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AUTHOR’S NOTE

 

 

While all the books in the Suncoast Society series are standalone works which may be read independently of each other, the recommended reading order to avoid spoilers and to not miss any backstory information is as follows:

 

1. Safe Harbor

2. Cardinal’s Rule

3. Domme by Default

4. The Reluctant Dom

5. The Denim Dom

6. Pinch Me

7. Broken Toy

8. A Clean Sweep

9. A Roll of the Dice

10. His Canvas

11. A Lovely Shade of Ouch

12. Crafty Bastards

13. A Merry Little Kinkmas

14. Sapiosexual

15. A Very Kinky Valentine’s Day

16. Things Made Right

17. Click

18. Spank or Treat

19. A Turn of the Screwed

20. Chains

21. Kinko de Mayo

22. Broken Arrow

23. Out of the Spotlight

24. Friends Like These

25. Vicious Carousel

26. Hot Sauce

27. Open Doors

28. One Ring

29. Vulnerable

30. The Strength of the Pack

31. Initiative

32. Impact

33. Liability

34. Switchy

35. Rhymes With Orange

36. Beware Falling Ice

37. Beware Falling Rocks

38. Dangerous Curves Ahead

39. Two Against Nature

40. Home at Last

41. A Kinkmas Carol

42. Ask DNA

43. Time Out of Mind

44. Happy Valenkink’s Day

 

Some of the characters in this book appear in or are featured in previous books in the Suncoast Society series. All titles available from Siren-BookStrand.

The game referred to by Abbey is Rock, Paper, Scissors, Lizard, Spock. If you aren’t a The Big Bang Theory fan, you might want to look it up.
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Chapter One

 

The first of two e-mails sent out by Tony Daniels to exclusively selected members of the Suncoast Society munch group:

 

Special Note: Those of you with children who are in need of babysitting services for this party, “Aunt” Tilly is holding a kids’ night at their house, which is literally only two minutes from where the party is being held. She is welcoming anyone who wants to avail themselves of free babysitting to please read the details in the second e-mail I’m sending out with this one.

 

And she promises not to turn them into super-villains. *cough*

 

–Tony

 

January 21…

 

Dear Friends,

 

Happy Valenkink’s Day is coming! (Okay, so it’s hard to find a variant for that one.)

 

Lucas, Leigh, and their nick (so as not to confuse him with the other Nick) would like to invite you and your significant and non-significant others to their home for a kinky Valentine’s Day party. (Like we have any other kind of party.)

 

IMPORTANT NOTE: Due to the privacy requirements of our hosts and other attendees, invitees are forbidden to mention this party, or any details about it or its attendees, to ANYONE without clearing it with Tony or Ross first. Failure to adhere to this requirement will get you banned from ALL future private parties. Also, there will be a “no cell phones out” policy at this private party. (Stop bitching, most of you go to Venture, and this is the rule there anyway.) Tony, Ross, and Kel are the designated photographers. If you have something you want a picture of, you must get one of them and hand them your phone/camera to take the picture for you. Otherwise, leave your cell phones in your bags/pockets, and don’t take them out, even to check the time. If you need your phone monitored, we will have a special person designated at the party to watch it for you and get you if it rings or you get a text. They will also field any calls from Tilly for parents of children she’s watching, so that’s one excuse down. Sorry for the super-secrecy precautions, but if you’re on this list, you should already know why. Consider yourselves part of the “circle of trust.”

 

Now…for the deets!

 

Dress up (or undress) for an evening starting with a cookout and followed by naughty fun!

 

We’re having a rigging contest. You know what that means—prizes! Yes, we’ve already disqualified the usual offenders from winning the recreational category to keep things fair, but we’re having two categories—occasional and close enough to pro—so the two groups can compete fairly among like skillsets.

 

The event takes place Saturday, February 15th.

 

RSVP to Tony BEFORE Monday, February 10th. Directions and gate access code will be sent to those who RSVP on Tuesday, February 11th.

 

PARENTS: If you want to avail yourselves of Aunt Tilly’s babysitting, please note the different deadlines and information in the other e-mail.

 

Arrive after 6:00 p.m.

Dinner will be at 7:00 p.m.

Stay and play until ???

 

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

 

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

 

HOUSE RULES:

 

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

 

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

 

3) Do NOT talk to anyone about this party without previous permission. Do NOT bring uninvited guests, or guests who were not pre-approved. They, and you, will be refused admission. Sorry to be a hard-ass about this, but again, you’ll understand why.

 

4) NO drugs. No smoking inside (outside on lanai ONLY in designated area). Vapers can vape inside IF no one complains about the smell. If they do, be considerate and stop or move.

 

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

 

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

 

7) The house is on a septic system, so no…

 

* * * *

 

Another e-mail sent out at the same time by Tony Daniels to specially selected members of the Suncoast Society munch group:

 

January 10…

 

Dear Friends,

 

If you don’t have young kids in need of babysitting, feel free to delete this now, unless you’re a masochist who wants to volunteer for a portion of the evening to help out Aunt Tilly.

 

For those of you attending the Valentine’s Day party and who have young children, and who also need babysitting services, listen up! :) Aunt Tilly (yes, she really is a registered nurse) only lives a couple of doors down from where the Valentine’s Day party is being held. Two minutes away, and most of that time is spent going down and back up driveways and waiting for gates to open.

 

Aunt Tilly and her very capable stable of helpful Valentine’s Day elves (is too a thing) are offering FREE babysitting—including overnight if needed—so that parents can attend this very special party. We will take care of infants, too. We will, however, have a cap on how many infants we’ll watch, for safety. So PLEASE, RSVP ASAP so you don’t miss out. If you are going to want overnight care, please ask that as soon as possible, because those numbers will also be limited.

 

WARNING: If your child has any food or other allergies, PLEASE make SURE to fill out the attached form and send it to Tilly ASAP, don’t wait until the deadline. She needs time to prepare.

 

Aunt Tilly’s Junior Terrorist in Training Camp Valentine’s Day Massacre Party takes place Saturday, February 15th.

 

RSVP to Tilly (note - not Tony, TILLY, her e-mail is included below) BEFORE Thursday, February 6th. Directions and gate access code will be sent to those who RSVP on Tuesday, February 11th.

 

Arrive after 4:00 p.m.

Stay until ??? (Aunt Tilly doesn’t mind if little ones need to sleep over, in case parents want to get a nearby hotel room for some adult fun, as long as you tell her that ahead of time and arrange to pick them up by eleven the next morning.)

 

We do have a heated pool. If your child is a swimmer, and you’d like to let them swim, please make sure to include a swimsuit (including swim diapers, if necessary) and two towels. We will have plenty of adults supervising for safety, and the pool is fenced off and has a pool alarm for when swimming isn’t happening.

 

If requested, we will provide a full list of the names of the adults who will be on-site to watch the kids. I AM a registered nurse, and will provide my current license number if requested so you can check me out. All of the adults have passed USDOJ background checks and are not RSOs. You probably already know all of them anyway.

 

I’m planning crafts, fun, dinner, dessert, games, and movies for a variety of ages. There is no lower or upper age limit, but if you have older kids who might not be “joiners,” feel free to send their personal electronics with them (tablets, etc.) and they can hook into our Wi-Fi.

 

RULES:

1) Again, please see the attached form ASAP, especially if your child has allergies. If you would feel more comfortable providing your child’s food, that’s fine, too, just let me know, and please include some sort of dessert for them so they don’t feel left out. DO NOT send peanuts, any foods containing peanut products, or foods cooked in peanut oil, just in case. Thanks!

 

2) If your child needs an Epi-pen, PLEASE include that and tell us that up front so I know exactly where it is.

 

3) For those with infants/young toddlers, please make sure to pack enough diapers, formula, extra clothes, and anything else we might need.

 

4) Because of the privacy rules for the adult party, they will have a designated subbie monitoring not only cell phones, but they will have a direct hotline from me to them. If there is an issue, I will immediately call that person and they will get you to talk to me. Or if you wish to call and check in, you can use their house phone for that purpose.

 

4) Bring your child’s favorite pillow, blankie, sleeping bag, etc. Upon arrival, we’ll take a couple of pics of the little ones and what they brought so we know everyone’s getting back their right stuff and prevent meltdowns if something can’t be found later.

 

5) If you want to bring a portable crib for your small child, that’d be a bonus, thanks! Older kids, a sleeping bag or air mattress would be good, too.

 

6) Bring an extra set of “messy” clothes for them that you don’t mind them getting grossed up. We’ll have some outdoor activities for the older kids as well as age-appropriate indoor crafts.

 

7) Seriously, this is free. We want people to be able to enjoy the party. Depending on how this goes, we might do this again for future parties. No payment is necessary, but if you’d like to volunteer as an adult chaperone for at least part of a future kids party, that would be greatly appreciated. (Multiple parents switching off means even more people could…


Chapter Two

 

Loren stared at Tilly from her side of the booth. “You sure you really want to do this? You can still back out. You have a week.”

Tilly smiled. “I’m looking forward to it, are you kidding me? No, I’m not backing out. And you’re going to have fun, too.”

“Me?”

“Yeah, you. You’re one of Aunt Tilly’s elves.”

“Wait, hold on. How did I get drafted?”

Tilly arched an eyebrow at her and leaned in. “Do you really want to go to the Valentine’s Day party?”

“Um, yeah.”

“Do you not remember what Ross did to you at the Christmas party? I saw the dang pics. You had a freaking Christmas tree shoved up your cooch. Seriously? You want to go and see what he can do to out-do himself for the rigging contest?”

Loren thought about it. “What time do you need me there?”

Tilly grinned. “Atta girl. And I already talked to Ross this morning and he cleared it.” She leaned in. “Besides, you will get a very special concert that the others won’t get.”

“Huh?”

Tilly’s smile widened. “This is super-secret stuff, baby. I have a certain someone who promised to give Laurel private guitar lessons in exchange for me doing them a very large favor, and they’re going to come by my house first for a while before they go to the main party. That’s something you won’t get to see at the main party.”

Tilly took a bite of her breadstick. “Everyone’s going to be sooo jelly when they find that out, because I asked the person to tell everyone when they go to the main party after they’re done at ours with the kids.”

“Huh?” Then Loren’s eyes widened and she clapped a hand over her mouth. “Holy fucking shi-smokeballs,” she muttered. “You’re kidding?”

“Language, Auntie Loren.” She grinned. “And do I look like I’m kidding?” She reached over and adjusted the blanket tucked around a sleeping KC in her carrier on the seat next to her in the booth. “It’s going to be amazing. Besides, unless you want to be responsible for me converting them all into little terrors by showing the original Batman to them—”

“Tilly! We already discussed that. I swear, I’m going to take that DVD away from you. Most of them are way too young to see that! You never should have shown it to Laurel!”

“Not like I showed her Suicide Squad.”

“I swear, you need a responsible adult to watch you sometimes. An adultier adult than you.”

Tilly poked her in the shoulder. “And that’s you, bestie. Lucky bit-uh, lucky boo.”

Loren rolled her eyes. “If KC’s first full sentence doesn’t contain the words s-h-i-t or b-i-t-c-h, I’ll be shocked.”

“You forgot f-u-c-k.”

Loren pointed at her. “Or that.”

 

* * * *

 

With lunch over, they took Tilly’s minivan to a big-box discount store and started working on Tilly’s shopping list.

“So, who’s RSVP’d to Aunt Tilly’s Junior Terrorist in Training Camp Valentine’s Day Massacre Party so far?”

Tilly flipped her a bird. “We’ll be fine.” She started listing kids and adult helpers.

So far, including KC, they would have thirteen kids at the house for the party, ranging in age from the oldest at fourteen years, jumping down to Laurel, who was nearly nine, several toddlers and babies, and a few scattered mixed ages.

While the ratios of kids to adults looked pretty good, Tilly wasn’t fooled. They could outnumber the kids four to one and still be outnumbered.

They were kids.

In the adult category, besides herself, Loren, Landry, and Cris, they’d also have Susan. She was pregnant and not feeling up to playing, and the fourteen-year-old boy was her stepson, Darryl’s son Kyle. Darryl and Grant would be playing at the adult party. Plus, for a little while, they’d have Mevi and Doyle, while Mevi gave Laurel her first guitar lesson. That would also probably impress Kyle, or so Tilly hoped, since Susan said Mevi was his favorite musician. And Kyle could help wrangle the littler kids.

June had also volunteered to help out. An experienced mom of two grown girls, and a former kids’ gymnastics teacher, she shouldn’t have any troubles. Her husband, Scrye, had pulled his back and she’d forbidden him from rigging. But she’d given him her blessings to go to the party and help advise others on their rigging or act as a spotter.

Kel’s wife, Mal, was pregnant, but she’d be watching the phones at the adult party. And Noel, one of the moms, had said after she played with her two guys that she would come over and help out so her men could play with each other.

Eliza was their ace in the hole. She’d volunteered herself and husband Rusty to help at the start of the evening, playing with the kids outside and showing them some SCA battle stuff—with kid-safe weaponry. That would allow the kids to wear themselves out and burn off excess energy. As the mother of an adult woman who’d also participated in those kinds of events as a kid, Eliza knew a few things. Rusty would also help as needed, although they were hoping for some adult playtime later at the other party, if possible.

“Right now, you just have a couple of overnights, right?” Loren asked. They were both pushing carts, with KC asleep in her carrier in Tilly’s.

“Laurel and Kenny. But they’ve stayed over lots of times. And Lily, but she’s two. Sully, Mac, and Clarisse are going to spend the night at Leigh’s, so their four will spend the night with us. They offered to go to a hotel, but Leigh insisted they take the pool house so they can have adult fun of their own without the drive. And that puts them two minutes away, too. They’re all going to do brunch together at Leigh’s after they get the kids.”

“Weren’t you invited?”

“Uh, yeah, but I’m going to want to sleep in. I’m thinking of sending KC home with them for the morning so we can have some adult time during the day. Leigh already offered to take her.”

“I’m surprised Ross didn’t mind losing me for the evening,” Loren said as they stopped in the arts and crafts aisle to get some items from Tilly’s list.

“I might have guilt-tripped him a little,” Tilly admitted with a sneaky smile. “I told him that any woman willing to put up with what you’ve put up with from him over the years deserves a little bestie and kidlet time.”

Loren smiled. “I do have fun with the kids.”

Tilly didn’t miss how she blinked a little more quickly than usual before turning and wiping at her eyes.

“I reminded him of that, too,” Tilly quietly said.

Loren hugged her. “Thanks.” She sniffled, showing a forced smile that didn’t fool Tilly in the least.

“And, hey, once they all conk out for the evening, if you wanted to go over there and play, have at it. We’ll have plenty of coverage.”

“Maybe.”

“I would hide the Christmas tree from him, though.”

Loren snickered. “I should hide his whole dang toybag from him.”

“Or at least his markers.” Tilly held up a multi-colored pack of them.

Loren scowled. “Nope. Red. Hard limit. You know that.”

“Aww.” Tilly stared at them. “Maybe I could talk Landry into letting me use them on Cris.”

“Just remember that when he’s in Top mode next time.”

“Eh, true.” Tilly put them back. “Never mind. Rule one of being a switch, don’t do it if you don’t like it or can’t tolerate it.”

“Self-regulation?”

“You betcha. How else do you think we keep from killing each other?”

 

* * * *

 

When they returned home, Cris walked out to help them unload. “How’d we do?”

“Pretty good,” Tilly said. “Susan said Kyle’s pretty laid back and if he’s not into anything on TV, he can entertain himself with his iPad or something.”

“He should love the stuff with Eliza and Rusty, then.” He reached for a bag out of the back hatch.

“Or Mevi.” She grinned.

He glanced at Loren. “She have security clearance?”

Tilly laughed. “Yep. Of course she does. She’s one of the elves.”

Cris smiled as he shook his head. “I can’t believe we’re holding a kids party, and we’re actually at the cool party when compared to a kinky party with naked people and orgasms.”

Tilly got KC out of her car seat. “I heard that. Oh…wow. That’s a mighty stench from a little girl. I’m going to go change her.” She headed for the house, do not pass go, do not wait.

Loren helped Cris unload the minivan.

“You all right?” he asked. He knew she and Ross had wanted kids but something had happened to her years ago, along the lines of what Tilly had endured, that had made it impossible. He didn’t know the details—didn’t want to know them—but the emotional fallout was the same.

“Yeah, I’ll be okay. I’m actually looking forward to this.” They carried the first load into the house.

“I appreciate you helping out.”

“Yeah, well, considering I apparently need to have a discussion with Sir Sadistic Fuck about not multi-purposing Christmas trees as dildos, maybe I’m safer at the kids’ party.”

He grinned. “Mevi. Fucking. Maynard.”

Loren sighed. “Yeah. That. I love their stuff. I can’t believe he’s going to be your damn neighbor.”

“Right across the road. Landry hooked them up with the architect who designed ours, and they’ll use the same contractor.”

They set everything down in the living room and headed out for another load.

“I sometimes start to feel sorry for myself,” she said as they grabbed shopping bags. “Then I think about how Karma seems to have leveled the playing field and helped balanced things out. Like you guys. Look at this. This is amazing.”

“And just think, a few short years ago, you wanted to kill me.”

She grinned. “Yep.” She poked him in the stomach. “And now if I want you to get beaten, I just sweet-talk Landry.” She grinned, making him laugh.

“And it’s not like it takes a lot to make that happen. Gee, ask a sadist to beat his slave. Surrrre.”

“In all seriousness, you did good.” She hugged him. “Not happy about why and how you left, but you can’t undo that. You’re back on my good side.”

“And Ross’?”

“Yeah, his, too.” She stared at the pile of shopping bags. “And as much as the circumstances sucked, you indirectly made Tilly’s dreams come true.”

They stood there for a silent moment, trying not to think about the urn on the shelf in the living room. Cris had found a picture of him and Sofia together at his high school graduation and framed it, setting it next to the urn. At least it’d be one picture of her for when KC was older.

He handed Loren some bags. “I just wish it hadn’t come at such a high cost.”

 

* * * *

 

Tilly was curled up on the sofa, watching KC playing with an activity mat on the floor while Tilly worked on her iPad. Not even work-work for the movie production company, because she was going over her to-do list for the kids party.

Yeah, Aunt Tilly mode fully engaged.

Landry walked in, smiling as he got down on the floor with their daughter and started playing with her. Tilly couldn’t help but put the iPad down to watch.

Her daughter would have such a different childhood than she’d had. Two loving, protective fathers who were omnipresent in her life, no worries about finances, and an ever-growing extended family of friends who were even better than blood relations.

Landry rolled onto his side, his head propped on one arm. “Why the smile, love?”

“Nothing.”

“That doesn’t look like a ‘nothing’ kind of smile.”

“Just thinking about stuff.”

“What kind of stuff, hmm?”

“Luck. Fate. Karma.”

He sat up and crooked a finger at her.

She couldn’t resist him even if she wanted to. Setting the iPad aside, she got down on the floor with him and KC. KC was already yawning and would probably be down for the night soon. Tilly settled next to him, reaching out and playing with their daughter.

“What’s Cris doing?” Tilly asked.

“Phone call. Client emergency. Sorry, love.”

“Hey, it’s work.” She tipped her head back to get a quick kiss from him. “Love you.”

One corner of his mouth curved up in a sexy smirk. “Love you, too, my dear. How much do you need?”

She poked him as he chuckled. “Meanie. Here I was, trying to be nice.”

He draped an arm around her, pulling her close. “You know I was teasing.”

KC closed her eyes, head drooping and finally resting on her arm. In another minute, she was softly snoring.

“Our miracle,” he whispered, nuzzling the back of Tilly’s neck.

“She is, isn’t she?”

“I meant you, love.”

She looked over her shoulder at him again. “How much?” Then she grinned.

“Why is it every time I try to have a moment with you, you deflect.”

She shrugged.

He nuzzled the back of her neck again. “I honestly had no idea what happiness was before you. I thought I did. I had a clear idea in my mind what it was, what it should be. And it turns out I didn’t. Until you. And now her. Please don’t make light of that. You are my miracle. You and Cris both. And her, of course.”

She snuggled even more tightly against him. In a few minutes, it’d be safe to move KC to her room, but if she tried it right now, the little one would wake up.

Content, Tilly lay there, nestled in her husband’s arms as they watched their daughter sleep.

 

* * * *

 

Once the baby was soundly asleep, Landry and Tilly put her to bed and retreated to their bedroom, not disturbing Cris in the office. They had a baby monitor so if KC awakened they could hear her.

Meanwhile, Landry had ideas, and it didn’t take Tilly long to see that.

Before she could climb into the bed, he bent her over the edge of it, one hand firmly planted between her shoulders, the other between her legs and fingering her.

And he played dirty—he switched to speaking French.

“Love, get ready for me.”

Tilly squirmed on the bed, helpless to fight him. Oh, she knew he’d stop if she demanded it, or safeworded…but she didn’t want to.

His fingers slowly explored and teased, sliding into her pussy and dipping into her slick juices, sliding along her clit, circling, back around again. She ground her hips against his hand, wanting more and knowing the hotter he got her, the less likely he was to let her come until he was ready to.

He leaned in and bit the back of her shoulders, across, again, hard bites she knew would leave teeth marks still visible tomorrow morning when she looked in the mirror. As he spun her down into subspace, she closed her eyes and let go, enjoying this freedom. In a few weeks, she’d have to go back to LA for nearly a month. The men would join her out there periodically, but it would mean none of this for a while.

At some point, she was vaguely aware of their bedroom door opening and Cris entering. As soon as Landry spoke to him in French, bringing him in to co-Top her, not as Landry’s slave, she realized she was about to be doubly screwed.

Literally.

Landry pulled her up and completely onto the bed with him, sinking his cock into her pussy and making her moan.

“Such a good girl for us,” he softly whispered before pulling her in for a kiss, holding her still.

Waiting.

Damn this French Dom.

She’d been with them so long it wasn’t even the words anymore so much as it was the damn language. One night in LA, they’d gone to a French restaurant and the men spoke nothing but French, refusing to speak to Tilly unless she did, too. They knew damn well she was squirming and horny by the time they finished dessert and Landry called for the check.

Then they’d taken her home and, once KC was put to bed, fucked Tilly’s brains out all night.

Early on, the triggers alone, in French, were what did it.

The sneaky bastards had taken great pleasure in increasing the conditioning, broadening its reach.

And Landry was scheduled to travel with her to Paris in June for a movie premier.

Plus, they were all speaking to KC in French as well as English, wanting her to be fluent in the language as she grew up.

I’m fucked.

When the mattress dipped behind her, she knew what was going to happen and arched her back to hike her hips for it.

“Good girl,” Cris said. She felt his fingers start to lube her ass and she moaned into Landry’s mouth while Cris quickly worked up to two fingers scissoring inside her.

Landry’s fist in her hair forced her head up, breaking the kiss.

“Don’t come yet, love,” he ordered. “Let Cris get his cock in there first.”

When his fingers disappeared, they were quickly replaced by Cris’ condom-sheathed cock, easily sliding in.

She let out a loud, needy moan and forced herself to hold still as the deliciously sweet burn of men’s cocks filling and stretching her quickly turned to pleasure, firing her need.

If she squirmed, Landry would only tease her harder, make her wait longer.

Cris stroked her back, his hands settling on her waist as he took a long, slow stroke inside her before burying his cock to the balls in her ass, pausing, and then taking another one.

She couldn’t hold back her moan.

Landry’s intense green gaze stared up at her. “I feel his cock fucking you, love. That nice, big cock of his in your ass. I can feel how good it is. Tell us what you want.”

“Please let me come, Sir.”

In the beginning, he’d agreed not to “Dom” her unless she asked. Now, she didn’t need to ask. He had a spookily accurate sense about her and her needs. In the rare instances he misjudged, she simply said not now, and he backed off.

Those times were rare, indeed. He had completely earned her trust in all ways, and Cris had re-earned hers.

These two men were the only ones who ever got to see her truly stripped of all mental and emotional armor. Landry even more than Cris.

“Beg us for it, love. I am not convinced you really want it.”

“Sir, please let me come! I need to come on your cocks!”

He loosened his grip on her a little so she could start moving, start rocking, start fucking back against Cris. It meant she could finally get traction against her aching, swollen clit.

“If you do not come before I do, love,” Landry warned, “then you shall have to wait until morning.”

Tilly frantically started moving, grinding, Cris’ grip tightening on her waist as he plowed her ass and she fucked herself onto Landry’s cock.

Then Cris helped her out. Leaning in, he whispered, “Redbird, prepare for us.”

She felt her release trying to start, the tingles already growing, condensing into a tight, tense mass of need focused on her clit. “Please let me come, Sir!”

“Come now, Redbird.”

As her body obeyed the deeply ingrained trigger, she let out a cry and below her, Landry started fucking his cock up into her. Now helpless to do anything but let the pleasure wash through her, she gave in as her men took over and fucked her, quickly adding their individual groans of satisfaction to Tilly’s.

Wrung out, she limply collapsed on top of Landry as the men’s hands stroked her back, her arms.

“Better, love?” Landry asked, back to speaking English.

She nodded.

Cris helped her up out of bed and the three of them cleaned up in the bathroom before settling in bed again. Tonight, Landry wanted Tilly in the middle, both of them able to cuddle with her. They didn’t have a set sleeping order. It was whatever Landry decided if the three of them were together.

Cris gently kissed her. “What’d I miss? Why’d he go French?”

“She just needed a little time out of her mind,” Landry said, saving her the need to answer.

Cris’ gaze searched her face before he gave her one last kiss. “Love you, Redbird.”

“Love you, too, Sir.”

His smile widened as she stroked his cheek. Yeah, she’d reached a point in her healing where seeing him smile like that brought back the old feelings, the good feelings.

Like their separation had never happened.

Landry kissed the side of her neck. “Love you, sweetheart.”

She turned her head so she could kiss him. “Love you, too, you sneaky damn Dom.”

He smiled. “And yet, you married me.”

“You married me. So which one of us is really the crazy one, huh?”

She laid her head down and closed her eyes to the sweet sound of his gentle chuckles.


Chapter Three

 

Loren showed up at Tilly’s a little after noon Saturday to help make sure the house was truly kid-proofed and to help her bake all the heart-shaped sugar cookies they were going to let the kids have fun decorating and taking home with them. That was in addition to other Valentine’s Day-themed crafts the kids could do, like make cards for people, a heart-shaped beanbag toss game, and other fun that might be a little too young for Kyle and Laurel, but would hopefully be enjoyed by the other kids.

Susan and Kyle were the second set of arrivals, a little before four.

Tilly knew the triad’s cover story was that Susan’s men, Darryl and Grant, were attending an adults-only cookout later with some of their friends, including friends Kyle had already met, and that no kids were allowed because of two of the guests being celebrities who needed their privacy.

It was a great cover story. Kyle already knew a little of the triad’s dynamic, that Grant was in charge of Darryl and Susan, but they kept the kinky details out of it. So if Kyle thought the party the adults were going to had something to do with any of that, he wasn’t letting on.

Darryl and Grant would be driving over to the adult party later in their own car. Since Susan was pregnant, and sometimes still puking at random times, she’d volunteered to help Tilly babysit everyone. While Kyle was fourteen and old enough to stay home alone, he already knew Tilly and her men. And he was eager to take part in Eliza and Rusty’s combat demo, since he was part of the Dungeons and Dragons group that played every week with them.

When they arrived, Tilly pointed Kyle to where their Wi-Fi password was printed on a card on the side of the fridge, and he quickly punched it into his iPad and headed for the living room.

“Well?” Tilly quietly asked Susan.

“I told him I wanted some time with him before the baby comes,” she said. “That he had a life with his dad, and he’d spent plenty of time with and around Grant, but he and I hadn’t had that.”

Tilly held her hand up for a fist bump, which Susan returned.

“You’re learning, grasshopper,” Loren said.

Susan smiled. “He loves Portnoy’s Oyster. Once he finds out about that, he’s going to totally forget about any questions he might have had about tonight. I’m going to be a cool stepmom.”

Tilly grinned. “Can’t ask for better than that.”

The doorbell rang and before Tilly or her men could get to it, Laurel raced in and nearly tackled Tilly for a hug, then Loren, her Hello Kitty backpack looking stuffed full.

“Is he here yet?”

“Not yet, sweetie,” Tilly said. “He should be here soon.”

“I’ve been practicing.”

“I know. Your mom and dads have been showing me the videos. You’re getting pretty dang good.”

Eva walked in carrying Kenny, Laurel’s little brother, who was two. Behind her walked her husband, Nate, laden with Laurel’s guitar case and Kenny’s stuff.

“Now we can put the system to the test,” Loren said.

Tilly reached for Laurel’s backpack and they led the parents into the home office area, which had been barricaded with a long baby fence with a swing-through gate.

Inside, they had a stack of plastic storage tubs. Tilly grabbed two, and on pieces of tape already affixed to the lids, wrote Laurel and Kenny’s names before they put the stuff in the correct tubs.

Except for Laurel’s guitar case, which didn’t fit. That they propped in front of hers, then they took pictures.

“That’s ingenious,” Eva said.

“Loren gets the credit,” Tilly said. “We can keep everything separated and identified more easily this way.”

Laurel had disappeared, but Kyle appeared in the doorway. “Laurel said she’s getting guitar lessons?”

“Yeah,” Tilly said, smiling.

“She said he’s a rock star?”

Loren laughed. “Yeah.”

“Is that someone who’s going to the party tonight?”

“You are sworn to secrecy, kid,” Tilly said. “You can tell people you got to meet him, and that he gave a guitar lesson, but nothing about the other party. I’m serious.”

He held up his hand. “I swear. Who is he?”

Tilly looked to Susan, who stood in the hall and wore a smile. “You want to tell him?”

“I think it’d be funnier to make him stew, but I’ll take pity on him. Mevi Maynard.”

Kyle’s eyes widened. “No!”

Susan nodded. “That’s why we kind of insisted you come with me. We knew you’d like to meet him.”

“Oh, my god! Thank you!” He hugged her before racing back to the living room, presumably to go find Laurel and talk to her about her instructor.

“Well, Darryl will be consoled that his years of trying to teach Kyle piano won’t go totally to waste,” Susan teased. “At least it’s a musical instrument.”

Tilly walked over and high-fived her. “Cool stepmom status: achieved. Mission accomplished.”

 

* * * *

 

“I hope she likes me.”

Doyle thought it was adorable that Mevi Maynard of Portnoy’s Oyster, a man who had been—and still was—one of the top musicians in the world for over twenty years, felt so nervous.

About giving a guitar lesson to a little girl.

“She’ll love you, dude. You’ve been video chatting with her, right? Tilly said she’s been practicing every day.”

“Yeah, but…this is different.”

In exchange for Tilly helping the band out of an awkward jam, Mevi had readily agreed to giving Laurel guitar lessons to hopefully counteract Tilly’s inadvertent super-villain training the girl had received.

Which Mevi had totally thought was hyperbole on Tilly’s part…

Until they saw what Tilly actually did to help their band out.

Exaggeration?

Not so much.

He’d been working with Laurel for two months now over Skype and FaceTime after telling Eva what kind of guitar to get her, and suggesting music books and iPad apps that would help her. Minimum two times a week, sometimes more often depending on his schedule. But he had yet to meet Laurel in person.

Once they were living in Florida full-time, he’d be able to give Laurel lessons in person on a regular basis. They’d found a nice piece of property across the road from Tilly, Landry, and Cris, and were talking to an architect in the area about plans. They loved Tilly’s house and if the architect could provide them something comparable, tailored for their specific needs, it’d be one burden off their plate.

Mevi had just flown in the day before from follow-up studio sessions in LA for Portnoy’s Oyster’s latest album. Doyle had already started working for a local addiction treatment facility in Sarasota. They had a condo in LA in the same building as Tilly, Landry, and Cris that they stayed in when out there. But with Doyle’s new job, he couldn’t get away as frequently now to join Mevi in California. In Florida, they were renting Kel’s apartment until their house was built and ready to move into.

The media circus had finally died down after a couple of months following the revelation that Mevi had not only come out as gay, but had married another man. New, fresh Hollywood gossip had taken over, finally.

Sarasota would, hopefully, be their refuge from craziness when Mevi wasn’t on press junkets or on tour. They didn’t know how often they’d be able to join their friends at Venture, because they didn’t want to risk exposing them to paparazzi. They were average people not asking to be drawn into the craziness.

Once they had the house built, Mevi wouldn’t have to travel to LA for studio sessions. They’d have a full professional-grade studio there at the house for him to record in. He could even invite other friends in the industry to come use it, if they wanted, able to escape LA for a while.

There were a couple of cars already parked in front of Tilly’s house when they arrived. Mevi got his guitar out of the back while Doyle waited for him. They were walking up to the front door when it flew open and there stood a little girl with blue eyes and long-curly brown hair up in pigtails.

She let out an ear-piercing squee before running down the walk, bypassing Doyle completely and aiming for Mevi.

Mevi just barely had time to set his guitar case down before she launched herself at him. Doyle laughed as Mevi caught her in midair and she looked like she was going to strangle him with her hug.

“Mevi!” she shrieked.

Doyle snickered. “I think it’s safe to say she likes you.”

Mevi stuck his tongue out at him.

 

* * * *

 

Leigh nervously got ready for the party. Fortunately, she was always nervous before one of these parties, so maybe, if she was lucky, Lucas and Nick wouldn’t notice anything wrong.

I’m such a fucking dumbass!

Between handling a hectic series of work snafus over the phone the past three days, and the party plans, a few things had…slipped through the cracks.

One of those things being she’d awakened that morning realizing she’d forgotten to take her birth control pills over the past couple of days.

It hadn’t been a problem, because she’d been busy with work, and Nick and Lucas took care of each other.

But this was a party night, and Lily would be over at Tilly’s.

No doubt her men would want to play with her, if not during the party then definitely after everyone left.

And she wanted to play with them.

But…

It had not been on purpose. Not even subconsciously. It’d been a case of trying to juggle too many metaphorical balls in the air to remember to take the pill that would protect her from the literal balls that juggled for her attention in bed.

They had talked about more kids. She wanted more kids. The men had told her it was up to her if and when they tried again, and had not brought the subject up since.

They really meant it.

But she knew they wanted more kids.

The question was, did she admit what happened and just…keep not taking them and let nature take its course, or did she own up to her flub and listen to Lucas playfully kvetching that she’d be giving a lot of blowjobs and getting her ass ridden for the next several weeks?

She couldn’t decide. She felt mentally frozen, vapor-locked, unable to make up her mind.

She hadn’t even told Tilly yet. It didn’t feel quite right burdening her friend with this. Yes, Tilly was a happy mom now, but Leigh knew how tough it’d been on her watching her friends get pregnant and having babies when she hadn’t been able to.

Worse, Tilly had been forced to get a hysterectomy due to her monthly agony growing unbearable.

Her choice had been forcibly taken from her as a kid.

Leigh didn’t feel right whining to her stoic friend about her own first-world mom problem of whether or not to admit she’d forgotten to take her pill.

Maybe I can avoid the guys and fall asleep on the couch or something.

She’d have to deal with that if—or when—it—or her men—came up.

 

* * * *

 

Three hours after their arrival, Doyle and Mevi finally left Tilly’s to go to Leigh’s house. Not only had Mevi given Laurel lessons, but Susan’s stepson, Kyle, was eager to give it a try, as well. Before they left, Mevi gave Susan a similar list of things to purchase for him as he had to Laurel’s mom, and offered to work with him.

“You know,” Doyle teased, “if this rock star gig doesn’t eventually pan out for you, you could always be a music teacher.”

Mevi chuckled. “Not sure, Sir. It’s only been twenty-something years. I might hit it big yet.”

Doyle reached over and patted his thigh. “You made those kids really happy.”

Not only had Mevi worked with Laurel and Kyle, but he’d played a couple of kid-friendly numbers for everyone, the adults and all the children in attendance singing along and enjoying themselves.

“You know, Sir,” Mevi softly said. “This is going to sound really weird, but I think that was my favorite concert I’ve ever given.”

“How so?”

“I love doing the small charity events. But that…none of those kids had any expectations. Or the adults. Everyone had fun. I could see every single face, and they could see me without a big-screen needed. I don’t usually get to do that. And while, yeah, the adults and Laurel and Kyle obviously knew I was famous, they didn’t care. I was just Mevi.”

“Uncle Mevi,” Doyle playfully corrected. “I think I’m jealous. I’m just Doyle. I haven’t been promoted to ‘uncle’ status yet by Laurel.”

“Okay, that is kind of cool. I’ve never been close to kids like that before. I mean, some of the kids of the guys in the band, I hardly ever see them. I knew Tom’s kids because they were always around and part of the operation.”

Tom had been Bonnie’s brother, Bonnie also being in the band and Mevi’s ‘it’s complicated’ ex. Tom had been an integral part of why the band became famous, due to what he did running the website and helping them record their early songs.

He’d died a few years ago due to cancer.

“Being here in Florida means you’ll get to see everyone more often. The non-kinky parties. Family-friendly fun.”

“Yeah.” Mevi looked wistful. “I meant to ask how your lunch with Kathy went this week.”

It’d been the first time Doyle had seen his ex-wife face-to-face in a while, even though they’d been friends on Facebook and they exchanged cards periodically. She’d contacted him after news broke about his wedding to Mevi to congratulate him. Once he started working in Florida again, he offered to take her and her husband to lunch, and they’d accepted.

“Melancholy,” Doyle admitted. “I’m always going to love her as a friend, just like you’re always going to love Bonnie. There weren’t any huge hard feelings when we divorced. Sadness more than anything. Their baby’s gorgeous, and Kathy’s happier than I’ve ever seen her. It was kind of uncomfortable at first, because other than offering me a congratulations on our wedding, I could tell both of them were stepping around the topic of who you are, until I told her I didn’t mind if they asked questions or were curious about you. And her husband’s a really nice guy.”

“I wouldn’t mind meeting them sometime,” Mevi said. “If you think it’s appropriate, Sir.”

“I’d be okay with that. We can have them over for dinner or something.”

“I’m looking forward to being able to have friends over for dinner, Sir.”

“Me, too, boy. Me, too.”


Chapter Four

 

Scrye stuck his head through Leigh’s front door without bothering to knock or ring. “Tony? Ross? Lucas? Somebody?” he called out. “I need carrying help, please.”

He walked back to his truck, soon joined by Tony, Kel, and Seth.

“Where’s June?” Tony asked.

“I already dropped her off at Aunt Tilly’s Junior Terrorist In Training Camp Valentine’s Day Massacre Party.”

“Ah,” they all said.

“When I dropped her off, Eliza and Rusty were getting ready to start combat training. Mevi had just finished giving them a concert. They should be here soon.”

“What the hell is this?” Tony asked as they started pulling metal frame pieces out of the back of Scrye’s truck.

“The new A-frame I told you guys about. Just got it in this week. Guy insists it’ll hold three thousand pounds. And June will kick my ass if she gets any reports of me lifting anything tonight.”

“She is a scary little woman,” Seth teased.

Scrye snorted. “You ain’t kidding. Try being her Master.”

Seth grunted as he took the other end of the piece Tony had grabbed. “Holy crap, this is heavy. How the hell did you get it in your truck?”

“Before I threw my back out? Stupidly, by myself. One piece, at least. Then I had the neighbors come over and bought them dinner after as a thank you. Told them it was some framework for a friend’s gazebo. I hope you guys don’t mind if we just leave it set up on your lanai for a couple of weeks, huh? Unless someone else wants to take it down and move it to Venture. I want to put it on the old side and move the old A-frame over to the new side.”

Kel had joined them. “Holy…jeez, Scrye. I thought you meant it was a small frame. No wonder you threw your back out.”

“Yeah, I do shit right when I do it wrong.”

“You sure you want this at the club?”

He turned to his friend and fellow rigger. “I can’t exactly set it up in my living room. My girls are grown up. If I try to tell them it’s a plant hanger or an indoor porch swing, they won’t buy that shit anymore. I’ll use it more at the club than if it’s in pieces in my garage.”

Lucas and Gilo joined them to help carry the pieces around the side of the house and into the lanai, where it was quickly assembled with even more help. Black instead of red, it was a beefier version of the A-frame at the club and also came with adjustable wheels that could be raised to put it firmly on the ground so it didn’t move.

“Should we smack a bottle of champagne on it or something?” Seth asked. “How do you christen something as beautiful as this?”

As Tony finished putting the last MMA mats under it, he stared at it. “Who gets to pop its cherry?” He grinned.

They all stopped and turned to stare at Leah, who stood there watching them assemble it.

“What?”

Seth walked over and kissed his wife. “Aren’t you flying Justin tonight?”

“They’re not here yet.”

“Well, get your rope bag, honey.” Seth stripped off his shirt. “I’ll let you fly me. Just be careful with my balls if you want any action out of them in the near future.”

“That’s taking one for the team, buddy,” Scrye teased.

 

* * * *

 

When Doyle and Mevi reached Leigh’s house, it was Lucas who answered the door.

“Hey!” He greeted them with hugs and waved them in. “How’d the lesson go?”

“He’s an ‘uncle,’” Doyle playfully groused. “Can you believe it? I’m still just Doyle.”

Lucas laughed. “Well, I’m sure Laurel will promote you eventually. She needs to know someone well before she does that. Don’t get butt-hurt.”

Doyle reached over and ruffled Mevi’s hair. “No, only one guy gets butt-hurt tonight.”

“Literally,” Mevi said, laughing.

“That’s ‘hurt butt,’” Lucas corrected.

Actually, Doyle wasn’t sure if he was going to scene with Mevi tonight. They scened alone at the apartment, and while Mevi had already said he didn’t mind if they did something at the party, Doyle wasn’t sure how wise that was.

Yes, they knew the guest list for tonight had been carefully vetted and was comprised only of trusted people. It had to be for Lucas and Leigh’s Nick, who was currently running around wearing nothing but his leather cuffs and collar, a harness holding in a butt plug, and a ball gag. The public knew him as A-list action movie hero and ladies man Trevor Nichols.

What Doyle was really thinking about was maybe getting Mevi in the hot tub and having some fun in there with him. They didn’t have a chance for pool or hot tub fun very often, unless they could get over to Tilly’s and use theirs when they weren’t home. The last time they’d been able to do that was before Mevi had gone to LA.

Doyle introduced Mevi around to everyone as “Mal,” even though nearly everyone there already knew who he was. But Malcolm Levi Turner—formerly Maynard—wanted to be one of the gang tonight. And he preferred to be known, by these friends, as “Mal.”

Which he knew might get confusing, since Kel’s wife Mal was in charge of the phone table tonight. Anyone needing their phone monitored left it with her and was given a number that corresponded to their phone. If someone got a text or call, she flashed the lights in the dining room area, where everyone could see them, and wrote the person’s number on a whiteboard. If Tilly called about a child, the parents would be sought out immediately.

But so far, the kids’ party seemed to be going well.

He pulled Mevi in for a long kiss. “The hot tub’s open and looks like Leah’s about to fly Seth. Want to watch?”

He smiled. “Sounds great, Sir.”

 

* * * *

 

This was the largest private party Mevi had been to. He’d attended a couple of smaller play parties, and several “vanilla” dinner gatherings of the Suncoast Society group, but nothing like this. And they’d never played at the parties.

As they grabbed towels from their bags and headed for the hot tub, Mevi realized they’d be able to see the suspension action perfectly from their vantage point. They climbed into the hot tub as Seth stripped down to his briefs and Leah climbed up onto a chair to tie a round hard-point ring to the new frame under Scrye’s careful observation.

When she finished with that, Scrye had Seth grab the ring and swing from it to test the rig’s strength.

They had the hot tub to themselves, everyone’s attention on the suspension unfolding before them. That’s why Mevi wasn’t paying much attention to Doyle when the man grabbed Mevi’s hips and moved him to sit in his lap where he was stretched out in a molded lounger seat.

Mevi leaned back, his head resting against Doyle’s shoulder. Doyle took both of Mevi’s arms and made him reach down, around Doyle, under him, and then he hooked his left arm around Mevi’s waist.

His right hand fisted Mevi’s cock.

Doyle’s arms effectively pinned Mevi’s in place, driving him hard into subspace the way being restrained by Doyle always did. He let out a soft hiss as Doyle chuckled in his ear.

“Shhh, boy. No noise, or everyone will know you’re about to get your ass fucked in this hot tub.”

Now he knew why Doyle insisted he lube himself well before they left the apartment, even though he wouldn’t answer the question directly why.

It wouldn’t have been the first time he mindfucked Mevi by making him lube up just to not do anything, but his cock staying hard in anticipation of something. Anything.

Doyle’s left hand slid down, cupping Mevi’s balls, lightly tugging and squeezing them as he slowly jacked Mevi’s cock with his right. Against his lower back, Mevi felt Doyle’s hard cock rubbing, eager.

Leah started tying a pink chest rope harness around Seth, which drew assorted laughter from everyone until he shot them stink-eye.

“Hey, she’s a rigger. She’s allowed to have whatever color rope she damn well pleases. I’m secure enough with my manhood to fly in pink ropes, thank you very much.”

“Ross,” someone called out. “Did you bring those light-up heart things?”

“No, Loren nixed that. Called them derpy. I think I pushed her a little too far with the Christmas tree stunt. I’m going to have to suck up to her before the Kinko de Mayo party if I want my little sadistic science project subject back.”

“St. Patrick’s Day,” Seth corrected him. “That’s the next one.”

Everyone started laughing again as Abbey and Gilo walked in. Abbey looked sexy in a black corset and short skirt.

Gilo looked resplendent in a pair of gold wings and white cloth wrapped around his hips to mimic a diaper. And he held a kid’s suction-cup archery set in his hand.

Scrye scratched his beard. “Now, don’t tell me. Let me see if I can guess who’s on top tonight—”

“Hey,” Gilo said. “Cupid is the god of erotic love and desire, dammit. You don’t believe me, I’ll shove one of these fucking arrows up your ass.” But he smiled as he said it, and it prompted more laughter from everyone.

“Tilly’s going to be mad she missed this,” Tony noted, looking him up and down.

“My sweet, sexy boy,” Doyle whispered in Mevi’s ear. “I’m going to shove something up your ass in a few minutes.”

Mevi struggled to not make any noise as he rocked back and forth against Doyle’s hands. Doyle wouldn’t let him come, he knew that much. Not yet, anyway. If Doyle was going to fuck him, he preferred to try to time Mevi’s orgasms so his cock was inside him at the same time so he could feel it.

Leah knelt to tie the hip harness as Seth patiently stood there. Seth wasn’t a bad-looking guy, either. Not that Mevi had any interest in doing anything with anyone but Doyle. He wouldn’t. But Doyle had made it clear that looking and private discussions between the two of them were fine. Fantasies were also fine, and it was understood from the get-go that they were simply that—fantasies.

Never in his life had Mevi felt so free as he did being Doyle’s husband and slave. Doyle never made him feel ashamed of any admission or fantasy he had. They even discussed their sobriety and worked together if either one was having trouble dealing. Usually Mevi, but those times were growing less frequent now.

Mevi understood why he’d started drinking heavily. While he suspected he wouldn’t ever get out of control again if he did decide to drink, he had opted to side with prudence and never drink alcohol in the future.

He’d worked too damn hard on his recovery and wouldn’t stray from the path just for a drink.

Doyle’s soft, sexy voice rumbling in Mevi’s ear only served to fuel his need.

“When we get our house built and have our own dungeon, I’m going to buy one of those custom fuck frames from Max, Sean, and Cali. Buy one of those fuck machines and set it up to plow your ass while you blow me. We’ll buy a Sybian, too, and I’ll make you ride it while I fuck that sweet mouth of yours.”

Doyle’s left hand reached down even lower as he shifted his hip. Mevi felt the head of Doyle’s cock pressing against his rim.

“You know you want it. Show me what a good boy you are.”

Mevi started squirming, not able to get much traction without the use of his arms, to work Doyle’s cock inside him.

Leah stood and used another, shorter coil of rope to connect the two harnesses together to prevent either from slipping. She waved Scrye in to check her work before moving on to the next stage, which was looping belaying ropes through the ring.

Three men arrived and walked over to watch Leah. He knew Doyle knew them, but Mevi couldn’t remember their names at first.

“Ooh, yes,” Doyle said. “Justin, Wade, and Glen. This should be fun.”

That was their names.

“Better late than never,” Seth joked, reaching out to shake with them.

“I can fly him next,” Leah offered.

The two men with Justin smiled at him. Justin went bright red in the face, but nodded as he smiled.

Wade leaned in and whispered something to Justin, then reached down and squeezed Justin’s cock through his shorts, while Glen leaned in and seemed to be grabbing the guy’s ass as he whispered in Justin’s other ear.

Mevi’s breath came in soft gasps as he tried to work Doyle’s cock more deeply inside his ass, clenching and flexing, wanting more than just the head inside him.

“Yeesss,” Doyle said, squeezing Mevi’s cock but stilling his hand. “Get that cock up there all the way, boy. Then keep squeezing me like you just did. I’ll keep you hard, don’t worry, but I have a feeling I know what’s going to happen to him once he’s in the air and I’m going to narrate every sexy second of it.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Doyle nipped the side of his neck. “Such a good boy for me. Just think of this sexy memory you’re making that you can use to wank to when we’re not together. Or if we’re in public, I’ll be able to lean over and say something like, Justin in rope, and you’ll get hard remembering this night.”

Mevi whimpered.

“Yes, my boy better stay quiet if he doesn’t want an audience to his ass being fucked.”

Exhibitionism wasn’t a kink of his, but this wasn’t that. This was more…sexy sneakiness. The point was not to get watched. And no way would Doyle be doing this in any kind of a vanilla setting, Mevi totally understood that.

But since there was also a woman currently getting fucked by two guys in the pool, Mevi suspected two guys quietly getting it on in the hot tub wasn’t exactly noteworthy to this crowd.

Mevi finally managed to get Doyle’s cock halfway in before the other man grabbed his hips and pressed him down, hard, onto his cock, until his ass sat tightly nestled against Doyle’s pubes.

“Spread your legs, baby. Hook them around mine.”

Mevi complied as Doyle’s hands returned to Mevi’s cock and balls.

“Squeeze my cock, boy.”

Mevi complied, noting how Doyle’s breathing always sounded a little ragged when he did.

Justin was told to strip and stood there holding his clothes while his men teased him as they watched Leah work. She was looping the belaying ropes through the back of the harnesses, so Mevi’s guess was that Seth would be suspended facedown. A few minutes later, as he was slowly spinning in midair, without Leah getting any help from the others to lift him, soft applause filled the lanai.

“Okay, get me down, babe,” Seth said.

Leah leaned in with a wicked grin. “Why, Sir?”

“Because I said so.”

“What if I don’t want to?”

“Babe—oh, fuck!”

Leah had ducked under him, fished Seth’s cock out of his briefs, and swallowed it.

“Shit!” Seth gasped, frantically trying to hump her face as she held him in place to keep him from spinning around.

Doyle chuckled. “Oh, now that’s a girl looking for a spanking later. Seth’s solely a Top, not a bottom.”

Apparently, it didn’t take her long to get her desired result, and she was giggling as she lowered him back to the floor.

He grabbed her and kissed her once his feet touched the mats, but he reached behind her and started smacking her ass bare-handed, hard enough to make her yelp even as she laughed.

“Oh, you thought that was funny, did you, girl? Just wait until you get done with Justin. Someone’s getting their ass reddened tonight.”

Doyle nuzzled his neck. “She’s been trying to get him to play more with her at the parties. Her late husband would do more sexual stuff with her at the parties and at Venture. Seth’s more territorial and reserved than Kaden was in some ways. I wish you could have known him. He was a good guy.”

He nipped Mevi’s neck again. “Maybe I’ll put you on your knees to blow me while we watch them play later.”

Mevi shivered, honestly not sure if that was a fantasy or a threat.

Either way, he was good with it.

“Yes, Sir.”

A giggling, grinning Leah got Seth untied while Glen and Wade continued teasing Justin, including stroking his rigid cock and tweaking the rings in his nipples. He wore a leather collar and wrist and ankle cuffs, and Mevi fantasized it was more than just Doyle’s hands on him as he watched the two men prime their slave.

Seth pulled on his shorts and started coiling the pink rope for Leah while she started uncoiling the rope that Glen and Wade had provided her with for Justin’s suspension. After a quick consult with the men, they put a black jock on Justin before she started tying a harness around his chest similar to the one she did on Seth, but the bottom harness part looked different, more support and coils around his thighs and even his calves than Seth’s had.

“Oohh, this is going to be hot,” Doyle breathed, arching his back to drive his cock hard into Mevi.

Leah suspended Justin lower than she had Seth. She kept glancing at Glen and Wade, who frequently reached in and tweaked Justin’s nipples or slapped his ass or pinched him. But the belay lines on either side of him, instead of along his back, meant he would be sitting up when she finished. And then she also raised his legs, so he was not only sitting in the ropes, but his legs were bent up and spread wide, leaving him unable to close them.

Leah checked the ropes and gave the men a thumbs-up, stepping out of the way and holding a pair of rope scissors as she leaned against the far end of the frame and watched.

The men unsnapped the front of the jock and removed it before they stripped. Glen and Wade both rolled condoms onto their shafts and slathered them with lube before Glen coated two fingers with lube and slowly inserted them into Justin’s ass.

Apparently, he was used to taking a lot, because Wade stepped behind him, reaching around to hold him still and tweak his nipple rings as Glen quickly worked him up to four fingers and then set the bottle aside. He handed Wade a small acrylic paddle, picking up a small wooden one, before stepping in front of Justin, between his legs. They smacked his ass, his outer thighs, hard, quick strokes that made Justin arch in the ropes and cry out, but not safeword. Then the men dropped the paddles and, reaching under him, seemed to be…

Holy fuck!

Mevi gasped as Doyle took another hard stroke inside him before Doyle grabbed Mevi’s cock again.

“That’s right, boy. Look at him take two cocks at once. They probably fist him, too. He’s been well-trained. I could get larger butt plugs to train you with, and a dildo about the size of my cock, and you could learn to take the dildo and my cock at the same time.”

“Y-yes, Sir.”

“Would you like that?”

He had to swallow to make spit. “Yes, Sir.”

Glen leaned in, talking to Justin but Mevi couldn’t hear over the sound of the hot tub running. He could see him stroking Justin’s cock.

“Come, boy,” Doyle ordered, fisting his cock and jacking him.

Justin’s head lolled to the side as his whole body arched and tightened in the ropes as his orgasm hit him. Justin’s gaze locked with Mevi’s as Mevi’s cock exploded in Doyle’s hand and Doyle started fucking Mevi, quickly filling his ass with his load.

But Justin wasn’t done, shuddering as the last throes of his climax ripped through him and helpless in his bonds as Glen and Wade fucked him, using the ropes to hold on and seesaw their cocks into the man’s ass.

Doyle didn’t move except to wrap both arms around Mevi. “Keep watching, boy. Don’t you dare look away.”

Mevi already felt his cock growing hard again at the sexy damn sight in front of him.

He’d never seen porn as hot as this!

He watched the men’s asses bunch and flex, tightening as they fucked him in an increasingly fast rhythm. It appeared Glen came first, then Wade, the men falling still and kissing each other, then Justin, loving, slow kisses that only an idiot could miss the tenderness of.

“They’re gay,” Doyle said. “Fucking hot to watch them play. I’ve known Glen and Wade a few years now. I’ve seen them play with thirds and others before, but Justin is different. Apparently, they met Justin last year and fell in love with him and collared him. Now he’s their permanent third.”

Doyle made Mevi look at him. “Don’t worry, boy. I’m not poly.” He smiled. “But it’s fucking hot to watch, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Sir.”

Doyle kissed him again. “Guess we’ll have to add butt plugs and a new dildo to our sex toy shopping list, hmm?”

Mevi smiled. “Yes, Sir. Please.”


Chapter Five

 

Laura and Rob watched as Leah donned nitrile gloves to bring Justin down. Wade supported the man from behind as Glen helped get the exhausted man untied. They were up next to use the frame, Rob hoping to try his luck in the rigging contest, even though he suspected he wouldn’t win. He’d already consulted with Scrye, who offered to advise him.

Rob wasn’t the most experienced at suspension and didn’t want to fuck up and hurt Laura. He just wanted them to have fun.

They were about to take over the space when Eliza and Rusty walked in.

And Rusty sported a fresh piece of gauze taped above his left eye. There was also what looked like fresh blood oozing through it.

“What the…” Rob, a county paramedic, dropped the coil of rope he’d been unwrapping to walk over and talk to them.

“You okay? What happened?”

Eliza had Rusty sit on a folding chair. “Typhoon Laurel happened.” She laughed. “The barbarian here took one right in the coconut from her while showing her how to fight with a waster.”

“A what?”

“It’s a wooden practice sword. Normally, they’re relatively safe. He tripped, and lucky for him she pulled her swing and only got him in the head and didn’t stab him.”

Leo, Jesse, Eva, and Nate all walked over. “Laurel?” Leo asked. “Did I hear you mention Laurel? Is she okay? What happened?”

Eliza began cracking up as she started over from the beginning. By the time she finished telling the story, everyone was roaring with laughter.

Lucas shook his head. “Well, we did call it Aunt Tilly’s Junior Terrorist in Training Camp Valentine’s Day Massacre Party. Didn’t know it’d be literal.”

“It wasn’t Laurel’s fault,” Rusty said. “I wasn’t paying attention and I stepped on a round foam sword I’d dropped and it rolled under me. I think she felt horrible about it.”

“But why did Tilly send you out of there with it still bleeding like that?” Rob asked, his professional training now taking over despite the fact that his naked wife was standing on the lanai and awaiting his return. “That doesn’t sound like her.”

Eliza scowled as she started to look. “It wasn’t—oh. Crap. Well, it had stopped bleeding before we left Tilly’s.”

“Must have been when I whacked my head on the car door frame getting our bag out here in the front yard,” Rusty said. “I really bashed it good. Caught the latch point right on the damn spot. I’m talking I couldn’t have done it better if I’d tried.”

“So that’s why you let out a scream,” Eliza said. “I thought you were just being melodramatic.”

“No. I meant I whacked the spot.”

“Sorry, big guy.” She patted his shoulder and kissed the top of his head. “I misunderstood you.”

“Okay. Hang tight,” Rob said. “I have a first-aid kit in my truck. Let me get that cleaned up and re-dressed for you.” Rob turned and held up a finger to Laura to wait while he ran out and got the kit from his truck.

When he returned, he donned nitrile gloves and removed the now blood-drenched gauze.

“Scalp lacs bleed like a sonofabitch,” he said.

Eliza stood watching, hands on her hips, but not looking horribly concerned. “Yeah, he’s had a bunch over the years in SCA. I’ve had a few. Even Kailey’s had a couple, between that and soccer. You do combat, it’s inevitable you get whacked in the head with something.”

“Can’t all be green,” Gilo joked.

Eliza did a double-take and started snickering as she looked him up and down. “Seriously?”

Gilo shook one of his suction cup arrows at her. “Don’t mock the god of erotic love, lady.”

Even Rusty snickered, although he looked a little green as Rob dabbed at the blood with another piece of gauze. “That’s just wrong, du…”

His eyes rolled back in his head as he fell sideways, Rob shouting for help to catch him. Lucas and Gilo helped ease the large man to the floor.

“Do we need to call 911?” Lucas asked.

Eliza snorted. “No. Seriously, don’t. He faints at the sight of his own blood. Get his feet up on the chair. He’ll be okay in a minute. This is normal for him. I’m serious, he’s fine.”

Rob realized Laura was standing there, her fleece throw wrapped around her. “Is he okay?”

“Yeah, he’ll be fine,” Eliza said.

In fact, Rusty was already coming around.

“Keep yer eyes closed, doofus,” Eliza warned him. “You just scared the crap out of everyone.”

Rusty closed them. “Sorry.”

“What’s stupid is other people’s blood doesn’t bother him,” Eliza explained. “Just his own. Can’t even let him go get bloodwork done by himself. And I always have to remind him to keep his eyes closed.”

“Please tell me it’s just me being all concussed or something that Gilo’s wearing a diaper,” Rusty said from the floor.

“It’s not a diaper, dammit!” Gilo protested. “All bow before the god of erotic love, you—”

“Okay!” Abbey said, throwing her hands up. “All right! You win! Take the damn thing off! I’m sorry I made you wear it.”

Gilo leaned in and kissed her. “Thank you.”

Then he grabbed her hair, tipped her head back and whispered something in her ear, a wicked gleam in his eye before he released her and headed off in search of their bags.

She wobbled a little before regaining her balance.

“You all right?” Rob asked, even though he definitely thought she looked a little subspacey now.

“Yeah.” Abbey swallowed hard as her face turned beet red. “I’m fine.”

“What happened?” Rusty asked, his eyes still closed. “Don’t let Gilo near my head with that damn diaper he’s wearing!”

Eliza nudged him with her foot. “Shut up, barbarian. Let Rob get you patched up again before you faint—again—and really do get a concussion. Lucky you, you’re getting out of getting your ass beat the hard way.”

“Aw. I wanted a scene.”

“Well, I don’t want you passing out on me if you open that damn thing up and start bleeding all over.”

Laura leaned in to speak in Rob’s ear. “I moved our stuff to let someone else use the frame.”

He kissed her. “Thanks, sweetheart. That’s fine.”

He got the blood cleaned up, disinfected the wound, and used several small butterfly bandages to hold the wound closed. He suspected it hadn’t been as large as it currently was when Tilly had doctored him up, the second impact against the car frame likely splitting the original wound open wider.

Something Eliza confirmed as she watched him work. “Yeah, it wasn’t nearly that big when Tilly looked at it. He must have really beaned himself good. Do you think I need to take him to the ER and have him stitched up?”

“Not as long as he doesn’t bash it again and open it up,” Rob said. “Although, seriously, I would suggest not washing your hair tomorrow. Or have her do it for you so you don’t get it wet. Give it a couple of days to heal.”

“Going to have a hell of a goose egg there, barbarian,” Eliza teased.

“Yeah, I’ll just tell people what I usually tell people,” Rusty said.

“What’s that?” Rob asked as he taped another piece of gauze in place just to make sure.

Rusty snickered. “I tell people my wife beats me.”

Everyone laughed as Eliza nudged him in the ass with her foot.

 

* * * *

 

Abbey watched as Rob finished doctoring Rusty’s wound. Lucas brought a plastic grocery bag for Rob to toss the bloody gauze and gloves and stuff into. Only when it was safe did Eliza give Rusty the all-clear.

“Okay, barbarian. You can open your eyes.”

He did, slowly sitting up and accepting the bottle of water Eliza handed him.

“You feel okay?” Rob asked.

He nodded. “Yeah. Sorry I scared everyone. Can I get some Tylenol or something, please?”

“Sure.” Lucas headed off to get it.

Well, that was, fortunately, one thing she and Gilo had managed to avoid in their switchy play, accidentally sending each other to the hospital.

Although she had made an emergency trip to the hospital, but it was for a post-surgical infection, not anything Gilo had done. In fact, Gilo might have saved her life by calling Tilly in to look at the wound when he did and helping Tilly insist that she take the ambulance ride to the ER.

Abbey had started out tonight thinking she was going to be in Top mode, at least for the first half of the evening. That was before Gilo firmly flipped her into bottom mode before he went to change.

Well, he had thrown scissors to her Spock for who got to be Top first tonight.

Unfortunately, seeing Mevi Maynard of Portnoy’s Oyster standing in her friends’ kitchen kind of blew what little remained of her chill right out the fucking window. She had all their albums, and he was her favorite musician. Hoping she wasn’t acting like a babbling idiot as she stood there, staring at him talking in the kitchen with Tony, Ross, and Kel, she jumped when someone tapped her on the right shoulder.

Gilo.

“You all right, baby?” Now dressed in jeans, black leather boots, and a button-up shirt, he wore a smirk, his greenish hazel eyes twinkling.

He knew damn well what had her hot and bothered.

Besides his hot and sexy Dom boots.

“Do you know who that is?” she hissed.

He grinned. “Yeah, sure. That’s Jimmy Buffett, right? Tony Bennett? Ooh, ooh, Frank Sinatra?”

She started smacking his shoulder with both hands and he playfully fended her off while he laughed. Finally, he managed to get a fistful of her hair and tip her head back so he could stare down into her eyes.

“You need a little help to regain your composure, sweetie?”

She whimpered.

By the hair, he led her out of the kitchen area and down to the living room, where there was a hassock free. He bent her over it, still holding her by the hair, and lifted the hem of her dress to expose her naked ass. After caressing her cheeks, he started spanking her with his bare hand, hard ones that finished her drop fully into subspace.

Mevi who?

He gave her a respite as he stopped to finger her pussy and clit. Leaning in, he whispered, “Oh, someone’s all wet now from her spanking.” He plunged two fingers into her wet pussy and finger-fucked her until she started moaning, close to coming.

Then he stopped, making her moan even more loudly.

Using her hair, he guided her up and off the hassock and sat there himself, putting her on the floor, on her knees between his legs.

“I suggest you know what you have to do if you want me to finish making you come, baby.”

Close to desperation, she fumbled with his belt and the fly of his jeans to get to his cock. As she swallowed him to the root, he buried his fingers in her hair and held on while she bobbed her mouth up and down on his shaft.

She felt him nudge between her thighs with the toe of his right boot, nestling it exactly in the right place.

“You can hump my foot, you horny little thing. If you can get off like that, I won’t spank you again before I let you come.”

 

* * * *

 

Gilo inwardly howled with laughter as Abbey rubbed and rocked her pussy against his boot.

Yeah, that’ll teach her to try humiliation play.

Sure, he could have easily told her no way in fucking hell he was wearing the Cupid outfit.

That would have closed off the road to retribution, however, any good switch’s self-regulation tool.

It was funnier to own it, work it, and then on the back end flip her hard and solid and…

Well, this.

There was nothing sexier than his desperately horny wife using his foot to masturbate while blowing him in his friends’ living room in front of a bunch of people.

Including her music idol.

It wasn’t sexy because he was a weird fuck—

Okay, he was a weird fuck, but still, that’s not why it was sexy.

It was sexy because the depth of rapport they had meant he could drop her so hard and deep into subspace that she was now literally oblivious to who was watching them.

And that was fucking sexy.

Gilo held back, waiting, breathing deep to delay his orgasm because he wanted her to come first. And it didn’t take her long to do just that, moaning around his cock as her climax rushed through her and she shuddered against his leg. That’s what tipped him over the edge, her low, long, deep moans vibrating through his cock all the way to his balls.

“Swallow, baby,” he gasped, knowing the command was unneeded. She always swallowed unless he told her not to. As he climaxed, he pulled her mouth deep on his cock, holding her there until, finally, the last echoes of pleasure vibrated through him and he sighed with contentment.

He stroked her hair, leaning in to kiss her. “Okay, baby. Now we’re even.” He pulled her into his lap to cuddle as she recovered, noting with a smile that Doyle and Mevi had watched the whole scene.

Okay, so maybe he was a really weird fuck.

That was okay. He was fine with that.

Especially since the love of his life was just as weird in her own ways and their weirdness meshed perfectly together.


Chapter Six

 

Once the last of the guests had left, and Sully, Mac, and Clarisse had retired to the pool house for their night of fun, Leigh had started to work on cleaning the kitchen. She knew Lucas and Nick had already gone to the master bedroom and probably started with their fun.

She was kind of hoping they’d get so involved that they’d forget she wasn’t there until they were done. Then she could easily claim she was tired—yawn—my, look what time it is, oh, well, no big.

It startled her when Lucas silently walked up behind her and wrapped his arms around her from behind.

“Just what do you think you’re doing, my precious little slut?” Shirtless, he still had a pair of shorts on.

Dammit. She tipped her head back. “Uh, I think I’m cleaning the kitchen, princess.”

He nipped the side of her neck. “No, you’re not. You’re going to get your ass to the bedroom. I have a certain beta slave tied up on our bed, worked up, hornier than hell, and ready to be fucked.”

“Who’s stopping you?”

Faster than she could process, he grabbed her by the hair and tipped her head back. “You’ve been avoiding me and Nick the past couple of days.”

Busted. Still, she hoped to salvage this. “Nooo. We sleep in the same bed every night. Duh.”

He forced her to turn around and stared down into her eyes. “You know what I mean. What’s going on? Please talk to me. Are you mad at us about something?”

Her face heated. “No.”

“Leigh, talk to me, dammit.”

“Fine. I realized I’ve been forgetting to take my birth control pills the past couple of days. And I’m really close to danger days, Sir Nerd. You used to teach science. Do the math.”

His expression softened and he pulled her in for a hug. “Why didn’t you just say so, sweetheart? You had me worried.”

“I don’t know.” She snuggled in his arms. “Because part of me thought maybe that’s not a bad idea, then I thought no, maybe it’s a horrible idea, then I felt like a horrible mother for doubting myself, and then a selfish woman for thinking about maybe having a baby when we’re fucking busier than hell, and then—”

Lucas kissed her, hard, holding her in place and not letting her go until she started melting against him. When he broke their kiss and raised his lips from hers, he stared into her eyes for a long moment, his smoky brown gaze intense.

“Yes or no,” he softly said, not a question, but a gentle demand. Not as Lucas, either.

As her Master.

“What?”

Ohh, she knew what.

He fisted her hair again, definitely back to all Master, tipping her head and forcing her to dip her knees as he bent her backward, nearly off balance. When he next spoke, he was using the dark, dominant tone that could nearly make her come just thinking about it.

“Slut, pick, or I pick for you.”

“Luc—”

He kissed her, his free hand yanking up her T-shirt and plunging down the front of her shorts, unerringly finding her clit.

She was quickly moaning with need since he knew exactly what buttons to push to get her horny.

“Answer me now, my little slut,” he quietly said, “or I pick for you.”

She couldn’t.

“Master’s choice,” she finally gasped.

He arched an eyebrow at her as he slowly slid his slick finger up and down her clit. “Last chance, girl. Pick. Now.”

Her heart raced, already knowing what he’d pick if she didn’t speak up, because she knew her men and knew they wouldn’t mind having more kids if she wanted them. They’d never force-force her.

But…

Maybe she wanted to be “forced.” Not forced-forced…but the decision taken from her. Out of her hands.

She didn’t know for sure which man was Lily’s father. She didn’t care, because in her heart, they were both her daughter’s fathers, and they both loved her.

But…Lily had Lucas’ brown eyes and brown hair, and comparing baby pictures of them at the same age, they looked like twins.

Math wasn’t that hard.

Her mouth felt dry and she had to lick her lips to finally get the words out.

“Master’s choice.”

His eyes narrowed as the corners of his mouth barely turned up in a calculating smile. Nearly faster than she could follow, he’d pulled his hand from her clit and yanked her T-shirt up and over her head and back down her arms, using it as makeshift bondage to pin her wrists behind her. He held her hands captive with his right hand and cupped his left hand around her throat. Marching her in front of him, he forced her down the hall toward their bedroom without another word.

Master had chosen.

He kicked the bedroom door shut behind him. On the bed, Nick, who was tied spread-eagle on his back and blindfolded, looked toward the noise. She also saw that Lucas had been playing with him with e-stim toys, including his new insertable butt plug attachment. A cock strap at the base of Nick’s thick, rigid erection kept him hard, and no doubt Lucas had been already zapping him, getting and keeping him hard. He’d pretty much trained Nick to orgasm just from the butt plug shocking him.

Lucas released her throat and pulled her shorts and panties off her, grabbing her panties from the pile and then shoving them in her mouth.

Her clit throbbed, pussy aching to be filled.

And she had no doubt she was going to be filled.

Many times.

But instead of marching her over to the bed, he marched her into the bathroom and opened the medicine cabinet. Grabbing her current pack of birth control pills, as well as the two new ones in there, he closed the cabinet, then dropped the packages in the garbage before returning to the bedroom.

Lucas was still down in dark Dom mode. “Mount him, slut. Now.” He didn’t release her hands, but he reached over and removed the cock strap from Nick, pulling it off and dropping it onto the bed.

He didn’t give her any help getting up on the bed. And when she straddled Nick, Lucas reached under her and grabbed Nick’s cock, lining him up with her soaking pussy and then using one of his knees against the back of her thigh to force her down onto it.

Nick let out a muffled groan around the penis gag he was currently sucking as she felt his cock bottom out in her pussy, deliciously filling her.

“Don’t move, slut.”

Lucas didn’t bother with leather cuffs. He stretched to the side, grabbing a small coil of rope he’d had there, one-handedly uncoiling it and then using it to tightly bind her wrists behind her so he could now have both hands free. Then he was up and off the bed, practically diving into their closet and returning with more goodies, including rope, which he used to tie her lower legs to Nick’s thighs, making it impossible for her to get up.

It seemed like a fire burned bright inside her husband’s eyes as he smiled at her. “Oh, yes, slut. You are in for a looong night. If you’d been paying attention instead of avoiding us, you’d know that I haven’t let him come in two days. That means I can probably coax three or four out of him over the next couple of hours.”

He grabbed her hair and bent her head back again as he stared down into her face. “You will start every morning sucking slave until he’s hard, and then letting him fuck you. Then, throughout the day, whenever he wants to fuck you, you will let him, no matter where you are, no matter what position he wants to fuck you in. Understand?” He pulled the panties from her mouth.

“Yes, Master.”

She nearly laughed at the way Nick’s head cocked, trying to catch what Lucas was saying and probably unable to hear everything because of Lucas’ low tone.

“Every night at bedtime, you will suck slave’s cock until he’s hard, and he will fuck you until he comes. Understand?”

She swallowed hard. “Yes, Master.”

“Until further orders, if slave comes in your mouth, or in your hand, or anywhere other than with his cock deep inside your pussy, even accidentally or by his own fault, that’s fifty hard ones with a cane for you, all at once, and I don’t give a shit how bad you think they hurt. It will behoove you to let him fuck you, in other words.”

Her heart raced. “Yes, Master.”

“Say it back to me.”

“I suck slave every morning and night to get him hard so he can fuck me. During the day, he’s allowed to fuck me anytime, anywhere, any position. If slave comes anywhere but inside my pussy, no matter why, I take fifty hard cane strokes as punishment.”

He leaned in close, inches away, staring into her eyes. “Agreed?”

She let go, relief and freedom filling her. “Agreed, Master.”

His beaming smile nearly made her come. “That’s my good little slut.” He kissed her, hard, before letting go of her.

He blindfolded her, then put her ball gag on her before he started tweaking her nipples, making her moan, pinching harder, harder still, before letting go.

Seconds later came the bite of nipple clamps, first on her left, then the right, making her cry out against the ball gag.

His voice spoke in her right ear. “Maybe our next baby will have his gorgeous blue eyes.” He pressed a tender kiss to her cheek before moving away again.

Like this, her heart raced, unsure where he was, what he was doing. Inside her pussy Nick’s hard cock twitched, eager to feel her moving, no doubt.

She heard Lucas moving around, but wasn’t sure what he was doing. Nick made a grunting sound that meant Lucas had done something to him, but she had no idea what.

Then she heard Lucas whispering to Nick, followed by a long, needy, whining groan that likely meant their devious Master was also updating him with his new set of orders.

Finally, Lucas knelt behind her, pulling her body against his. She felt his cock rubbing against her ass, but from the angle knew he wasn’t going to be DPing her.

Yet.

He lightly tugged on the chain joining her nipple clamps. “Oh, slut? You may come as much as you like. For the time being, you are not under any orgasm restrictions, except that you may not masturbate unless I give you permission.” He kissed her cheek again. “But don’t be surprised when I wind you up and send you out to Nick.”

He laughed. “Oh, and since I’m not going to have dibs on that sweet pussy for a while, make sure you’re ready to do a lot of swallowing, because you know how hot it makes me watching him fuck you.”

She heard a familiar click, followed by a hum, and then her world exploded as he wrapped his right arm around her and pressed the head of the Hitachi against her exposed clit. With her hands and legs bound, she was helpless to move or squirm away, and with Nick’s hard meat embedded in her pussy, it made it feel that much better.

Lucas shifted position slightly, his left arm moving, then below her Nick let out a low, rolling moan as his hips tried to thrust up against her.

Lucas chuckled. “There’s one down for him. Let me back that setting down a little to work him up again. Gawd, I fucking love technology!”

He pulled the Hitachi away from her clit only long enough to let her cool down just to press it against her again. Nick’s cock had softened but already started hardening a second time in her pussy due to the effect of the electrified butt plug. More tugs on her nipple clamps, which this time were echoed by Nick.

Ah. The sneaky bastard had put nipple clamps on him, too, and was jiggling both of them because he knew it would make them horny again.

“Settle in, sweetheart,” Lucas warned. “You’re not going anywhere.”

She tipped her head back against him as he started working her body and Nick’s toward their next orgasms.

 

* * * *

 

It was some time after Nick’s third orgasm, and she’d lost count of hers, when Lucas made her sit up. He stood in front of her on the bed, his cock bumping against her chin as he unbuckled her ball gag. When he pulled that out of her mouth, his cock immediately replaced it.

She didn’t even have to suck. He held her head and fucked her mouth the way she loved, using her, quickly dumping his first load of cum down her throat. Then he knelt in front of her, removing her nipple clamps and sucking on her nipples to soothe the pain as blood rushed back into them, making her whimper.

“Good girl,” he said. “Don’t worry. Not every load will go in your mouth. A few will go in your ass, but they’re all going in you until you give us what you know you really want. Otherwise, you wouldn’t have let me choose for you.” He kissed her. “Right?”

“Yes, Master.”

He disappeared again and must have removed the nipple clamps from Nick, too, because he let out a couple of muffled yelps, followed by whining moans.

Then Lucas untied their legs, but left her hands bound behind her. He must have untied Nick, because hands grabbed her hips and he started frantically fucking her as the Hitachi appeared out of nowhere and unerringly found her clit once more.

Lucas fisted her hair with his other hand, his breath in her right ear. “Slave’s totes okay with the plan, FYI. And I have a new wireless vibrating butt plug I plan on using in him to help fire him up as much as I want.”

“Thank you, Master,” she moaned, gasping around her orgasm.

He nuzzled her ear. “We love you, baby. And we’re going to breed our sweet little slut and get you beautifully pregnant again.” He nipped her ear, making her moan.

Nick took one last, hard thrust inside her and let out a familiar grunt she knew meant he’d come.

“Don’t pull out,” Lucas warned, switching the vibrator off. He untied her hands after pushing her down on top of Nick, who wrapped his arms around her and started kissing her.

“Love you, baby,” he said.

“Love you, too.”

“Okay, roll over, carefully. Keep that cock inside her. I’ll be right back.”

Still blindfolded, she felt Nick flipping them over, following orders.

It sounded like Lucas dug something else out of the closet. When he returned, he was describing something to Nick, who helped raise her ass off the bed as she felt a couple of pillows being jammed under her hips.

She was a soppy mess between her legs, but apparently Lucas didn’t care. “Okay, pull out.”

Nick did, but something was immediately inserted into her pussy.

And inflated, filling her nearly as much as Nick’s cock.

“Heh.” Lucas sounded sadistically pleased with himself. “Glad I bought that. Help me with this.”

It felt like they were strapping some sort of harness onto her, around her waist, between her legs, and she recognized the locking butt plug harness, except she wasn’t being stuffed in the ass.

Finally, Lucas removed the blindfold, and she found both men maniacally smiling at her.

“You can get out of that in thirty minutes,” Lucas said. “Then I’ll take that inflatable dildo out of you and you can use the bathroom. You stay in that position for right now, though.”

She knew his evil plan. Stack the deck for success. “Yes, Master.”

Lucas pulled Nick in for a long, deep kiss, then the two men high-fived before hugging and falling onto the bed, laughing.

 

* * * *

 

When Leigh awoke the next morning, both her men were lying there, grinning, wide awake.

“Go use the bathroom, sweetheart,” Lucas said. “Then get your ass back here.”

She knew resistance was futile.

Besides, she didn’t want to resist either one of them, although having coffee first would have been nice.

With the decision out of her hands, she was kind of hoping it would take her a little while to get pregnant. The thought of Nick having free rein to fuck her anywhere, anytime, was sexy as hell. It put her on the beta slave rung of their hierarchal dynamic ladder for a while.

She returned to bed and Lucas flipped her onto her back, playing with her clit as Nick knelt over her head and slid his cock into her mouth. Hell, he was already hard, but they had their orders.

Not like she was going to complain.

After a couple of minutes, they rolled her onto her hands and knees and the men changed position. Lucas sat at the head of the bed, legs spread while he held her head and she blew him.

Nick knelt behind her, slowly sliding his cock into her and making her moan.

“Ass up, sweetheart,” Lucas ordered. “I want him shooting his cum deep in there.”

She spread her legs a little more, arching her back, shoulders down.

Then she heard the click and Nick pressed the Hitachi against her clit.

“Good girl,” Lucas cooed as she moaned through her orgasm.

Once she finished, both men took over completely, seesawing her body between them until she was soon swallowing a mouthful of Lucas’ hot cum, and Nick was filling her pussy with his.

She was rolled over again, the men working to shove pillows under her ass.

Lucas grinned down at her, leaning in for a long, sweet kiss. “That is sooo fucking hot, baby.”

“You know you can do the breeding fantasy any time you want, right?”

“Yeah,” Nick said, “but it’s even hotter when it’s for real.” He leaned in for his kiss. “Coffee, sweetheart?”

“Yes, please.”

“Make sure to add pre-natal vitamins to the shopping list,” Lucas reminded Nick.

“Right. On it.” He headed out of the bedroom, naked, to get their coffee.

Lucas stretched out next to her, the TV remote in his hand, and switched it on to a morning news show. Then he set it aside and rested his hand on her tummy.

She laced fingers with him.

“You did want me to choose, right?” he asked, just a hint of doubt creeping into his tone.

She nodded, smiling. “Yeah. I know how to say my safeword.”

He kissed her, back to her sweet Lucas. “Love you so much, baby.”

“Love you, too, Sir Nerd.” She squeezed his hand. “If only those students could see how hot you are like this, they might have paid better attention in class.”

He laughed. “Uh, yeah, that’s a hard pass, sorry.” He nuzzled his head against hers. “Ironically, I’m glad things worked out this way. We have Nick, we have Lily, and we have a baby as yet to be named. That’s in addition to a fairytale life.”

“Don’t forget the hot breeding sex.”

He snorted. “Yeah, that, too.”


Chapter Seven

 

Tilly lay collapsed on the sofa. She felt something digging into the back of her head, and when she lifted it, she didn’t feel anything on the couch.

When she felt her head, she realized whatever it was had gotten stuck in her hair. After sitting up, and careful untangling, she realized she had a Cheerio stuck there.

“Now, how’d you get there?” She dropped it onto the coffee table before flopping onto her side again and dozing off.

Some time later, Landry’s voice calling out wakened her. “Love?” He walked in. “Are you all right?”

“Uh huh.”

He smiled. “You don’t look all right.”

“That was a lot of fu-hreaking work.”

“Excellent save, love.”

She started to flip him off but at the last second changed it to a thumbs-up since she wasn’t sure if there were any children around.

He chuckled. “Would you like me to carry you to bed?”

“What time is it?”

“A little after ten a.m. and you look like a rather exhausted woman.”

“I am.” She yawned. “How’s KC?”

“Safe with Leigh and her men. Told them we’d pick her up later this evening, and they invited us over for dinner.”

“They already got her?”

“Mmm-hmm. You slept through it.”

“Thanks. Where’s Cris?”

“Already asleep.” He walked over and knelt next to the couch. “You slept through Leigh, Nick, Sully, Mac, and Clarisse arriving and departing. I didn’t have the heart to awaken you. Also, if it means anything, Laurel was chattering non-stop when they picked her and her brother up a little bit ago. She was very happy.”

Tilly smiled. “Good. Maybe I can protect Gotham’s water supply after all.”

He snorted and held out a hand. “And they were the last. We are, until later this evening, an all-adult household. Come along, love. What is this?” He held up the free-range Cheerio.

“Oh. It was stuck in my hair.”

“Perhaps we need a shower before you go to bed.”

“How about pool time?”

“It’s rather chilly for that this morning.”

“How about a hot tub snuggle?”

He smiled. “I believe I am awake enough you could talk me into that.”

He took her hand in his and led her outside. While Tilly stripped, shivering a little, Landry removed the hot tub’s cover and she immediately slipped in.

“Do I need to turn the temperature up, love?”

She sank down to her chin. “No, it’s perfect. You going to join me?”

He grabbed a couple of towels from the cabinet first and brought them over before removing his shorts and joining her.

Tilly snuggled tightly against his side. “You were great, big guy. You’re a great dad.”

He chuckled.

“What?”

“In all honesty, those are never words I ever imagined anyone would say about me.”

“Never say never.”

“So I’ve learned.” He kissed the top of her head. “Lots of nevers in my life have been…flipped around.”

“Like?”

“Name it.” He tilted his head so he could look into her eyes. “I never thought I’d meet someone like Cris. I never thought I’d be stupid enough to lose Cris. I never thought I’d get Cris back, or meet someone I could ever love as much as I loved him. Never thought I’d wake up from that accident, or ever be happier than I was when I saw Cris standing there when I woke up. Never dreamed I’d be married to a beautiful woman, or a father to an adorable little girl.”

He rested his cheek against her head. “So many nevers. Some of them, I hated them at the time, but in the entirety of it all, had they not occurred I would not be as happy as I am now.”

She shifted in the water to straddle him, keeping her body under the water, except for her head. “I’m happy, too, Daddy,” she whispered.

A playful smile twisted his handsome lips. “Does Daddy’s girl need to come out and have a little fun, then?”

She nodded. This was their private thing, something she still hadn’t been able to do around Cris. Hopefully one day, but for now, it was for Landry alone.

The man who’d restored her ability to trust.

Even if he was a sneaky damn Dom.

He wrapped his arms around her and flipped them over, her under him. His hard cock didn’t have any problem sinking home inside her as she spread her legs for him, wrapping them around him.

Leaning in, he nibbled along the side of her neck before biting down hard on the top of her shoulder and letting out a deep, rumbling growl.

“Daddy’s good girl needs a nice hard fucking, doesn’t she?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she whimpered, already feeling her release close, trying to curl through her. Every thrust he took rubbed perfectly against her clit and drove her closer to the edge.

“Then my girl better hurry up and come for me before I make her spend the day tied up in bed and stuffed with a vibrating dildo and butt plug.”

She gasped, close, sooo close.

He slanted his lips over hers, kissing her hard as he fucked her even harder. In the water, he achieved the perfect angle. When she tipped over the edge and her climax rolled through her, she didn’t try to keep quiet as the cry escaped her.

“Good girl.” He quickened his pace, deep hard thrusts that didn’t let her orgasm quite finish before she was coming a second time even as he filled her with his cum.

Falling still, he rolled them back over, Tilly cradled against him. “Better?”

She closed her eyes. “Better.”

She actually dozed off before Landry woke her up again and helped her climb out, holding her towel for her. They hosed off in the shower and climbed into bed with her in the middle, Cris immediately rolling onto his side to spoon with her along her back.

“Oh,” she mumbled. “I never asked who won the rigging contest last night.”

“I don’t know,” Cris said, “but Leah disqualified herself because she’s won a couple now. She wanted someone else to win.”

“And did I hear correctly, something about Gilo and a Cupid costume?” Landry asked.

Tilly snickered. “I can totally see Abbey doing that to him.”

“And apparently Leah flew Seth off the new frame and gave him a surprise blowjob,” Cris said.

Tilly snorted, then yawned. “Okay, someone remind me to ask Leigh about that later. I bet that was a hoot. Poor Rusty. I hope his head doesn’t hurt too badly this morning.”

“Knowing that SAM,” Landry said, “I suspect it’s his ass that hurts this morning after Eliza finished with him at the party.”

Tilly fist-bumped with him. “True story.”


Chapter Eight

 

When Tilly, Landry, and Cris arrived for dinner, they walked in without knocking, as Leigh had told them. They found the triad and the two little girls in the living room, all of them stretched out on the floor and watching Blue’s Clues on TV.

“That’s a sight,” Cris teased.

“This show’s addictive,” Lucas said. “I mean, seriously addictive. Have you seen it? It’s good!”

“Do not get them hooked on Barney,” Tilly warned. “I will hurt you in a nonconsensually bad way if you do. That purple thing grates on my nerves.”

“Does it, now?” Landry drawled.

She glared up at him. “Red,” she softly said.

He let out a huffy sigh. “Party pooper.”

Cris softly snickered. When Landry turned his gaze on the man, Cris grinned. “Red. Sorry, Master. I know I can’t usually safeword, but I’m not pissing her off.”

Landry let out another sigh and slowly shook his head in disappointment.

There were more than enough leftovers from the night before. Tilly helped Leigh set everything out while the men watched TV with the kids.

“You would have had a blast last night,” Tilly said. “Seriously.”

Leigh wore an odd smile. “Who says I didn’t?”

“I didn’t think you played?”

“We did…after.”

Tilly gently bumped her with her hip. “Oh, yeah?”

Leigh’s face turned an adorable shade of pink, which Tilly didn’t fail to notice. “What’s going on?”

Leigh dropped her voice even more. “I forgot to take my pill the past couple of days and Lucas busted me on it when I tried to get out of playing with them. Sort of forced me to make up my mind one way or another.”

“Aaannd?”

She shrugged. “I said it was Master’s choice.”

Tilly grinned. “More or less than five times today?”

“If I’m walking bow-legged by next week, you’ll know why.”

Tilly snorted and pulled Leigh in for a hug. “Congrats in advance, sweetie.”

“I…” Leigh let out a sigh. “I don’t want you to think I’m trying to rub this in your face, because I’m not. I love you. We all do.”

“Why would I think that?”

“Because…” She shrugged again. “I know it’s…different.”

“Stop. Not your fault. Besides, I am a mom. She’s not my ‘adopted daughter.’ She’s my daughter. Full stop. And while I had a blast last night, and love having a houseful of kids, I think I’m good with only one of my own. Landry and Cris are like big kids sometimes. They keep me plenty busy. And it’s not like it’s a secret you wanted more kids, honey. We’ve discussed this before.”

“I guess we’ll be shifting schedules around.” Leigh softly groaned.

“What?”

“Well, presuming I…do, and quickly, that means I’m going to be dealing with that one production in Jordan this summer. Ugh.”

“Which one?”

“The Martian one. We’re already on the books for it. Kill. Me. Now.”

Tilly shrugged. “I can go.”

“You hate Jeremiah.”

Tilly grinned. “No, he hates me. I enjoy torturing him because the guy, as brilliant a director as he might be, is a whiny submissive. I push his buttons, but I get shit done, don’t I?”

“You might be getting a full on-screen producer credit and pay bump if you deal with that. Last place I want to be when I’m puking my guts up is in a desert in summer in a foreign country where I can’t get my regular stomach-settling food. And we can’t drop this film.”

“I’ll do it. But we’re putting the cart before the horse.”

Leigh leaned against her. “I love you, Til. You know that, right?”

“Yeah, sweetie. I know. Love you, too.”

“I was a paralegal. A freaking paralegal. Just a couple of years ago.”

“You complaining?”

“No. I’m just not sure how we got…here.” She looked around as if seeing the house for the first time. “Lucas and I had literally just decided, that day, that we were going to get married and have a baby, when we met Nick. The gay Dom and his bestie slave. Now I wake up some mornings, not sure this is even real. I look over and see, oh, yeah, I’m in bed with Trevor. Nichols.”

Tilly stared at her. “Are you having some sort of existential crisis or something right now, honey?”

“I don’t know. I…I don’t know. I want to be a mom. I love my guys. I love our life. But we can’t even go out and be…” She sighed.

Tilly pulled her in and held her. “It’s okay. I know. Crazy times.”

“I can’t even blame this on pregnancy hormones,” Leigh tearfully laughed. “Yet. I know if I asked him that Nick would drop out of Hollywood right now. Cancel his projects in front of the camera and focus on behind the camera. He would become my other husband and a dad. But still, what happens when Lily gets older? I can’t tell her not to call her other daddy ‘Daddy.’ That’s not a fair burden to put on her. Oh, shit. And here I am trying to have another one. I’m a horrible person. I’m an even horribler parent!”

“No, you’re not. And it’s ‘more horrible,’ not ‘horribler.’ We weren’t raised in this lifestyle. I mean the Hollywood one. We’ll do the best we can to raise our kids normally and give them a chance and teach them to be good people. That’s all we can do. But what we do means we can give them a good life and we can do stuff for the people we love. Like flying last-minute to Chicago to help someone out, or hunting someone down who ghosted.”

Leigh took a deep, shuddering breath and turned from Tilly to wash her face in the kitchen sink, blotting her skin dry with paper towels.

“Why do you always have your shit together and I feel like a train wreck next to you?” Leigh let out a harsh laugh.

“I’m a great actor.” Tilly grinned. “Kind of comes with the nurse training. You have to keep your cool and triage and assess. Patients’ lives literally depend on medical professionals staying calm and thinking things through.”

Tilly shrugged. “Doesn’t mean I’m not mentally shitting bricks, but you can’t let a patient see you lose your shit, because that only makes them more upset. We’re all acting, in one way or another. You didn’t know me in the…bad days.”

Tilly stared at the floor for a moment. “Talk to Ross and Loren about those days. About how I was. You wouldn’t have hired that woman to walk your dog, or babysit your kid, much less help run a production company. You walked through fire, too, in your own way. Different than mine and it lasted a lot shorter time. But that’s not the point. The fire…it tempers us. Swordmakers have to heat the steel to harden it. People are the same way. Heat it too much, the metal becomes brittle. Not enough, it’s too soft. Done correctly, it makes it strong.”

Leigh laughed again. “And now you’re a sword expert, too. Jesus fucking Christ, I look like a slacker next to you. I do good to get my Crocs on the correct feet on a good day.”

Tilly grinned. “Hey, you’re the one put me on that medieval movie we just wrapped over in the UK. They had real blacksmiths for those scenes, not actors. I ask questions. I love to learn shit.”

Out in the living room, the men all shouted, “Mail’s here!” accompanied by giggling from Lily and KC.

The women looked at each other and laughed.

Tilly dropped her voice. “And if you tried to put that in a movie, no one would believe that shit. Three Doms and an action hero, all cheering for Blue’s Clues with their daughters.”

 

* * * *

 

Once dinner was over and everyone had left, Nick put a sleeping Lily to bed while Lucas pulled Leigh into his arms.

“Are you all right?” he asked. “I’m serious. Lucas to Leigh.”

She rested her head against his chest. “Yes. I was talking to Tilly earlier. Told her we’re trying again.”

In fact, Nick had nailed Leigh in the master bathroom a couple of hours earlier, a quickie on the counter that had left her horny and full of his cum.

He’d told her he wanted her horny for that night.

“Ah. Are you reconsidering?”

“No.”

He held her, his chin gently rubbing the top of her head. “Nick asked me today if he should start turning down acting jobs.”

She pulled back. “What?”

“He wants to spend more time with us and Lily. And…” He patted her tummy.

“But he loves acting.”

“He loves us. Acting is his job. He wouldn’t mind putting more time in with the production company.”

“What’d you tell him?”

“Same thing I would tell you if you’d said something like that to me. That it’s a three-way conversation we need to have as partners, not as Master and Alpha slave and beta slave. He’s our husband.”

“What do you want him to do?”

“I want him to be happy.”

“That’s not an answer, Lucas.”

“Same answer I’d give you.”

“Like if I wanted to give Tilly a promotion and step back some?”

He frowned. “You do?”

“Maybe.”

“Where’s this coming from?”

“I miss our old life. I miss our friends. I’d like to stop spending weeks at a time apart from both of you because I have to be in LA and you’re in the UK and Nick’s in some other part of the world filming on location. I hate not being able to walk into a restaurant with Nick and holding hands with him, much less sitting cuddled against him, or giving him a kiss. I want our kids to have two daddies and not have to worry about if anyone gives a fuck.”

He pulled her in again. “Do you want him to quit acting?”

“No. I…I just want some freedom back in our lives. I want…us. I want to give Tilly my job and work as your assistant so at least I can be with you. Or with him, since he’s a partner. If I’m an assistant it means it’s less questions if I’m with him.”

“We don’t have to publicly demote you while promoting her, you know. If she even wants a promotion. She’s pretty busy, too.”

“But at least Landry and Cris have a business in LA already. It’s not like she’s not used to traveling.”

“She’s got KC.”

“And that means I’ll be more available to take care of her for them if they need me to. I want our kids raised here. In Florida. I don’t want them to think they aren’t common people. I want them raised with a work ethic, in a real world with real people. Our friends are real people. Leo runs a welding business. Jesse helps run a golf course. Nate’s an acupuncturist. We know accountants and cops and mechanics and engineers and paramedics and plumbers and electricians. Those are the kind of people I want our kids growing up to hold as heroes, not some party girl from Malibu.”

“We also know a rock star.”

“You know what I mean.”

He sighed, pulling her close again. “Maybe we should hold off on the baby decision then, if it isn’t too late already.”

“No. I don’t want to do that, either.”

“Don’t want to do what?” Nick walked into the kitchen, buckling his collar around his neck but still wearing shorts.

As Lucas filled him in, Nick leaned against the counter, listening, arms crossed over his chest and his gaze fixed on the floor.

“Your thoughts?” Lucas asked.

“Well, Sir—”

“No,” Lucas insisted. “Equals.”

Nick looked up, meeting his gaze, then hers. “I guess I’m so used to Hollywood that honestly? It’s become a second way of life for me. I’m used to the transition back and forth, because I had to hide in plain sight for so long. But it’s not fair to make Leigh unhappy.”

Nick pulled her in and wrapped his arms around her. “And I want more kids. Honestly? If you said you didn’t want to stop having kids, I’d keep your legs in the air as long as I could.”

She smirked. “That’s romantic.”

“I’m serious. But if you also said no, one and done, I’m good with that, too. I love you guys, and I love Lily. I know I say this every holiday, but this was the best Valentine’s Day ever. Because I had you guys, and Lily, and we had our friends here. Every year, every holiday gets better because I have a family again. So if you tell me, ‘Nick, we’d be happier if you quit acting and stick to directing and writing,’ I’d say, okay. No problem.

“Maybe I’m coming at this from a different direction than you guys are because I’ve done my time in Hollywood. While I know we need to make a living, you guys know our finances as well as I do. The condo’s paid off. This house is paid off. Cars are paid off. Figure insurance and taxes on the properties, and health insurance, and expenses, and with what we have banked and residuals I’ll have coming in for the rest of my life, I literally could stop working and we’d be okay. Especially if we sold the condo. So make this decision based on something other than money.”

She stared up into his blue eyes. “Okay,” she softly said, glancing back at Lucas. “Tonight’s decision is that I do want another baby. I’ll talk to Tilly about promoting her and giving her a company share and raise. Then we can go from there.”

Lucas stepped in, wrapping his arms around both of them. “Sounds like a plan to me.” He kissed her, grinding his hips against her ass, his hard cock pressing through both of their shorts.

He reached down and smacked her ass. “Someone has a job to do before bed, though,” he reminded her, and in front of her, Nick’s cock sprang to life, pressing through his shorts.

“Yes, Sir.”

They retreated to the bedroom, where Lucas had her lie on her back with her ass at the edge of the bed. While she sucked on Nick’s cock, Lucas bent his head between her legs and started teasing her, slowly laving his tongue up and down her clit, dipping it into her pussy, gently sucking and teasing her until she was begging them to fuck her.

Changing position, Nick stood between her legs as Lucas straddled her sixty-nine and held her legs back and out of the way while he built her orgasm up with his mouth.

Completely pinned down, filled at both ends with cock, she couldn’t have moved if she wanted to. Lucas had deliberately positioned her arms over her head, held down by his lower legs.

He also put the nipple clamps on her, and the motion of Nick fucking her made them jiggle and drove her need even higher.

Lucas finally took pity on Leigh and got her over, letting her come and finish before he started fucking her mouth for real instead of her just trying to suck a load out of his balls. Nick picked up the pace, too, holding on to her thighs and fucking her hard, fast, pumping his cock deep into her pussy when he came, following Lucas’ order to stay in there until he gave him permission to move.

Climbing off her, Lucas got the inflatable dildo, slid it into her pussy, and inflated it before they moved her, propping her hips with pillows.

The men curled up next to her on either side, and Lucas wore a pleased grin. “Thirty minutes.”

Nick smiled. “Just be glad I’m worn out and can’t get it up again tonight.”

“I really am going to be bowlegged, aren’t I?”

“Maybe,” the men said together, laughing.

“Like you’re complaining,” Lucas teased.

She laced fingers with both of them. “No, Sir. I’ll never complain about time with my men. Love you both.”

“Love you,” they replied in stereo, making her giggle again.

Maybe I’m making a mountain out of a fire ant mound. I’m lucky. Damn lucky.

As she dozed until she could get up again, she decided to let Fate decide for now and go with whatever happened. She had a charmed life, charmed men, and friends and family many would long for.

It really doesn’t get much better than this.

 

 

THE END
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