyone else, I wouldn’t sleep with anyone but you.”

“You’re…okay with that?” Kirby repeated, still unsure he’d heard her correctly.

“Only if you both are. I really like both of you. If it’s going to cause a problem between you, then no. But if it’s okay with you both…”

For a moment, the image of her sandwiched between them and screaming their names while they both fucked her, threatened to resurrect his wilted cock to a full-on screaming erection.

He had to admit that no other sexual experiences he’d had since Jennifer had lived up to how hot that had been.

He couldn’t speak for Davis in that, though.

“I’m okay with it,” Kirby said, finally looking up at Davis.

He stared at them for a moment. “What?”

Kirby wanted to wring his neck. “Were you just paying attention?”

“Yes?”

Mel giggled, saving Kirby from having to strangle his brother. “Would you like to join us, and I don’t just mean for some rope work. I mean hanging around after for some fun. Meaning sex.”

“Oh. Yes, I’d like that. Thank you.”


Chapter Ten

 

Maybe this wasn’t cautious. Maybe this was stupid.

But Mel already knew she wanted this. Not just Kim and Mason and Cole, but several others she’d met through Venture had poly relationships, including Chelbie, who was with two brothers.

Davis had been on his way to the kitchen for a glass of ice water, since he didn’t have ice in his fridge. He went to get that and then brought it out, set it on the coffee table, and sat in front of her where Kirby had been unwrapping the rope from her.

Kirby was wearing shorts and a T-shirt, while Davis just wore shorts. As Davis started tying the harness, this time going slower and explaining it to Kirby as he went, she noticed that Davis frequently glanced at her, into her eyes, holding her gaze briefly before continuing. He didn’t grope her, but as she started moving to intentionally make contact with him, he started to linger in some places.

Behind her, Kirby would frequently lean in and kiss the back of her neck as they worked together, Davis patiently going over the technique with him.

In twenty minutes, the full harness had been tied, only Davis had slightly altered the design, capturing her breasts and making them stand out, her arms tied lower, crossing under them.

She turned and kissed Kirby, leaning in and pressing her body against his. She hadn’t anticipated things moving this direction with the brothers, but like hell would she turn down the opportunity now that it had presented itself. It might be the only chance she ever got, and she’d gone through several sets of batteries over the past few weeks while fantasizing about this exact scenario.

When she sat up she stared at Davis. His brown gaze met hers, unflinching.

She leaned in and kissed him, moaning when he reached up, gently cupped her chin, and took over the kiss, slanting his mouth over hers. He was a damn good kisser, a pleasantly unexpected discovery.

Behind her, Kirby moved in closer, pulling off his shirt and his bare chest pressing against her back as he nibbled along her right shoulder.

When she opened her eyes, Davis was staring into hers and she felt her heart slip.

Yeah, she’d be a liar if she said she didn’t have feelings for Kirby, but it was quickly becoming apparent to her that she’d be just as big a liar if she said she didn’t have the same feelings for Davis.

“Where are the condoms, sweetheart,” Kirby whispered in her ear.

Davis lifted his mouth from hers just long enough to let her answer before kissing her again. “My bag, Sir.”

Kirby got up and disappeared, quickly returning and resuming his position behind her. There was something so freeing about being bound and at their mercy. She instinctively knew if she asked them to stop that they would, no matter what.

She didn’t want them to stop.

She wanted them to take her and break her in the good ways, get her out of her head, drive her into that subspace she’d read so much about but had never experienced before.

Davis released her mouth and lowered his head, taking her left nipple into his mouth and teasing it with his tongue. She moaned, her clit now throbbing and rubbing uncomfortably against her panties. Kirby slowly lowered her to the floor and joined his brother, sucking her right nipple into his mouth. Together, the men teased her, every pull of their mouths sending jolts of pleasure to her clit.

One of them reached between her legs and firmly pressed his hand against her mound through her shorts. She immediately started humping against it, the pleasure shooting through her nervous system nearly overwhelming.

“Yes!” she gasped, wanting more, wanting them.

 

* * * *

 

In a way, Davis was glad he was doing this with Kirby. He knew under the circumstances that Mel might not understand him or his actions, and Kirby could stay with her and cuddle if he found he needed to get up and leave because he felt overwhelmed.

Right now, he was interested in discovering her erogenous zones. He’d started at the obvious, her nipples, and knew from the sounds she was making and the way she was humping his hand that she was enjoying it.

The fact that she started begging them for more confirmed it.

He unfastened her shorts and started easing them down her hips without losing her nipple from his mouth. He alternated gentle sucks with lightly nipping and grazing it with his teeth, pulling it into a hard, pebbled peak.

She arched her back and pushed up with her legs, allowing him to more easily get her shorts off. With her hands bound he was careful to go slow, not wanting to go farther than she was ready in case she changed her mind.

He’d never do that.

Her panties already had a wet spot on them, which he felt as he traced her through the thin fabric. She let out another moan and tried to hump his hand again, but he teased her, using a light touch and enjoying the sounds she was making.

After teasing her like this for at least fifteen minutes, he sat up and touched Kirby’s shoulder to get his attention. He wanted to get the rope harness off her so her hands were free. Not just for her circulation, but because he wanted her hands free for other things.

She kept trying to kiss him, so he gently caught her ponytail and turned her to face Kirby so he could kiss her and keep her busy while he untied her. Once she was free, he took her hand and placed it over his groin while he laid her back on the floor again and returned to her nipple.

On her other side, Kirby followed suit.

Her hand lightly squeezed, exploring through the fabric of his shorts and briefs. He reached down, covering her hand with his and squeezing more firmly, rocking his hips against the friction. It felt good having another hand down there, even better that it belonged to Mel.

Eventually, he released her breast again and moved down to her panties, nuzzling her through the fabric and edging her thighs apart with his hands so he could settle in. He didn’t pay attention to what Kirby was doing, but from the way her moans were muffled, Davis assumed Kirby was kissing her again.

Let’s see if I can tease her into an orgasm.

Using his teeth, he gently traced her clit through the fabric, knowing it would probably work from the sound of her moans and the way she tried to rock her hips against his mouth. He flicked his tongue up and down it, then sucked through the fabric.

She let out a squeal, followed by a long, rolling moan. Her back arched and he suspected that had been orgasm number one.

He loved the noises she made.

Now having tasted success, he settled in, still not removing her panties, and tried to make her have another one like that. It took about ten minutes before she did, but he was satisfied with that.

Then he lifted his head and eased them down her thighs, sitting up so he could get them pulled all the way off her legs before he lowered his head to her mound again.

Now instead of trying to make her come he was interested in memorizing the territory. She shaved except for a short landing strip above her clit. That left him free to slide his tongue up and down between her lips, dip into her pussy and taste her, circle her clit, explore the extremely sensitive region just under her clit hood—everywhere.

He glanced up her body. Kirby was kissing her, his hands massaging her breasts, fingers playing with her nipples. It looked like she had a death grip on Kirby’s head.

He lifted his mouth from her flesh. “Put your hands over your head,” he softly ordered.

She immediately complied and his own cock twitched. He couldn’t wait to fuck her. He didn’t know if there’d be double penetration on the menu tonight, but he hoped they got to the point where both of them were fucking her at the same time. He loved the way it felt making a woman come on their cocks, how every wave of pleasure transmitted directly from her body to theirs, the closest he’d ever get to understanding how a woman felt when she came.

But for now, he started licking her again, gently sucking her pussy. Before either of them fucked her he knew Kirby would want a chance to make her come like this, too. Maybe several times. With Jennifer, they’d taken turns forcing orgasm after orgasm out of her until she was nearly exhausted before they finally fucked her. Otherwise, she’d still be ready to play and they’d be worn out.

Unless Mel proved that approach wrong, he’d go with what he knew worked successfully in the past.

Although he was smart enough not to say that out loud.

 

* * * *

 

Kirby still couldn’t believe this was happening. He tried not to think about college, about all the nights with Jennifer. This was a different time, a different woman, and both he and Davis were older and hopefully wiser.

He lifted his mouth from hers and stared down into her eyes, smiling down at her. She looked gorgeous with her hands over her head like that, just as Davis had ordered.

She smiled up at him before her face contorted in pleasure again and her eyes fell closed as a loud cry escaped her.

“That’s it,” he softly said. “Give it to him. Be a good girl for us.” Her plaintive cries changed pitch, higher. “We love eating pussy, baby. So get comfy and be prepared to sleep well later.”

He couldn’t wait until they were all tested and she could suck his cock. He didn’t want to make her do it with a condom, and he wasn’t going to make her do it bareback until they had test results. He could only imagine how her mouth would feel vibrating around his cock while she came as Davis ate her out.

Davis made her come one more time before sitting up and nodding to him. Kirby changed places with him, eager to get in there and make her make the delicious sounds he knew he’d be imagining every time he had to make himself come because she wasn’t around.

Davis grabbed Kirby’s discarded shirt, wiped her juices off his face with it, then leaned in and kissed her.

Kirby settled in. Her swollen, sensitive clit wasn’t hard to find. As he slowly swiped his tongue up and down it, she made those moans for him that Davis had managed to pull from her, the sweet, aching cries. He hooked his arms under her thighs, holding on and not letting her wiggle away from him as she came two more times under his mouth.

When he lifted his head, she wore a beautifully sexy, glazed expression he knew had to be close to subspace. “Is someone ready to be fucked?”

“Yes, Sir,” she gasped. “Please fuck me!”

Kirby sat up and pulled off his shorts and briefs. Davis handed him a condom pouch from where he’d left them. Kirby quickly ripped it open and rolled it on, nudging in, pausing to swipe the head of his cock up and down her slick pussy before settling in at her entrance.

Davis had propped her up against his chest and reached around, once again rolling her nipples between his fingers. He’d pulled her arms up, her hands clasped behind his neck.

Kirby took his time, savoring every bit of the feeling of her hot pussy engulfing his cock as he slowly pressed deep inside her body. He and Davis were about the same size, a little more than eight inches, so she wouldn’t have any drastic differences there. Once he bottomed out inside her, he ground his hips against hers, feeling her clit and loving the way she moaned when she realized what he was doing.

“Wonder if I can fuck one more out of you like this,” he said, slowly withdrawing before thrusting, hard and deep, grinding against her.

She gasped, moaning, trying to thrust back against him.

He kept that up, smiling as she did manage one more small orgasm for them.

“Good girl,” Davis said, nuzzling her ear.

 

* * * *

 

Kirby seemed to be satisfied with making her come one more time. He started fucking her for real, pounding her and feeling so fucking good, better than anyone else ever had. With Davis torturing her nipples and adding to her pleasure, she couldn’t believe this was happening to her.

When Kirby came, he took several last hard, fast strokes before falling still with a satisfied groan.

“Oh.” He grabbed the base of his cock and pulled out. “Sorry. Damn, that was good.” He leaned in and kissed her. “I’ll be right back.” He stood and headed to the hall bathroom to clean up.

That left Davis.

He sat her up and then removed his shorts and briefs and lay down on his back, handing a condom to her.

His cock was every bit as big as Kirby’s had been. When she started to lean in and kiss it, he reached down and stopped her. “Not yet,” he said. “Not without a condom. I won’t make you do that.”

She met his gaze and waited as it skittered down, to the side, up, and then back to her. “What if I want to?”

“Be a good girl and wait. If you want to do it through a condom, I won’t stop you, but it won’t taste good. I’ll get my tests done next week, too.”

Okay, this had to be right. Most guys would have jumped at the chance, and here Davis was telling her to wait.

She rolled the condom over his hot shaft, slowly, until he was completely sheathed. Kirby was returning as she straddled Davis and slowly impaled her pussy on his cock.

Davis let out a soft hiss of pleasure through his teeth. He reached up, holding his hands out to her, and she laced fingers with him.

He drew them down, bracing his elbows on the floor. “Ride me,” he said.

She did, loving the way he felt inside of her, slightly different than Kirby and yet just as good.

Kirby knelt behind her and reached around between her legs, finding her clit and playing with it.

“Yes,” Davis breathed.

At this rate, Kirby would be able to pull one more out of her, and that’s exactly what he set out to do as she fucked Davis. When her orgasm hit, he released her hands and put them on his chest, then grabbed her hips and started fucking his cock up into her, hard and fast, until he let out a quiet grunt and fell still.

She let Kirby support her as she stroked Davis’ chest, unsure what he wanted her to do. When Davis pulled her down onto him and kissed her, Kirby climbed off and stretched out next to them, stroking her back and ass.

After a moment, Davis eased her onto her side between them, withdrawing his cock from her and his chin resting on the top of her head. “Was that okay?”

She giggled, kissing the base of his throat. “Yes, silly. It was way better than okay.”

Kirby spooned along her back, cradling her head with one arm, his other draped over her waist. He kissed her shoulder, tracing it with his lips. “That was definitely way better than okay from my end.”

Davis sat up, hesitated, then kissed her. “Do you mind if I go back to my room for the night?”

She reached up and palmed his cheek. “Are you all right?”

“I am. Just tired. I don’t mind if you spend the night alone with Kirby, as long as you’re okay with it.”

“It’s okay,” Kirby whispered in her ear. “He needs alone time.”

She offered Davis a smile. “See you in the morning?”

Davis’ gaze met hers, his brown eyes pausing, focused.

Staying.

“Yes. Including more of this, if you’d like.”

“I most definitely would like.”

“I’ll leave my bedroom door open,” Kirby told him. “Feel free to come in.”

“Okay. Good night.”

“Good night,” she said.

Davis stood and left the room, and seconds later she heard his bedroom door close.

She rolled to face Kirby and hooked her leg around his. “Are you okay with this?”

He smiled. “Oh, yeah. Just wait.” He kissed her, slowly, sweetly. “When I get you used to anal, you’ve got a real treat in store for you.”

Her heart raced. “Yes, Sir? What’s that?”

He had a way of nibbling along her throat that made her breathless. “One of us fucking that sweet, tight ass of yours while the other fucks your pussy, and we use a vibrator on your clit at the same time. You’ll get addicted to it.”

“We could try it in the morning.”

He grinned. “I appreciate your eager enthusiasm, but I don’t have any lube or gloves, and I really want you used to anal first.” He kissed her. “Because,” he said, his voice dropping, “we get you to that point, we’re going to fuck you hard and fast and make you scream our names while you beg for more.”

She whimpered. “Yes, Sir.”

“Why don’t we go freshen up and head to my bedroom?”

“Is he all right?”

“He needs time to adjust to the new normal. Usually on Fridays, if we don’t go to our parents’ for dinner, he comes home, eats, and that’s the last I see of him until Saturday morning. I’m actually surprised he came out of his room earlier.”

“I’m glad he did.”

Kirby grinned. “Based on the noises you were making, so am I, because you enjoyed that.”

“I did.”

He helped her up and a few minutes later, they were snuggling in his bed. He turned on the TV and set the timer for it to go off before cuddling her close. “Fair warning, he’s also not a cuddler the way I am. That’s just him and nothing personal.”

“That’s okay.” She closed her eyes and listened to the sound of his heart beating in his chest. “Maybe this is even better, with both of you.”

“Why’s that?”

“Well, I’m certainly not complaining about it, and he’s happy, and you get to handle snuggles after it’s over.”

“We are forty-one,” he said. “We’re not teenagers. So it doesn’t put my nose out of joint having him to tag in when I need a break.”

She’d never thought a relationship like this with one man, much less two of them, would ever be in her cards. The last thing she wanted to do was screw it up.

“Promise me something,” she said.

“Depends on what it is.”

“Don’t hold back with me. Talk to me. If there’s a problem, tell me sooner rather than later. I don’t want you managing me like that.”

His brow furrowed. “Where’s this coming from?”

“I’m…paranoid.” She snuggled in again. “I don’t want this to implode.”

“Neither do we, baby. Neither do we.”


Chapter Eleven

 

The next morning, she felt the mattress dip behind her a few minutes after she’d returned to bed following a trip to the bathroom.

“Morning, Davis,” Kirby sleepily muttered.

“Good morning,” he replied.

She didn’t move, waiting for Davis to decide how he wanted to be positioned. He lay behind her but not spooning her the way Kirby had. His hand came to rest on her hip, then she felt his breath on the back of her neck.

“Good morning, Davis,” she said.

“Good morning.” After a couple of minutes, she felt him relax, as if he’d gotten used to being so close. His hand slowly slid up her body until he cupped her breast and she felt his hard cock brush against her ass.

She tipped her head back to smile at him. “Somebody’s awake.”

“That makes one of us,” Kirby mumbled. “You won’t hurt my feelings if you start without me.”

They’d brought the condoms into the bedroom with them last night and left them on the bedside table. She sat up and went to reach for one when Davis pressed her down against the bed and settled between her legs again, his mouth latching on to her clit.

She didn’t know how many times he made her come, because after a while they started to blur together into one long, rolling orgasm. Kirby woke up enough to pin her wrists over her head and kiss her, muffling her cries as Davis tirelessly used his tongue on her pussy and clit. This time when Davis fucked her, he took her from behind, on their sides while Kirby lay next to her and licked her clit.

The deliciously helpless feeling she felt while between them was something she’d never known before.

And something she never wanted to stop.

She could imagine this might become highly addictive and felt herself sliding ever closer to the L word with them.

Once Davis came, he pulled out but didn’t leave the bed, reaching around her and fingering her while Kirby fucked her, face to face on their sides.

Nearly an hour later after they’d started, they were finally all sated again and she was feeling sore in a lot of very good ways.

Davis didn’t move. “I’ll go take a shower. I don’t have a preference where we eat breakfast.”

She tipped her head back for a kiss from him before he left the room.

“He means it,” Kirby said.

She looked, his blue gaze so different from Davis’. “What?”

“When he said he has no preference, he honestly doesn’t care. Frankly? For him to say that this morning is a big deal.”

“Will he be okay with me wanting some alone time with him every once in a while?”

“Yes, but I need to give you a Davis 101 crash course first.”

“Why?”

He lifted his head. Davis had closed his bedroom door, and they heard the shower start.

“Whatever you do, don’t ever tell him you love him unless he’s said it first.”

She felt her face heat a little. “Why not?”

“Because he’s got this admirable but irritating ethos that he doesn’t want to hurt someone. He’s had several friends with bennies relationships, but if they say they love him, he breaks up with them because he doesn’t want to hurt them.”

“Okay.”

“There’s…a lot. Stuff you haven’t run into before now.” He sat up. “Let’s grab our shower and then we can run you by your place for a change of clothes.” He stroked her cheek. “If you want to spend tonight, too, that’s okay.”

She smiled. “Is that an order, Sir?”

He grinned. “Would you like it to be?”

“Yes, Sir.”

He kissed her. “Then consider it one.” He stood and helped her up, then sent her through the door first, startling her with a light bare-handed swat against her ass.

She glanced back at him, giggling. “Is Sir getting spanky?”

“Maybe. Let’s get our asses in the shower and see.”

 

* * * *

 

They stopped by her place and she not only changed but grabbed some extra clothes, just in case. They went out to breakfast at a place she’d been to a few times near her apartment and Davis sat next to her in the booth as he studied his menu.

Across from her, Kirby winked and reached down to stroke her leg, where she’d propped her foot on the seat next to him.

“Is there anything you can recommend?” Davis asked.

“I’ve had a few things here and everything was good. Pancakes, the omelets—never had a bad meal here.”

Davis nodded.

She had a thought. “Davis, could we go out to dinner alone on Tuesday? Mondays are usually crazy for me, but I’d like to take you out to dinner.”

He looked up from his menu and stared at her.

Well, at her forehead.

“Why?”

“Because she and I will probably have more alone time than you will with her,” Kirby interjected. “Just say yes.”

She and Kirby had discussed this during their shower. He’d agreed it would be better for her to have a solo date with Davis sooner rather than later, for both their sakes. If Davis was going to back out, it would be better if it happened now instead of after she’d become emotionally invested in him more than she already had.

She knew regardless she wanted to be with Kirby. If Davis was a permanent part of the deal, even better.

Meanwhile, Kirby would give her a crash course in dealing with him alone.

“Okay,” Davis said. “Yes. Thank you. But I’ll pay. Will you be choosing the restaurant?”

“Yes, if that’s okay with you?”

“Yes, that’s fine.” He returned his attention to the menu.

From across the table, Kirby squeezed her ankle before giving her a thumbs up.

 

* * * *

 

The plan was to go to dinner at Sigalo’s later, then the club, where the guys might actually play with her. Mel had texted Kim that she couldn’t talk right then, but that she’d be coming with Kirby and Davis.

Kim had responded with an emoji of a thumbs-up and a smiley face.

Meanwhile, they returned to the house and practiced their rope tying, which ended up with her tied while Kirby and then Davis ate her out, making her lose count of how many times they’d made her come.

She’d wanted to reciprocate, but the men wanted to wait until later.

At dinner that night, Kim got her alone in the restaurant’s bathroom and asked her.

“Fess up.”

“Well, we did it.”

“All three of you?”

Mel nodded.

Kim grinned and held up her hand for a high-five from her. “Atta girl. That’s the way to work it.”

“I mean, Kirby and I are definitely an item and working our way through some sort of a D/s dynamic. Davis and I are still feeling our way around. We’re going to go out alone on Tuesday and I plan to talk with him some more then.”

Kim’s smile faded. “What if he decides he doesn’t want to do stuff?”

“Then he doesn’t. It won’t change how I feel about Kirby.”

“Take your time and do a lot of talking. From the way I see Davis look at you, I think he’s really into you.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. He hangs on your every word.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.” Kim frowned. “You didn’t notice that?”

“Not really, no. He’s not comfortable making eye contact.”

“Oh, I mean no matter who you’re talking to. He’s usually paying attention to you and watching you. It’s adorable.”

That was something for her to talk to Kirby about later.

 

* * * *

 

Mason and Cole had helpfully offered to loan Davis and Kirby a few implements for them to try out tonight. Davis wasn’t sure how much of that kind of play they’d do because he knew Mel wasn’t a masochist. But she was willing to try it and see.

Once they were checked in, they picked a bench over on the far side of the club and quickly got her tied down to it. Mason talked Davis and Kirby through locating her bones, joints, showed them where not to hit, what kinds of implements were safe to use where, and other information the men needed. Once he finished, he stepped back to supervise their scene after Kirby made him promise to interrupt them if he saw them about to do something wrong that might harm her.

For her part, Mel seemed happy, her eyes closed and apparently enjoying feeling the men’s hands on her. They started out with Kirby kneeling at her head so he could talk to her while Davis stood at her ass. This was something he wanted to do, to experience. He wasn’t even sure if he’d be able to tolerate doing it, but after reading the books, he knew he should at least try.

He wanted to try.

For her.

Something about this lifestyle resonated with him, the way people communicated without a lot of confusion. Directly, to the point.

He liked the structure a Dom could set up for his submissive, the rules, the focus.

He wouldn’t know if this part, being an actual Top for impact play, would be something he could do long-term, but he’d never know unless he tried.

The fact that he wanted to try for Mel loomed large in his mind. That someone in his life outside his immediate family had settled in so completely and comfortably.

And he knew if he wasn’t able to do it, that he could explain it to Mel later and she would understand.

It all started with trying, though.

He rested his left hand on her lower back and stroked her ass cheeks with his right before he started out with light swats.

Kirby gave him the signal to keep going and increase the strength of his impacts, until he made a fist, their hold steady signal.

He alternated back and forth, side to side, giving her time to process between them and occasionally sliding his fingers between her legs to play with her clit. She was wet, too, and as he slicked his fingers in her juices and over her clit she tried to arch her back to maintain the contact even though she was securely tied to the bench.

I need to get her a collar and cuffs.

Once that idea had hit his brain, he knew he had to make it happen. It was…perfect. The thought soothed him, imagining her in their cuffs on her wrists and ankles.

Their collar.

When they switched places, Davis knelt by her head and slid his fingers into her mouth for her to suck clean. She softly moaned and he could imagine how good her tongue was going to feel on his cock once he let her do that.

He left his fingers in her mouth and rested his cheek against hers, his mouth near her ear. “Keep sucking like a good girl,” he softly said as Kirby nervously lined up to spank her.

She moaned around his fingers, increasing her efforts. He reached over with his other hand and started tweaking her nipples, which made her moan even louder.

“We won’t make you come yet, you know,” he said. “We’re going to make you wait until we get home and have you beg for it.”

She whimpered, mumbling, “Yes, Sir,” around his fingers. He wasn’t even sure she felt the swats Kirby was administering to her.

Abandoning her nipples, he signaled for Kirby to step it up. “Gently bite down on my fingers when he gets to the point where you’re on the edge of safewording.”

Davis continued signaling to Kirby while he kept talking to her. “When you finally do get to suck my cock, I’m going to enjoy fucking your mouth with it while Kirby fucks that sweet pussy of yours.”

No, he hadn’t been the best at pillow talk, but those books he’d devoured and was now on a second reading of each had helped.

And it seemed to be having the desired effect. She was moaning even as she sucked and licked at his fingers. In response, his cock ached in his jeans.

When she gently used her teeth on his fingers, Davis signaled that to Kirby and then kissed her cheek. “Such a good girl.”

After Kirby took a break, they switched to a very light acrylic paddle. Both men had tried the implements they were using against their own arms so they had an idea what it felt like. Davis took his turn first, then switched with Kirby. He again let her suck his fingers, fucking her mouth with them to show her what he was going to do to her in real life very soon.

He loved making her moan. It wasn’t faked, it was real, authentic, unafraid. She trusted them.

She had allowed them to tie her up and use her body.

He wouldn’t betray that trust, and he damn sure wanted to keep doing this with her. “And when we get our own implements, imagine me fucking your mouth at home while Kirby spanks your sweet ass. Would you like that?”

She mumbled a mmm-hmm around his fingers.

“I want to tie you up on your back with your legs spread wide open, redden your ass and thighs while we use a vibrator on you, and then fuck you while you’re still all hot and red.”

He realized Kirby was playing with her clit when she let out a deep moan and practically swallowed his whole hand.

“Don’t you dare come, sweetheart,” Davis warned. “You come right now, and I’ll tie you up and tease you all night and not let you come again.”

She whimpered, but apparently that had the desired effect.

 

* * * *

 

If this wasn’t subspace, Mel didn’t know what the hell was. It felt like she was floating, the pleasure and slight pain balancing each other out and making them both so much better, like salted caramel. By the time the men finished with her, she was horny and feeling like she had the world’s best beer buzz on without having drunk anything.

The men cleaned the bench up and wrapped her in a blanket before taking her over to one of the couches. Davis eased her over onto Kirby while he held her feet in his lap.

“How was that?” Kirby asked.

“Uh-huh!”

“I think she liked it,” Kirby said to Davis.

“I’m not sure. I nearly had my hand down her throat. I think we’ll be in trouble when she can suck our cocks.”

She burst out laughing and opened her eyes to look at Davis.

He wore a smile.

Yeah. This. Whatever she had to do to keep this happening, she would.

They headed back to the men’s place early, Mel so horny she could barely see straight. When they got inside the house, she started kissing Davis, but Kirby swatted her ass. “Go get in my bed, sweetheart. Be naked when we get there.”

They’d also stopped for lube, condoms, and some gloves during their travels that morning, and extra batteries for her vibrator, which had also been brought to the party.

When the men joined her, she was waiting for them, naked, on her back.

The men stripped and joined her, Kirby sliding a towel under her. Kirby kissed her and played with her nipples while she felt Davis between her legs. Davis spread her wide open, his mouth closing on her clit as she felt his gloved and lubed finger touch her virgin ass.

Yeah, she’d done a lot of things, but not that.

She must have jumped or made a noise, because Kirby lifted his mouth from hers and chuckled. “Oh, yeah. We aren’t fucking you there tonight, but we are going to start getting you used to that. We’ll have to get you a couple of butt plugs to work you up to it.”

It was uncomfortable, a tight, burning pinch as Davis’ finger stretched her and started fucking her, but he immediately sucked on her clit, offsetting the sensation until all she could do was rock her hips against him and fuck his hand.

When he withdrew his hand and started trying to insert two fingers, the discomfort returned. He went slowly, still distracting her and even sliding two fingers into her pussy, too.

Again, before long, she was moaning and fully into it, wishing they’d make.

Her.

Come.

That was apparently as far as they were going to go that night. He stopped and added more lube, then slowly continued fucking her ass with one hand as his fucked her pussy with the other. Then he withdrew his fingers from her pussy and replaced them with the vibrator.

When he turned it on, she let out a long, loud moan as her body gave up and gave in and gave it to them, the orgasm robbing her of all strength and will.

She looked up into Kirby’s blue gaze and his smile nearly made her slip up.

She nearly said it.

The words.

But she’d be lying if she denied it. She loved him and Davis both.

Now that Davis had made her come, he wouldn’t stop making her come until she finally had to say yellow to get them to stop making her come.

He immediately withdrew both the vibrator from her pussy and his fingers from her ass, leaving her empty and panting and thoroughly wrung out. He had a damp washcloth ready and cleaned her up before grabbing the towel and leaving the room as Kirby stretched out next to her.

She looked at him. “Where’d he go?”

“He’ll be right back. Davis being Davis.”

Sure enough, he quickly returned, and he’d apparently washed his hands. This time, they let her pick how they’d fuck her. She chose Davis to fuck her doggy style while she straddled Kirby, who rubbed his condom-clad cock along her clit while Davis fucked her, making her come one more time.

As soon as Davis had come and pulled out, Kirby immediately took his place in her pussy, pounding his cock into her and finally coming, pulling out all too soon for her liking.

She’d be glad when the tests were done.

Collapsing on top of Kirby, she closed her eyes and enjoyed the feel of his fingers lightly tracing up and down her spine.

Davis touched his forehead against the back of her head. “I’m going to go to bed.”

She turned to get a kiss from him. “Can I come cuddle with you for a few minutes?”

He paused, then nodded. “Okay.”

When he left, she looked down at Kirby, who grinned. “Take the chance,” he said. “Come back when you’re done.” He sat up. “I need to clean up anyway.”

She used Kirby’s bathroom and then followed Davis into his room. She’d seen the inside of his room but hadn’t been in his bed yet.

Davis emerged from the bathroom and turned off the bathroom light. There was enough light from the hall filtering in from the living room for her to see by. He climbed into bed and scooted toward the center, making room for her.

She climbed in next to him, almost afraid to move too much. “Is this okay?”

He felt for and found her hand, lacing fingers with her and drawing it up to his chest where he held it. “Yes.”

“Do you mind if we talk for a minute?”

“I don’t mind.”

“The stuff you said at the club while you guys were talking to me. I really liked that.”

He gently squeezed her hand. “I’m glad.”

“Did you mean it?”

“Yes.”

She wasn’t sure how to proceed without sounding needy. “Do you mind if I call you Sir, too?”

“I don’t mind. I’ll find you a leather collar and cuffs for us to play with you in.”

“You…you will?”

“Unless you don’t want any?”

“I-I do! Thank you, Sir.”

“You’re welcome.” She thought maybe he was starting to doze off when he spoke again. “Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For not freaking out when I was stupid and how I revealed our history to you. I didn’t know he hadn’t told you or I never would have said it.”

“But it was good that way. Look what happened.”

“I would have hated myself if it scared you off, though.”

“Takes more than that to scare me off. I’ve had a bad track record, if you forgot.”

“I have an eidetic memory.”

In the dark she couldn’t tell if he was joking or being serious, so she just let it go.

There didn’t seem much else to say, but she didn’t want to simply leave without saying something. “I can’t wait until you guys get your test results. I mean, I can, but—”

“I’m looking forward to seeing if you can deep-throat my cock,” he softly said.

Her heart pounded. He was such a man of contradictions. From his tone, he could have just as easily said, “I want to paint the ceiling blue.”

In the dark, it was easier, to be honest. “I’m looking forward to that, too, Sir. I’m looking forward to the two of you using me.”

He shifted onto his side, facing her, still holding her hand. With the other, he stroked her face before leaning in to kiss her, long and sweetly. “Maybe you’ll be spending a lot of weekends here dressed in nothing but cuffs and a collar.”

Just like that, she could picture it, too.

“I would like that, Sir,” she whispered.

He pressed a lingering kiss to her forehead. “Why don’t you go on back to Kirby now. You sound tired.”

“Thank you for tonight, Sir. I enjoyed it.”

“So did I, sweetheart.”

She climbed out of bed and headed for the door, pausing. “Door open or closed, Sir?”

“Closed, please. But feel free to leave Kirby’s open if he wants that.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Okay, that was starting to come all too easily to her.

She softly closed the door behind her and returned to Kirby, who tucked her against his side.

“How’s our boy?”

She let out a soft laugh and told him about what Davis had been saying while she was on the bench, and their conversation just then.

“Cuffs and collar, huh? I like that idea a lot.”

“Me, too, Sir.”

He kissed her. He’d left his TV on, so she could see his face.

As he stared into her eyes, he nuzzled her nose. “Will it freak you out if I tell you I love you?”

Her heart had just started settling into a normal speed. At that, it took off racing again. “Not if I can tell you I love you, too.”

He smiled. “I know this won’t be easy. But either it’ll work out, or it won’t, and I don’t want to be afraid to tell you that.”

“Will he be okay with that?”

“We’ll see. Just…like I warned you. Go easy with him. Let him set the speed. He’ll surprise you. As he figures things out, he’ll catch up. You and I can meander all over the place and multi-task and stuff. He’s not like that. He thinks more in a straight line and has to transition between things. And what he’s working on in his mind might be well behind where you are. Be patient with him.”

 

* * * *

 

Kirby had given up trying not to get his hopes up. He knew he was in love with her, and he desperately wanted this to work.

Hopefully, Davis would be on board with this.

“Kim said at dinner tonight that Davis watches me all the time.”

“He does. I saw him doing it, too. He’s studying you, I think. Maybe studying his emotions about you. I don’t know. But it’s good.”

She settled in to go to sleep, and even after she relaxed in his arms and her breathing slowed and deepened, he lay there and tried not to think things he shouldn’t.

Like he’d love to see her with not just cuffs and a collar, but a wedding ring on her hand.

For the first time in his life, he was actually letting himself engage in fantasies about that.

Because for the first time in his life, he’d found a woman he wanted to spend the rest of his life with.


Chapter Twelve

 

Melanie needed Sunday and Monday night alone to let the good aches and pains ease up and to recover from the weekend.

Best weekend of her life, but she wasn’t used to being ridden like a rental pony.

Not that she was complaining, but no wonder Kim was in great shape. Keeping two guys happy—and having two guys keeping her happy—helped burn some calories.

Tuesday evening, Melanie wasn’t sure what to expect. Over the past two days, in text and on the phone, Kirby had drilled the basics into her brain, the things to steer clear of.

The things not to be upset over if they happened—or didn’t happen.

The good signs.

The warning cues.

Hopefully, they’d have a calm, pleasant evening.

Kirby assured her if that was the outcome, she should count it as a win worthy of Olympic gold-medal status considering that she hadn’t known Davis for very long.

And she’d offered to pick Davis up, meaning they’d make their reservation.

When she pulled into the men’s driveway, Davis’ car sat parked there, but Kirby’s wasn’t.

Again, she’d expected this. Kirby had told her it’d be better if he wasn’t home when she picked up Davis, because it might somehow derail the evening if Davis shiny-squirreled and headed off on a tangent.

But Davis pleasantly surprised her. She’d no sooner pulled in next to Davis’ car than the front door opened and he emerged.

Once he was in the car with her and had greeted her with a hesitant and slightly awkward kiss on the cheek, she got them headed toward the restaurant.

“Thank you for driving tonight,” Davis said.

“You’re welcome.”

“I know Kirby coached you.”

“You…do?”

“He told me.” Davis stared out the windshield, not at her. “It’s all right. I appreciate the thoughtful gesture.”

“Thoughtful?” She wondered if this was some of the mild and unintentional sarcasm Kirby had warned her about.

“That you cared enough and took the time to do it. And that Kirby took the time to coach you. It means you care. A lot of people don’t bother to get to know me because it’s a lot of work for them to understand me.”

“Oh.” She had to quickly reorient her emotions. That wasn’t exactly where she’d expected him to go.

Then again, Kirby had warned her about that, too.

“You’re welcome,” she finally remembered to add. “I do care about you. A lot.” Forewarned, she didn’t make the statement, even though she knew that boat had already sailed in terms of what she felt for both men.

She glanced his way. He was nodding, but didn’t say anything.

Fighting the urge to fill the silence, she let the radio play. They were almost to the restaurant when Davis spoke again.

“I care a lot about you, too.”

She’d call that a win. “You don’t mind that I’m involved with both of you?”

She’d already pulled into the parking lot before he answered. The way his brow furrowed had her worried. “I hadn’t honestly considered something like this before. Well, since college. To be brutally honest, I never imagined myself in this kind of a situation.”

There was a parking spot available in the shade, so she took it. “How do you mean?” She wasn’t even sure she wanted to hear this.

He still stared out the windshield, even though she sat right there and he was staring at the side of a Dumpster in the parking lot next door.

“I know my brother gets irritated at me, and I understand why. But I’m not a robot. I have urges and feelings and emotions, even if I can’t always easily express them the way other people can. I learned early on that most women don’t have the patience to try to have more than a superficial, short-term relationship with me. I don’t resent them for it, either.”

Now he looked at her, and his gaze, while starting around her chin, slowly rose until she was looking straight into his brown eyes. “Thank you for taking the time to get to know me and seeing me as more than some stereotype or an annoyance. The closer I am to someone, the easier it is for me to express myself to them.”

She laid her hand on the seat, next to his thigh. “I don’t see you as a stereotype or an annoyance. I like that you’re honest, and I’m actually relieved that there are firm ground rules you won’t change on a whim. No mind games. No…bullshit. It means a lot to me.”

His fingers edged toward her hand and he lightly stroked the top of it. “‘Whimsical’ doesn’t describe me. Neither does romantic, if you were wondering.” His fingers stilled, but now his whole hand lay on top of hers. “I’ve never trusted someone before. I mean, besides Kirby and my parents. I trust you.”

“Thank you for trusting me,” she quietly said.

“I love you.”

Melanie tried to process that and failed. Before she could ask exactly what he meant, he continued. “I don’t mean that metaphorically or sarcastically, either. I mean romantically. I’ve never felt this way before. I haven’t had serious relationships like Kirby has, but what I feel for you is far different from any person I’ve chosen to be with. I think, considering we haven’t known each other very long, it means something important. I hate it when you leave. I hate having to be away from you. I anticipate how long it is before I can see you again. Eagerly. When I got home from work last night I kept pacing the house and finally realized it was because you weren’t there.”

This was something she’d honestly never anticipated hearing from him. Which she’d been okay with, knowing the issues he dealt with. “I love you, too, Davis.”

“Are you saying that because you think I want to hear it, or because you feel it?”

“Because I feel it. Kirby warned me not to say it before you did.”

Davis’ gaze dropped again, focused on her nose or lips, she wasn’t sure. Then, he slowly started to nod. “That was wise.”

“Can I ask why?” Yes, Kirby had offered his opinion but she wanted to hear it from Davis.

He seemed to need to think about it. “Because women have said it to me when I didn’t feel like that and I ended things with them even if the rest of our relationship was enjoyable. I didn’t want them to…be hurt. I tend to know very quickly if a person is someone I won’t be able to open up to like that. Obviously, the answer in the past has been not. I don’t mind having a physical relationship with someone without loving them, and some women don’t mind that, either. But I won’t take advantage of someone.”

And there was the crux of why she loved Davis.

She said exactly that to him.

More slow, thoughtful nodding. “Should we go inside?”

If she didn’t know what she was dealing with before now, she might find it frustrating.

But fully aware of Davis and his ways, she found this endearing and yet another reason to love him. “Yes. Let’s go inside.”

 

* * * *

 

Davis wasn’t oblivious to the fact that people who wanted to be close to him could find him frustrating.

Melanie honestly wasn’t like any other woman he’d been involved with before. He was obviously physically attracted to her. Beyond that lay her uniqueness.

She was patient with him, curious, genuinely interested in getting to know him better. She didn’t give lip-service to his idiosyncrasies.

She didn’t appear to care what others thought about her or their relationship.

No, she wasn’t an academic, but she was brilliant in her own ways. Her sense of humor, her wit, her common interests with them all drew him in. The tenacious way she’d worked her way into her position at her job.

In some ways she reminded him of his mother, but not in creepy ways. She exhibited the same calm nature.

She soothed him.

Being with her quieted his brain and allowed his arrow-straight thinking and processing to pause and spread out, flow.

Rest.

Being with her rejuvenated him while most social interactions drained him.

She was the first woman he’d ever been with who made him feel better upon her arrival, and worse when she left.

And wasn’t that the definition of love?

That she’d taken the time to talk with Kirby and learn about him touched him. He’d warned women he’d dated in the past about that, to talk to his brother before making their decision to pursue a relationship with him.

None before her had truly taken that to heart. He was too much work, too high-maintenance in exchange for what they received in return.

He understood that and didn’t take it personally. He knew it was more about them and their expectations than him.

There was nothing “wrong” with him. As with the neurotypical population, it was just a matter of eventually meeting a woman who would fit with him.

Now, he had.

That was exactly why he didn’t mind sharing Melanie with Kirby. Because Kirby could fill in the missing pieces. He wasn’t jealous of his brother, or Melanie’s relationship with him, because it made Davis happy to see her happy, and it made Davis happy to see Kirby happy.

Wasn’t that the true definition of compersion that the polyamorous people talked about? What was wrong with that?

So many interactions in his life drained him. Kirby didn’t drain him, but only because his brother knew him.

His parents didn’t drain him even though there were still things they wanted from him that pushed the limits of his patience at times.

Melanie didn’t drain him.

She inspired him.

Inside the restaurant, Melanie deferred to Davis about their table, even though they didn’t have much of a choice. He held her chair for her before sitting,

“Is this all right?” she asked when the server had taken their drink orders and left them with menus.

“I don’t understand.”

“I mean, the table. Everything.”

He reached across the table and brushed his fingers across the top of her hand. “Everything is fine.”

And for once, it absolutely was.

 

* * * *

 

Davis had surprised Mel once again by asking to drive over to Siesta Key and walk along the beach to watch the sunset after their very pleasant dinner together.

Even more shocking, he’d asked to hold hands while they walked.

They were past the “can I ask you a question” phase. Davis had outright told her during dinner that he welcomed her questions, and wouldn’t consider them rude.

“Why does physical contact bother you sometimes?”

“Tactile sensitivity. Part of it depends on who it is. I’ve learned to tolerate things like handshakes from coworkers or in social settings when necessary. I don’t enjoy it, but like many things it was a long process of desensitizing myself to it. Intimate contact like hugging or holding hands or more depends on the person and my relationship to them and whether my desire for the contact overrides the discomfort the contact might bring.”

“What about sex?” The sex they’d had was hotter than hell, but to be honest, had Kirby not been there for the cuddling part and to help explain, she might have thought Davis was an asshole.

“If I’m sexually attracted to someone who is sexually attracted to me, and they want to sleep with me, I explain to them things like I’ve explained them to you. I’m honest about myself so they understand that I probably won’t react like they’re used to. If things progress, the pleasure of the process allows me to compartmentalize. I mean, I want to have relationships with people I’m attracted to. There’s a lot of stereotypes out there that people who are on the autism spectrum can’t have relationships. And technically, I’ve never been diagnosed as that, even though conventional wisdom would say that I fit the diagnosis. Certainly, if someone is severely developmentally disabled, perhaps their relationships are impaired. But I’m not, obviously. Most people on the spectrum are not. It’s not that we don’t feel, because we do. But we express and process our emotions differently. Many people who are neuroatypical, not just on the autism spectrum, have fulfilling social and personal lives. Just like neurotypical people.”

“So is physical touch painful for you?”

“Sometimes it can be. It’s a sensory processing thing. My mother did a lot of work with me as a child that helped with that. But the reason I have ten of the same shirt or pants in different colors, or several shoes of the same kind, is for that very reason. If I find an article of clothing that’s comfortable, then I buy it in multiples. Even extras to keep back when something wears out. That has nothing to do with patterns or liking things the same. It’s because I want to wear something that won’t…bother me. I need to focus on my work, and not if the seam on the shoulder of my shirt is irritating my skin.”

“That makes perfect sense. I never thought of that before.”

“Don’t women joke that if they find shoes they like and that are comfortable, they buy them in all the colors?”

“Touché.”

They’d stopped walking, and he’d started pointing out constellations. She would have stood there all night with him, listening to him, watching his face as he became animated about the topic.

Then she remembered they were on a date. “Will you teach me how to touch you in ways that don’t make you uncomfortable?”

He didn’t look down at her at first. Finally, he did, but his gaze focused on her forehead.

“I’d like that,” he quietly said.

There was a vulnerability in his tone that nearly broke her heart.

“When you’ve slept with other women in the past, did you do that?”

“Not usually. I would make them come first, several times if possible, then I’d come. Usually through intercourse, sometimes through oral sex. Rarely a hand job because a physical relationship didn’t usually last that long to get to the point where I’d teach her how.”

“Do you masturbate?”

The hint of a smile curved his lips. “I have an eidetic memory. Are you asking in general, or would you like a detailed recounting of the dates and circumstances?”

She fought the urge to laugh in case he took it the wrong way even though she suspected that’d been Davis joking. “In general.”

“I masturbate. My physical needs aren’t any different than any other average man my age. How that goal is achieved is a little more complicated when it’s not involving masturbation.”

“Friday night when we were together and I was on top of you. I didn’t hurt you, did I?”

“No. There were a few things I was uncomfortable with.”

“I’m sorry.”

“I didn’t mean for you to apologize.” He hesitated. “When you were stroking my chest. I prefer firm, non-stroking contact there.”

“Show me, please?”

“You mean over my shirt?”

Now she smiled. “Yes.”

He placed her hands about where they’d been that night, then pressed down firmly. “Like that.” Now his gaze was fixed fully on hers, meeting hers.

He used stronger pressure than she would have imagined comfortable. “That doesn’t hurt?”

“Not like that. I like strong hugs that I’m prepared for from people I enjoy that from.”

“Strong hugs?”

He pulled her arms around him, one around his waist and the other higher, and did the same, embracing her. It was a hard, squeezing, nearly desperate-feeling hug.

And she liked it.

“Is that okay?” he asked.

“Yes. It feels good.”

“Kirby doesn’t have these kinds of reactions,” he said. “I suppose in a way that’s a benefit for you.”

“It is.”

When Davis ended the embrace, he once again reached for and took her hand in his as they walked back toward her car. “Can we sit and talk for a while before we go back to my place?”

“I would love that.”

If he wanted to talk to her all night, she’d sit and listen.

Just the fact that he’d opened up to her, let her in, was huge.

And he loved her.


Chapter Thirteen

 

Kirby was home when they returned a couple of hours later, Mel was happy to see.

“Would you like to come in?” Davis asked.

“I’d like that, thank you.”

“I don’t mind if you want to spend time with Kirby.”

“Did you have a good time tonight?”

He leaned in, his hand cupping her cheek as he stared into her eyes. “I had a great time with you tonight. Thank you.” Then he kissed her.

It felt like after their talk, and Davis’ confession to her about how he felt, something had slipped slightly, falling into place.

They went inside and after saying good night to her, Davis headed to his bedroom.

Kirby led her into his bedroom and closed the door, turning on the TV to help cover the sound of them talking. “Well?”

She grinned, nodding. “He told me he loves me.”

Kirby let out a silent scream of joy, punching at the air before picking her up and swinging her around, making her squeal.

They froze when Davis knocked on Kirby’s door. “May I come in?”

She nodded.

“Sure, buddy,” Kirby said, reaching for the remote control to turn down the TV volume.

Davis walked in. “Would you both be okay if I planned a day for me and Mel this Saturday?”

They hadn’t made any plans at all yet. She exchanged a glance with Kirby before walking over to Davis. “I’d love that, thank you.”

“I’m fine with it,” Kirby said.

“Thank you.” Davis started to turn, hesitated, then leaned in and kissed her. “And thank you for waiting until I said it first.”

She smiled. “Thank you, Sir.”

He gave her a little half-smile before turning and leaving, closing the door behind him.

She turned back to Kirby, eyes wide. He wore a silly grin and stalked over to her, grabbed her, picked her up, and spun her around again before falling onto the bed with her.

“I love you,” he whispered.

“I love you, too, Sir.”

“That’ll get confusing.”

“Would you prefer Grand Poobah or something?”

“Getting awfully mouthy for someone who’s starting to like being tied down and spanked.”

She grinned. “Yes, Sir.” She sat up, yawning. “Sorry. I need to get home. It’s late.”

“You going to be okay to drive?”

“Yeah. Don’t try to talk me into staying. I hate mornings, and I’d rather stay up late than get up early.”

“Ah. Understood.”

He walked her out to her car and as she drove away, she glanced in her rearview mirror and saw him standing there, watching her.

Love.

She had not one guy, but two guys who loved her.

Now if she could just not screw it up.

 

* * * *

 

Mel wasn’t sure what to expect from Davis, but made sure to keep her expectations low and her mind wide open. The fact that he was putting in the effort meant a lot to her. She knew this kind of thing wasn’t easy for him, and she appreciated it.

Kirby either didn’t know what Davis had in store, or had been successfully sworn to secrecy, because he wasn’t saying anything and denied any knowledge of his plans. All she knew was Davis had told her to dress comfortably, shorts, a T-shirt, and sneakers, and to wear a hat and bring sunscreen, and to bring clothes to change into later, along with shower supplies.

She’d also expected Davis to possibly run late despite him telling her he’d pick her up at noon. Kirby had warned her that Davis had two modes—rigidly on time, or shiny-squirrel completion distracted if he took on another task before leaving.

Davis arrived at 11:59.

Good thing I’m ready to go!

She opened the door, her hopes starting to climb despite trying to talk herself out of that.

“Are you ready to go?” he asked by way of greeting.

Any other person, she would have considered that rude. For Davis, it was practically warm and snuggly. “Yes.” She grabbed her purse and backpack with spare clothes in it, as he’d instructed, and quickly locked the door behind her to follow him down to his car.

No kiss hello at the door, but it was like he remembered that once in the car, leaning in to kiss her.

He was adorably awkward like this, so much so that it was difficult to remember the guy could blow her mind in bed.

“So where are we going?” she asked. “Or is it a secret?”

“You’ll see.” He reached over and took her left hand, placing it on his bare thigh, past the hem of his shorts, patting it before putting his hand on the wheel again.

He might as well have said something deliciously dirty to her, because that was nearly as good as foreplay.

She didn’t stroke his leg like she might with Kirby, didn’t move her hand around. She kept it right there, where he’d placed it, hoping it didn’t bother him.

They headed south and east away from Sarasota, and before long she started to see signs for the Myakka River State Park. Not wanting to say anything and spoil the surprise, she waited until they’d reached the park entrance and they were waiting at the end of a line of four cars to pay the entry fee.

“I’ve never been here before.”

“I come out here a lot. Sometimes on my way home from work, just to be alone.”

She did the mental route calculations in her head. “That must take you out of your way.”

“I don’t mind. Sometimes I come in the back way. Or if I go in early, I leave early. It depends on my workload.”

She left it at that, one more piece of the Davis puzzle exposed and ready to snap into place very shortly.

After he’d paid the entrance fee for them, he drove along a meandering road that led through the park and past a large parking area overlooking a lake, where he finally parked. The park seemed busy, a lot of cars and people around, including pedestrians and people riding bicycles.

“I brought us lunch,” he said after he shut the car off. “I brought bottles of water because I wasn’t sure what you might want to drink and thought that would be best.”

“That’s fine. Thank you.”

They got out and she locked her purse and bag in the trunk. He’d brought a small cooler, as well as a backpack of his own, the contents he didn’t volunteer as he shouldered it. He locked the car and, after putting on his own hat, he carried the cooler and led the way toward a nearby trail that followed along the lake’s edge.

After walking for about fifteen minutes, they’d passed a few people, but it was obvious he was familiar with where he was going.

Eventually, he stopped in a shaded area just off the trail, which overlooked the river and north end of the large lake area. That’s when he set down the cooler and unshouldered his backpack. From it, he withdrew a sheet for them to sit on, as well as two pairs of binoculars, a Florida-specific wildlife and bird book, and insect repellant.

“Sometimes the mosquitoes are bad,” he said as he sat and handed her one of the pairs of binoculars.

She wasn’t sure what the point was to this outing, but he had her intrigued as she settled in next to him, close but not touching.

Turned out she didn’t have to wait long. In a low tone, he started explaining the history of the park and pointing things out to her in between turns looking through the binoculars. Not only did he seem to know every type of bird they saw—of which there were a lot—he knew the complete history of the park.

Including, she was sure, details probably not included in the basic brochure they’d been given.

He knew the migratory patterns of the bird species usually seen there in winter months, how the water table fluctuated depending on the time of year, and literally every plant species she could see from where they sat.

It didn’t sound dry, either. From the tone of his voice, she knew this was something he felt passionate about, and it fascinated her as much as the knowledge he related to her. They watched alligators slowly meandering along the water’s edge and turtles sunning themselves on the banks. She saw more types of birds than she thought she’d ever seen before at one time other than at a zoo or pet store, including some native species she’d heard about but had never seen in person in the wild, like roseate spoonbills.

“As we get into winter and the backcountry trails dry out, I’ll take you hiking through there. You can see deer and sometimes even bears.”

“Bears?”

“They didn’t used to be as common, but they’re making a comeback. There’s a canopy walk, too, but it’s closed right now for renovations. It should be open in a couple of weeks. When we leave, we can go through the visitor’s center, if you want to look at the exhibits. They have boat and tram tours, too, but I didn’t want to do those today. They’re less crowded during the week in the spring and fall when the snowbirds aren’t here and when school is in session.”

That’s when he turned to look at her, his sweet brown eyes meeting her gaze.

And holding it.

“Thank you for bringing me here,” she said, meaning it. “I’m having a good time.”

He didn’t look away. “You said you wanted to learn things that were important to me. This place is important to me. It’s a piece of Old Florida. It’s a piece of history. It’s also an important ecological feature not just for wildlife, but also for the watershed in the area. A lot of people come to Florida for Disney and the beaches, but they never see this.”

“How did you get interested in it?”

“We took a field trip here once in elementary school. It was on a weekday and it was so quiet out here, it felt peaceful. I begged my parents to bring us back. Once I got my driver’s license I started coming out here any chance I got. I could close my eyes and imagine it a hundred years ago when it was free-range cattle land. Or even farther back in history, when Native Americans lived in the region.”

He was still staring into her eyes and it felt like her soul wanted to crawl inside him. “I work for Murality because I enjoy the lab part of my job and it pays me well. I don’t enjoy what they do to the environment, though. Some people will argue they’re vital, because agriculture needs phosphate for fertilizer. Except that agriculture got along fine before this, and a lot of what’s mined here in the past couple of decades has ended up shipped over to China.”

A bird made a noise not far away, and they both turned to look, but didn’t spot the culprit.

“Some of the active mining areas look like moonscapes,” he quietly said. “I hate when I have to go on-site to the mining ops. I hate it. It physically hurts me to look at the land stripped bare like that.”

“I thought they had to reclaim it once they were done mining?”

He met her gaze again. “They do. And the requirements are growing stricter all the time. Requiring more than a one-to-one ratio of reclamation, in some cases. We’re really lucky we haven’t had an accident like Mosaic did with that sinkhole under their gypsum stack. I have a feeling it’s only a matter of time before something like that happens to us. The rock under this state isn’t like up north where you have bedrock. It’s limerock, like a sponge, and parts of it get eaten away. As the water table rises and falls, it creates sinkholes. You can never predict where one will form.”

“Could you find another job?”

He slowly nodded. “I’ve been thinking more and more about that.”

“Do you have a retirement plan with them?”

“It kicks in at twenty years. If I can stay there two more years, I can start looking for another position somewhere and still have my retirement fund. Unfortunately, my specialty is the phosphate industry. While I’ve let headhunters court me in the past, they always came back with similar jobs at that kind of pay. If I’m going to put myself through that kind of a drastic change, I want it to be in a different specialty. Maybe something more fulfilling. Satisfying.”

She’d been lucky she was at her job. It wasn’t the best paying job in the world, but it was steady employment and she’d worked for them since high school.

He opened the cooler and pulled out two cold bottles of water, opening and handing her one before he opened his own. “Don’t get dehydrated.”

She offered him a smile. “Thank you, Sir.”

“Are you hungry?”

“I could eat, yes.”

He withdrew two turkey and cheese subs, both carefully double-wrapped in zipper-top plastic baggies, and several individual packs of mayo and mustard. One of the subs, he’d written M on the outside of the bag with a black marker. That one he handed to her.

“I wasn’t sure what you’d want on yours, so I left it plain. I hope I brought the right condiments for you.”

“That’s great, thank you.”

He also had napkins and wet-wipe packages in separate double-bags, and packages of chips.

As they ate, he talked more about the park, the region, things he’d seen and done here at the park, and what it was that he did for a living. He told her about the brothers being active in the Boy Scouts growing up, including earning their Eagle Scout rankings. How he’d hated the socializing part of it sometimes, but loved the structure, the outdoor activities, earning his badges, helping other Scouts.

Doing projects that helped the community.

If she’d had any remaining doubts that he wasn’t a complex, complicated, and emotional man, they were completely gone by the time they finished eating lunch.

She’d never heard him talk so long, or so passionately, in all the time they’d spent together combined.

It didn’t matter that she’d seen this man naked and trusted him with her body and safety.

Now he was letting her into his hidden inner sanctum, trusting her with his soul.

And she had to ask. “Have you ever told anyone else about all of this before?”

 

* * * *

 

Davis stared out at the lake as he pondered her question. “Do you mean about coming here to the park, or what I do for a living? Or did you mean something specific?”

“In general. Like we’re talking now. About everything we’ve discussed.”

He forced himself to stare into her eyes again. It was getting easier for him to do. Especially since he loved the way how, in this light, the darker green flecks reminded him of the color of palmetto leaves in the park, the shadows underneath them when the sun was just right.

They were beautiful.

She was beautiful.

“I’ve never brought anyone else out here like this. Kirby knows I come out here a lot but he’s not really into hiking or nature. He didn’t enjoy Scouts as much as I did but stayed for me. And I usually don’t talk to people about work. I have confidentiality agreements because of proprietary information. Usually, I only discuss some details with Kirby or my parents.”

“Why did you bring me out here today?”

He wondered if she had a deeper reason for asking that. “Why?”

She nodded.

“I meant, why are you asking me why I brought you?”

Now she seemed at a loss for words and it took her a moment to reform her question. “I would like to know why you brought me out here to show me this, and confided in me the way you have. Because it seems like you have a reason for doing it other than just to show me around. I wanted to know if you brought me here for a superficial date, or if it has deeper meaning to you.”

This felt big. It felt important.

In a way few things in his life had felt before.

The way nothing regarding another person had ever felt before.

In a good way. The kind of way that he had quickly come to realize in his life was a positive addition, and something he didn’t want to lose. That to lose it would leave him with that bad feeling he frequently got over stimuli or situations he felt uncomfortable with.

“You said you wanted to get to know me better. I realized that you are the first person I’ve ever felt comfortable enough with to let you see this side of me.”

He liked her smile. This particular smile. She had several smiles, many of them casual and polite but which never reached her eyes.

This smile, the smile she was giving him now, seemed to not only reach her eyes, but expose part of her soul to him. “You trust me?” she quietly asked.

He nodded. “I do.”

When she laid her hand on the sheet next to his, he covered it with his hand, the gesture already soothing to him.

She seemed to get him.

She took the time and energy to understand him in a way no one ever had before.

“I trust you, too,” she said. “You’re sure it’s not going to be a problem that I’m involved with both you and Kirby?”

“No, because I know that I have my limitations, and so does he. He spends a lot of time in the field on projects and when he’s not working, he likes to be home, or doing things indoors. I am—oddly enough—the opposite. I spend most of my time in my office or in a lab. I enjoy being outside in my free time. But he’s more easily able to be in social situations and can express himself in ways I don’t excel at. I’m not jealous of him because he’s my brother. It makes sense that you could have two men who could fulfill different roles for you and still be able to share you in bed. From what I’ve learned, being poly is a non-standard relationship dynamic, but it’s not objectionable as long as everyone involved agrees to it. And I agree to it because I feel there are no disadvantages to it, in our case.”

“Do you enjoy the rope play and stuff we’ve done in bed?”

“Yes. Very much. I’m not sure how good of a full-time Dom I’d be, though.”

“I don’t expect you to be a full-time Dom. I just need to know I’ll always be able to trust you and that you’ll do your best to be honest with me.”

“I won’t cheat on you,” he assured her. “I won’t lie to you. I won’t seek out others to play with. Other than Kirby, of course, I expect the same in return from you.”

She nodded. “Yes.”

“It’s not uncommon for me to come home from work and need alone time. Depending on how my day went. It’s nothing personal. Kirby said I can be rude when I do that but that’s not my intention.”

“I understand.”

“That’s another reason I’m okay with this, because Kirby isn’t like that.”

“I will ask for communication,” she said. “If you need alone time, just tell me that. Especially early on. And be patient with me when I ask you why you’re doing something or what you’re feeling. Don’t expect me to be able to read your mind or know what’s going on or force Kirby to shoulder the burden of interpreting and explaining your actions to me.”

“That’s reasonable.”

“I would like more days like today with you,” she added. “Alone time with you. Here, or doing other things.”

“Technically it’s not alone time if we’re together.” He smiled, hoping she took it as a joke.

It earned him a giggle. “I meant without Kirby. And the other way around, too. But there will be times I’d like the three of us to spend time together.”

“Outside of bed?”

Her smile told him she also took that as the joke he’d intended it. “Yes. Outside of bed.”

“Kirby and I enjoy doing things together. We go out to eat or see movies or attend events that are mutually interesting.”

“Eventually, I’d be open to moving in together.”

He felt his breath hitch. That exquisitely rare feeling hit him, slammed into him.

The feeling of perfection.

“I would like that, too. I’m not sure if I’ll be able to spend every night together with you and him in the same bed. I think there will be nights I need to be alone, or would like to be alone with you.”

“That’s reasonable,” she said with the smile he was quickly growing so fond of he knew he’d come to hate the times he had to say good-bye to her, even for just the workday.

“There will probably be times you get aggravated at me for not understanding why you’re upset over something, or times that I inadvertently make you upset or hurt your feelings without meaning to.”

“I know.”

“I’m not trying to do it on purpose when that happens. I literally think and process things differently than you do and I don’t always stop to consider if I’m saying the best thing in the best way. I’m not saying your feelings aren’t less valid than mine, but I have a very linear way of thinking, especially if I get fixated on something.”

“Kirby’s warned me about that.”

“Don’t think you can memorize every episode of The Big Bang Theory and understand how I think, because it’s nothing like me.”

The smile again. “I understand.”

“I’m not a savant, and I’m not one lab accident away from being a supervillain. I do have a high IQ, but so does Kirby. I know this park because it’s been part of my life all of my life. The constellations I learned back in school, and hello, eidetic memory.”

He looked down at the sheet, where his hand still lay atop hers. He closed his fingers around her hand and gently squeezed. “I can adapt in certain ways, given enough time. But you need to understand that you have to be prepared to accept me the way I am right now, in case I can’t adapt in some ways.”

“I do.”

He met her gaze again, studying her face. He didn’t have to memorize it because it was already implanted in his brain.

He wanted to study her.

“My desired goal,” he quietly said, “is that, eventually, I would like this to be permanent. For life. Including with Kirby. If you aren’t looking for that, or willing to put up with me for that long, please be kind and be honest with me now. It takes a lot for me to make changes in my life and that’s usually not a pleasant process no matter how positive the change. I am willing to go through that process to attempt to make those changes for you.”

“What about children?”

“Are you asking that because you want children?”

“No. We appear to be putting all our cards on the table, and that’s one that needs to be discussed.”

He had to think about it for a while. During that moment, he still couldn’t pull his gaze from her face. “I don’t know. I’ve never been with someone long enough, or who I cared enough about, to have that kind of discussion. I’d have to think about it for a while and get back to you.”

“That’s a good enough answer for now,” she said. She turned her hand over, palm up against his. “At this point in my life, I could go either way. If you guys decided you wanted kids and were in agreement on it, I’d probably be okay with it. Right now, it’s not a priority for me, and I don’t expect it to become a priority.”

They stayed for another hour. He couldn’t remember a time in his life he’d felt so at ease with someone before, including Kirby or his parents.

Other than their personal conversations, it didn’t require any effort on his part to stay in the moment, stay focused, and not be bored.

He was having fun.

With another person.

With zero resentment on his part.

After touring the visitor’s center, as they made their way back to the car, he stopped and turned to her. “Are you being honest with me that you enjoyed this?”

She stepped in close. “I am being completely honest with you that I really enjoyed this time with you today. I am looking forward to coming here with you again.”

“I’ve never camped out here before. They allow camping and have cabin rentals. Would that interest you?”

“Maybe. If the weather’s right and we aren’t getting eaten alive by mosquitoes.”

Without thinking about it, he leaned in and kissed her, quickly, on the lips.

Then he turned and continued on to the car.


Chapter Fourteen

 

Davis drove them back to his house. It was a little before five, and Kirby’s car wasn’t in the driveway when they arrived.

“He was going to help our dad with some projects today. He should be back soon.”

Davis wouldn’t let her help unload the car or clean out the cooler. When he finished that, he joined her in the living room. “If you don’t mind, I’d like the three of us to have dinner at Sigalo’s tonight.”

This was…

This felt huge.

“That sounds very nice.”

“I don’t want to go back to the club later, though. I’d like to spend the night at your apartment. Just you and me. If that’s okay?”

She knew what a big step this was for him. Even better, they’d all been tested and had agreed that, even though they only had the HIV results back, they’d risk not using condoms. There was no reason for any of them to think they had something.

“It’s all right with me. Is it okay with Kirby?”

“I asked him and he said it was.”

This wasn’t just huge—it was monumental.

“Then that sounds like fun.”

He nodded and headed for the hallway before he stopped and turned. “Would you like to take a shower with me?”

Her heart skipped a beat. “I’d like that very much.” She grabbed her stuff and followed him into his room.

In the daylight, it looked relatively tidy, although she could see how their weekly cleaning service probably kept him from descending into a mire of his own making. He left the bedroom door open, she noticed, so she didn’t close it. He started undressing, dropping all his clothes into a hamper by the walk-in closet door before he headed into the bathroom.

She couldn’t help but let her eyes wander up and down his backside. The guy was gorgeous. Both brothers were. Lucky for her they hadn’t been hooked by someone before she met them. Davis stood three inches taller than Kirby, and lean, his skin slightly paler in tone. His soft, straight brown hair was about the same shade as his brown eyes, and only a couple of grey hairs were sprinkled here and there. He kept it trimmed a little on the short side in a nondescript style. Likely very easy to take care of, for him.

Pulling her shirt over her head, she kicked off her sneakers and quickly shed the rest of her clothes. She’d be damned if she’d turn this invitation down.

Davis was a man of contradictions. While she understood what a big deal this was for him, outwardly he appeared nonchalant.

As nonchalant as Davis ever acted.

He’d already stepped into the shower and had the water running by the time she joined him in there. This was the larger of the house’s two bathrooms, and had a large shower-soaking tub combination.

“Would you like me to scrub your back for you?” he asked.

“Yes.” She handed him the washcloth and he soaped it up and tentatively started on her right shoulder. “You’re not hurting me.”

He seemed to gain confidence, moving slowly, eventually leaning in and kissing her right ear, making her heart flutter.

“Do you want to do my back?” he whispered.

For a man who claimed he wasn’t an expert in relationships, he sure seemed to find his way directly to her clit. “Yes, Sir.” She took the washcloth from him.

 

* * * *

 

Davis turned around and she tentatively started firm, slow strokes against his left shoulder. He rested his forehead against the tile, closing his eyes as his cock started inflating.

“Is that okay?” she asked.

“That’s wonderful, thank you.”

As she worked down his back, she rested her left hand on his left hip, and he reached down, clasping it and pulling her hand around to his front where he wrapped her fingers around his cock.

He reached back with his right arm and pulled her body against his. She dropped the washcloth and pressed her hand against his chest. Warm water flowed down his skin as he got used to feeling her there, enjoying it in a way he hadn’t enjoyed anything before.

Fighting the urge to rock his hips against her hand and explode right there, he slowly jacked his cock with her hand. “Like that,” he said. “That’s perfect.”

She kissed his back, laying her head against him as he closed his eyes and savored the pleasure. After a few minutes, he stopped her and turned, staring down into her green eyes. Recalling the books he’d read, he reached up behind her, grabbing her hair firmly.

“Does that hurt?”

She smiled. “No. You can take a tighter grip if you want to.”

He did, enjoying the soft gasp she made. “Like that?”

“Yes.”

He leaned in and kissed her, slowly, tasting and savoring it. “Yes, what?” he whispered.

“Yes, Sir.”

It was like something inside of him lit up, a bank of secret switches all tripped at once. She trusted him.

He kissed her again, harder this time, enjoying the way she tasted, the way she responded to him—everything about her.

Using a little pressure, he eased her down to her knees, his cock now throbbing and hard. She needed no extra instructions, her mouth already open as she leaned in to swallow his shaft.

Holding her head, he slowly thrust, taking his time and holding back, wanting to explode inside her pussy, not her mouth. Not this time. What he wanted to do was make her come first, preferably more than once to make her happy, before he took his own pleasure.

After a few minutes of that, he pulled his cock from her mouth and urged her to her feet again. The delicious glazed look in her eyes twisted his heart, made his pulse race.

He turned her around. “Hands against the wall.”

She did, and he stepped behind her, his cock rubbing along the seam of her ass as he folded his body around hers. With his left hand he cupped her left breast. His right sought and found her clit, sliding his first and second fingers down along either side of it.

A moan escaped her. He started playing with her clit, wiggling his fingers back and forth on either side of her clit, slowly at first then speeding up as her body responded. With his left hand, he started rolling her nipple between his fingers, increasing her moans.

Her hips rocked against him, wriggling, trying to get him to fuck her. So he released her breast and lined his cock up, slowly sliding it inside her wet pussy as a louder moan rolled through her. His hand returned to her left breast. Now her pussy fluttered around his cock, her body under his control.

“Come for me,” he said. “I want to feel you come on my cock.”

His left hand moved to her right breast and he started tweaking that nipple. He thought maybe he’d have to change tactics when she suddenly let out a cry, bucking her hips back against him as her pussy contracted around his cock.

He smiled. “Good girl. Now give me another one.”

 

* * * *

 

Mel wasn’t sure exactly what he was doing with his fingers on her clit, but she was damn sure going to have to find out and make sure he did it again at some point. Between him playing with her nipples, and then filling her with his cock, it shoved her over the edge and hard.

That was after he’d spun her head in the good way by playing the Dom card on her.

He didn’t let up, his fingers still moving, playing, stroking her sensitive clit as he drove her up to the edge again.

There was about a second where she pondered the irony of the situation, that Davis was mind-blowing when it came to sex, before she felt the start of her second orgasm hit her and she closed her eyes, riding the waves of pleasure. Finally, he started fucking her, driving her closer to yet another release as his fingers on her clit never slowed.

For the first time, it felt like she had a guy—guys—who weren’t just interested in themselves or proving a point. The soft groan Davis made as he climaxed didn’t just fill her pussy with hot cum, it warmed her heart.

Especially when he wrapped both his arms around her and held on tightly, his face pressed against the back of her neck, his teeth gently raking across her flesh.

She laid her hands over his and leaned back against him.

“I love you,” he softly said.

Tipping her head back, she smiled up at him. “I love you, too, Sir.”

Then he smiled at her, and it wasn’t just a handsome curve of his lips, or a little quirk at the corner of his mouth.

It was a smile.

He slid his softening cock from her and turned her in his arms to kiss her again. “Was that good?”

“That was great. Everything was great.”

He pulled her arms around his shoulders, draping his around her waist. This time when he kissed her, she pressed her body against his and held on tightly.

“I read all those books to learn,” he said. “But I didn’t realize how much fun that would really be.”

“What?”

He reached up and fisted her hair again. Her clit throbbed in response as he eased her head back so he could nip along the edge of her chin. “Taking control.”

She wanted to drop to her knees again and go after his cock a second time, but he turned her so she was under the water, finally releasing her hair.

“Let’s finish our showers so we don’t keep Kirby waiting when he gets here.”

 

* * * *

 

They had a good dinner, but Davis once again surprised her by wanting Kirby to drive her back to her place and he would meet her there. He sprang that on them as Kirby was driving them back to the men’s house from Sigalo’s.

“Okay, but why?” she asked, leaning forward from where she sat in the backseat.

“I want you to have alone time with him. To talk about today.”

She shared a glance with Kirby, who shrugged.

No help there.

“I’m okay with that if Kirby is.”

“Yeah, no problem.”

“Thanks,” Davis said.

When they reached the men’s house, she got out and gave Davis a kiss before he helped her into the passenger seat.

“Did you leave anything in our house that you need?” he asked.

“My stuff’s all sitting by the front door.”

“I’ll bring that for you. See you soon.”

He walked inside as Kirby backed them out of the driveway.

“Wow,” he said. “That was unexpected. So, honestly. How did today go?”

They’d told him about the basics of where they’d gone and what they’d done. “It really was fun.”

“Good. He can be your outdoorsy guy. I’ll be your couch potato.” He grinned.

She didn’t want to reveal too much and breach Davis’ trust. “He’s really deep. He showed me another side of himself today.”

Kirby’s smile faded. “Most people don’t get to see that about him. He guards himself. Too many misunderstandings in his life, and too many bullies. If he opens up to you, it means he trusts you.”

Now that it seemed whatever they had was going to be long-term, she took a moment to let reality sneak in. “I need to figure out how to break this to my family,” she said.

“What?”

“The two of you.”

“Yeah, we need to tell our parents, too. I don’t want to exclude you. We go there to eat usually every couple of weeks. I’m not hiding you.” He reached over and held her hand. “You’re part of our life.”

“Please don’t be offended if I don’t introduce you both around work as my boyfriends. My bosses are great, but they are very conservative.”

“No worries. Work is different.” He gently squeezed her hand. “What else did he say today?”

“He did tell me he wants this to be permanent between us. For life.”

“Yes!” If Davis was her introverted guy, Kirby wore his emotions on his sleeve. They balanced each other out.

“You going to be okay tonight?” she asked.

“Sweetie, you’ve already spent a couple of nights with me.”

“Yeah, but after all three of us were together. You didn’t get me all to yourself.”

“It’ll work out. I’m fine. I’m so happy that he’s into you.”

“Is it horrible that I’m waiting for some shoe to drop? I mean, isn’t this the part in the movie or the book where something horrible happens?”

“That’s called life. Shit happens. It’s what you make of the time around those periods that matters. That’s what our parents have always said. They had a good friend of theirs who used to live with them, right after college. He was killed in a car wreck when we were babies. I think facing loss like that really helped them see things in a different light. That’s why when Davis started showing issues, they jumped in immediately to make sure he got the help he needed.”

“So he is or isn’t on the autism spectrum?”

“I think using today’s standards, yes, definitely. At one time he probably would have been diagnosed with Asperger’s.”

“Where do we go from here?”

They rolled up to a red light and Kirby brought her hand to his lips and kissed it. “Wherever you want, baby. I’m good with going at Davis’ speed for right now if that keeps him happy. Let him settle in and get comfortable. See what happens tonight. If he’s serious, then he’s serious.” He let out a snort. “Guess Felicity will have a surprise in store for her.”

“Who?”

She noticed the way his hand tensed around hers. “Um, he didn’t mention her?”

“No?”

“Fuck. Um, well, she’s his boss, the daughter of the guy who started Murality. But Davis hasn’t slept with her in a while, like several months. He really didn’t tell you about her?”

“No. He said he wasn’t involved with anyone.” She wondered if there were any other women Davis had neglected to mention. “And he works for her?”

“I guess he usually doesn’t have a lot of contact with her. Definitely not on a daily basis.”

“Was he trying to hide her from me?”

She knew getting upset wouldn’t help anything, but maybe this was the other shoe falling that she’d worried about.

“No. I’m sure he wasn’t trying to deliberately hide her. Remember, Davis is very—”

“Davis. Yeah, I get it.”

He made a turn, pulling into a parking lot, where he shifted it into park and turned to face her.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“Sweetie, we need to talk about this right now. One thing I can tell you about Davis is he’s not a liar. If he told you he hasn’t been sleeping with anyone, he hasn’t. If he told you he loves you, he does. Because that’s not a word he throws around casually. I know you’ve been with assholes, but please don’t assume we are. You’ve seen the way Davis is. If you’re not going to trust him after having spent time with him and knowing how he is, that’s a serious problem because that means you won’t trust me, either.”

“Have you been sleeping with anyone you haven’t mentioned?”

“No, but if you want a detailed list of my past, I’ll give it to you. It’s not that long. I can write it down for you right now.”

“No.”

“If this is going to scare you away, don’t drag your feet making your mind up about that. It’ll kill Davis if you suddenly decide you can’t do this.”

“We’re not guaranteed we’re going to work out anyway.”

“No, we’re not. But are you dedicated to at least trying and giving us one hundred percent, or are you going to sit there wondering if you can trust us? Because we trust you.”

She thought about the day she’d spent with Davis. About their date on Tuesday night.

Walking along the beach with him.

How they’d talked.

“I trust you. Both of you.”

“Good. Because I trust you, too, and I know Davis does or he never would have gotten involved with you. Please, talk with him about this and make sure you’re okay.”

“I will.”

He leaned in and kissed her. “He won’t cheat on you. Neither of us will.”

“Sorry I overreacted.”

“Overreacting would have been jumping out of the car. I get that you’re nervous. But please talk to him.”

They finally got back on the road. When they arrived at her complex, Kirby walked her to her apartment, standing inside the door and hugging her.

“Feeling better?” he asked.

“Yeah. You’re right.”

He swatted her on the ass, smiling down at her. “Yes, I am.”

She managed a smile for him. “Yes, Sir.”

“That’s better. I’m really liking the sound of that.”


Chapter Fifteen

 

Melanie knew it wasn’t logical that she’d feel more nervous about being alone with Davis than she was about being alone with Kirby.

Except she did want to answer the Felicity question and put it behind her. Kirby was right—Davis wasn’t evasive. Not on purpose. You asked a question and he answered it directly. No, she hadn’t specifically asked for him to list everyone he’d slept with and exactly how long it’d been since he had, or if he still had contact with them.

Okay, lesson one—specificity.

When Davis arrived, he carried an overnight bag.

“Hey.” She hoped her nervous smile didn’t belie just how nervous she felt.

He hesitated before he leaned in to kiss her. Not a quick, brief uncomfortable peck on the cheek, and not a passionate lip-lock, either, but a sensual smooch just in between the two that left her happy.

Until she remembered Felicity.

“How was the ride with Kirby?” he asked.

Davis was not a person to dance around a topic with. And the faster she handled this, the sooner they could relax and enjoy their evening. He wouldn’t get it if she hinted or played stupid games.

That wasn’t the person she wanted to be anyway.

She knew how difficult tonight was for him, spending the night at her place, in her bed, with her.

Not like he could go to a guest room, since she didn’t have one.

“Kirby brought something up he thought I knew about and I didn’t.”

“What?”

“Felicity.”

Davis still hadn’t put his overnight bag down. “What about her?”

“That you used to sleep with her.”

“Yes?”

Clueless. It made it nearly impossible to be angry with him. If she was angry with him over this, she’d likely spend her entire life angry because Davis was…Davis.

“Let’s start over,” she tried again. “Are things over between you and Felicity?”

“Yes.”

“You told her that?”

“She didn’t ask me, but if she comes back to me at some point wanting to resume our relationship, I’m not doing it. Even before I met you I’d made that decision. I heard her having sex with someone in her office and she hadn’t told me we were taking a break. In the past, she always told me when she started dating someone.”

“Wait. What?”

“Can I put my bag down?”

“Oh, sorry. Yeah.”

He did. “Felicity and I don’t socialize. She would come to me when she wanted sex, when she wasn’t dating someone. Since I rarely dated, it wasn’t an issue for me.”

That actually didn’t sound like a relationship, and she felt simultaneously better that Felicity hadn’t been a “girlfriend,” but worse that she’d been using Davis like that. “You were okay with her doing that?”

“As long as she was honest with me, yes. Those were the terms we’d settled on when we first started.”

That confused her. “What about not opening up to someone except me?”

“I’ve never opened up to her. It was just sex. To have sex with someone, I have to have a certain level of trust in them that is lower than the trust I have in you. I was physically attracted to her, she propositioned me, and I accepted on a trial basis, at first. Because I had no reason not to trust her to stick to our terms. I warned her that if I didn’t enjoy our first encounter, we wouldn’t repeat it. Or if she violated my trust once, that was it. Including she not talk about our encounters to anyone at work or personally.”

“How can you talk so casually about sex?”

“I’m not trying to sound like I am. I didn’t lie to you about her. You didn’t ask me for specific names of people. I will give you those, if you want them.”

What was it about the brothers being willing to list names, for crying out loud?

And how sad that she realized, if pressed, she might not be able to give them a complete accounting simply because she couldn’t remember them all?

“When was the last time you saw her?” she asked.

“At work?”

Rephrase. “When was the last time you slept—had sex with her?”

“A little over six months ago.”

“But you work for her?”

“She has been very careful not to talk about that in front of anyone else. And we don’t see each other every day. Is this a problem?”

She took a deep breath. “What about if she comes back to you for sex?”

He placed his hands on her shoulders and forced himself to look her in the eyes. She knew what a struggle it was for him because he kept trying to shift his gaze up to her forehead before bringing it back to her eyes.

“I don’t cheat. I have no interest in her now, and as long as we’re together, I won’t have any interest in anyone else. Since my desired goal is to spend the rest of our lives together, that means I won’t have any interest in anyone except you.”

That was the equivalent of a Shakespearean soliloquy, coming from him.

It was also a heartfelt declaration of his love for her, and she knew it.

“Is there anyone else I need to know about?”

“I don’t understand the question.”

That was sooo…Davis, that she nearly laughed.

“Is there anyone else you’ve slept with recently?”

“Slept with?”

“Had sex with.” Specificity.

“No.”

“What if Felicity tries to get you fired at some future point for not sleeping with her?”

“She can try. I have signs on my office door and on my desk that I videotape people in my office. I have for years. I don’t have contact with her outside of work.”

“Wait…what? Why do you do that?”

“Because I was young when I first started there and it was a new environment, new people, a new job. I wanted to make sure I wasn’t making mistakes interpreting people’s cues. I would show Kirby videos if I wasn’t sure. I tell people the truth—I don’t always interpret things accurately the first time around and sometimes need to review it. I claimed it was a reasonable accommodation, and Human Resources agreed, as long as I limited it to my office and had clear signage to that effect. I don’t usually save the videos longer than a day or two, once I’ve had time to review them. And it’s rare now that I need to do it, but I reserve the option.”

She stared up into his eyes, even though, now that he was done talking, his gaze had shifted down to her mouth.

This was a brilliant man. She didn’t mean that because of his officially undiagnosed autism, or because he was so damned smart. He was brilliant because he knew he faced shortcomings in some ways and had developed coping skills to help keep him going. He didn’t bitch about it, either.

So what’s my damn excuse?

She’d spent how long whining about her shitty sex life, and now she had two guys who’d literally try to get the moon for her if she asked it of them.

One of whom had to forcibly push himself out of his comfort zone, all due to the luck of his DNA draw, because he thought she was worth it.

Had anyone ever put that kind of effort in for her before?

Nope.

His gaze met hers again. “Are you angry with me?”

She pulled him in for a strong hug. “No, Davis. I’m not angry with you. You’re not the only one having to shift things around in your mind. Sometimes when I react, it’s not about you as much as it is about me.”

“I don’t understand.”

Of course he didn’t. It was one of the blessings of his brain. “I have some bad triggers that are not your fault. I heard there was a woman I hadn’t heard about that you worked for, and my brain immediately went the direction it was used to going. I’m sorry.”

His brow furrowed. “Why are you apologizing?”

“Because I feel I need to.” She looked up into his gaze and waited for it to settle on hers. “I do trust both of you. Can you have patience with me when I get goofy sometimes?”

He kissed her. “I want to spend my life with you. Unless you were to suddenly start acting in a completely uncharacteristic way, or deliberately violated my trust, or cheated on me, I don’t see me changing that assessment.”

“I love you.”

He smiled. “I love you, too. Is everything okay now? Did I resolve this for you?”

She rested her head against his shoulder. “Everything’s good, Davis. Yes, you resolved it for me.”

He picked up his bag and they headed for her bedroom. There, he pulled her in for a kiss, one hand sliding up to her hair and firmly grabbing hold.

It melted her instantly, already sending her brain spinning down toward that same wonderful place she’d felt herself drop into while tied to the bench.

He eased her down to her knees. “Good girl,” he softly said.

That was something else. She had no problem letting go to either man, but it was almost as if Davis was adapting to the Dominant role far more quickly and naturally than Kirby. With Kirby, it was gentle and playful and fun, but with Davis, it felt like he’d truly absorbed it and was more of a natural in the role.

“I brought something with me I ordered for you,” he said.

“Yes, Sir?”

“You’ll just have to wait and see.” He started to unbutton his shirt, never looking away from her face. “I think you’ll enjoy it.”

“Yes, Sir. I’m sure I will.”

Once he stood there, naked, his cock already firm but not fully erect, he stroked her hair. “Kiss my cock.”

She wanted to swallow him to the root, but she did as ordered, watching his face as she leaned in and placed a kiss on the head, unable to help swiping the tip of her tongue along his slit and tasting the drop of pre-cum there.

He smiled. She noticed he did that more frequently now when they were together. “That’s my good girl. Stay there. Don’t move.”

He stepped away and she didn’t look. Her back was to the bed, and she heard him pull the covers down and unzip his overnight bag, getting something out of it. Then it sounded like he walked to the bathroom and quickly returned.

He walked up behind her. “Close your eyes.”

She did, and he slipped something soft over her eyes. “It’s a sleep mask,” he said. “I wasn’t sure what kind of blindfold to get and thought this would be a starting point.”

“Is that the surprise?”

“No. I bought this at Target.” He took her hands and helped her stand. “Stay still.” He undressed her, her clit throbbing and juices already flowing at the thought of imagining what he looked like doing that.

When he had her naked he helped her onto the bed, on her hands and knees, head and shoulders down and ass in the air.

He spoke into her left ear. “Do I need to tie my girl up, or will you be good for me and not move?”

Her mouth went dry. “I’ll be good, Sir.”

“Good girl.” He moved away and she felt the mattress dip near her legs as he shifted position. It felt like she was kneeling on a towel, not the sheets, and she suspected maybe she knew what his surprise was.

Then she heard him pull on a glove and the sound of him opening something, followed by the feel of his fingers, coated with lube, starting to play with her ass.

A soft moan escaped her.

“Good girl,” he said. “Hold still for me.”

That was hard to do, because she wanted to fuck his hand. Somehow, she managed it, though, as he worked two, then three fingers into her.

When he started with the third one, she heard her vibrator switch on and he pressed it to her clit. “Don’t come yet. Be my good girl.”

She whined but as she balled up her fists she struggled and finally managed not to climax as he slowly fucked three fingers into her ass. After a few minutes of that, both the vibrator and his fingers disappeared.

It wasn’t a long wait, though. She felt him touch something against her rim and slowly press, fucking it into her. As it grew wider, she realized it must be a butt plug. It was a little bigger than two of his fingers, but not as big as three. When he finally seated it inside her, she gasped at the fullness inside her.

“Good girl. That was the surprise, by the way. It’s the smallest one I ordered. I have two more to work you up to, but not tonight.”

He wiped the excess lube off her, then she heard him strip the glove off. “On your back, sweetheart.”

She carefully moved, trying to get used to the butt plug, settling on the towel.

Davis spread her thighs, wide, putting her legs over his shoulders and reaching up to take her hands and hold them around her wrists. “You may come.”

His mouth on her clit felt like hot, sweet magic as he immediately brought her over the first time with cries she had to clamp her mouth shut around for fear of the neighbors hearing. He took his time on the second one, and the helpless feeling of him holding her hands and being blindfolded only added to the sensations.

She didn’t know how many times he made her come, but when he finally released her and sat up she felt spent, wrung out.

He slowly swiped the end of his cock up and down her pussy before easing it inside her. With the butt plug filling her, too, the extra sensation of being stuffed and stretched made her come as his cock glided along her clit with every stroke.

He pinned her hands over her head and kissed her as he continued fucking her, patiently, apparently wanting to see if he could get another one from her.

And he did.

That time, he grunted, “Good girl,” before speeding up his strokes, his grip on her wrists increasing when he came, and then his entire body relaxing.

His mouth slanted over hers, slowly exploring. “Such a good girl.”

When he released her hands she wrapped her arms and legs around him, tightly, holding on as they kissed. He finally eased the sleep mask off her and she was greeted by the sight of his brown eyes staring down into hers and a pleased smile on his face.

“Wow,” she said.

“Do you think that will hold you until morning, or do I need to make you come again?” He smiled.

That was a trick question, and she knew it. If she said she needed him to make her come again, he’d take the vibrator to her and do it until she safeworded.

“I’ll survive until morning.”

“Good girl.” He helped her sit up. “Go clean up and take that out.”

She did, and when she returned, he’d already claimed his side of the bed. She turned off the lights and snuggled in with him, amazed that he was actually holding her the way he was.

That was unexpected.

“If you’re uncomfortable, Sir, I understand if you need to move.”

“Not yet.” He kissed her. “I’ll move when I need to. Thank you for understanding.”

“Will you actually be able to sleep tonight?”

“Why?”

“Strange place, strange bed.”

“I’m with you. That’s what I’m working on.”

“I don’t understand.”

He didn’t reply at first. “I’m working on being comfortable sleeping where you sleep, with you. I know there will still be times I need to sleep alone. But I want to work on being able to sleep with you as much as possible. It’ll take me time to get used to having Kirby in bed, too, so I’m starting with this.”

That nearly made her cry, that he was willing to do that for her. “I love you so much.”

“I love you, too. That’s why I want to do this.”

When was the last time someone had ever gone to this effort for her?

Never.

And that was why she knew she could forget about the Felicity bullshit. “I’m sorry I freaked out about Felicity earlier.”

“I didn’t think you freaked out, but thank you.”

“Sometimes my old fears get the better of me. I’m trying to learn to trust my new instincts because I trust you and Kirby.”

He nuzzled the back of her neck. “Thank you. My instincts tell me to work my ass off not to lose you, because you are the best thing to ever happen to me.”

She closed her eyes and settled in, hoping that he got a good night’s sleep with her.


Chapter Sixteen

 

Davis was sitting at his desk and going over production batch notes late the next Tuesday afternoon when someone knocked on his office door.

While he refused to agree with superstitions and hunches and things beyond the realm of scientific proof, he thought maybe it was Melanie’s influence on him that made him react the way he did. He reached over and quickly thumbed the camera control on his phone, where it sat propped in its docking station, to film the interaction.

“Come in.”

Felicity Darby-Cockpher opened the door, wearing a smile he couldn’t immediately categorize since he’d never seen her wear that particular expression before.

She slid in through the partially opened door before closing it behind her. “There’s my guy.”

“Excuse me?”

“Silly. I know it’s been a few months, but I also know you aren’t bothered by things like that. That’s one of the things I love so much about you. A good fuck without the bother of a messy relationship. I was thinking we could get together tonight or tomorrow night after work. I wanted to schedule it with you now. If you can’t come to my house, we can use the sofa in my office.”

With his mind already retreating from the discussion and returning to his current task, he focused on his computer screen. “No.”

She didn’t respond immediately. “No?”

He finally looked at her again. She looked…confused? Flummoxed? He wasn’t sure.

“No,” he repeated. “We won’t be having those interactions again.”

“Interactions?”

Her tone confused him. “You want sex, correct?”

She rested her hands on her hips. “Well, duh.”

“No.”

She seemed to need a moment to process that. “Why the hell not? You’ve never said no to me before.” She grinned. “What’s wrong? Going to make me beg you for it because it’s been so—”

“No. I’m in a relationship.” Figuring that would settle the matter without him having to delve into the other issues of why he wouldn’t sleep with her, he returned his focus to his reports.

She let out a snort. “A relationship? With what, a robot? Come on, Davis. Don’t be pissy just because I haven’t paid you any attention for a while and—”

“You had a sexual relationship with another man without telling me about it first, in direct violation of our agreement. Despite your silence on the matter, I took that to mean that we were no longer having interactions. Meanwhile, I met someone, and I am now in a committed relationship with her and no longer available for sex with you. I don’t understand what is confusing about that.”

She scowled. “Who told you I was with someone else?”

“I stopped by your office one evening to go over reports and heard you having sex with him. Combined with your lack of personal contact with me, I deduced you were in a relationship with him. It wasn’t difficult.”

Her face turned red. He wasn’t sure if she was mad or embarrassed. Normally, he might take the time to try to figure it out, but he had too much work today to spend the extra energy on it.

“You never cared before when I saw other people for a while,” she eventually said.

“And I don’t care now. Our agreement was we would notify each other first, or it was over. You failed to notify me. Therefore, it’s over.” He stared at her. “Is that all, Ms. Cockpher?”

She stepped forward and placed her hands on the front of his desk, leaning forward so far that it forced him to sit back to avoid her infringing upon his personal space.

He also strongly suspected she did that deliberately, knowing that unwanted and uninvited intrusions made him highly uncomfortable.

“Listen to me, Davis. I never said we were done, regardless of what you heard. Frankly, I don’t believe your little story about being in a ‘relationship’ with someone.” She used air quotes around it. “That’s awfully convenient. In the past six years we’ve been fucking, you’ve never mentioned ever going out with anyone. The truth is, you’re just pissed off you heard me with that guy. I get it. I’m sorry. He was someone I dated before and I honestly didn’t think to tell you about him. But it’s over now.

“You have a choice. Either you put your weird little idiosyncrasies aside and we pick up where we left off, or you’ll find yourself out of a job. Your employment contract states you’re an ‘at-will’ employee. Meaning if I will it, you’ll be out on your fucking adorably wacky little ass. So quit playing this bullshit game with me and think about that, hmm?”

She smiled as she slowly straightened and turned, heading to his office door. “That being said, I know sudden change is difficult for you. Just to prove I don’t hold a grudge, I’ll take a rain check tonight. I’ll be waiting tomorrow evening for you in my office so we can have a little ‘chat’ there and things can go back to the way they were. Shall we say seven? And by chat I do, of course, mean sex. Bring condoms.”

She left without waiting for his response.

He stared at his phone and hit the stop button to end the recording. After verifying it had captured the entire incident, he hesitated as he considered his options.

She was the daughter of the company’s CEO and founder.

As Kirby might say, did he really think he had a chance to get her disciplined?

However, the thought of trying to change jobs set about an unpleasant tingling in his brain, a sensation he hated with a passion.

Still…the more he thought about it, the more he realized he couldn’t give in to her demand, even at the risk of losing his job.

No, not just couldn’t.

Wouldn’t.

He loved Melanie with all his heart. Even if he’d never minded Felicity using him for no-strings sex before, now he did. In fact, Felicity’s assumption he was there simply for her sexual use was…

Interesting.

He’d have to examine that reaction later. The tight, dark feeling in the center of his gut that the entire conversation had evoked. It felt brownish-grey. Mean.

Anger?

Perhaps a smattering of resentment, as well.

He usually didn’t use cloud storage to back things up from his phone, but he didn’t have his personal laptop with him at work. After loading the video both into Dropbox and his iCloud account, he glanced out his office window. His office sat on the east side of the building and overlooked the employee parking lot.

He was just in time to see Felicity striding to her Porsche and climbing in.

Early, of course. Not even four o’clock yet.

James Darby’s car still sat parked in the spot right next to hers.

After thinking about it for a long moment, Davis stood and headed out the door. If he lost his job for what he was about to do, that didn’t antagonize his brain a fraction as much as it would if Felicity fired him because he wouldn’t give in to her extortion.

Which, if he wasn’t mistaken, her actions fit the legal definition of—extortion.

He headed to Mary Selman’s office first. The head of HR’s office sat one hallway over from James Darby’s office. Her door stood open so he walked in and waited there, until she looked up and flinched before laughing.

“I’m sorry, Davis. You startled me.”

“My apologies. I didn’t mean to. I didn’t want to interrupt you.”

“That’s all right. What can I do for you?”

He liked Mary and already understood that she wasn’t going to be happy when he brought this to her attention, mostly because of who it involved. “May I shut your door for privacy?”

She frowned, but nodded.

He shut the door and then walked over to her desk. He’d already queued the video and hit play, showing it to her.

She went white.

“Are you all right, Mary? Do you feel okay?”

Her jaw gaped as she stared up at him. “Seriously? You show me this and ask me if I feel okay?”

Drawing upon his life with Kirby, he suspected that was a rhetorical question and didn’t reply.

She played it again. “When did this happen, exactly?” she asked.

“Less than fifteen minutes ago. I have already uploaded backup copies of that video to multiple redundant cloud storage accounts.”

“Of course you have.” Except she sounded tired. After she returned his phone she sat back and rubbed at her forehead. “Are you filing a formal sexual harassment grievance against her?”

“If that’s what it takes, yes. I want her to leave me alone. I didn’t mind any of our sexual interactions before I discovered she wasn’t honest with me and before I was committed to someone, but now it will not be possible.”

“Wait. Your sexual interactions before?”

“Yes. Didn’t you understand that from the video?”

“How many ‘sexual interactions’ are we talking about?”

“Quite a few over the past several years. She wasn’t exaggerating about that.”

She let out something that sounded like a groan, but she waved at him to continue.

“I also know my employment contract. She cannot fire me for a sexual harassment complaint, or in retaliation for a report like this, and her extortion of me frankly would look highly suspect in front of a jury.”

“Ya think?” She let out another heavy sigh. “Sorry.” Turning to her computer terminal, she quickly started tapping on her keyboard. After typing for several minutes, she hit a button. Behind her, the printer spit out several pages, which turned out to be duplicates of the same page.

A grievance form, stating the basics of his claim.

She handed him a pen. “This is step one. Sign there.”

He read the entire thing, of course, before signing. “Now what?”

She turned to her phone and made a quick phone call. “Now we go have the fun conversation.”

“That’s sarcasm, I take it?”

“Yes, Davis. That’s sarcasm.”

He’d assumed they were going to talk to James Darby next, but they didn’t. They headed to the office of Gil Newport, on-site corporate attorney and public relations officer.

Twenty minutes later, with Mary doing all the talking and after showing the man the video on Davis’ phone, Newport looked like he wanted to throw himself out his office window. Instead, he swallowed a pill from a bottle he pulled from his top desk drawer and chased it with a swig of coffee that made the man wince.

Newport finally focused on Davis. Davis had little previous interaction with the attorney and wasn’t sure how much Newport knew about his quirks.

“What do you want me to do?” he asked Davis. He sounded exhausted.

“I want her to leave me alone and I want to keep my job without her attempting to retaliate for me filing a report about the incident. It’s that simple.”

“You aren’t…mad?”

“Not particularly, no. It’s more accurate to say I’m irritated. I have a lot of work to do, and this is interrupting me. I simply want to come to work, do my job, and go home.”

Mary stepped in. “Davis is a unique employee.” She filled Newport in on the basics without violating HPPA laws about the things Davis had revealed to her department about his condition, or making him sound like a sitcom caricature, both things he appreciated her for doing.

“Why were you filming her, exactly?”

“Reasonable accommodation,” Mary said. “That was a stipulation of his employment when he was hired. It’s in his contract. We signed off on it. He has appropriate signage on his door and in his office about it.”

The lawyer seemed to be evaluating him. “How long was the previous relationship going on between you and Ms. Cockpher?”

“It wasn’t a relationship so much as it was a number of casual sexual encounters.”

“Then give me that.”

“The number of times, the number of years, or both?”

Newport’s head slumped and he muttered something Davis assumed was an epithet. “Years?”

“We’ve had seventy-two sexual encounters over the past six years, excluding the last six months. I’ve been with the company eighteen years. I can give you the exact dates and approximate times and durations of my sexual interactions with Ms. Cockpher, if you’d like. Many of them happened here in her office, the rest happened at her home.”

“Fuck me,” Newport muttered. Then he let out a sigh. “Okay. At any time before now did she try to coerce you?”

“No. I was willing to oblige her as long as it didn’t interfere with my work or outstanding plans with my family.”

“Family?” Mary asked.

“My brother and parents. But now I’m in a committed romantic relationship. I’m no longer available to her for sex, casual or otherwise. I also no longer desire to have sex with her because of my committed relationship, and due to her failure to disclose her other sexual relationship to me. At least one incident of which happened here in her office.”

The lawyer picked up a pen and twirled it around in his fingers for a moment before he reached for the phone on his desk.

Five minutes later, the three of them were gathered in James Darby’s office. Gil Newport explained the situation to the man and then showed him the video. Darby looked outraged upon viewing it.

“I’m sorry, Davis,” Darby said after it ended. “You’ve been with us a long time, and I’m sorry she took advantage of you.”

“I didn’t mind our liaisons before now. It was consensual on my part. My complaint isn’t about that. But it’s not going to happen again, and I don’t think it’s very professional of her to threaten me just because she isn’t happy with my decision.”

Darby slowly shook his head. “I had my misgivings about hiring you in the beginning. Fortunately, you not only proved me wrong, you made me rethink how I handled hiring personnel. My daughter, on the other hand, begged me to take her on when she was ‘laid off’ from her previous job.” Darby used finger quotes around that phrase, so Davis assumed it was meant to indicate either a euphemism or sarcasm.

Darby focused on Mary Selman and Gil Newport. “From this point forward,” the man said, “Davis and his entire department report directly to you.” He pointed at Mary Selman. “And you report directly to me as needed. I’ll eventually fill that position but that’s how it’ll work for now.”

The attorney scratched at his jaw. “What about Felicity?”

“I’ll handle her.” A scowl darkened Darby’s features. “Won’t make holiday dinners very pleasant around our house this year, but our company can’t afford to lose Davis. I can hire or promote another VP to do Felicity’s job. I’ll move her over to the wholesale division. We have someone leaving in a couple of weeks.” He dismissed them but then called out to Mary. “Oh, please get me a copy of our company’s sexual harassment policy ASAP. E-mail it to me.”

“Yes, sir.”

The three of them walked out and regrouped in the attorney’s office. “Well, you heard him, Davis,” Newport said. “Is this handled to your satisfaction?”

He nodded. “It is. Thank you. May I return to work now?”

Newport looked at Mary Selman. “Is this guy for real?”

She smiled. “Yes, he is. That’s one of the beauties of working with him. You never have to guess what he’s thinking. He’ll simply tell you.”


Chapter Seventeen

 

Davis left work approximately the same time he did most days and headed home. Unlike most days before this, his thoughts turned to Melanie. Yes, she was a complication and a distraction, but he wouldn’t have it any other way.

Weighing everything, his life was far better with her in it.

Even the business with Felicity didn’t hold his concentration because he trusted Mary Selman, Gil Newport, and James Darby would follow through and deal with it. They’d told him they would, and he had no reason to doubt them. That was their job and in the past they’d always followed through.

Kirby was already home when Davis arrived. “Mel’s coming over at seven,” Kirby called out from the kitchen.

“I know. Were you reminding me or confirming that?”

“Confirming it.”

“Good.” He continued on to his bedroom. He wanted to get a shower before she arrived.

When he emerged from his bedroom he headed for the kitchen where Kirby was cooking dinner for them all. “That smells good.”

“Thanks. So how was your day?”

Davis pulled a gallon of iced tea from the fridge to pour himself a glass. “It was fine. I had to file a sexual harassment complaint against Felicity. Are the dishes in the dishwasher clean or dirty?”

Kirby didn’t respond. When Davis looked, he found his brother staring at him, jaw gaping.

“What’s wrong?”

“Back up, Davis. What did you just say?”

“I asked if the dishes were—”

“Not that! The other thing.”

“I filed a sexual harassment complaint with human resources against Felicity.”

Kirby pointed at him. “That. What the hell happened?”

Davis recounted it and showed him the video.

“Fuuuck.” Kirby leaned against the counter. “You have to tell Mel. Immediately, when she gets here.”

“Why?”

“I mean, not the second she walks in the door, but you have to tell her.”

“I don’t want to upset her.”

“Not telling her will upset her more if she finds out later. Trust me on this one. And play her that video.”

“All right. If you feel that’s best.”

“I know that’s best.”

In fact, when Mel arrived, once she’d greeted them and they’d both kissed her, Kirby took the decision out of Davis’ hands.

“Davis needs to tell you about something that happened at work today.” Kirby pointed at him.

 

* * * *

 

Mel turned to Davis. “What happened?”

He repeated the story, then showed her the video.

Her face went white, then red. “That fucking goddamned bitch! Do you have her address? I want to fucking pay her a visit and—”

“Whoa,” Kirby said. “Hold up, baby.” He walked over and pulled her in for a hug. “Davis handled it. I told him he needed to tell you about it immediately. Let it go.”

“Let it go? Did you seriously just say that to me?”

“I did.” He played dirty, grabbing her by the ponytail, tipping her head back, and kissing her again. “Be our good girl and trust us, please?”

She held on to him, her body now warring between her outrage and what was quickly becoming something akin to an automatic response on her body’s part any time the men grabbed her like that.

“What if she tries to retaliate?”

“She can’t,” Davis said. “I have paperwork from HR that I filed a report. I have the video. Mr. Darby was outraged that she did that.”

“She can’t try to claim he was harassing her,” Kirby said. “He’s got the video. And she can’t claim she didn’t know she was being filmed, because he’s got the warning signs and it’s common knowledge there that he does it.”

Mel struggled to rein in her anger. “So you’re not working for her anymore?”

“No. Mr. Darby said my department is reporting directly to Mary Selman until he replaces Felicity. He’ll move her to the wholesale department.”

“So you won’t have contact with her at work anymore?”

“I can’t promise you that. I don’t know if her office will be moved. I no longer report to her.”

She was nitpicking now, and she knew it.

It had to be good enough.

It was good enough, because she trusted Davis.

She walked over to him and hugged him, glad when he hugged her back. “Promise me that if she says something to you, you’ll tell me?”

“Can you be more specific? Do you want me to report any contact I have with her?”

“Dude,” Kirby said. “She means if Felicity tries something else. Not normal business stuff. Personal stuff.”

“Oh. Yes, I promise. Are you upset with me?”

“I’m pissed the fuck off, but not at you. At Felicity.” She looked over at Kirby. “Why can’t I go punch her?”

He grinned as he walked over and sandwiched her between them. “Because you probably wouldn’t get conjugal visits, for starters.”

“Oh. There is that.”

“Please don’t contact her,” Davis said. “I trust them to follow through with what they said they’ll do to rectify this. If that changes, I’ll tell you.”

Was it worth ruining her night with the men?

No.

She kissed Davis, then Kirby. “Okay. I’ll be good. But if she tries anything else, I want her ass nailed to the wall.”

Davis scowled. “Figuratively.”

Kirby snorted. “Sure. That.”

 

* * * *

 

Kirby knew he couldn’t blow his cool. He had to stay the voice of reason, because while he sensed Davis understood Mel was pissed off, he wasn’t sure if Davis understood exactly how pissed off she was.

Not that he blamed her in the least. He was pissed off, too, that Felicity had basically used his brother for years and had zero empathy for him. It was one thing when they had a mutually beneficial arrangement. Davis was an adult and could make his own damn decisions, even if they weren’t decisions he’d make. Having a friends with bennies relationship was one thing, but he couldn’t sleep with someone unless he had an emotional attachment to them.

He’d met Felicity before, at a company Christmas party, and she reminded him of a barracuda, and not in the good ways.

They salvaged the evening, having a nice dinner, playing around a little with Mel and all three of them ending up coming before they sent their happy and sated subby girl home for the night.

When they returned to the house after watching her drive away, Kirby stopped Davis before he could disappear.

“We need to talk.”

“About what?”

“About what happened today.”

Davis scowled. “Regarding?”

“Dude. Felicity.”

“I thought we talked about that already?”

“We did. Now I need to talk to you about it.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Of course you don’t. That’s why we’re having this conversation.” He took a deep breath. “Mel has some emotional issues about her past. Trust issues. She trusts us. Please don’t do anything to destroy that.”

“I thought by telling her what happened that was supposed to help her trust issues?”

“It did. I’m saying if Felicity tries something else, immediately let me know, before you even tell Mel.”

“Why you?”

“Because based on what it is, there might be better ways of responding or presenting it to Mel than you might consider on your own.”

“If I present the facts, isn’t that enough?”

“It’s how you present the facts. You saw how angry she was earlier.”

“I’m pretty angry myself because it happened to me. I started out irritated, but the more I think about it, it’s actually anger and resentment. I’m the one Felicity took for granted and assumed wouldn’t mind being lied to.”

“I get it. Exactly my point. This is an emotional issue. Please, just promise me you’ll tell me first.”

Davis finally nodded. “All right.” He started to turn, then stopped and faced Kirby again. “Why do you think Felicity thought it was okay to not tell me about the guy she slept with?”

“I don’t know. That’s a question only she can answer. But I beg of you, do not contact her and ask her.”

“I wasn’t going to. I’m going to go out of my way to avoid her at work.”

“Good plan.”

Davis didn’t move. “Do you think it’s possible she lied to me about other times?”

“Truthfully? Probably. Not just probably, but likely. The only reason you knew about this time was you happened to go to her office and heard her. No telling how many times it happened before, at her house or elsewhere. Someone like her, that’s likely not the first time she’s done something like that.”

Davis nodded, and Kirby felt sorry for him.

He still didn’t move. Kirby waited him out.

“Will you promise me something?” Davis asked.

“Sure, buddy.”

“If you ever think Mel’s lying to us, please tell me. Obviously, I don’t mean the good kinds of lies.”

“Good kinds of lies?”

“Like not telling me about a present she bought, or a surprise party.”

“Ah. Gotcha.” He stepped closer. “Buddy, if I ever think she’s lying to us in the bad way, I will immediately tell you. I doubt that will happen. I think she’s put herself much farther out onto the limb than we have to trust us the way she does.”

“There are times I wish I believed in religion.”

“Why?”

“Because then I could pray and ask why I was born like this. The reason for it. I mean, I know it’s who I am. I’m at peace with that. I’m happy with it. I wouldn’t want to change myself even if I could because, when I look at my life, I have a good job and I have a good relationship with you and our parents, and now we have Mel. I’m a very lucky man and wouldn’t trade that for anything. I have a good life. I don’t want to change any of that. The allowances I need to make, in the grand scheme of things, are nothing. But it’d be nice to know…why.”

“Ask god or ask DNA, you’ll get resounding silence from both. It just happened. Asking why is a waste of time. The best thing to do is what you’re already doing and look at the sum of the whole.”

“I know. It just…frustrates me sometimes. Especially when my life makes others frustrated. Especially people I care about. I hate that Mel is angry because of this situation.”

“You didn’t cause it.”

“But I had the relationship with Felicity.”

“Yeah, but you didn’t know she would do what she did. Did you stop to think that Felicity has a problem? A functional adult wouldn’t have lied to you, for starters. Secondly, when you said no, that would have been it. She wouldn’t have tried to force you to comply by threatening you. When I compare you and Felicity, you are the ‘normal’ one by far, and she’s the ‘weird’ one.”

Davis seemed to need a moment to digest that. “I didn’t think about it like that.”

“Yeah, well, reframe it exactly like that. In fact, I see Felicity as a predator. Very few men would have put up with what you did from her even before you discovered her lies. As soon as she started sleeping with another guy, they wouldn’t have let her come back.”

“But that was the arrangement we had and I didn’t have a problem with it.”

“I know. I’m saying she used you.”

“Oh.”

“Yeah, oh.”

Davis slowly nodded. “Is that all?”

“Yeah.”

“I ordered Melanie a collar and cuffs last night.”

Okay, that was a hard left turn. “You did?”

“Yes. I finally found ones I like. They’re a hand-made matched set. Collar, and wrist and ankle cuffs. They should be here tomorrow. I ordered them shipped next day air.”

“How much do I owe you?”

“Nothing. They’re from both of us. I know over the years we’ll both be buying her things from both of us.”

That was Davis. Full of wonderful contradictions. “Thanks, Davis. I’m sure she’ll love them. When do you want to give them to her?”

“I wanted to talk to you about that. Maybe you could plan that part? I want it to be perfect for her.”

“Okay. We’ll talk about that later. We’ll keep it a surprise for her for now.”

“Good night.”

“’Night.” He watched Davis walk to his room and shut the door behind him.

He was going to go to bed, but he reversed course, headed for the kitchen, poured himself a shot of bourbon, and downed it.

Then he headed for bed, hoping they’d heard the last of Felicity, but not exactly convinced of that.


Chapter Eighteen

 

Melanie was at work early Friday afternoon when her boss knocked on her office door. She sat up and pulled her attention from her computer screen, where she’d been working on processing that week’s payroll.

“Hi, Mr. Mattlin. What’s up?”

When he stepped in and pulled the door shut behind him she felt a ripple of fear roll down her spine. Instinctive.

“I…uh, we need to talk.”

“About what?” She sat back, studying him.

Normally, he was a smiling, amiable man. Always quick with a family-friendly joke or a compliment.

Today he looked…disturbed.

And when he tensely settled in at the old chair in front of her desk, it didn’t help the wave of nervous jitters dancing through her. “We have a…situation,” he finally said.

“What kind of situation?”

“I went to Rotary this morning. While there, I was cornered by Felicity Darby-Cockpher from Murality Phosphate, about—”

“That bitch,” Melanie muttered.

“I’m sorry?” It was asked as a man hard of hearing from years of working around lawn equipment without adequate hearing protection, not snottily.

“I’m sorry. Please continue.”

“She leveled some pretty serious accusations about you.”

Mel had picked up a pen and nervously fidgeted with it. Now, she started tapping the end of it against her desk calendar. No telling how the woman had even put together that she was Davis’ girlfriend. The creepy feeling that thought brought with it contributed to her unease.

“Such as?”

“She was stating that you’d been responsible for some corporate espionage against her company.”

Melanie let out a bitter laugh. “No, she’s pissed off that I’m dating a guy she used to sleep with who works under her, and he filed a sexual harassment complaint against her.”

“What?”

“Yeah.” She laid the pen on her desk calendar. “My boyfriend works for Murality Phosphate. He’s their head chemist. Been there for nearly twenty years. You met him.”

“Oh. Davis?”

“Yes.”

“He’s an…odd duck, no offense.”

“No worries. You’re absolutely right. He’s got a few idiosyncrasies, but I love him even more because of them. And he used to have a friends with bennies, no strings attached relationship with her. But then we met, and they weren’t involved at the time. When she went back to him a few days ago and asked him for sex, he told her sorry, no, and she didn’t like hearing no.”

Now he looked extremely uncomfortable. “Oh.”

“Exactly. She threatened him, so he filed an HR complaint that was taken directly to her daddy, who runs the company. He demoted her from VP to a sales manager position, so now she’s pissed off and, apparently, out to get me. Although since Davis didn’t tell her who I was, I’m wondering how she found out.” She hesitated. “Wait a minute.”

“What?”

Then she thought yesterday morning’s commute. She’d spent Wednesday night at the men’s house, and left from there straight to work Thursday morning. “I spent Wednesday night with…Davis. At his house.” She’d had to remember not to mention Kirby. “Some woman in a red sports car cut me off in traffic a couple of times yesterday. When I finally pulled in here, she turned around and drove past really slow as I was unlocking the side door.”

“She did?”

“Yeah.” She sat back, deep in thought. “And I had several weird calls yesterday, patched through to me from the front but no one was there when I picked up the call. And a direct-dialed hang-up after that. On my office line. I never get those.” But yesterday had also been the start of a company-wide sale, so they’d been so busy she’d barely had time to think about the calls, much less connect the dots.

She’d completely forgotten about the events by the time she left at the end of the day.

“Why do you think that would be her?”

“That can’t be a coincidence. How else would she know who I am? Crazy stalker woman going to Davis’ house and following me here? It’s the only thing that makes sense.”

He let out a sigh. “I did think it was…odd that she was approaching me about this.”

“I mean, seriously? If she really had a case against me for something like that, wouldn’t I be in jail or at least up on charges?”

“That’s true.”

“Let me guess, she recommended you fire me?”

“Well—”

“Here’s the problem with that.” She clasped her hands together and leaned forward. “You fire me, I will be suing her for defamation of character and whatever else I can get to stick. Meaning I will get an attorney and subpoena everything and everyone. You’ll have to go to court and testify, and I’ll make sure it gets as much media coverage as possible. It will be nasty and ugly. Because I will not have my reputation dragged through the mud. I’ve been a good employee for the better part of twenty years now, the last ten of it after having saved this company for you. If that’s not good enough for you, then tell me now.”

It was a calculated risk on her part. When she’d taken over the bookkeeping from one of Mattlin’s cousins who’d supposedly been handling it, the company had been on the verge of civil action by the Florida Department of Revenue for not correctly reporting their sales taxes, as well as in trouble with the IRS for not filing their employee taxes. Fortunately, the money had been there, but it’d been a lack of training and awareness—as well as sheer laziness—on the part of the previous bookkeeper that had gotten them into that pickle.

At the time, as a small family business, they couldn’t afford an expensive CPA to do their bookkeeping for them. Melanie had been working for them as one of their commercial account managers, having started working for them part-time as a retail clerk and greenhouse assistant way back in high school. She’d ended up getting a two-year degree in basic business management from the community college, but she hadn’t had the money to go on to get a four-year degree in something else. While it wasn’t the most glamorous or best-paying job out there, she’d been getting by and happy with it.

In essence, she’d saved their business with little more than a few accounting courses, a lot of research and tenacity, and countless gallons of coffee.

And several hours of picking her father’s accountant’s brain for help.

She’d worked tirelessly over the course of several weeks to get the records figured out, saved them tens of thousands of dollars in fines by basically begging every government wonk she could talk to on the state and federal level for leniency and telling them that they were trying to straighten it out, and had managed to turn the department around.

In the end, she’d been given a bonus, a raise, and the new title of their office manager.

Which meant bookkeeper, because most of what she did was accounting.

She’d promptly forced them to invest in a new, integrated computer system that not only made her job easier but allowed them to more accurately track inventory and sales. No more manual register batching out every night.

In the past ten years since that had happened, they’d expanded the chain to five stores in three counties with an average net corporate profit of a million dollars, something nearly unheard of for their business.

He let out a deep sigh. “I’m sorry, Melanie. Of course we trust you. She was very…disturbing to talk to. By the time we finished our conversation, she had me convinced you were a seasoned criminal.”

“Yeah, she’s apparently very tricky like that. Her father told Davis she got fired from her previous job before he hired her to work for Murality.”

“She didn’t tell me that.”

“Of course she’s not going to tell you that. It’s embarrassing to her. She’s a total narcissist. She was raised rich and spoiled, because her daddy had to claw his way to the top. Unfortunately, that meant she never learned a work ethic. He’s probably bailed her out of every bad patch she’s ever had in life and she’s used to people not telling her no. Davis told her no and pushed back, and now she’s out to try to ruin him.”

“She also told me some unsettling personal things about you.”

Here’s where it might get sticky. The Mattlins were extremely devout Christians. Not that Melanie cared, but it might prove the final tipping point.

And it lent even more credence to her theory that the woman had spied on them at the men’s house. How else would she know Melanie had been with both men?

It also meant that maybe there was proof. The men had a fenced in backyard, and last night they’d played in the living room with the blinds to the back sliders wide open.

It would have been easy for someone to sneak pictures of them without their knowledge.

Going out on a limb, Mel decided to get it over with. “Not that it’s anyone’s business but ours, but I’m in a relationship with both Davis and his brother, Kirby. They both know about it, they’re both okay with it, and this is the only discussion I’ll have with you, here and now, on this topic.”

He went pink in the face and refused to look her in the eyes. “She mentioned that.”

Mel decided to take a leap in logic. “Did she say how she came about this knowledge?”

He turned even redder. “She showed me a picture of them with you. It looked like you were…tied up.”

That sealed it. They’d played with rope in the living room Wednesday night for the first time in a while.

“She didn’t mention she’s apparently a peeping Tom, either. We’re all consenting adults. What I do, privately and legally, in my personal life should have absolutely zero bearing on what I do as your employee. It’s not like I’m going to be parading the two of them around here and having sex on a checkout counter. I’d already talked to them, and they’d agreed that, around here, we’d pretend that I was dating Davis and that Kirby and I were just friends.”

“We are a family business.”

“I get that. Nothing I ever do around here will ever give anyone an inkling of my personal situation. I haven’t even discussed it with any other employees. Admit it. If she hadn’t told you that this morning, you never would have known, would you?”

He slowly shook his head. “My wife will be very upset if she finds out about this. Felicity knows my wife through Rotary.”

“Well, I can’t help you there, sir. I remember Kelly coming to me in tears and hugging me and thanking me for saving y’all’s asses from the FDoR and the IRS. But you’re the one who’s got to live with her. She’s going to like it a lot less if I’m forced to file a lawsuit and she has to testify that she fired me only because of a lie someone told her, and discriminating against me about my non-traditional relationship.”

She didn’t envy the guy. Kelly could be a massive ballbuster, and it’d been her father’s money that had got them started in the first place. Until now, Mel’d had a good relationship with the woman, even though they didn’t socialize outside of work.

“All right. I’m sorry this happened, but I can’t fire you for this. I won’t fire you for this.”

“I’d hope not. I’d hope I mean more to you and this company than the lies of a vengeful woman who didn’t get her way.” Anger threatened to seep into her tone and she forced it back.

What she wanted to do was get hold of Felicity’s bleach-blonde extensions and yank every last one of them out, along with her real hair. She’d looked up the woman on Facebook after Davis told her what happened.

Mel wasn’t impressed. Felicity was nearly fifty and doing her damnedest via chemistry and plastic surgery not to show it.

She blinked. “That’s how she figured out my name.”

“What?”

“Facebook.” She stared at him. “My Facebook profile states I work here. She’s probably seen me being active liking stuff and making comments on Davis and Kirby’s Facebook profiles, even though none of us have each other listed as in a relationship yet. She followed me here from their house, and then looked at their profiles and friends lists and figured it out. That’s the only thing that makes sense.”

The men’s friends lists were viewable to the public. Mel’s wasn’t, and she always set her posts to friends-only, but her occupation was publicly visible on her profile. It likely took Felicity less than an hour to connect the dots if she had more than two brain cells to rub together.

Note to self, make the guys lock their profiles down.

Mattlin made no move to stand. “Murality is a very large company, and we are a direct wholesale purchaser of fertilizer products from them.”

Now the truth was starting to dawn on Mel. “Did she threaten to cut us off? Because I’ll tell Davis, and he can talk to Mr. Darby personally about that. Hell, I’ll go to Mr. Darby myself and talk to him.”

“That’s exactly what she threatened to do. If she does that, it’d be impossible for us to be competitive against the big-box stores like Home Depot and Lowe’s. Murality gives us a slight discount advantage since we’re a locally-owned chain. Otherwise, we couldn’t stay competitive in our pricing. And we sell more of their fertilizer products than the other brands.”

Mel already knew all of that, because she did the books. As it was, she’d worked hard to get them niche product lines for the lawn and garden that helped set them apart from the big chain stores, as well as holding hands-on workshops for adults and kids about different popular topics, like urban homesteading. Their summer and weekend programs for kids especially were unique and had developed quite a following.

“What else did she threaten?” If it was more than just her personal situation, and lies about her, Melanie could easily deal with that. Likely with the help of an attorney, but it was something tangible she could fight back against without theology or personal feelings coming into play.

“She pretty much implied that she’d do whatever it took to ruin our company if I continued to employ you, and offered to give us a bigger discount than we currently have if I fired you.”

She pulled up Mattlin’s schedule on the office calendar. “You don’t have any appointments today that aren’t on here, do you?”

“No, why?”

“Hold on.” She grabbed her personal cell and texted Davis that she needed to talk to him, that it was an emergency, and waited a few seconds before calling him.

He answered immediately. “What’s wrong?”

“What’s the name of that attorney there at Murality you talked to when Felicity pulled her BS a couple of days ago?”

“Gil Newport?”

“Yeah, him. Is he in today?”

“I don’t know. Why?”

“Do you have his direct office line?”

“I can look it up. What’s going on?”

She didn’t want him to take control of this. This was a battle she was looking forward to fighting. “I’ll tell you later. Can I please have the direct office line for Gil Newport?”

Davis looked it up for her and she jotted it down on a sticky note.

Ben Mattlin still looked upset and shaken, but he didn’t say anything as she finished her conversation with Davis and ended the call. Switching to her office landline phone, she dialed Gil Newport’s number and tried to quiet her trembling nerves as she waited for him to answer.

When he did, she immediately launched head-first into who she was and why she was calling. When she ended her rant five minutes later, she finished with, “I haven’t told Davis any of this yet, because I wanted to fill you in first. So what do we do now? Or do I need to go straight to my own lawyer about this?”

At first, she worried the connection had cut off, because silence met her question. Then she heard a muttered word she couldn’t be quite sure wasn’t a swear before he replied.

“Mr. Darby’s here today. Can you get here in the next hour for us to talk? I’d like to discuss this in person, with you and Mr. Mattlin and Mr. Darby. And Davis. I promise you, our company will not take any actions against your company.”

She gave Ben Mattlin a thumbs-up and breathed a sigh of relief. “Thank you, Mr. Newport. We’ll leave here in five minutes and be there as soon as we can.”

He gave her the exact address so she could plug it into her phone’s GPS app and she gave him both her office and cell number before ending the call.

Sitting back in her chair, she arched an eyebrow at her boss. “Well? He assured me they will not take any actions against Mattlin Meadows, and want to handle this now.”

He nodded. “If we can get this settled now, today, it would greatly relieve me. And if my wife tries to argue with me, I’ll have everything handled already and the information I need to calm her down. I don’t want to lose you as an employee. You saved us. But I’ve been married to her for nearly forty years and she’s the mother of my children. I love her.”

“I get it. Hopefully, it won’t come to you having to make that choice.” Mel saved what she’d been doing on her computer and locked the terminal before grabbing her cell and purse. “Now let’s go kick some ass, sir.”


Chapter Nineteen

 

They took Mattlin’s car. Whether Davis liked it or not, Mel would ride back with him, and either he or Kirby could drop her off to get her car.

She’d need the alone time with Davis to discuss this once they were done meeting with Darby. The time to process it.

To ask what the fucking hell about it. Yes, Davis had told her he had a casual relationship with the woman, and had volunteered about needing to bring HR into it the other day, but this insane level of fuckery indicated the woman was more than simply casual-crazy.

This approached boiled-bunny territory. While Mel hoped it hadn’t been a miscommunication on Davis’ part, she needed to talk with him, alone, and in detail.

And he couldn’t escape her in the car.

On the way there, she called Kirby. Normally, she’d text him in case he was in a meeting or in the field, but this was important and he needed a heads-up.

He answered. “Hey, what’s up?”

“You ain’t gonna believe this stuff.” She told him, completely cognizant of the fact that her boss was sitting right next to her.

When she finished, Kirby softly swore. “That fucking bitch. I’m sorry, sweetheart.” He hesitated. “If something happens and you lose your job, you’ll move in with us. We’ll take care of you.”

“That’s not the point. This is bigger than me. She’s screwing around with people’s lives and livelihoods, not to mention being a crazy stalker. We employ a couple hundred people. If she thinks her money and her daddy’s name is going to save her this time, I’ve got news for her. I’m not rolling over, and I know Davis won’t once he finds out about this.”

“Please don’t be angry with Davis.”

“I’m not angry with Davis. I’m angry with Felicity.”

“If it’s any comfort, Davis did mention to me last night he’s been looking into jobs again. He doesn’t want to leave Murality before twenty years, but the fact that he mentioned it means he takes this seriously. Especially now, after what happened.” He hesitated. “You do realize he wants nothing to do with Felicity, right?”

That cold, sick feeling returned to her stomach. Of course she trusted Davis.

She damn sure didn’t trust Felicity.

“Yes, I know. That issue is settled. The issue now is she’s trying to use extortion and defamation to ruin me professionally and leverage that against my employer. I’m sure if I got a lawyer and went after her and Murality that it would end up on the front page. Especially when Murality runs ads claiming to be family-friendly and concerned about local businesses and people, and here the daughter of the company’s owner is trying to ruin that.”

“Probably.” He chuckled. “She’s not going to know what hit her when she walks into that buzzsaw of you. Um, babe, please don’t literally hit her. Do I need to meet you there?”

“I’m not going to hit her. And no, we’ll deal with it. Davis will be there.”

“Call me as soon as it’s over and let me know what happened. Love you.”

“Love you, too.”

She hung up and stared out the windshield, aware that her boss was glancing over at her.

“This will be okay,” she told him.

He didn’t answer.

She focused on him. “If you’re rethinking this and going to fire me, tell me now, before we get there, so I can adjust my approach to them.”

“I’m not going to fire you. I…I’ve never had to deal with anything like this before. We sell plants. That’s why I wanted to run a nursery. I grew up in a family who made attacking each other and backstabbing an Olympic sport. I wanted to spend time outdoors doing something that made me happy making other people happy. People don’t come in angry with us. They come in because they’re looking to make things better and prettier. Or they want to learn things.

“Sure, we’ve had employee issues and the occasional unsatisfied customer, or fighting against Mother Nature with hurricanes or freezes, but…none of this. Except when my cousin nearly ruined us. Then, when you stepped in and fixed what happened, I was horrified we almost lost everything and you’ll never know how grateful I am to you for that.”

He slowly shook his head. “I’m trying to run through options in my head on how to tell my wife all of this, that’s all. She’s going to be upset for a number of reasons.”

“Including me?”

“I’m not going to tell her about…Kirby is his name?”

“Yes, Kirby.”

“I’ll tell her that you’re very close to him because of Davis. That’s not a lie, right?”

She smiled. “Right.”

“Okay, then. That will help. She’ll be on your side about all of this. My wife isn’t technologically skilled. If the picture is mentioned, I’ll tell her it was faked or something. You can’t help that woman is insane. I’ve never really liked Felicity, but of course I had to be nice to her because we sell their products. It’s one of our core lines. Felicity always puts on a fake front at functions we’ve seen her at. Like she’s money and nothing can touch her, and she’s better than everyone else.”

“Really?”

“My family wasn’t rich. I always felt I had to prove myself to my in-laws because they weren’t happy when I married Kelly. They thought I was poor white trash. They were the ones who had money and the ones who gave us a loan to start the business. Well, they’re dead now, and sometimes those feelings come back to haunt me. Felicity has always made me feel like that when I’ve had to deal with her.”

“I’m sorry. I certainly can sympathize there. I go through the same thing sometimes. Not feeling good enough.”

They fell into a comfortable silence for the rest of the drive. Melanie had never been to Davis’ office before. They stopped at the guard shack at the plant’s front gate and received visitor passes and instructions on where to go. Apparently, the attorney had forewarned the guard to get them in as quickly as possible, because he was already handing them pre-printed visitor badges with their names on them before they barely finished getting their names out.

As they started walking toward the building, Mattlin leaned in. “I’m nervous.”

“Do you trust me, sir?”

“Of course I do.”

She smiled at him. “Then please let me take the lead and deal with this. Just nod and agree with me.”

“Okay.”

The receptionist at the front door was also expecting them and jumped up to personally escort them upstairs and down a series of hallways to an office.

“Mr. Newport? They’re here.” She indicated for them to go in.

The man stood and rounded his desk, shutting the door behind them before shaking hands and handling introductions.

“Thank you for coming. Mr. Mattlin, I promise you, Murality Phosphate will honor all our contracts with Mattlin Meadows now and in the future.”

“I think we should get the discount Felicity promised for having to deal with this garbage,” Mel drawled.

“I will bring that up with Mr. Darby during our meeting.”

“Where is he? And Davis?”

“Everyone will be here momentarily. I called them as soon as the front gate told me you’d arrived.”

They settled into chairs in front of his desk. It looked like a couple of folding chairs had also been brought in, since they didn’t match the two chairs Mel and Mr. Mattlin now occupied and which were pushed off to the side in an unusual way.

Great. Now I’m Davising.

When someone knocked on his door, Newport rose and answered it personally, admitting a woman he introduced as Mary Selman, head of HR for Murality. The next knock was James Darby, the CEO. When Mel tried to give up her chair for him and to take one of the folding chairs, he waved her down.

“Nonsense. Please, it’s fine.”

Then Davis arrived, looking extremely confused. When he saw Mel sitting there, he frowned. “What is going on?”

She patted the folding chair next to her. “Sit down, Davis. You’ll see.” It was a calculated decision on her part to catch him off-guard like this, but she knew if she’d told him everything over the phone there was a chance Davis’ “Dom mode” might have kicked in. She’d rather risk him having a meltdown with her about this over him having a meltdown that cost him his job, all because he wanted to be protective of her.

Mel launched into the story, only handing it over to Mr. Mattlin to give the exact details of his encounter with Felicity that morning. The attorney took notes the entire time and looked like a man in desperate need of an antacid or ulcer meds. Mary Selman also took notes and while she wore a practiced, calm mask, Mel could tell from the way her lips were pinched together, her jaw tight, that she was not happy, either.

To his credit, James Darby immediately settled Mel’s mind. “Son of a bit-gun!” he exclaimed, catching himself mid-swear. Then he turned to Mattlin. “I am so sorry. Of course Murality will not pull our products or end our relationship with Mattlin Meadows. I’ll personally talk to our wholesale division and give you an extra two-percent discount across the board on all of our products.”

Mattlin let out a sigh. “Thank you very much. That isn’t necessary, we just—”

“We’ll take it,” Mel said. “Now. What are you going to do about your batshit crazy daughter?”

Darby blew out a breath and looked at the attorney. “Is she here?”

He nodded. “She’s in her office. I told her I had some papers I needed her to look over later today, and not to leave until after that.”

“She doesn’t know about this, does she?” Darby asked.

“No, sir. She thinks it’s new wholesale contracts.”

During all of this, Davis hadn’t spoken or contributed to the conversation. He stared at his hands and Mel fought the urge to reach over and touch him. She didn’t, because she knew it would only make him more nervous and distract him.

Darby focused on her. “Ms. Hill, what are you looking for, personally?”

“Well, since demanding her head on a pike isn’t a legal option, I’ll settle for her employment being terminated, right now in front of us, and a stern warning issued to her that if she tries to interfere with any businesses who do business with Murality, that the company will take legal action against her.

“Also, I want her informed that Murality will finance any legal battle that Mattlin Meadows or I personally might have to fight against her later if she tries any other bullshit. Add to that Davis, myself, and Davis’ brother won’t hesitate to file restraining orders against her if she tries anything else, all on Murality’s tab.

“That’s letting her off easy, and you damn well know it. Those terms are not negotiable. Right now, I’m sure your attorney will agree with me that Mattlin Meadows and I have actionable cases against her and against Murality just from this, and that’s negative press no one in the phosphate industry wants right now, especially Murality.”

She didn’t honestly know if they had valid cases or not, but when she looked at Newport, he nodded to Darby.

The older man mulled it over. “Okay. Agreed on all terms.” He pointed at the phone on the attorney’s desk. “Get her in here.”

Newport did, but making sure a guy from security was called in first. The guard would be escorting her off the premises as soon as her termination was issued.

Seeing the woman in person twisted Mel’s gut into a knot, but she maintained a calm facade and settled for visualizing repeatedly punching her in the face.

“What’s going on?” Felicity looked around, but Mel sensed her already trying to figure out how to spin this to her advantage, unable to process she wouldn’t be able to come out on top.

Darby spoke. “Felicity, you have crossed a line. Multiple lines, but this is the final one. I hoped demoting you would send a message, but apparently it didn’t. I’m terminating your employment immediately.”

She stared at him. “What? You can’t be serious.”

“I am. Also, going and lying and threatening one of our customers over a personal grudge? Stalking an employee and…peeping? That’s low even by your questionable standards.”

“You have no proof of any of this.”

Newport spoke up. “The chip on your company parking pass recorded you leaving early Wednesday afternoon and coming in much later than usual yesterday. Why did you leave early, and why were you late to work?”

“I—” Her mouth snapped shut as she stared at Mel. Her eyes narrowed in anger. “You’re going to be sorry you crossed me, lady.”

“No, I’m the one who’s sorry,” Darby said. He repeated to Felicity all of the terms Mel had demanded and added one of his own. “If I hear so much as a rumor of you badmouthing Murality to anyone, or badmouthing Davis or Ms. Hill or anyone else regarding this, Murality will sue you.”

“I’m sure one of the other phosphate companies will be happy to take me on.”

Newport snorted. “Felicity, I have a signed employment contract from you with a non-compete clause in it. You’ll have to wait five years before you can work for any of our direct competitors within a hundred-mile radius. Otherwise, Murality can sue you. And we will sue you.”

Now her face turned red. “What? I didn’t sign that!”

Newport already had her file on his desk. He opened it and withdrew a form. “Yes, you did. It was detailed in a separate form from the main employment contract, and you signed both it and the contract.”

She didn’t have a response for that.

Darby walked over to her and unclipped her security badge from her blouse. “Phone.”

“What?”

“That cell phone is provided to you by Murality. Hand it over.”

She glared at him but reached into her pocket and gave it to him.

He looked at the security officer. “Escort her to her office. Allow her to take only her purse, keys, and any personal devices. Nothing else. Any other personal items, I’ll box up myself and deliver them.”

“Mom’s going to be pissed at you when I tell her this.”

“Your mother wants to yank your hair out at the roots. I already warned her you were probably getting fired today, and why, and she is not happy with you. Especially when I told her I’d already given you a second chance earlier in the week instead of firing you.”

That was the shocker, apparently. “What?”

“Yeah. So don’t even bother whining to her. You’re done. And if you want to use Murality as a business reference, then you’d better keep your mouth shut for once.”

“Daddy, I—”

He held up a hand. “Don’t embarrass yourself. You’ve already humiliated me. Just get out of here.”

After shooting a glare at Mel, Felicity walked out, the security guard following her and shutting the door behind him.

Darby blew out a breath and sank into one of the chairs before meeting Mel’s gaze. “Well?”

She slowly nodded. “I’m sorry, Mr. Darby, but it had to be done. It’s nothing personal, it’s business. I have to look out for the best interest of Mattlin Meadows. We’ve worked hard to build it up and we’ve been cheerleaders of Murality’s products.”

“I know.” He removed his glasses and rubbed at his eyes. “Davis, you’ve been awfully quiet, even for you. Please, say something.”

He didn’t look up. While she was dying to wrap her arms around him and hold him, she knew that wasn’t what he wanted or needed right now. “Thank you for dealing with this, Mr. Darby,” he quietly said. “I’m sorry I caused all of this.”

“Let’s get something straight, Davis,” Darby said. “You didn’t cause this. My crazy daughter caused this. You didn’t do anything wrong.”

“I never should have gotten involved with her. I didn’t anticipate there would be any repercussions from it.”

“Again, Davis, you’re not in the wrong here. I sincerely hope this doesn’t make you want to terminate your employment here. We need you.”

Mel didn’t interrupt, even though she wanted to press for a raise or extra benefits or something on his behalf.

He was an adult and had been working there for decades.

He could do this.

“I just want to do my job,” he said, reaching for Mel’s hand and holding on tightly.

She wouldn’t let go.

Then Davis spoke again. “I do have a request.”

Darby nodded. “Yes?”

“Could Murality please make more of an effort to exceed FDEP’s requirements on reclamation efforts? And maybe set aside some funds for public projects?”

He studied Davis. “Such as?”

Davis finally looked up. “There are several public parks integral to the local watershed. Like Myakka River State Park, as well as parks along the Peace River. Could Murality help with that? Wouldn’t it be a tax benefit or something?”

Darby looked at Newport. “Well?”

“I’ll research it, sir. You were saying at the last quarterly meeting you wouldn’t mind doing more of that to help our public image.”

“Okay, then. Davis, can you please present your recommendations to him in writing so he can research it?”

Davis nodded.

“Is there anything else we need to deal with?” Darby asked the room.

“Yes,” Mel said when it looked like Mattlin was about to say no. “I’d like that extra wholesale discount agreement in writing, please.”

Darby smiled. “You sure you don’t want a job? We just had an opening come up.”

Mattlin laughed. “Please don’t hire her away from us. I’m sure you could pay her a lot more, but we really need her. She’s the backbone of our operations.”

She knew she was appreciated, but to hear Mattlin say it like that truly warmed her. “Thanks, Mr. Darby, but Mattlin Meadows is my home.”

“Can’t blame a guy for trying. I learned a long time ago I hire good people and they make my job easier.” He sighed. “I wish I’d listened to my own advice regarding my daughter.”


Chapter Twenty

 

It was nearly five o’clock when the meeting ended. Security notified Darby that Felicity had been escorted off the premises.

As they all stood and filed out of the office, Mel pulled Mattlin aside in the corridor. “I’ve got my keys. I’ll stop by later tonight and get my car. I want to ride back with Davis.”

“I understand.” He hugged her. “Thank you for this.”

“I’m sorry my personal life dragged you and the business into this.”

He smiled and leaned in to whisper in her ear. “Well, I won’t complain that we now have a better deal with them.” He stepped back and shrugged. “If my wife ever hears something and tries to complain, she won’t be able to argue against that fact. It’s the literal bottom line. I’ll have your back, I promise.”

“Thanks.”

Davis had already walked away and she needed Newport to point her toward his office. When she got there, the door was closed but even without the nameplate on the door, she would have known it was his.

The huge sign about videotaping gave it away.

She knocked.

“Yes?”

“Davis, can I come in?”

“Yes.”

She walked in and closed the door behind her. “I’m sorry, Davis.”

He was standing by his desk and looking…morose, if she had to guess. “Why are you apologizing?”

“Because I’m sure this was very upsetting to you.”

 

* * * *

 

Upsetting wasn’t exactly the word Davis would use. It partially described the emotions swirling through him. Dark reds and browns and blacks and ugly jagged shards of greys.

“Why couldn’t Felicity accept the terms she’d agreed to when we started seeing each other?”

Mel walked over to him but didn’t touch him. “Some people don’t react rationally when their pride takes a hit.”

“How did her pride take a hit? I didn’t insult her. I told her I heard her having sex in her office and she violated the terms of our arrangement.”

“You told her no.”

He took a long, slow breath and let it out again. “I don’t understand why that’s a problem. It was obvious she could find someone else to have sex with.”

“That’s not the issue. The issue is she thought she had you wrapped around her finger. She didn’t respect you.”

“But we didn’t have a personal relationship. You have me wrapped around your whole body. I would do anything I could for you, and I trust you.”

“That has to be the most romantic thing anyone’s ever said to me,” she whispered. “I love you.”

“I love you, too.” He opened his arms to her and she stepped into his embrace, holding him tightly in the comforting way he adored her for. Closing his eyes, he rested his head against hers, liking the silky way her hair felt against his flesh. She wore her hair down today. Even in her Mattlin Meadows collared short-sleeved shirt and jeans, she was still beautiful to him.

Inside his soul, the colors started to settle and shift to the lovely rich, dark pink he felt when he thought about his love for her.

She did this to him.

She soothed him.

“I told my boss to go back without me because I’m riding with you,” she said. “Can you drive me back to work to get my car?”

“Do you need it tonight? Why don’t you come home with me? You were going to come over anyway.”

“I didn’t bring anything with me.”

“We could go by your place in the morning and then go to breakfast after.”

“Will you stay in bed with us tonight until I go to sleep?”

“You can sleep in bed with me tonight,” he said. “If that’s okay with Kirby. He can stay, too.” Davis had a king-sized bed. He preferred the extra room.

It seemed a wise choice in retrospect. Kirby had a queen-sized bed but Davis suspected his brother would soon be upsizing it for comfort.

She stared up into his face and he found his eyes focusing on hers. It was so much easier to do that now with her.

“Thank you,” she softly said.

“You’re welcome, but for what?”

A smile filled her face. “For being you.”

“Things are easier for you with Kirby.”

“That doesn’t mean it’s not just as good with you in different ways. You challenge me.”

“Is that sarcasm?”

“No. You challenge me in the good ways.” She rose up on her toes and kissed him. “When did you want to leave?”

“I need about fifteen minutes to finish what I was working on.”

“Will it bother you if I sit here and wait?”

He loved her for that. “No, but I need to focus.”

He returned to his desk while she settled in one of the chairs and checked her e-mail on her phone.

And she didn’t speak.

Forcing his mind into his work, he finished what he’d been working on and saved it. Then he shut down his computer and gathered his things. “Okay,” he said.

She looked up from her phone and smiled. “Ready?”

“Thank you for being quiet. I know some people might think that was rude of me.”

“Davis, I wouldn’t have hung around if I thought it was rude. I figured you’d need quiet. I was honestly expecting to have to sit in the lobby and wait or something.”

That confused him. “I wouldn’t make you do that. Why would you think that?”

“Never mind. It’s not important. Let’s go back to your place.”

On the walk down she texted Mattlin that she’d be getting her car in the morning and not to worry. Once they were in the car and Davis headed toward his house, he reached over, took her hand, and placed it on his thigh, curling his fingers around hers.

It felt right.

Sooo right.

She felt right.

Better than anything in the world.

 

* * * *

 

Kirby fought the urge to call Mel and was relieved when, as he was leaving his office, she finally called him.

“Well?” he asked.

“We’re on our way to your house.”

“We?”

“I’m riding back with Davis. Felicity’s gone. Darby fired her and we have it in writing that they’re giving Mattlin Meadows an extra wholesale discount.” She filled him in on the details.

“Oh. Wow. That’s good, right?”

“It’s very good. I’m satisfied. If she tries anything, her daddy will have to pay for my legal battle against her.”

His phone beeped and when he glanced at it, he saw it was his mom. “Listen, Mom’s calling me. I’ll see you guys at the house.”

“Okay. Love you.”

“Love you, too.” He ended their call and answered his mom’s. “Hey, what’s up?”

“Are you two still coming to dinner tomorrow? I had it on the calendar but usually by now Davis has confirmed the menu. Is everything okay?”

Crap. He’d totally forgotten that. Considering Davis had also let it slip his mind spoke to how much the whole Felicity mess had stressed him out. “Yeah.” He thought about Mel and decided to bite the bullet and hoped that Mel and Davis would forgive him later. “Um, mind if I bring a friend with us?”

“No, I don’t mind, but is Davis okay with it?”

“Yeah, he is.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. Listen, I’m driving. I’ll have Davis call you if he’s not okay with the menu.”

“Okay. Why does this feel super-secret?”

“Not super-secret, just lots of Friday afternoon traffic, Mom.”

“All right. Love you.”

“Love you, too.”

He ended the call and tossed the phone into his passenger seat.

Davis loved Mel.

He loved Mel.

Their parents would have to learn about her. He wouldn’t hide her.

It was easier to get this over with sooner. Why not do it in a week where there was already a lot of turmoil? Better to rip the bandage off fast, right?

I hope.

 

* * * *

 

They’d already agreed they were going to order pizza, so when Kirby got home he placed the order so it’d be there hopefully soon after Davis and Mel arrived. When they arrived, he immediately pulled Mel in for a long, strong hug. “You okay?”

“Yeah. Just…wrung out.”

“I’m going to take a shower,” Davis said. “Would you like to join me?”

“I don’t have any clothes.”

“You can wear one of my T-shirts.”

“Oooh,” Kirby said. “I like that idea. Almost as much as keeping you naked.” He decided to get it over with. “Oh, we’re having dinner with our parents tomorrow night.”

“That’s all right,” she said. “I could use a night—”

“I told her we were bringing a friend.”

She froze, staring at him. “Huh?”

Davis had started toward his bedroom already, but at that he reversed course and returned. “What?”

“You didn’t confirm the menu with Mom this week,” Kirby said. “She called me. I told her unless you had a problem with it to go with whatever had been agreed upon. And I told her we were bringing a friend.”

“Did you tell her who I was?”

“Nope. Didn’t even say if a guy or a girl. We’ll handle that when we get there.”

“Um…” She swallowed hard. “You sure you want to do that?”

“It makes sense,” Davis said.

She stared at him. “It does?”

“Yes. I’ve told you my intentions. You have to meet our parents eventually.”

Kirby grinned and pointed at him. “What he said.”

“After this week I’m not sure how good of a guest I’ll be.”

“You could drive yourself,” Davis suggested. “We can not go out tomorrow morning. Then leave early and drop you off at work so you can get your car, go home, and shower and drive yourself. That way, if you’re overwhelmed, you can leave at any time.”

Kirby wanted to smack Davis, but he had to admit that was a reasonable plan.

Except he’d wanted Mel to ride with them so she could come home with them after.

They waited for her to answer. “Okay.”

“We can come back to your place later,” Kirby added. “Then if you get worn out, we can go home.”

“My bed’s not big enough for three of us to sleep in,” she pointed out.

“Then we can go back to your place and either you can stay there and we’ll go home, or you can ride back with us to our place.”

“You have an answer for everything, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Kirby said, smiling. “I do. You going to be our good girl and do it for us, or are we going to have to use intense powers of persuasion?”

She held up her hands. “I give.”

 

 

* * * *

 

Mel wasn’t sure she was ready for this step yet even if the guys were confident about it. Yes, she’d technically been dating the guys for several weeks now, even if they hadn’t been sleeping together that entire time.

This was the next step.

And she did want to spend the rest of her life with them, even if she hadn’t really finished processing that yet.

Wasn’t this her ultimate fantasy brought to life? Two great guys to love her, just like Kim had? Two great guys who were smart, good-looking, gainfully employed, honest, and had no problem taking charge in bed?

It was like she’d custom-ordered the brothers.

Davis took her hand and led her into his bedroom, leaving the door open. He sent her into the shower first. When he joined her, he had something in his hands.

She gulped.

He held up the butt plug and bottle of lube. “How about you wear this during dinner for me tonight? Will that help take your mind off things?”

She nodded. “Yes, Sir.”

He kissed her, nibbling on her lower lip. “If our good girl wears this all through dinner, then after dinner we’ll make you come as a reward.”

“You might better put down a towel for me to sit on during dinner.” Just the thought of the brothers going after her already had her wet. “And let’s close all the blinds tonight.”

“I will.” They showered. Then he made her spread her legs while he sat, licking her clit as he worked the butt plug inside her.

But he wouldn’t make her come. So not only did she now have a stuffed ass, she was horny.

He stood, kissing her. “I’ll get you a T-shirt of mine.”

She pulled him in, hard, kissing him. “You realize you get me programmed to love this stuff and it’d be cruel to let me go, right?”

He wrapped his arms around her again, holding her tightly. “Who said I’ll ever let you go?”

The pizza arrived while they were drying off. During dinner, she squirmed on the towel Davis had laid out for her on the chair, Kirby grinning once Davis told him what he’d done to her.

“Aw, our poor girl,” Kirby teased. “That butt plug getting you all hot and bothered?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Just wait. We’ll make it worth your while.”

They did better than that. After dinner, Kirby sat on the couch and impaled her pussy with his cock while she leaned back against him, facing out. He spread his legs wide, forcing hers apart while Davis prepared the new electric vibrator on her that he’d bought.

No dead batteries to worry about.

Between the feel of the butt plug stuffing her ass, and Kirby’s cock pressing against every good nerve inside her body, she was already coasting the edge of a hard orgasm. When Davis pressed the vibrator against her clit, she had started to think that maybe she was in the good kind of trouble—and that was the last conscious thought she had for a while.

She exploded almost immediately. Kirby played with her nipples, pinching them and rolling them between his fingers while Davis kissed her and forced her to keep coming for them.

“Do you like that?” Davis asked.

Unable to form thoughts, much less words, she nodded, even as she squirmed on Kirby’s cock.

“I’ve enjoyed reading those books,” Davis murmured in her ear. “They’ve given me a lot of ideas I’d like to try out. Would you enjoy that?”

“Y-yes, Sir!”

He leaned in and kissed her, his tongue lightly tracing her lips, his gaze studying her as she helplessly writhed between them.

Kirby chuckled. “You are sooo fucked, baby,” he teased. “Just lie back and enjoy this, because I know we sure as hell are.”

Yes, she enjoyed sex with one or the other of them.

With both of them there, it seemed to add a multiplier to the equation and booted her into orbit harder and faster.

“Our sexy science experiment,” Davis said, and she was barely able to laugh before another round of moans escaped her again.

Finally, she safeworded.

Kirby rolled her over and fucked her hard while bent over the couch. “Sorry, I won’t last long, baby. That felt too damn good.” He grabbed her hips, driving his cock hard and deep inside her and coming in just a few strokes.

When he moved, Davis immediately took his place. Folding his body over hers, he didn’t start thrusting right away, instead leaning in and trailing kisses up her spine and to the nape of her neck, where he lightly nipped her.

“Ask me for it.”

“Please fuck me, Sir!”

“Tell me exactly what you want.”

Despite all the orgasms they’d already forced from her body, she longed to feel him fucking her. “I want you to fuck my pussy, Sir.” The butt plug was a sexy preview of future activities, and if it felt that good, she could only imagine what adding a live cock to her ass while one of them was fucking her pussy would feel like.

Davis took his time, long, slow, deep strokes, making sure to reach around and play with her swollen clit as he fucked her. It didn’t take him long to pull one more from her like that. Only then did he pick up the pace of his fucking, and soon added his load of cum to her pussy. Minutes later, the three of them were cuddled on the floor.

“Guys, I think I need to collapse,” she said.

“Yeah,” Kirby agreed.

They helped her into Davis’ bathroom and got her cleaned up before the three of them stretched out in Davis’ bed.

“You okay, bro?” Kirby asked from the far side.

“Yes, thank you. This is nice. It just takes me a while to get used to new things.”

“I know,” she said. “Thank you.”

He kissed the top of her head. “Thank you for being patient with me.”

She cupped her hand around his, holding it still, not stroking. “Thank you for trying so hard for me. That means a lot to me.” She had a thought. “How many books are in Lynn’s series, anyway?”

“Thirty-two, with five more scheduled for future release.”

“Oh, boy,” she said while Kirby giggled next to her.

“What?” Davis asked.

“I guess I’m in for a treat, huh?”

“If by that you mean I have a lot of ideas, yes.”

Another laugh from Kirby. “That’s what she meant, bro.”


Chapter Twenty-One

 

The men dropped her off at work a little after two Saturday afternoon and headed down to their parents’ house. They’d given her the address and she would go take a shower before joining them.

What would happen later that night was still up in the air. Much to Davis’ credit, he’d been the one who said that he would let her make the decision when she was ready to, based on how she felt, after meeting their parents. The men would come by her apartment after leaving their parents’ house, at least to say good-night if she didn’t feel like doing more.

As she grabbed a shower at home, Mel wasn’t even sure how to introduce the men to her parents. Despite the men telling her they’d be happy to go along with an omission if she only wanted to tell them about one of the men, that didn’t set well with her.

If she was seriously contemplating being with both men for life, she couldn’t deny her relationship to either of them in front of her family. Work was different and related to being able to earn a living.

Her family was for life. She loved her parents and sisters and her brothers-in-law. She had nieces and nephews.

Hopefully none of them would disown her over this. If they did, she’d horribly misjudged them.

She, however, wouldn’t lie to them.

In a way, she was glad Davis had given her the easy out, driving herself to Port Charlotte so she could leave when she wanted to. If things went badly, it meant she could make her excuses and apologies and bolt like a scalded cat.

Bok.

Yeah, it might make her a chicken, and she’d own that.

This was unchartered territory for her, scary. Terrifying, even. She loved Davis and Kirby and even if forced to could never choose between them.

Figures I can’t even fix my life right, I have to screw that up. Here she’d been happy to settle for one great guy and she ended up with two equally amazing ones.

Good problem to have, but it had brought about unforeseen problems she hadn’t contemplated before.

I’ll need to ask Kim.

There was that. She had friends she could talk to for advice.

She stopped by Publix and picked up a pre-made fruit salad to bring, even though the men had said she didn’t need to bring anything. She knew Davis enjoyed them.

Kirby’s car was parked in the driveway behind two other cars, so at least she knew it was the right place. And no chance to back out, because she’d no sooner pulled in than Davis walked out to greet her.

He opened her door for her and when he saw she’d brought something, he took it from her. “Thank you, sweetheart.” He leaned in and kissed her. “They’re looking forward to meeting you.”

“Do they know yet?”

“Not exactly. Kirby hasn’t exactly answered their questions.”

“Oh.”

He led the way inside and introduced her to Jonas and Alana Silva. It was obvious Kirby had inherited the man’s blue eyes, curly hair, and his build, but Davis looked nothing like him. Davis also didn’t look like his mother, who had hazel eyes and, judging from her eyebrows her naturally blonde hair, which was greying, didn’t come from a bottle.

“It’s nice to meet you, Melanie,” Alana said. “The boys told us you were coming, but to be honest, they didn’t tell us much about you.”

She didn’t get a bad vibe from the woman, just a curious one. Fortunately, Davis stepped in. “Kirby, we should say it.”

“Davis—”

“Mom, Dad, she’s our girlfriend.”

Mel waited for the explosion, watching as the older couple shared a long, silent glance.

It was Jonas who recovered first. “You’re poly?”

Mel’s eyes widened. “Um, huh?”

“Yes,” Davis said.

“What?” Kirby asked.

These three reactions happened simultaneously, leaving Mel, Davis, and Kirby staring at each other.

Davis once again opted to take point. “Yes, we’re poly with her.”

Mel wondered if a crack would open up in the floor under her. Maybe a sinkhole. Swallow her whole, because her face felt scalding hot right now.

“Oh,” Alana said. “That’s nice.”

She couldn’t help it. Her gaze swiveled to Kirby, who she was relieved to see wore the same look of shock she imagined she now wore.

He finally stepped forward. “Okaaay. Just to be clear, you understand that she’s both my girlfriend and Davis’ girlfriend. Right?”

Jonas nodded. “Yes, that’s what poly usually means.”

Davis turned to Mel and Kirby. “Why did you two seem to think this would be difficult to do, to tell them?”

Alana laughed, but it sounded a little nervous to Mel’s ears. “Never mind, honey. Is everyone hungry? Let’s eat.”

 

* * * *

 

Mel wondered if there’d be a delayed explosion from the parents after she left, and the longer they acted nice to her, the more nervous she felt.

She got that was a totally illogical reaction, but she never claimed to be logical.

After dinner, she needed to use the bathroom and Alana directed her to one in the hall.

There, Mel stood in front of the mirror and stared at herself. This felt totally unreal.

Completely.

Yes, during dinner, Jonas and Alana had asked her personal questions, about her life, her job, her family, but not in a rude or probing way. Much like anyone would ask personal questions of someone at a social dinner.

Nothing else had been said about their relationship.

Zero questions asked about that beyond how long they’d known each other.

They’d already agreed that when asked how they met they’d leave it at the suggested answer “through mutual friends” that many people involved in BDSM used when asked how they’d met someone.

It was the truth, sort of.

Close enough.

Finally, she used the toilet, washed her hands, and emerged from the bathroom. The house was clean and comfortable, warm, inviting. Quaintly cluttered, the way bookworms frequently were. It was easy to see the family loved books from the shelves lining many walls. On the way back to the kitchen, she hesitated in the living room when she spotted one bookshelf.

The exception to the rule.

The only perfect, immaculate corner.

Wandering over, she realized this was the urn of the friend the men had told her about. There were over a dozen pictures, too, of an obviously younger Alana and Jonas with a third man.

A familiar-looking man…

When her eyes settled on a lone picture of him, it finally clicked.

Now she studied all the pictures, and she saw it.

The way the man didn’t look at the camera.

The way he did look at Alana.

The way he really didn’t smile.

The picture of both men and Alana holding the newborn twins, and another picture of the man with the babies.

One of Alana and the man. She smiled at the camera while he was totally focused on her.

A man who looked exactly like—

“That was our…friend, Parker.”

Mel jumped at Alana’s voice. She spun around, unable to think of an adequate response.

She didn’t have to.

“He died when the boys were babies,” she said, looking heartbroken.

That sealed it for Mel.

She knew.

Knew.

Because watching her nearly broke her own heart. She imagined if one of her men died, that was a similar expression to what she’d wear.

“I’m sorry. The guys told me about him.”

“Thank you.” She walked over to the shelf and touched the urn in a way that Mel knew happened probably multiple times a day. The fact that there wasn’t a speck of dust on the urn or on any of the picture frames of him also told her this was a shrine.

A shrine to a man she’d loved.

“Are you all right?” Alana asked.

“You know, I’m fighting a headache, I’m sorry. I think I’m going to head home.” Mel power-walked out to the kitchen, to the guys. “Hey, I’m going to head home.” She kissed Davis, then Kirby, before either could argue with her. “I’ll see you later.” She forced herself to smile at Jonas. “Thank you so much for your hospitality. I’m sorry to leave like this. I’ll make it up to you both.”

Alana had followed her to the kitchen. “Did you want some ibuprofen or something?”

“No, I just need to lie down, I think. I’ve had a stressful week.” She forced another smile. “Thank you again for dinner. It was so lovely getting to meet you and I’m looking forward to coming again.”

Forcing herself not to run, she grabbed her purse and keys and headed to the front door, the men scrambling to follow her.

“Are you okay?” Kirby asked outside by her car.

“Yeah. Just…nerves. The week finally got to me. Sorry. Stop by later, okay?” She kissed him. “Love you.”

“Love you, too.”

“Love you,” Davis said.

She kissed him, lingering, cupping his cheek. She couldn’t tell him. Hell, she could be wrong, for all she knew, misinterpreting everything.

Somehow, she didn’t think that was the answer. That’d be too neat, too tidy.

“I love you, too, Sir,” she said before getting into her car. The men retreated to the front porch while she backed out and headed home.

Fuck.


Chapter Twenty-Two

 

Mel suspected she’d end up questioned later that evening by Kirby about her sudden departure from their parents’ house. Even if Davis noticed something was amiss, he’d likely not bring it up.

In some ways, that was a blessing.

She didn’t want to lie to either of them, but things just did not add up and she was a horrible liar. To sit there and be turning the blatantly obvious truth over in her head while trying to maintain a normal facade wasn’t possible for her.

Best to go home and digest and let it settle and figure out how to later pretend to act normally around the older Silvas despite something not adding up in their story.

And how to keep her knowledge from Davis and Kirby. They obviously didn’t know.

She’d been home maybe fifteen minutes when someone knocked on her door. Expecting it to be either Kirby or Davis—or both—Mel was more than a little shocked to see Alana Silva standing outside her door.

The older woman nervously smiled. “Can I come in?”

“Sure.” Mel stepped aside for her. “Why did you come?”

“I wanted to talk to you. Alone. In person.”

“Oookay?” Melanie had a feeling she really didn’t want to have this conversation.

“When you were at our house with the boys earlier, I think you figured something out. I wanted to talk to you about it before you talked to them.”

“How’d you get my address?”

“I asked Davis. I told him I wanted to send you a thank you note for the fruit salad you brought. Oh.” She sheepishly smiled as she pulled out a small envelope and handed it to her. “Thank you.” She shrugged. “I didn’t want to lie to him.”

Melanie had a feeling Alana wouldn’t leave until she had her say, and at least she didn’t appear to be angry with Melanie for dating her sons. “Let’s sit down.”

Melanie took the chair while Alana settled on the couch. “I guess I should get right to the point. Are you serious about our sons?”

Maybe this conversation wasn’t going to go the way Mel thought it was after all. Ironically, this would, by far, be the easier discussion to have with the older woman. “I am. I love them both, which I know sounds unusual, but—”

“Jonas isn’t Davis’ biological father,” she said.

Oh, shit. “Excuse me?”

“They’re twins, but they have two separate fathers.” A sad expression filled her features “We lost Parker when the boys were just a couple of months old. He was killed in a car accident, but we never told the boys he was anything other than a friend.”

Melanie stared at her, unsure what to say. Yes, she’d connected the dots about Davis’ parentage, especially considering how similar he looked to the man she saw in the pictures.

But her line between dots had apparently zoomed off the page into majestically wrong territory in the process.

“I taught school for a lot of years,” Alana said. “I recognized your look at the house. You figured it out.”

“I don’t know what you want me to say.”

“I’m not asking you to keep this a secret from them. But I wanted you to know first.”

“Uh, shouldn’t they be the ones to know?”

“It honestly wasn’t a concern before. They’ve never met someone like you before. Someone that they wanted to have a poly relationship with. Because if you do have children with them, I want you to be fully informed. We never knew how to tell them and as the years went on and we realized Davis had issues to deal with, it…” The older woman looked emotionally lost.

Mel gave her an out. “How did you three meet?”

“In college. Well, I met them in college. They met in junior high. Parker was in foster care and Jonas befriended him. They were in the same classes and Parker was being bullied. Jonas stood up for him and they became inseparable.”

“Foster care?”

“His birth mother gave him up for adoption. She was a single teen mom. His first family didn’t complete the adoption when they realized he had special needs, and from that point on he bounced around the foster care system. Jonas’ parents adored Parker and took him in. When I met them, Parker, even though he was only a year older than me, he was already working on his Masters degree.”

Alana sighed. “Davis is a lot like Parker in many ways, and not just physical appearance. Parker had far more social anxiety than Davis does. Or perhaps the intense early intervention Davis received helped mitigate it a lot more. And as the boys grew older, we didn’t know how to tell them. It would have meant uncomfortable questions for young children to ask. They know Parker was a dear friend of ours for years, and had been living with us when he died.”

“When did you find out that Jonas was Kirby’s father?”

“When we first realized Davis had issues. And to be honest, some of those signs might have come up earlier, but I was so wrapped in my grief every day it was all I could do to get out of bed and take care of my babies. Once we finally realized Davis was showing some unusual symptoms, they did a lot of testing and blood draws and all sorts of things to rule out infections and other issues. Things didn’t add up, so we asked for a DNA test to confirm it.”

“Bet that was an interesting conversation with your doctor,” Mel muttered.

“Oh, it was. I needed Jonas there with me to help tell it, to assure them it was all consensual and I hadn’t been cheating on him. Again, those were different times. But we also knew Parker’s issues. When Davis was little, there wasn’t a lot of nuance in a diagnosis of autism, and there wasn’t really a separate diagnosis from Asperger syndrome back then, either. Especially so when Parker was growing up. He was a functional person, so nothing more was done.

“It was a completely different time. They didn’t know a fraction about it that they know now. If Davis went through the school system now, he’d probably have a diagnosis somewhere on the mild end of the autism spectrum. So would Parker, although his was a little more involved in some ways. There is an increased chance of the traits being passed on. There have been studies of identical twins that show a greater incidence of other issues in the second twin if the first is diagnosed on the ASD spectrum. And now some scientists think maybe it’s possibly even linked to chemical exposure. The bottom line is, right now, they don’t have a smoking gun they can point to.

“But since the boys are half-brothers…well, you can see that Kirby didn’t inherit those traits. We did research Parker’s birth family after he passed and after we realized Davis had issues, and we discovered that Parker’s birth father definitely fits into the ASD spectrum.”

“How?”

“We met him, Jonas and I. We told him we were friends of his son and skirted around the truth a little. He was single and worked as a statistic analyst for a large polling company.”

“What’d Parker’s father say?”

Alana hesitated and Mel wasn’t sure if she was overcome with emotion or just looking for a way to phrase it. “We could have been telling him the temperature outside for all the impact or emotion it had on him. After loving Parker, I wanted to get to know his family, if they’d let us. We both did. I was used to Parker’s personality quirks and giving him a lot of latitude because of them. I knew the man underneath the surface. I loved him fiercely because of who he was, the totality of him.

“But Parker’s father, I couldn’t get through to him. Neither of us. We tried, thought maybe telling him he had a grandson, maybe that would help. He was completely uninterested in connecting with us in any way. I’m sure given more time, perhaps we could have made progress with him, but he didn’t want to and we had two young sons to raise who needed our full attention.”

“Did he have any other kids?”

“No. He was single and his parents had passed already, and he had no siblings. No other living family. He made it clear that he didn’t want to change that situation, either.”

“This is going to sound rude, but how did he even father a child?”

“Jonas did ask that. I think Jonas was even more upset than I was. Remember, he’d known Parker longer than I had. We were both trying not to show how upset we were, trying everything we’d learned from years of being with Parker to try to reach this man. Apparently, he’d been in a service club in high school, insisted upon by his parents to get him to ‘socialize.’ Someone spiked the punch at the party and people got drunk, and the girl had really liked him and took her chance.”

“What about Parker’s birth mother?”

“She refused to meet with us. We’d tracked her down through the state adoption records, and they contacted her and she wanted nothing to do with us. She apparently went on to marry someone and have a family with them.”

This was getting even deeper and murkier—darker—than Mel ever suspected the conversation would go. “I think I’m starting to understand why you didn’t go down this rabbit trail with the guys.”

Alana nodded. “I’m not trying to scare you off, dear. That’s not why I’m here. I could see how you and Davis interact and there’s a spark there when he looks at you that I’ve never seen in him before. I see him pushing himself in good ways that made him very uncomfortable in the past. The fact that you’re a poly triad is inconsequential to me, because we lived it ourselves, even though the boys didn’t know that. So I want you to have all the facts now.”

“You hid the truth from them.”

“How do you explain the complexities of the situation to two young children, especially one who doesn’t deal with sudden changes very well?”

“But they’re adults now. They’re forty-one. They need to know. They deserve to know.”

The sorrow in Alana’s eyes nearly broke Melanie’s heart. “I know we should have told them, but it got to a point where we decided we needed to focus on them. Jonas loves both of them, just like Parker loved both of them. Jonas is listed on their birth certificates as the boys’ father, because that’s the way Parker wanted it. Parker wanted Jonas and I to get married, and when I found out I was pregnant, we knew there was a chance it could be either man. When we discovered I was carrying twins, we didn’t want to get our hopes up that maybe they were from each, even though we realized it was possible.”

“When did you know?”

“I suspected when they were born. Kirby had blue eyes and Davis didn’t. Davis looked like Parker. But we didn’t know for sure until…later. After DNA testing.”

“How did Parker really die?”

“It was a car wreck. That much is true.” Her gaze dropped to the floor for a moment before she continued. “I was heading home from a pediatrician appointment with the boys and got a flat tire. I didn’t have a jack in my car. This was before cell phones. Even though there were car phones, we couldn’t have afforded one. I was still on maternity leave from teaching, Jonas had just started working a few months earlier after graduation, and Parker was working on his doctorate. I was able to carry the boys across the road to a convenience store and called home. Parker had just gotten home from school and said he’d come change the tire for me.”

She sniffled. “I carried the boys back to the car and sat there and waited. And waited. And waited. It was in a rural area. We lived in an old rented trailer out in the boonies because it was cheaper and happened to be private. I’m sitting there waiting and hear sirens in the distance. Then traffic starts backing from the direction I’d been heading, and there’s no traffic coming from the other way. So I figured there was an accident ahead up the road, which was probably why Parker wasn’t there yet. Stuck in traffic.”

Large tears rolled down her face. “I even got a little aggravated that he didn’t turn around and go a different way. But I’d told him exactly where I was and he wrote it down and one of his tics was that when he started out a certain way, he didn’t just turn around and change course. He would sit in traffic for an hour even if he could turn around and go a few miles out of his way and save time. It was so hot and I was afraid to run the car because I didn’t want it to overheat. So I’m standing there in the shade off to the side with both boys in my arms, trying to keep them cool.

“Finally, a deputy drove up from the direction I guessed the accident was and asked if I was okay. He saw me holding my babies. I told him what happened and he started to change the tire for me and we started talking. He confirmed it was an accident causing the traffic jam, but didn’t say anything else. His tone told me it was a bad accident, and I didn’t want to know the details. I sort of joked that I was going to have to chew my ‘friend’ Parker out for not taking a different route when he obviously must have gotten caught in the traffic, and it would serve him right for me not being there and him having to look for me.

“He went quiet, and I’ll never forget he had green eyes. He had taken his hat and sunglasses off to change the tire. He asked me what I said my friend’s name was again, and I had this horrible feeling wash over me and couldn’t answer him for a moment. I said Parker Tophin, and he’d be driving a little red Ford Festiva.”

She stared at her hands, which lay clasped in her lap. Tears fell on them and she made no move to wipe them away. Melanie got up and grabbed a box of tissues off her counter and brought them over for her.

“Thank you,” Alana whispered as she took them. After a moment, she spoke again. “I’ll never forget that man. Captain Gene Smith from the Sarasota County Sheriff’s Office. I remember his name tag, staring at it. He didn’t finish changing the tire. He stood and told me he’d be right back and he walked back to his cruiser and spoke to someone on the radio.

“When he came back a moment later, I knew. I tried to joke with him but he asked me questions like if Parker had a wife or family, and I said no, he lived with my husband and I and we were his best friends and his only family. That we even were his next of kin. Then the next thing I know, there’s an ambulance there and I was screaming and screaming that Parker couldn’t be dead. I must have given them Jonas’ work number at some point because then he was there, too, and then a couple of hours later me and the babies are in the hospital, in a room, with Jonas. They’d had to sedate me because I was hysterical, so they just brought all of us together.”

She had to blow her nose again. “That’s where they’d taken Parker. Jonas talked to the ER doctors. Parker had died on the way there and they couldn’t save him. The paramedics told the ER staff that Parker kept saying while they were cutting him out of the wreckage that he had to get to the babies and they didn’t know what that meant. A guy in a pickup truck wasn’t paying attention and blew through a stop sign and hit him in the driver’s door. Obviously, Parker didn’t have any carseats in the car, I had them, so they didn’t know what he meant.”

“He was talking about you and the boys,” Mel softly said.

“Right. That’s what we figure. I insisted on seeing him even though Jonas had already ID’d his body. I wanted to say good-bye to him or I knew I’d never be able to believe he was gone.” She took a deep, shuddering breath. “My heart shattered that day. Jonas’, too. I mean, he loved him like a brother. More than, even.”

“Were they…involved with each other?”

Alana slowly shook her head. “No. But it broke his heart just the same. And we had two sons to raise. We’d originally planned for me to go back to work when the boys were about a year old, but then we realized Davis had some developmental delays and I had to give him extra attention and occupational therapy. When I finally did go back to teaching, at first it was at the same school the boys went to so I could be right there. They were in the same classes except when Davis had his therapy.”

“When did you realize how smart he was?”

“Early on. They were both above-average, but Davis especially so. And in the process of fighting so hard for Davis to have a normal life, we just…never told them.”

That all still didn’t really answer another question Mel had. “So why did you want to tell me first?”

“Because when we do tell them, they’re probably going to be very angry with us, and they’ll need you.”

“I can’t say I’ll blame them for being angry.”

“Neither will we. And I wanted you to know the answers to questions they might not want to even ask us. I felt that I owed you that. We decided once they were adults that we’d wait to tell them unless they…” She sighed. “Unless it was obvious one of them was in a serious long-term relationship. We figured that’d mean Kirby, to be honest. We never dreamed they would…” Slowly nodding, she dabbed at her eyes again. “Parker would have thought this was amusing, I’m sure. Ironic.”

“How so?”

“That our boys unwittingly followed in our footsteps, so to speak.”

An involuntary shiver rippled through Mel. “Hopefully without the tragedy.”

“Yes.”

By the time Alana left a little while later, Mel’s mind swirled with the new knowledge. Alana had said her plan was to return home and then talk with the men and tell them the news.

And tell them that she’d already told Mel.

Mel hoped that didn’t piss them off at her for learning first.

No, they’re not like that.

It did, however, bring up an interesting wrinkle. If she had kids with the guys…

She headed for her bathroom to take a shower.

If I have children with them, it means the three of us are committed to spending our lives together anyway.

And frankly, understanding Davis as well as she now did, Mel knew she’d be stupid to let what-ifs scare her away from happiness. Davis would be the first to admit he was happy. Most people who weren’t neurotypical lived perfectly excellent, fulfilling lives. Understanding there might possibly be challenges was the primary key to helping any hypothetical child of theirs overcome anything they might encounter.

She froze.

Am I really jumping that far ahead?

In the past, that’d been the fastest way for her to sink a relationship.

Oh, gawd, please don’t let me have just jinxed what we have!

She knew that was a stupid way to think, but now that she had, she couldn’t help the shadowy worries swirling through her gut.


Chapter Twenty-Three

 

Kirby wasn’t sure why Mel left as quickly as she had. If he didn’t know any better, he’d swear that something had happened. But his parents and Davis weren’t acting as if anything had.

Then again, Davis wasn’t the best bellwether of that, either.

It was still early. Their mom left a little while later to go to the store, leaving Kirby and Davis in the garage with their father and trying to diagnose the electrical system problem in their dad’s old Jeep restoration project.

When their dad had to go inside for a moment, Kirby tapped Davis’ shoulder. “Did Mel seem okay to you when she left?”

“What do you mean?”

Just as he’d thought, no help there. “Did she seem upset?”

“Is this a trick question?”

“I’m serious.”

“So am I. She didn’t mention to me that she was upset. I don’t believe anyone said or did anything to upset her. Would you like me to call her and ask her?”

“No. Never mind.” There was no universe in which Kirby could imagine that phone call ending well, no matter how well it started.

Then again, maybe he wasn’t giving Mel enough credit. Somehow, she’d managed to slip into both of their lives and make herself at home there. She loved Davis for all his batshit quirky ways and had a soothing, positive influence on him. For his own part, she’d shown him love and trust the likes of which he’d never dreamed possible, a selfless way about her, patience and gentle compassion, the perfect woman for both of them.

While he’d expected his parents to accept her as “their” girlfriend, their reaction had stunned him in the good way. As if people being poly was no big deal to them.

Maybe they have friends we don’t know about.

Their mom returned home a while later, only carrying two shopping bags, which Kirby thought was unusual based on how long she’d been gone. Their father followed her inside.

A moment later, he was calling them to come in, too.

Kirby exchanged a glance with Davis, who looked puzzled.

Good. It’s not just me.

 

* * * *

 

“Boys, wash up and sit down and join us,” their mom said.

Davis knew that tone of voice, no matter how pleasantly it might sound to others.

She wanted to talk to them about something.

Maybe this is where she has the proverbial freak-out about us being involved with Mel.

If she did, it’d be unfortunate, but it wouldn’t change Davis’ feelings about Mel.

Their mom had brought a cheesecake home, Davis’ favorite. She cut them all slices and as she sat down, she reached over to where their dad’s hand lay on the table and laced fingers with him.

It immediately brought Mel to mind for Davis, how he held hands with her. Something just a couple of months ago he would have sworn was impossible to enjoy, he now looked forward to.

A simple gesture he’d long envied in others, including his parents, and now he got it.

“For starters,” their father said, “we wanted to tell you Melanie seems to be a wonderful girl, and we’re very happy for you both.”

“But?” Davis asked, apparently startling both their parents and Kirby, who shot him a look.

Their father appeared confused. “But?”

“Isn’t a comment like that usually followed by a ‘but’ and a litany of reasons why you wish we’d reconsider what we’re doing?”

“No. That’s not what we were going to say at all.”

Shit. And here Davis had thought he’d deciphered an inherently complex statement. “My apologies. Please continue.”

Their mother was the one who spoke next. “We know it’s an unconventional arrangement, but it’s not shocking to us. Your father and I have a confession to make, and we hope you’ll hear us out before you make any judgments.”

Kirby groaned and covered his face with his hands. “Mom, please don’t drop some sort of bomb on us tonight that you guys are swingers or something. Just stop at accepting this and we’re good. Seriously.”

Their dad cleared his throat. “No. That’s not what we were going to say, and there’s no good way to say it but to say it. We never told you the truth about Parker.”

Kirby peeked through his fingers at his father, then to Davis, who shrugged but didn’t interrupt.

“Parker?” Kirby asked, lowering his hands. “Your friend who died?”

Their mother appeared to now have a desperate grip on their father’s hand and looked close to crying. “He wasn’t just our friend, sweetheart. It’s true that he and your father were very close and I met the two of them in college. But what we never told you was that Parker was our third.”

“Third what?” Davis asked.

Kirby actually reached over and smacked his shoulder. “Ass. They were poly with him.” Kirby focused on their mother. “Okay. I can understand why you might keep that back. We were, what, not even a year old when he died?”

Davis didn’t understand why their mother was now crying. He got up to get her tissues. When he returned to his seat, their father had also removed his glasses and was rubbing at his eyes with his free hand.

The other was still tightly gripped by their mother.

“We were a family,” their father said. “Parker wanted me to marry your mom and we told people that he and I were good friends and college roommates. Anyone who knew Parker would believe that we’d have him live with us for all of the reasons.”

“Why?” Davis asked. Something wasn’t making sense to him.

“Because he was much like you, Davis,” their father said. “More acute in many ways, actually.”

“Fuuuck,” Kirby whispered, sitting back, his eyes wide as he stared at Davis.

“What?” Davis asked.

Their mother cried. Their father pried his hand free from hers and slid his chair closer to her to drape his arm around her shoulders, comforting her.

“What?” Davis asked again, now staring at Kirby.

Their father told them about the day Parker died, the full details they’d never heard before, as their mother softly sobbed into the tissues.

“They told us that he kept saying he had to get to the babies,” he softly said. “Because he considered both of you his sons. Kirby, you were named after Parker’s middle name, and Davis after mine. He loved you both the way I love you, and he loved your mother the way I love her. He died loving you boys and worried about you.”

Kirby’s hands were covering his mouth again and he still bore a look of wide-eyed shock, the same shade of blue eyes their father had.

“I’m sorry,” Davis said. “I wish you’d told us how much he meant to you. We didn’t mean for our revelation to dredge up painful memories. We would have planned this a—”

Kirby slapped the table, making all three of them jump. “Dude! Seriously?”

Kirby jumped up and stormed out of the room, returning seconds later with the old picture of the three of them together, one he and Kirby had grown up seeing sit on the shelf next to Parker’s urn, their mother and father smiling at the camera while Parker stood next to them, one corner of his mouth slightly curved and not looking directly at the camera.

Kirby pointed at it. “One of these things is not like the other, isn’t it?” He set it on the table in front of their father. “Just fucking say it!”

“Why are you yelling at them?” Davis asked. “You’re not helping.”

“Davis.” He pointed at their parents. “They’ve spent our entire fucking lives lying to us!”

Confused, Davis looked from Kirby to their parents, and finally at the picture.

That’s when, for the first time, he really saw the picture.

Not just the way the man stood there, nearly identically to the way a picture of the three of them, taken by Kim for them at dinner at Sigalo’s one night, had turned out.

But that when he looked into a mirror every morning, he saw that man’s face. A man he’d never remember meeting because the man had died when Davis was a baby.

Died worrying about him, and Kirby.

His gaze swiveled from the picture to Kirby’s eyes. Slowly, Davis stood and made his way out to the living room to look at the pictures.

To see the pictures.

All of them now appeared to him in their correct context, lovingly arranged around the urn. A memorial to a well-loved man, not just a lost friend. The picture of the two men on either side of their mother in the hospital right after their birth, of them in college at their graduation, more of the three of them at the beach, at a concert.

One of Parker and their mother, where he stared down at her with a loving smile Davis knew all too well while she smiled into the camera.

“I’m sorry, son,” their father said from behind him. “We suspected, but we didn’t care. Parker and I called you both our sons. He’s the one who wanted me to marry your mom. He thought it would be better that way. We didn’t care which of us was your father, and when she had twins, even though the doctor said you were fraternal twins, we hoped it would be one from each of us. It wasn’t until…later that we knew for sure.”

Davis had a hard time catching his breath. “How…long…have…you…known?”

“Since you were a baby and we noticed your symptoms. We had a DNA test run to confirm it. You weren’t my biological son, meaning you were his.”

Now that he knew, he felt like a total idiot. He could see it, right there, all this time.

“Parker had no early intervention like you did,” his father said. “He had some of the repetition patterns, would get overwhelmed socially, and many other issues. But when he met your mother it was like magic. She immediately soothed and focused him in a way no one else had. I was going to back away when both of them told me no, that’s not what they wanted.”

“I…inherited this from him? He was on the autism spectrum?”

“He was never formally diagnosed, but from what I know now, yes. Definitely Asperger’s.”

Davis couldn’t pull his gaze from the pictures. From one to another to the next, it was there. Had been there the whole time.

He’d never seen it before.

Kirby spoke from behind Davis. “That’s pretty shitty, Dad. Not telling us.”

“It wouldn’t have changed anything,” their dad said. “He’s still your brother, and he’s still my son, and unfortunately, Parker’s still dead. Our hearts are still crushed. We didn’t plan to keep it from you, but you have to understand what we were going through.”

Davis turned at the raw, choked emotion in their father’s voice.

“We were gutted,” he said. “I considered Parker my brother. He wasn’t just my best friend. Your mother had to be sedated and taken to the hospital when she found out he died. She could barely cope with losing him and then raising twins and I had to work to support us, too. Then when Davis started to show some symptoms we were desperate to make sure he got every chance, every intervention he could, so that he would hopefully not face some of the challenges Parker did.

“I knew that man like I knew my own mind, and he was frustrated at himself and at life that he couldn’t just be ‘normal.’ That it cost him a childhood in the foster care system. Then your mother came along and he was really, truly happy for the first time in his life. He was finally okay with who he was, because she was okay with who he was. Just like Mel is okay with who you are.”

Tears rolled down their dad’s cheeks and he quickly brushed them away. “We knew that the only thing Parker loved more in this universe than your mother was you two boys. He cried the night you were born. He was in the delivery room with us and held your mother’s hand and helped me cut the umbilical cords. He sobbed as he held you two for the first time. He would get up to help feed you and change diapers and the first thing he did every day when he woke up and when he got home, before even kissing your mother, was to kiss you both and make sure you were okay. You were his miracles, that in his life he could have been a part of making something so beautiful and perfect.”

“But I’m not perfect, am I?” Davis whispered, feeling sick.

“He’d be proud of you for what you’ve accomplished in your life, and he’d be happy you found someone to make you as happy as your mother made him. Isn’t that perfect enough?”

“But not perfect enough he wanted to be on my birth certificate?”

“I was her husband. It was easier back then to do it that way. We didn’t want to have to explain wanting an expensive DNA test we couldn’t have afforded to do then anyway. That was forty-one years ago, Davis. Back then, it was a huge deal, and your mother was a school teacher. If it had somehow gotten out that she was involved with both of us, and had sons by two different men, it could have ended her teaching career. Parker is the one who insisted on things being like that because he didn’t want her or our children stigmatized by that kind of scandal.”

“Didn’t want her to have the Aspie’s kids, huh?” Davis said, not even recognizing his own voice.

Their father looked like he’d been slapped. “Please don’t talk about him like that. You didn’t know him.”

“Exactly.”

“I already told Melanie.” Davis turned at the sound of his mother’s voice from the doorway.

“What?” he and Kirby both asked.

“I drove to her apartment while I was out and told her. I wanted her to know and to be the one to tell her. To be prepared.”

“Why?” Davis roared. “So she won’t want to have kids with me?”

Kirby reached out and touched his shoulder, but Davis jerked away.

Their mother walked over to stand next to their father, leaning into him as he once again slipped his arm around her shoulders.

“I wanted her able to comfort you and to have all the facts. I had no idea if you were even going to want to speak to me and your father again after we told you. But we felt we needed to tell you now that you’ve found someone. Especially since you’re both going to be with her. And I wanted her to hear it from me so she could ask any questions she needed to. I wanted her to know why we were truly okay with the three of you being together.”

Davis had finally hit his unable to process level. Falling back on an old and poor coping tactic, he stormed out the front door, slamming it behind him and hoping Kirby would take the cue and follow him since they’d ridden there in Kirby’s car.

While he paced up and down the driveway he heard angry voices from inside. Just a minute later, Kirby also slammed the front door behind him as he walked out. Without a word, Kirby hit the button on his key fob to unlock the car. They both got in and Kirby backed out of their driveway, heading north.


Chapter Twenty-Four

 

Da.

Fuq?

Never in his life had Kirby ever wanted to have it out with his father. Not just with words, but a physical, knock-down fight.

Until now.

Because to see his brother emotionally gutted like that made Kirby feel a rage he never thought himself capable of. He’d spent plenty of time as a kid fighting bullies who wanted to pick on Davis.

None of them had ever made him feel so much rage. He knew the bullies were just stupid, ignorant jackasses.

Their father had raised them and knew Davis and what this would do to him.

Even more reason why he knew he had to follow Davis out the door.

He drove toward US 41 to head north, then pulled off into a shopping center and threw it into park, sitting there, silent, processing.

Next to him, Davis stared out the window. From the tense set of his brother’s jaw, he knew how upset Davis was but was clueless what to say or do to help him.

Kirby waited a couple of minutes until he knew he could speak without losing control and ranting about their parents.

“I love you, Davis. I’m mad at them, too, but I love you. You’re my brother, and I love you, and nothing we learned tonight changes any of that. Understand?”

Davis didn’t respond, didn’t acknowledge him.

Kirby didn’t press, afraid it would only upset him even more.

Ten minutes later, Davis finally spoke, even though it was in soft, mournful tones and he still didn’t look at Kirby. “They told her before they told us.”

“I know, buddy.”

“They just met her today. We’re their sons.”

“I know.”

Kirby didn’t try to interpret or analyze it. It just was, and Davis was rightfully due his moment to process and mourn and be angry and whatever emotions he was dealing with.

“What else have they lied to us about?”

“I did ask that before I flounced. They swear that’s it. An ‘omission.’”

Davis snorted.

That was progress, even if it bothered Kirby. An emotion like that, expressed in that way, meant the storm raged hot and heavy inside his brother as he tried to grapple with it and wrangle it into submission within him.

Not to mention right now, Kirby’s head felt like it was going to explode, a throbbing headache that had started earlier and ramped into overdrive during their parents’ confession.

“Why didn’t Mel call and tell us?”

“I don’t know. We’ll have to ask her that. Maybe because we were there with them. I’m sure she meant well, or felt it wasn’t her place to tell us.”

“If Mom and Dad hadn’t told us, do you think Mel would have?”

“I don’t know, buddy. I want to think she would have. I want to give her the benefit of the doubt. She didn’t ask to have that dropped on her. That was pretty shitty of them to tell her like that.”

“They should have told us first. They should have told us years ago.”

“I agree.” Kirby took a deep breath. Rage still welled within him. Here Davis was enjoying life in a way he never had before, and then it was like the universe slapped him in the face for it.

“I don’t understand why you’re upset. This is about me.”

Kirby knew he had to tread carefully and not risk alienating Davis. “I’m upset because I agree with you that we should have been told a long time ago. Given the circumstances, and how I know you love Mel as much as I do, I can see why they did what they did years ago in terms of Dad marrying Mom. Sarasota County was a lot more conservative back then, and it’s still pretty dang conservative, politically speaking.”

“That doesn’t excuse them not telling me Parker was my biological father.”

“I agree.”

Davis slowly turned from the window to look at him. “In one of those books I read, Lynn’s books, I read about a triad who have twins and both men fathered them.”

He didn’t continue.

“Yes?” Kirby asked.

“I thought at the time how preposterous that was. I looked it up, though, and there are cases of it. Apparently it happens in romance novels more than it happens in real life, but it can and does happen.”

Kirby wasn’t sure what Davis’ point was, but he held on for the ride. “Okay.”

Another moment for Davis to formulate his next statement. “Dad said Parker had more issues than I do, didn’t he?”

That Davis was questioning something he heard spoke to how emotional and upset he was.

“That’s what I heard, buddy.”

Davis slowly nodded. “I love Mel,” he whispered. “What Dad said. That’s how I feel about her. She soothes me. It doesn’t drain me to be around her. It’s like she recharges me.”

“Me, too, buddy,” he said.

“I’m really, really angry. At Mom and Dad.”

“I know. Me, too.”

“Can we go talk to Mel? We told her we’d come by.”

“Sure.” He shifted the car into drive and pulled out of the parking lot.

He felt like he needed some time with her, too. He was angry at his parents for them not revealing this sooner. He was angry at them for not telling them, and for telling Mel first.

He could only imagine how outraged Davis was.

And now poor Mel, alone and dealing with that.

And part of him felt sad that, for all these years, they never knew about the other father they’d had, who they’d never gotten to know.

A man who’d died loving them.

 

* * * *

 

Mel checked her phone when she got out of the shower but no calls from the guys. It was just after sunset, and she wondered when they’d be there.

The bad feeling welling in her gut wouldn’t go away, either. She dressed in shorts and a T-shirt and was walking toward the kitchen when she caught sight of something through the partially open blinds in her front window.

Outside, someone was walking around her car in the dark. Since no one was parked on either side of her, it was suspicious.

Without thinking, she yanked the door open and ran down the walk. “Hey!”

A woman stood up and now that Mel was running toward her, she recognized Felicity.

And she heard a hissing noise.

“You fucking cunt,” the woman screamed at her. “You cost me my fucking job!”

Mel belatedly realized Felicity had something in her hand, a utility knife or something, which she’d apparently been using to hack at the sidewalls of her tires. The tires on her passenger side were flat, and the ones on the driver’s side were on their way there, and still Felicity leaned over to stab at them some more.

“You’re crazy!” Mel screamed, her hands shaking as she backed toward the apartment while trying to dial 911. She took a second to snap a couple of pictures, realizing she needed proof, then hit send to complete the call.

Felicity headed toward her and Melody misjudged where she was, her bare foot catching and skidding off the edge of the sidewalk and sending her crashing onto her back.

She managed not to lose the phone and started screaming for help.

In the apartment next to hers, the front light came on and a man opened the door.

That seemed to stop Felicity, who turned and threw the knife away into the bushes before she offered a smile. “Sorry, my friend’s drunk, and—”

“She’s not my friend and that crazy bitch just tried to come after me with a knife! Look what she did to my car!”

The 911 operator answered and Mel didn’t care she was screaming into the phone. She stumbled to her feet, putting the man between her and Felicity, who wore a sickening smile.

Headlights turned the corner and pulled in, the car parking next to hers. She was still giving her information to the operator as Kirby and Davis ran up.

“Block her car in!” she screamed at Kirby.

Davis immediately grabbed the keys from Kirby and ran back to the car, moving it down the parking lot and stopping behind a red Porsche parked in front of the next building.

The car she’d seen on Thursday morning.

While the 911 operator relayed information to the cops, Kirby was trying to talk to Mel, stepping in front of her while Mel was trying to keep an eye on Felicity. Mel finally lost it. “Keep that fucking crazy bitch away from me!” she screamed at him, pointing at Felicity.

Davis returned just as Mel heard the sound of a siren approaching. The next fifteen minutes were filled with confusion and screaming as deputies handcuffed a struggling, swearing Felicity and, directed by Mel, located the knife in question. That was after showing the deputy the pics she’d taken, which clearly showed Felicity stabbing a tire.

Had Mel thought meeting the men’s parents was stressful?

Ha!

That paled in comparison to…this.

 

* * * *

 

Once Davis realized Mel was okay, he let Kirby take control and basically tell him what he was supposed to do. More deputies arrived and he was pulled off to the side to give a statement about what he knew. Which wasn’t much, considering they’d arrived after Felicity had tossed the knife away, but he gave them background information to fill in the gaps.

After their statements had been taken, Davis walked over to Mel, who was sitting on her front stoop.

“Are you all right?”

She glared up at him. “No, I am not fucking all right, Davis! Your mother shows up and drops a bomb on me, and then fucking Felicity shows up and slashes my tires? Thank fucking Christ that guy stepped out or she might have come after me! No, I’m not fucking all right!”

Kirby stepped in. “It’s okay, Davis. Let her be.”

“But she’s upset.”

“Yes, I know,” he quietly said. “She has every right to be upset.”

“Goddamned right I have every right to be fucking upset!”

“I’ll pay for your tires,” Davis quietly said.

“This is not about the cost of fucking tires, you idiot!” she screamed. “Are you fucking serious? What the fucking hell is wrong with you? Are you crazy? Fuck the goddamned tires!”

Dammit. He turned to Kirby, lost and feeling helpless. He did not want to make this worse, but apparently that was exactly what he was doing.

She got up and went inside, slamming the door behind her and locking it.

Seemed to be the night for that.

He wanted to follow her, but Kirby caught his arm and shook his head.

“But she’s upset.”

“Yeah, she needs time to calm down.”

“Shouldn’t we be with her?”

“If she’d wanted us to be with her, she’d have asked us to be. Remember, it’s not just this. It’s this whole week, and then Mom. Mel’s really upset. She just had a bad scare and needs to process everything.”

Torn, he stared at her apartment door. Leaving didn’t feel right to him, but he had to trust Kirby. “Then what do we do?”

“Right now, we’re going to wait until the cops tell us we can leave. Then you’re driving me home so I can crawl into bed.”

He realized his brother looked horrible. “What’s wrong?”

“Migraine.”

“Oh. Sorry.”

“Not your fault, Davis.”

“Feels like tonight is my fault all the way around.”


Chapter Twenty-Five

 

Mel seethed as she slammed her apartment door and locked not just the knob, but the deadbolt for good measure.

Oh.

My.

Fucking.

GAWD!

This was too much. Too damn much. Getting cheated on, that fucking sucked. Finding out a guy was about to cheat on her, yeah, that sucked, too. Realizing a guy was a tool or an asshat or a full-on asshole—whatever—but in none of her past relationships had any crazy psycho ex stalked her and tried to hurt her!

Ever.

She paced the apartment. Twenty minutes later, when she peeked out the viewfinder in her door, everything was gone. Kirby and Davis, the cops, the two wreckers with both Felicity’s car and hers.

The guys hadn’t even bothered to knock and say good-bye.

Figures.

Well, now she knew where she rated. That message was pretty damn clear. She could take a fucking hint.

She needed another shower to calm down and wash the dirt off her from where she’d fallen. As she stepped under the spray, the shakes finally hit her and she slid down the wall, sobbing, wrapping her arms around her legs and resting her head on her knees as she cried.

It wasn’t even the monetary hit, although four new tires would put a major dent in her budget and require her to max out a credit card.

Maybe I’ll make fucking Darby pay for those. His goddamned crazy psycho daughter.

Yeah, she’d stormed into her apartment and slammed the door, but her guys hadn’t even tried to follow her and knock.

After she’d basically told Davis he could shove the tires up his ass, they’d just stood there, staring at her and looking like they were both angry.

Probably angry at her for knowing about Davis’ biological father before they did.

Fuck.

Then again, she had asked Davis what the fuck was wrong with him…

She groaned.

Oh, no. Dammit.

Yeah, she hadn’t just asked Davis what was wrong with him. She’d said some pretty mean things to him without even thinking about it.

Yep, leave it to her to take a craptastic situation and figure out a way to not only make it worse, but epically worse. She hadn’t even been thinking about what she was saying when she’d said it.

No wonder the guys looked angry. She’d have been angry, too. And no wonder they hadn’t followed her.

She didn’t blame them.

How had her world gone from perfect to apocalyptic in just the space of a couple of hours?

Welp, so much for that. Crazy cat lady it is.

Done. I’m sooo fucking done.

It was a cruel twist of fate that she’d felt closer to both men than anyone else in her life.

 

* * * *

 

Kirby was working on a sick headache by the time the deputies said they could leave. In fact, he’d had Davis drive them home. Mel was furious, and Kirby couldn’t blame her. She’d stormed into her apartment, slamming the door behind her and throwing the deadbolt so hard both he and Davis could hear it.

And she hadn’t come out.

He wondered if she’d finally hit her fuck this shit level and was metaphorically throwing the deadbolt on her heart, too. He didn’t blame her. On top of the bombshell their parents had dropped on them—and Mel—tonight, the last thing they’d needed was this bullshit with Felicity.

If Felicity’s crazy caused Mel to understandably tell him and Davis to go fuck themselves, Kirby was going to be hard-pressed not to demand they sell the house and move into separate residences.

He was done. Happiness had lain so close, within their grasp, for both of them, and then this crazy crap.

No, this wasn’t Davis’ fault, but Kirby was done.

He had finally hit his fuck this shit mark.

Maybe he could salvage something with Mel once she had a chance to calm down, but he couldn’t blame her for being angry. She never asked to be dragged into this drama.

Fortunately, Davis didn’t speak on the ride home. When they got there, he went straight to his room and closed the door behind him.

Kirby swallowed a couple of ibuprofen and retreated to his room after taking a long shower. Stretching out in bed, he didn’t even turn his TV on as he tried to go to sleep and hopefully get rid of the headache.

Trying to calm down and think rationally, he knew no, he couldn’t move out and leave Davis alone. Especially not after their parents’ bombshell. Davis would feel it was another betrayal, and Kirby couldn’t fault Davis for that.

The stable rock Davis had built his life and identity on had been shaken to the core tonight. It didn’t change how Kirby felt about him—Davis was his brother. Their dad was their dad.

Although it did sadden him to think about the time he and Davis had missed with Parker. Would Davis have seen him as a role-model and perhaps more easily maneuvered through his life knowing someone else could and had done it?

More than angry, Kirby felt cheated by life and fate, even though nothing could be done about what had happened in the past.

At some point, he did, blessedly, fall asleep. Kirby wasn’t sure what awakened him at first, until the noise happened again.

A knock on his door.

Groaning with frustration, he rolled over and turned on the bedside lamp. “What, Davis?”

Davis opened the bedroom door and walked in. “I’m sorry to wake you but I need to talk. Please?”

This was very unusual. When they were kids, yes, Davis had frequently interrupted his sleep, but it rarely happened as adults. Davis had learned to send Kirby text messages or e-mails, unless it was a rare emergency needing immediate attention, like the time their hot water heater had sprung a leak.

Obviously what had happened earlier—either the bombshell, or the mess with Felicity, or both—had impacted him.

As badly as Kirby knew he was handling this, for Davis it had to be the equivalent of a mental nuclear blast. Fortunately, the worst of his headache had abated, so he tempered his tone and opted for charity. “What’s wrong, buddy?”

“May I sit?”

“Sure.” Kirby glanced at the cable box and saw it was after one AM.

Davis settled on the end of Kirby’s bed, hands clasped in his lap, his gaze fixed on them. It took him a moment to speak but Kirby didn’t interrupt him. “Do you think Mel is going to break up with us?”

“I hope not. But I wouldn’t blame her if she did after tonight.”

“I wanted us to ask Mel to move in with us.” He finally looked up and into Kirby’s eyes.

Kirby hoped he hadn’t just heard his brother wrong. “Move in with us?”

“Yes. I feel bad that Felicity could have hurt her.”

“That’s not the only reason you want her to move in, is it?”

“No. I love her. You love her, too. It makes sense.”

There had to be more. Kirby felt it. “And?”

Davis’ gaze returned to his hands in his lap. “I want to officially collar her,” he softly said. “Not just give her the collar for play.”

Now Kirby sat up. “What?”

“I want to collar her as my submissive. Our submissive. Unless I misconstrued your feelings for her.”

“You didn’t misconstrue my feelings for her, Davis. I love her, too.”

Davis looked at him again. “Then let’s ask her to move in and be ours. And…” He swallowed hard. “In a year, if it’s still going well, one of us marries her.”

Kirby knew whatever he said next might be epically correct or terribly wrong, so he weighed several options before he spoke. “If she decides she wants to get married, how do we decide which one of us she marries?”

Davis sighed.

Davis did not sigh, wasn’t a sigher, usually. It meant he was wrestling with his emotions and struggling to put words to them.

“It would be up to her. As long as we’re both with her, I’m at peace with whatever she decides.”

“Do you have a preference?” Kirby pressed.

“I won’t deny that I wouldn’t object to it being me. But since I’m more concerned about getting to spend the rest of our lives with her, it’s not something that would cause me undue discomfort if she decided she wanted to marry you. There are a lot of factors for her to consider, such as which of us has the better medical plan, retirement accounts to protect, things such as that. The house is in both our names, so we could add her to that without any concern. It’s not so much—”

“Davis,” he gently said, cutting him off before he totally shiny squirreled down an alternate path and into the boonies. “Would you like to marry her?”

Another sigh, softer than the first and somehow sadder for it.

Davis nodded.

Kirby smiled. “How about when we have the ceremony, all three of us stand up there and exchange vows, but you’re the name on the marriage certificate? I’d be fine with that.”

“If she wants me to be the one.”

“Why wouldn’t she?”

He didn’t answer.

“Davis, she loves you, too.”

“She’s angry right now.”

At least Davis hadn’t missed that. Kirby knew damn well Mel hadn’t meant what she’d said when she responded to Davis’ offer to pay for her tires. She’d been upset, angry, scared, and it had likely come out without her even thinking.

But that didn’t mean she wasn’t still rightfully angry.

“Of course she’s angry. That psycho woman slashed her tires and probably would have gone after her if that guy hadn’t come out when he did. But you know what might un-anger her?”

Davis looked at him. “What?”

“Maybe if the two dudes who are desperately in love with her show up at her place in the middle of the night and tell her how much they love her and beg her to become their submissive.”

“Why in the middle of the night?”

“Because I’m pretty sure that, right now, she’s upset, mad at Felicity, mad at you and me because we’re guys and she got caught in this crossfire by accident, and she’s probably not sure how we feel about her because we left.”

“Why would she not know how we feel about her? We’ve both told her we love her. And she seemed to make it pretty clear she didn’t want us to follow her inside. That’s what you said.”

“Yeah, and maybe I was wrong about that. It’s complicated, and I don’t have the energy or time to explain it to you right now. People are complicated and sometimes do and say the opposite of what they really want because they’re angry or upset.” He threw back the sheet and swung his legs over the edge of the bed. “Go get dressed.”

“Why?”

“We’re going over to her place, dummy.”

“What do I wear?”

“Just shorts and a T-shirt.” He stood and headed for his closet. “And get the collar and cuffs you bought for her.”

“Why?”

Kirby stopped midway to his closet but didn’t turn. He threw his head back in frustration. “Oh. My. God. Davis, just do what I fucking say, okay?”

“Okay.”

When Kirby turned, Davis was already up and moving.

That’s a miracle.

The next miracle would be if Mel would even talk to them, much less agree to this craziness.

 

* * * *

 

Mel had cried herself to sleep, certain she’d ruined the best thing in her life. It didn’t matter how angry and upset she’d been, she’d had no right to take that out on Davis.

Especially like that. The horrible things she’d said to him.

She’d try calling them tomorrow to apologize, if they’d even talk to her.

If they didn’t want to talk to her…she wouldn’t blame them. Kirby would likely stand by Davis on general principles, because he loved his brother. And she knew once Davis’ trust had been broken, he didn’t give second chances.

She wasn’t sure what time it was when she heard knocking on her front door in the middle of the night. Terrified it was Felicity bonded out and back to finish the job, she wrapped a robe around her and grabbed her phone, 911 punched in and ready to dial as she left the lights off and crept up to the front door to look through her viewfinder.

On her front steps stood two men…

Huh?

She took a deep breath and flipped on the light to be sure.

Yep. Kirby and Davis.

Clearing her phone, now she realized it was nearly three AM.

She unlocked the door and opened it. “Hey.”

Kirby stepped in without a word, forcing her back. Inside, he grabbed her and kissed her while Davis shut the door, locked it, and turned off the outside light.

She started to resist, to talk, then realized that was a stupid fucking idea.

Let go and let this happen. That was much better.

Because maybe this could be salvaged if they were there and Kirby was kissing her.

He’d no sooner released her than Davis spun her around, grabbed her, and kissed her, hard, deep, frantically.

She grabbed him and held on tightly as Kirby pressed in behind her.

“I want our collar on you tonight,” Davis said before kissing her again.

“Rule one, baby,” Kirby hoarsely said. “You’re moving in with us.”

Davis lifted his mouth from hers. “Rule two,” he said, “you call us both Sir.”

Kirby was nibbling the back of her neck. “Rule three, you ask for permission to wear clothes when we’re alone at home.”

“Rule four,” Davis said, “be prepared to spend time on your knees every evening servicing our cocks.”

“Rule five,” Kirby said. “Never forget that we love you and want to spend the rest of our lives with you.”

She started crying. “Yes, Sir. Sirs. Both of you. I love you both. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry I said that, Davis. I didn’t mean any of it. I was so mad and upset but I never should have said it.”

He frowned. “Said what?”

“When you offered to pay for my tires. I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean it.”

“Kirby, help.”

“I don’t remember exactly what she said, but I didn’t take it the way she apparently thinks we took it. I took it that she was upset.”

“But…isn’t that why you guys looked so angry? Why you left without even telling me good-bye?”

Kirby sighed. “I had a sick headache. I’m the one who stopped Davis from following you. He tried to follow you. Yeah, we were angry, but not at you. We’re mad at our parents and at Felicity. I figured you wanted time alone to cool off.”

She started crying again, but this time in relief. “I thought you were mad at me for what I said.”

Kirby nuzzled the back of her head. “Sweetheart, Felicity attacked you. Mom dropped that bomb on you. We were certain you were going to tell us to fuck off and go fuck ourselves along the way.”

“I knew we should have followed her,” Davis said.

That prompted laughter from Kirby. “Yeah, you can rightfully rub my face in that one for making the wrong call.”

They led her into the bedroom and turned on the lamp by her bed. She realized Davis held a small box. “What’s that?”

Davis arched an eyebrow at her. “Do you have permission to have clothes on?”

Heat flaring in her, she shed her robe and the T-shirt she’d been sleeping in, leaving her naked.

“That’s better.” He opened the box and held up a beautiful set of soft leather wrist and ankle cuffs and a matching collar. Hand-tooled black leather, they were embellished with intricate Celtic knots and the edges wrapped with leather lacing.

Kirby stood behind her, stroking his hands down her arms. “You need to ask for them if you want them, baby. We won’t force you.”

“Please,” she whispered, holding her hands out to Davis. “Please, Sir.”

Davis stared into her eyes, unflinching. “Say exactly what you want.”

“Please collar me, Sir. I want to be with both of you. I want to spend the rest of my life with both of you. I love you both.”

He smiled and buckled the cuffs onto her wrists first, then her ankles, leaving the collar. “You’re moving in with us. This week. I’m not screwing around and risking something else happening to you. I won’t lose you.”

She nodded. “Yes, Sir.”

“Ditto,” Kirby said from behind her before nipping her ear. “You are going to be one well-loved, well-fucked woman.”

Davis once again looked her in the eye as he buckled the collar around her neck. Then he smiled and pointed at the floor.

She dropped to her knees and immediately went for his zipper.

He caught her by the hair, holding her back. “Ask for it,” he softly said.

“Please let me suck your cock, Sir!”

“Good girl.”

Holy shit, she was a goner. Absolutely, completely.

He let her unfasten his shorts and pull them down, both of them moaning as she swallowed his cock all the way to the root. Behind her, she was aware of Kirby stripping, and then his hand probed between her legs, two fingers easily slipping into her slick pussy.

“Oh, yeah,” he said.

He repositioned her, even as she followed Davis while he sat on the end of her bed, and then Kirby’s cock slammed home into her, driving her deeply on to Davis’ cock.

Yes!

The first tingles of an orgasm, maybe not as strong as the ones they gave her orally or with a vibrator, started swirling through her. By Kirby’s fifth stroke she was coming, Davis’ hands cradling her head as she moaned around his cock.

“Oh, good girl,” Kirby said, picking up the pace. “Think I just found a new trick to make our girl come.”

“Yes,” Davis said. “She is our very good girl.”

Davis waited to come until Kirby had finished and unloaded into her pussy. Then he pulled her hard and deep onto his cock, a load of his hot cum erupting and flowing over her tongue as she moaned in happiness, echoing the soft, satisfied groans he made.

“Good girl,” Davis said when he recovered, finally pulling her off his softening cock so he could kiss her.

She thought they’d curl up in bed with her, but they didn’t. Instead, they got dressed, bundled her up in her robe and nothing else, grabbed a change of clothes for her to wear in the morning, and loaded her in Kirby’s car.

They left the collar and cuffs on her.

Davis rode in the backseat with her, holding her as much as their seatbelts would allow him to. Back at their house, they took the robe from her at the doorway, led her in to Davis’ bed, and that’s where they curled up to go to sleep.

Her last conscious thought before exhaustion took her was the feel of Davis nuzzling the top of her head.


Chapter Twenty-Six

 

“This is a negotiation, Davis,” Mel told him. “Nothing is binding.”

Davis stared at the calendar and the list next to it. “Is this one of those times you’re trying to push my boundaries a little?”

“Yes,” she and Kirby both said.

He sighed, which Mel fought the urge to giggle over. Kirby had told her that, before her, Davis rarely sighed like that. It was a good, healthy expression of emotions.

Even if it meant aggravating her guy to get them, she’d take the win.

They both waited for Davis to make the next move. They didn’t have to badger him about the details. She’d laid out the options, and now it was his choice.

“And you really don’t have a preference?” he finally asked.

“I’ve given you a range to choose from.”

Davis looked to Kirby.

He held up his hands. “Dude, I don’t honestly care, as long as it happens.”

Melanie had insisted she’d marry Davis after a long, private conversation with Kirby to make sure he really was okay with it. Because her next option had been to have a handfasting with both men and let Ed draw up papers for all three of them instead of a legal marriage to either man.

But Kirby had been perfectly happy with it. She would be Mrs. Melanie Hill-Silva, and call both men her husbands as well as both men would wear wedding bands.

But she was legally marrying Davis.

Now came the hard part.

“This means a lot to you, doesn’t it?” Davis eventually asked.

“Yes, it does.” She stood there wearing nothing but her collar, the wrist and ankle cuffs, and the engagement ring the men had given her two weeks before.

Well, and the large butt plug.

Davis finally took the top choice from the list and picked a date. “There. Do I need to make the reservations?”

She leaned in and kissed him. “No, Kirby and I will handle all of that. You just do what we tell you to.”

“You put Yellowstone at the top of the list on purpose, didn’t you?”

“No, it was the first one I thought of.”

“Oh.”

Their honeymoon date and location were now settled. Planning the wedding would be easy, because they’d be holding it at Alana and Jonas’ house, with Loren officiating since she was used to handling those kinds of ceremonies, and Kel taking pictures and video for them. Mel’s family would be there, as would Kim, Cole, and Mason. Mel’s parents and sisters had, surprisingly, reacted well to the revelation that Mel was involved with Kirby and Davis. She’d already told them that Kim was with both Cole and Mason, so at least they were familiar with the dynamic.

Despite her men wanting to go with her to break the news, she’d done it alone, preferring to handle it her way. She’d also promised her two Doms that, from that point on, she’d defer to them when it came to stuff like that. This, however, she needed to do herself.

If she was going to live it, she needed to own it.

“Now can we get to the fun?” Davis asked.

Tonight, they’d taken great pains to tease her, they were going to fulfill the promise they’d made her to both fuck her at the same time. They’d popped her anal cherry already, both men having fucked her in the ass, but they hadn’t yet taken her together.

They’d wanted to make sure she’d be ready for it.

In the four weeks since she’d moved in with them—technically officially the day after Felicity’s attack, even though it’d taken them a week to get her stuff moved—she’d never been happier and didn’t regret her decision for a second.

She was also having fun discovering all the ways she could make Davis give her a full-on smile.

Most of them usually occurred with his cock buried somewhere in her body, but she was fine with that.

She’d also given the men her opinion about what their mom had revealed to her, from a woman’s point of view. Mel got it, now that she had two men. She could see why Alana had told her about Parker herself.

And the men, while still angry, had chosen to forgive their parents. There’d been plenty of tearful conversations with them as their parents went through photo albums and now told them stories they hadn’t heard before, or had only heard half the story.

Parker had absolutely been devoted to the babies, and they even broke out an old VHS tape that had been taken when the men were a week old, a video taken by a friend of the three of them with the babies.

Parker even sounded like Davis.

It was the only video they had of the man, the only record of his voice.

And when Mel had looked and seen Davis actually crying as he watched it, he’d let her hold him tightly, soothing him as he asked them to play it several times for him.

“Now we can get to the fun, Sir,” she told him, ruffling his hair.

It only annoyed him a little now, him growing used to her playful ways.

They headed to Davis’ room, which was actually “their” room now. Only twice had Davis needed to retreat to Kirby’s old bed, each time after stressful days at work spent out in the field at the mining ops.

Felicity had been released on bail and promptly put back in jail six hours later, her bail revoked, when she showed up at Mel’s work an hour after her release, in violation of the restraining order against her. Apparently she’d discovered where Mel lived by waiting for Mel to get her car that Saturday, and then followed her to her apartment. Not being able to do anything in the daytime, she’d come back later, when it was dark, after Mel had returned from Alana and Jonas’ house and after Alana had left.

Davis stood and reached around, playfully swatting Mel on the ass with his bare hand. “We’ll be right there. Go take out the plug and get a towel and the lube.”

She was in bed and ready when they joined her. They quickly stripped and Davis got the vibrator ready before he stretched out on the bed. “You know where I want you,” he said. “Don’t make me tell you.”

She grinned, slowly impaling herself on his ready cock, leaning in to kiss him while he slid the vibrator in between them.

Behind her, Kirby sheathed his cock in a condom and lubed himself, pressing the head of his cock against her ass and slowly working it into her.

“Yesss,” she hissed, her eyes falling closed.

“Look at me,” Davis said.

She forced her eyes open, staring down at him.

“Keep them open, baby. I want to see you feel this.”

Something else Davis was getting a lot better about. With her living with them, he was actively working on making eye contact with her, knowing how much she loved it when he did.

The two of their cocks stretched her, almost beyond the point she thought she could take it. It wasn’t like having the butt plug in her while one of them fucked her, it was different, fuller, the slight pinching burn making her pleasure that much stronger.

Once Kirby was all the way inside her, he kissed the back of her neck. “Start moving, baby. This is all yours now.”

Davis turned the vibrator on low, and she immediately exploded. Just the little extra bit of help was all she’d needed.

Her body squeezed both cocks inside her, a loud, long cry escaping her as she struggled to keep her eyes open.

Below her, Davis smiled up at her and blew her a kiss.

“That’s it,” Kirby said, his voice strained. “Fuck our cocks, baby. They’re all yours.”

She tried rocking, pleasure nearly too intense for her to handle sweeping through her, one long, rolling orgasm that threatened to take her breath away.

And she knew no safeword would be allowed, unless she had a leg cramp or something. That’d been a new rule.

No safewording for orgasms, only for the bad kind of pain.

If she wanted them to stop, she’d have to make them come.

She braced her hands on the bed on either side of Davis’ head and started thrusting against them despite barely being able to hold herself up. She’d never known pleasure could be so intense, so real.

So damn good.

“That’s it,” Davis said. “Fuck those cocks so you can rest, baby.”

She found a rhythm and an angle and then realized Kirby was close. Davis, however, was a devious sadist in his own way. He could hold back as long as he wanted and sometimes did just to make her beg for him to come.

The men had really hit their stride and were coming into their own.

That’s when Davis flipped the switch on the vibrator to high.

She let out another cry and nearly collapsed on top of Davis. Kirby’s groans signaling his orgasm turned into laughter.

“You sadistic bastard,” Kirby teased. “Let her make you come.”

She was still struggling to keep her eyes open, Davis’ handsome, pleased smile wrapping her completely around him, mind, body, and soul.

She didn’t care what he did to her if she could make him smile like that.

It was all for her.

Only for her.

She had three relationships—her and Kirby, her and Davis, and the three of them together.

Like this, Davis changed into a devious, playful, sneaky sadist who seemed to derive great pleasure in coming up with all sorts of little tortures.

Not that she was complaining.

“Do her nipples,” Davis said.

She moaned as Kirby reached around her and started pinching her nipples, hard, which did exactly what Davis knew it’d do—started one more round of orgasms in her. Only then did he start fucking her, ending with his cock buried deep inside her pussy and filling her as he came. Finally, he switched the vibrator off and pulled it away, allowing her to collapse on top of him.

He wrapped his arms around her and stroked her back while Kirby carefully disengaged from her and headed into the bathroom to clean up.

“Love you,” Davis said.

When she looked, she found him still smiling.

She kissed him. “Love you, too, Sir.”

“Am I really a sadistic bastard?”

“Yes, Sir, but I love it.”

“You hear that, Kirby? She loves it.”

“Yeah, I heard it.” He returned and climbed into bed, kissing her. “Love you, too.”

She smiled. “Love you, Sir.”

She settled in on Davis’ chest. He was having her do that more lately, wanting to get used to it. She wouldn’t move until he told her to.

Something else she didn’t mind at all.

“I can’t wait to tie you to a tree and fuck you in Yellowstone,” Davis said, making Kirby laugh.

“Oh, baby, you are sooo fucked,” Kirby said.

She smiled as Davis’ arms tightened around her. “And I love every second of it.”

 

 

THE END
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