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Another holiday, another Suncoast Society party. But what’s troubling Cali, Sean, and Max? Can a kinky Easter egg hunt snap them out of it? As their friends gather once more, the triad puts on a united front and a happy face. While they remember to count their blessings, will the future finally come into clear focus?

Unicorn photo shoots, rainbow rope, and getting their cat, Baxter, stoned on catnip are all on the agenda. It doesn’t hurt that they finally get to see Karma in all its splendid glory giving them the good kind of cosmic payback for a change.

They know they’re lucky. Now, all they have to do is keep reminding themselves of that fact.
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Chapter One

 

An e-mail sent out by Tony Daniels to specially selected members of the Suncoast Society munch group just days after the Spank Patrick’s Day party at Max, Sean, and Cali’s house:

 

March 20…

 

Dear Friends,

 

Because they are apparently three masochists, Max, Sean, and Cali have already volunteered to host a Kinky (Vibrating) Eggstravaganza Party. (Hey, you try to find a kinky version of “Happy Easter” and see how easy you think it is.) For those of you counting, yes, that’s two big parties in a row.

You and your significant (or non-significant) other(s) are invited. Dress up (or undress) for a sexy night of kinky festivities, fun, and frivolity.

Despite Cali’s vociferous protests (but she didn’t safeword), Sean’s apparently going to hold a kinky Easter egg hunt. (Not sure I want to know where he’s hiding them…) Details will be provided upon arrival. Anyone who wants to donate prizes, big or small, please contact him ASAP (e-mail included at the bottom). There won’t be a rigging contest this time, but we will have a suspension frame available.

The event takes place Saturday, April 22nd. (Yes, the week after Easter. We’re not that sadistic.)

RSVP to Tony BEFORE Monday, April 17th. Directions and parking instructions will be sent to those who RSVP on Tuesday, April 18th.

 

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

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

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

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

6) Please leave the parking spaces near the house free for people bringing play furniture. If you wish to bring play furniture, please coordinate with Max, Sean, or Tony. Due to street parking, please pay attention to the parking instructions that will be included in the confirmation e-mail.

7) No flushing anything down the toilet that isn’t toilet paper or didn’t come from inside your…


Chapter Two

 

“No, Sean, we are not Photoshopping you onto the website header dressed as a dancing Jesus.”

“But, babe! We could duplicate it, different poses, and I could be seven dancing Jesuses!” He scowled. “Jesusi?”

Cali took a deep breath. “Jesus, I cannot believe I actually have to say these words to you, but no, we are not dressing you up as a kinky dancing Jesus and putting you on the website header for Easter. Period.”

He stood before her, dressed in a leather jock, leather chest harness, wrist and ankle cuffs, and a leather collar.

Oh, and a Jesus wig, beard, and mustache.

With a pair of fake bunny ears perched on top of that, along with a bunny tail. The bunny ears were on backward.

She didn’t want to know how he had the tail attached.

This was already turning out to be a humdinger of a Saturday morning at Two Crafty Bastards Toys.

Or, in other words, any normal Saturday with Sean.

“But babe, it’d be hysterical!” He started doing a dance that looked like the drunken bastard love child of the Mashed Potato and the Moonwalk.

“No, Sean! If we’re going to alienate half our client base by being that sacrilegious, we might as well put up a header that says, ‘Happy Zombie Jesus Day.’”

As his blue eyes widened, along with his smile, she let out a frustrated groan. “No, Sean, we absolutely are not putting ‘Happy Zombie Jesus Day’ on our website header. No. Red.”

He pouted. “It’d be funny.”

She pointed at her face. “Does this look like my funny expression?”

“It looks like a damned good Grumpy Cat imitation, to be honest.”

“I was hoping to get laid tonight,” Max said from where he leaned his long and lanky frame against the office doorway, his arms crossed. “You piss her off, Sean, and I’m locking you in chastity for a week and fucking your ass.”

She jabbed a finger at Sean. “You pushed me to the limit with that last damn Easter stunt you pulled. We agreed that I am the website producer. I get control, I get the final say. We will do an Easter shoot, but I haven’t decided exactly what yet. I did order some special pastel rainbow-dyed rope, though. I think it’ll look neat.” She pointed to the box in the corner of the office, which had arrived yesterday afternoon.

His eyes widened. “Why didn’t you say so?”

“Because you didn’t ask me, that’s why. You’d think you’d learn by now that instead of dumping stuff on me at the last minute, you should, oh, I don’t know, talk to me about it first.”

Max snorted. “Busted.”

Sean looked over his shoulder. “Hey, you said it sounded funny.”

“I also said you needed to discuss it with her first.”

“I am discussing it with her.”

“No, you’re trying to dump it on her.” Max pushed off the doorframe and walked over, pointing at the headband. “Your bunny ears are on backward.”

“Dammit,” Sean muttered. He took the headband off and put it back on the right way.

“I agree, dancing Jesuses on the website is a no-go,” Max said.

“Again, you said it was funny.” Sean was definitely working on a full-on pout.

“It is funny. But I never said we should do it. There are a lot of things I think are hysterical that I know have no place on the website header.”

Cali leaned back in her office chair. “Never in my wildest dreams did I ever think I’d have to add dancing Jesuses to my hard-limit list.”

Max fist-bumped her. “Word.”

 

* * * *

 

“Did Ethan say how Brita’s doing?” Cali asked Essie.

“She’s hanging in there. I mean, she was a cop, so at least the training and support network are there for her.”

The day before, Brita had shot a guy she thought was attacking her niece’s third-grade classmates during an outing at Mote Marine. Dressed as a horror movie killer and wielding a fake knife, he’d charged directly at her and the kids and ignored Brita’s orders to stop and drop the knife.

Then she’d pulled her concealed handgun and shot him.

Turned out he was a notorious Internet prankster filming extreme scares. His film crew had captured everything on video from several angles.

“Thank god none of the kids were seriously hurt,” Chelbie said. “That’s just freaking crazy. I’ve always hated that fucking jackass. One of my cousins is constantly sharing his crap on Facebook. Sucks he had to die but he brought it on himself.”

“And it was a stand your ground case,” Essie said. “So she’s not going to be charged for it. Everyone legit thought the knife he had was real.” She sadly shook her head. “I saw the video from the news conference this morning. I would have probably reacted the same way she did. Except I would have been running away from him, not toward him like she did. Holy cow, she’s brave.”

“Shit happens fast,” Chelbie said. “Like that chick who attacked me that time.”

That finally got a laugh from Cali. “I really should amend that item’s description on our website. ‘Can also be used to fend off a midnight home invader.’”

“Hey, it’s a multi-tasker,” Chelbie joked. “And you’re welcome for the heavy-duty R&D testing. Stands up to heavy spankings and home invasions.” She mimed a mic drop. “Boom.”

That got a laugh out of all of them.

“How many people have RSVP’d so far for the post-Easter party?” Essie asked.

Cali scrolled through her e-mail on her tablet. “Tony said we already have thirty firm yeses, and five maybes.”

“Not bad, considering he just sent the e-mail out on Monday,” Chelbie said.

The three of them sat talking around Essie’s dining room table Saturday morning, the week after the Spank Patrick’s Day party. Essie’s baby son, Eddie, was asleep in his crib in his room. Essie had the baby monitor sitting in front of her on the table.

“We’ve got a new suspension frame of our own ordered,” Cali said. “Found a really cool metal swing set frame. That way, we can keep it up all the time on the lanai and have it for whenever we need.”

“When’s it coming?” Chelbie asked.

“Should be here this week. That gives us plenty of time to set it up and try it out. Supposed to hold over eight hundred pounds.”

“So, question,” Essie said, her finger tracing the baby monitor’s shape. “Why did you guys volunteer to hold two parties in a row? And why are you ordering your own frame? I thought you always borrowed Kel’s frame? In fact, is it not still set up on your lanai?”

Cali briefly debated whether or not to answer. Then she decided if she couldn’t be honest with her two best friends, she didn’t deserve to have them as friends to start with.

“We’ve decided we’re not having kids,” she admitted. “Sean and Max have appointments next Friday for vasectomies. We don’t mind having the parties at our place. Maybe not every single one, but it’s fun holding them. Since we don’t have kids, we don’t have the logistical juggling others do.”

The two women stared at her for a long, uncomfortable moment.

“What?”

“I thought you wanted kids?” Essie asked. “Not judging,” she quickly added, “but when did this all get decided?”

“It’s been gelling for a while. The three of us talked after the party and pretty much we’d all decided no.”

Chelbie’s quiet sigh seemed to hover and settle over them. “I know you’re smart enough to make this decision on your own, but please tell me it wasn’t triggered because of what happened to Mal and Kel?”

“It wasn’t, but that kind of slammed the point home for us.”

Chelbie nodded. “Okay,” she quietly said. “Because, frankly, if Mal ever thought—”

“No. All three of us had independently been leaning this way already. We love our life just the way it is. We have fun. We have a business that’s not conducive to having children running around. Hell, Max and Sean are like two big kids anyway.” She explained that morning’s dancing Jesus bunny showdown, which brought smiles to the women’s faces.

“I wish you’d gotten a picture of him dressed like that,” Chelbie said. “That’d be priceless.”

“Don’t egg him on.”

Essie snorted. “You said egg about a kinky Jesus Easter bunny.”

“To finish responding to your comment,” Cali said, “no. Mal losing the baby didn’t make our decision for us, but it focused us to actually give voice to our decisions. I was afraid it’d upset them if I decided not to have kids, and they didn’t want to push me one way or the other, even though they’d each kind of decided they like the way we are now.”

“I believe you,” Chelbie said. “I just…wanted to make sure you were aware of that.”

“How is Mal doing?” Essie asked.

Chelbie shrugged. “I’m here and not there. Kel’s mom is with her this morning. She’s stopped pushing us away as hard as she was, but I wouldn’t say she’s doing better. Kel arranged with Doyle to have her talk to him twice a week, and Doyle’s working with her GP on prescriptions to—” She hesitated. “And that doesn’t go any farther than this table, right?”

“Right,” Essie and Cali said, both nodding.

Chelbie slumped in her chair. “Sorry. It’s so hard for me to see her like this and I can’t do anything to make it better for her. She’s been talking to Kel’s mom a lot. She went through a miscarriage. And June’s older sister, May, has been talking to her, too. They came over for brunch with her one morning, brought her food, and sat and talked, the three of them.”

“Did they ever discover what happened?” Cali asked.

Chelbie shook her head, her short, deep red bob bouncing a little. “No. That’s the worst part of this whole thing. Mal blames herself, no matter what the doctors and we tell her. She did nothing wrong. Sometimes, this…happens.” Her expression darkened. “But if one more fucking asshole says, ‘Oh, maybe it was god’s will,’ I swear I’ll cunt-punch them into the middle of next month.”

Cali’s eyes widened. “Oh, no. People have actually said that to her?”

“One that I know of, but not around me. Because anyone who’s tried to talk to her by getting through me first, if they’ve said any variation of that bullshit, I cut them off at the kneecaps and shut them down. Kel, too.” She snorted. “I only had three people try that shit, and I know Kel had at least one, because he walked outside with his phone and screamed at them.”

Chelbie ran a hand through her hair. “I get that they think they’re coming from a place of love and comfort, but that filters into, ‘Oh, god must have thought you’d be a sucky mother,’ when Mal hears it. The one that did say it to her, it sent her back to bed all day Wednesday. Kel finally had to pull Master rank on her to order her out of bed Thursday morning to take her to her doctor for a meds adjustment.”

Essie winced. “I’m guessing it wasn’t one of our kinky friends?”

“No, it was a friend of Kel’s from high school. The guy’s wife. Somehow, I don’t think they’re friends anymore, either.”

Essie moved the baby monitor. “How’s Kel doing?”

“Stoic. You know how he is. If he was on fucking fire he wouldn’t ask for a glass of water if he thought it’d take a second of anyone’s attention from Mal. He’s…” Chelbie brushed at her eyes. “He’s amazing,” she quietly said. “I couldn’t have asked for her to meet and marry a better guy.”

“So you tell us how you think he’s doing,” Cali said.

Chelbie needed a moment. “Gutted. Heartbroken. The baby wasn’t exactly expected, but they threw themselves into becoming parents once they found out Mal was pregnant. Kel was going to be such a great dad. And now he’s lost his baby and he’s struggling to keep his wife going.”

A pensive silence enveloped them for a moment.

“Is there anything we can do to help?” Essie asked.

“Honestly? Right now, not really. Not beyond what you all have been doing. Checking in, the cards, food, that’s been good. Well, you know, actually there is something you could do.”

“What?” Cali and Essie asked.

“Because of the obvious, Scrye was going to do the suspension demo Kel was scheduled to do this afternoon at the club. But Scrye threw his back out this morning, so he’s out. As of an hour ago, they were still at the ER. June has to stay with him to drive him home and take care of him. Ross can’t do it, because he’s helping Ed deal with the media about Brita’s shooting yesterday. Leah volunteered to do it, and she’s qualified to do it, but Justin can’t be there today to be her rope bunny because he’s in a friend’s wedding. Seth volunteered to be her bottom, but he’s not exactly…thrilled, if you get my drift. So if you know of anyone who—”

“What if I volunteer Sean for it?” Cali asked.

“Really?”

“Yeah. He’s a rope slut.”

“Do you think he’ll go for it?”

Cali grinned. “Let’s just say he owes me a few.”

 

* * * *

 

As Cali walked home shortly after noon, she called Leah first and offered Sean’s services. It wouldn’t matter if she volunteered him if Leah wasn’t comfortable tying him, or if Seth overruled it.

“…if you and Seth are comfortable with that, that is.”

“I’m fine with it, and Sir probably will be, but let me ask.”

Cali heard sounds like Leah getting up and walking, muffled voices as she pressed the phone against her shirt or something. A moment later, she came back on the line.

“He’s totally fine with that.”

“Tell her my balls thank Sean, too,” Seth called out in the background.

Leah giggled. “You hear that?”

“Yeah. What time do you want him there?”

“Three. That way, it’ll give me a little prep time to talk to him.”

“How do you want him dressed?”

“Doesn’t he have one of those leather jocks like Justin has?”

She remembered that morning’s dancing Jesuses argument in the office. “He sure does.”

“That’d be perfect. Part of the demo today is going over physiology, not just the ties.”

“We’ll see you then. Oh, can we work some photo time in at the end? Once you’re done tying him? Just him, not you. I need shots for the website header.”

“I don’t see why not. It’s well before the open play session. We’ll warn people before you do it so they stay out of the shots.”

“Thanks!” Cali hung up before walking through their front door, a brilliant, cunning plan already gelling in her brain.

She found Sean and Max at work in the garage, trying to get caught up on making items for the online store. “You want the good news or the bad news?” she asked.

They each looked up from their respective workspaces. “Bad,” they parroted.

“Sean doesn’t get much work time this afternoon.”

They both raised their safety glasses. “Why?” they asked.

She grinned. “You’re like stereo or something.”

“What’s going on?” Max asked.

“The good news is, Sean gets to try out that rainbow rope sooner than he anticipated.” She grinned. “Break out your bunny ears and unicorn mask, buddy. We’re doing a photo shoot this afternoon.”

“Huh?”

She explained it, Sean’s head drooping as Max erupted into laughter.

Max slapped Sean’s shoulder. “Why the long face, dude? I thought this was what you wanted?”

“I did, but I didn’t think it’d be like that.”

“You’re turning down a chance to be tied by Leah?” Max asked. “Really? Because I’d let her tie me.”

“No, it’s not that.” Sean seemed on the verge of pouting again. “How are we going to handle the unicorn butt plug tail?”

“We’ll clip the bunny tail to the back of your jock,” Cali said, already turning to go pack their gear. “And you can wear the bunny ears.”

“They won’t fit over the unicorn head.”

She stopped and turned. “How would you know that?”

“Maybe I already tried it.”

Max laughed. “Then get your hood and you’ll wear the bunny ears. I saw a kitty unicorn headband on Amazon. We’ll get that for Baxter and Photoshop him into the frame.”

Sean’s face lit up as a wide grin spread across his face. “The plastic eggs! We can put them under me!”

Cali wanted to groan, but it did make sense.

At least it wasn’t the chocolate eggs they tried the last time.

“Bring the mask anyway,” she said. “And the latex hooves. Maybe she can fit two ties in, and I can get some shots with you suspended as the unicorn for future use. I’ll wedge the tail under your jock after you’re tied or something.”

“We have duct tape,” Max helpfully offered.

“You’re not duct-taping a butt plug to my ass,” Sean said. “You know how much hair that’ll rip off when you remove it?”

Max and Cali both grinned. “Yes,” they said. 


Chapter Three

 

Marcia’s car was already parked outside the club when Sean, Max, and Cali arrived.

“Why’d I let you talk me into this?” Sean muttered as they started unpacking equipment from the car’s trunk.

Cali stopped him with a hand on his chest. “Hold on. Seriously? What’s going on? Why are you acting moody? You love this kind of shit.”

He shrugged. “I like it on my terms.”

“Can’t all be green,” Max teased.

Cali ignored Max’s jibe. “You could have told me no when I told you about this.”

An aggravated sigh escaped Sean. “I’m not saying no. I just…I like being silly and stupid at home with us, or at a party or something.”

“You bug the shit out of me to be on the website headers.”

“I know!”

Max stepped in. “Let’s talk about this. If you don’t want to do this, it can be a straight suspension, no photo shoot. Or, if you’re really backing out, I’ll volunteer to let her tie me, if she and Seth are okay with it.”

“I want to do the photo shoot,” Sean insisted.

But the shadows in his crisp, blue eyes spoke otherwise.

“Then why are you being such a moody bastard about it all of a sudden?” Max bluntly asked.

“It doesn’t feel right,” he finally mumbled.

“What do you mean, buddy?”

The men had Cali’s full attention now. Sean was just about the most laid-back person on the face of the planet when it came to emotional stuff. And she knew he loved her—and Max—with all his heart.

But Sean and Max had been together a lot longer, for twelve years, before she even entered their lives.

She’d be a clueless idiot not to understand that sometimes Max had a better read on Sean than she did, and vice-versa.

“I mean, Kel and Mal. And now Brita and Ethan. And we just keep on going about our lives like nothing’s happened. Isn’t that…disrespectful?”

Max pulled him into his arms. “Hey, it’s not like that. But they would be the first people to ask us to live our lives. I thought we settled this before the St. Patrick’s Day party?”

“We…did. I know it’s not logical to feel like this, but it’s how I feel. I’ll be okay once we’re into the swing of things.”

“You sure?” Cali asked. “I don’t want to force you to do this if you don’t feel up to it.”

“I’ll be fine. I’ll get my head out of my ass and enjoy it. I promise. Besides, if we don’t do it this weekend, it’s going to be a few weekends before either one of us are going to feel up to being tied, and by then it’ll be too late to make a header for the website.”

“I can reuse an old one.”

“No,” Sean said. “I’ll be okay. Let’s do this.”

Marcia held the office door open for them when they brought in the first load of equipment from their car. While Cali set up the camera and lights and prepped the backdrop behind the A-frame, the men got the rope sorted.

She’d ordered three different widths of rope, mostly 1/4” and 5/16”, with some 3/8” thrown in for suspension and heavier ties. Far more in overall footage than they’d likely ever need, but one could never have enough rope. The rope vendor had made a custom-dyed batch of the pastel rainbow colors, and it looked even better in person than it had on their website.

Cali hoped it looked as good for her camera while it was wrapped around Sean.

“Oh,” Marcia said as she emerged from the office. “Derrick and I need to talk to you.”

“About what?”

“Derrick and I weren’t here, but Shane came in last weekend.”

Both men stood up like a couple of prairie dogs. “What?” they asked in stereo.

“I thought he got banned?” Max asked.

“What the fuck?” Sean said.

Marcia held up her hands. “Relax, the volunteers didn’t let him in. Unfortunately, the volunteer on duty didn’t know the backstory. They told him he’d have to talk to Derrick about the reason why. So he did. He called him at our office on Monday to talk. I wasn’t there to intercept the call. To get him off the phone, Derrick said he’d talk to you, but if you don’t sign off on it, he won’t rescind the ban.”

“Heh,” Sean said. “He’s shit out of luck then, isn’t he, babe?”

Cali didn’t reply.

Max frowned. “Babe?”

“He was only banned because of me, right?” she asked, tuning her men out.

Marcia nodded. “We’re fine with keeping the ban in place. Normally we don’t get in the middle of break-ups, unless there’s a restraining order involved. Derrick decided to ban him because that was a pretty shitty thing for Shane to do to you after eight years. But if we banned everyone because someone has an issue with them, we wouldn’t have a club. However, one of the nice things about this being a private membership club is that we can ban people for any reason we deem.”

“Did he say why he’s come back?” Cali had heard rumors that he was back in the area based on what people had seen of his activity on FetLife, but this was the first time she’d heard about him actually trying to put in an appearance at an event.

“He told Derrick he moved back to the area and is in a relationship. She’s a member in good standing here, and he wants to be able to come to the club with her. I don’t think you know her, she’s only been here a few times. I’ve never met her, but some of the other volunteers have. They said she’s pretty nice.”

Cali snorted. “Poor girl.”

Shane had left Cali high and dry, kicked her out, and basically left her penniless. She’d invested years of time and energy into a company he’d sold out from under her without offering her any compensation at all.

And he’d cheated on her.

“Tilly’s still in England right now, isn’t she?” Cali asked.

“I don’t know. I think so. Why?”

Cali smiled and hoped it looked as evil as it felt. “I say rescind the ban. He probably won’t last long once she gets hold of him.”

“I think we’ll need a GoFundMe for her bail, but okay.”

“Um, babe?” Max said. “One moment, please?”

“Yeah?”

“You sure you want to do this?”

She shrugged. “He bothers me, I can complain and they’ll re-ban him.” She looked at Marcia. “Right?”

Marcia nodded. “Absolutely.”

“I think it’d be funnier to see him get shunned by everyone,” Cali said. “Let them rub his face in it about how happy I am. Just give him a warning that if he sets a foot out of line around me, I won’t hesitate to complain.”

Marcia smiled. “You want Tilly to break her hand again, don’t you?”

“I’ll buy her some of those weighted gloves so it hurts him worse than it hurts her.”

Cali realized Sean and Max were staring at her. “I didn’t lose my mind. I’d rather rub his face in it. He has no hold over me anymore. I’ve moved on.”

“He’s not going to make it onto the private party lists, is he?” Sean asked Marcia. “Because that fucker’s not setting foot in our house, and I don’t want to be at a private party if he’s been invited.”

Marcia snorted. “Gawd, no. Derrick already called Tony and Ross and told them about him being back. Only reason we’re talking now is because my Dom Dingbat is a stickler for giving his word. In trying to get the guy off the phone, Derrick did promise we’d talk to Cali.” She shrugged. “I honestly thought you’d laugh and say fuck, no, he can’t come back, end of story.”

Cali slowly nodded. “I’m fine with him being unbanned. He’s likely going to wish he’d stayed in Miami.”

“I hope you’re right,” Marcia said. “Because I know there were quite a few people around here who wanted to put him under the ground and not just on it when they heard what happened to you, thanks to him.”

 

* * * *

 

Seth and Leah arrived shortly after. She let out a squee when she saw the rainbow rope.

“That is gorgeous!” She fingered one of the coils.

“I know, right?” Cali told Leah what she had in mind for the shoot, about dressing Sean up in his bunny gimp gear the way he had been earlier.

She snorted. “I thought you yelled at them about their last Easter stunt?”

“Yeah, well, that also involved chocolate eggs. It wasn’t funny, it was gross.”

Max and Sean both laughed, as did Seth.

“Well, I can do a modified tie on him so he looks like he’s a hopping bunny in mid-air. Then you can pile the colored eggs under him and shoot it. I do a similar tie on Justin all the time. I’ll just angle Sean forward a little bit and tie his legs together instead of spread apart. Might want to leave the tail and ears off him until I’m done.”

Cali also floated the unicorn idea, making Leah laugh. “Yeah, I can do that, too. I can use the same harness, bring him down, and change the position of the belaying ropes.”

Sean struck a horse pose, his hands raised like prancing hooves. “I’m ready for my close-up, dahling.”

Cali smacked his ass. “Not until you’re dressed for the part. Go get ready so she can plan.” He grabbed his duffel bag with his stuff in it, giving Cali a little butt wiggle as he headed off for one of the dressing room alcoves on the far side.

Seth smiled. “You guys are an answered prayer, you know that? I was not looking forward to getting my family jewels wedged today.”

 

* * * *

 

Sean already felt his funky mood lifting. He knew he shouldn’t have watched the press conference that morning about Brita’s shooting, but they knew her. She’d been to their house. No, they weren’t her closest friends or anything, but as he watched the kids scattering in the background, running straight toward the road and the cars there, his heart bunched up tightly even though he knew only one child had been slightly injured, and that was from falling.

He could only imagine the terror those kids’ parents felt watching the video.

How close any of them could have been to dying.

And here he was, a fully able-bodied man, and he knew he likely would have been running away, too.

There was Brita, someone he knew suffered from chronic, debilitating pain, someone he’d seen in person and knew how stiffly and slowly she moved, and she’d been not only running, but running toward danger.

To protect the kids. Kids that weren’t hers, and putting her own life at risk to do so.

Yes, they’d already settled the decision of having kids. He and Max were scheduled to go in next Friday for vasectomies. They’d decided to do it at the same time, so Cali could drive them, and they’d have the weekend to feel a little less…nut-punched.

The videos at the press conference had been one more stark reminder how fragile life was. How little control they really had over their futures, in some ways.

While at one time he’d thought he’d enjoy being a parent, now he understood he was not parenting material. Being an adopted uncle to Essie’s son, and to other friends’ kids, sure. Enjoy them, spoil them rotten, then hand them back at the end of the time without a look back.

When does adulting kick in?

Like this morning. He couldn’t have freely dressed like Jesus gimp bunny if they had a kid running around.

No at-will nookie when they felt like it without worrying if a kid would hear or see them.

He wondered if that made him a selfish bastard for thinking like that. If there was something wrong with him for deciding he didn’t want kids.

Then again, if there’s something wrong with me, I guess that would mean there’s something wrong with Cali and Max, too, so we definitely belong together. Or maybe I need to get the hell out of my own head and stop worrying about it.

 

* * * *

 

Max kept an eye on Sean throughout the afternoon. Sean seemed to be having fun, but Max knew there was still a hidden current running through their guy’s mind that Sean wasn’t cluing them in to.

He could read Sean like an open book on most days. Cali, too, to a certain extent. They’d all felt a little bit of melancholy right around the St. Patrick’s Day party when Mal lost her baby. Then on top of that, the three of them had decided to settle for good the question of not having kids.

All three of them were a little moody as a result as they settled into their decided path.

He really was good with that decision. As with all other major life decisions, no matter what they were, he knew he personally needed to let it finally find its level in his brain. That was just him.

And, to a certain extent, Sean.

They still hadn’t seen Mallory. When they’d gone over to Kel’s the day after the St. Patrick’s Day party to take them food and cards people had brought for them, Mal had been asleep.

Once the demonstration got underway, Cali and Max stood to the side with Seth and watched Leah. She had about twenty people in attendance, besides them. Most of them already had some rope experience, but not suspension.

Max considered himself a pretty decent rigger, and had tied plenty of basic suspensions with Sean in the past. Even he found himself learning tricks and tips he hadn’t consciously considered before. Including a couple of things he and Sean had done that were safety issues neither of them had thought about.

Fortunately, they’d never had a mishap, but Max made a mental note to be more mindful next time they did a suspension at home.

Once the presentation had wrapped up, everyone laughed as Cali got the bunny ears and tail on Sean and readied the plastic eggs under him. Max manned the lights and reflector. Once Cali had the shots she needed, Max helped Leah bring Sean down so she could restring the belaying ropes through the hard-point ring and harness. Cali helped Sean swap out the bunny ears and tail for the latex hooves on his hands and the unicorn mask, which, for the sake of time, she pulled on over the black leather hood Sean already wore instead of removing that first.

“I forgot how much this thing smells,” Sean said, his voice muffled by the mask. “It’s damn latex.”

More laughter from the audience as they watched the events unfold.

“It’s only for a few minutes,” Cali reminded him.

Leah hoisted him in the air again. Once he was secured, she stepped out of the way and Cali was able to wedge the unicorn tail butt plug between Sean’s ass cheeks and the back strap for his jock without having to tape it in place.

More pictures, and once Cali was sure they had the shots, she nodded. “Okay.”

Max went to help Leah while Cali shut off the lights.

When his feet were solidly back on the ground, Sean tried to get the unicorn mask off, but couldn’t because of the latex hoof mitts on his hands.

“A little help, please?” he asked, prompting more laughter from the audience.

Max snorted. “You are fricking adorable and derpy at the same time. You know that?”

His head hung low as he pawed the air with one hoof. “Derpy unicorn would like to be relieved of his mask, please.”

Cali took pity on their guy, freeing him from the smelly mask. Then she unlaced his leather hood and removed it. His hair was damp with sweat and stood up at all angles.

“Thanks, babe.”

She smiled as she pulled his hooves off. “You’re welcome.”

“I wonder how we can Photoshop Baxter into this one? What costume?”

“It won’t be a dancing Jesus pussy,” Max said. “That’s for sure.” 


Chapter Four

 

After the demonstration and photo shoot ended, Sean had changed back into street clothes, and they’d repacked their equipment, they headed off to Sigalo’s following Seth and Leah to have dinner with everyone. Cali rode in back while Max drove.

“Feeling any better?” Max asked Sean.

“Yeah. I’m glad I did that. It was fun. Made people laugh.”

“Yeah, you did, buddy. Lord knows we all need a laugh in this day and age.”

Cali was actually surprised to see Chelbie and her guys, fraternal twins Rich and Nick Hurst, at dinner.

Cali hugged her. “You didn’t say you were coming tonight when we were talking this morning.”

“I didn’t know we were coming. Mal insisted she was okay and needed some time alone. She asked us to come out tonight and update everyone at dinner.”

Max frowned. “Is that wise? Leaving her alone, I mean.”

“She’s not alone-alone. Kel and his mom are with her.”

“Ah.”

Chelbie shrugged. “What am I going to do, force myself on her? She asked me to come back in the morning, so I’m going to have to let her have the space she asked for.”

As more people arrived for dinner, it was actually Brita and Ethan and the shooting at Mote that was the more heavily discussed topic of conversation, not Mal and Kel’s tragedy.

When Ross and Loren arrived, a little later than normal, they all made room for them at the table even though their appearance was a surprise.

They ended up wedged in at a corner next to Cali. “How’s she doing?” she asked Ross.

“As well as can be expected. I can’t say a lot, except she won’t be charged. All the video evidence clears her, as do the other witnesses.” He slowly shook his head. “It was only a matter of time before some idiot did something like that in this state, with this result. You don’t threaten a bunch of young kids and not expect someone to step up.”

During a lull in the conversation, Chelbie stood and rounded the table to talk to Cali. “Oh, I almost forgot. Kel asked me if you guys would mind if they RSVP’d as provisional to the Easter party?”

“Of course we don’t mind. They’re always welcomed. They don’t need to RSVP at all.”

“I suspected, but he asked me to ask, so I’m asking. He’s going to try to coax her into stopping by for a little while, just to visit. I know it’s a couple of weeks away, but it might take him that long to get her worked up to doing it.”

“Sure, absolutely.”

On the ride home, Cali spoke up. “You guys are getting vasectomies because you want to, not because I want you to, right?”

Sean glanced back at her. “Yes. Honestly? I don’t think any guy with half a brain would agree to get one just because his woman wants him to. We’re sort of genetically hard-wired to protect those damn things, not let someone cut a slit in them.”

“Ouch,” Max said. “That was not a mental image I needed. Besides, it’s the scalpel-less procedure. It’s a tiny hole.”

“Well, am I wrong?” Sean asked him.

“No, you’re not wrong.” At the next light, Max glanced back at her. “We really want to do this, babe. At this point, unless you radically changed your mind and insisted you did want kids and it was a deal-breaker if we didn’t have them, I still want to go through with this and get it over with. I want to be back in action before the Easter party.”

When the light turned green he focused on the road again. “Then again, if you changed your mind that drastically, I guess we would have to talk.”

“I haven’t changed my mind. I know I’m not going to change my mind. If I haven’t had the overwhelming urge to have kids by now, I’m not going to. That’s what had me dragging my feet for so long. I thought the urge would kick in, and it never did.”

“We can always be crazy cat people,” Sean said.

“I think we’re already crazy cat people,” Max said.

“We have the crazy part nailed,” Cali said.

 

* * * *

 

Cali didn’t feel like being crazy tonight, though. When she cozied against Sean while Max was finishing in the bathroom, she tweaked his nipple. “How about you two get me off fast and then let me watch you guys play?”

“Ah, is someone a little too tired to take the two of us on?”

“Yeah.” Her hand dipped lower to encircle his semihard cock. Being tied up always got Sean frisky. “But not too tired to watch you two.”

“You’re never too tired to watch, baby.” He lowered his lips to hers, slowly exploring, helping raise the heat on the low simmer her body currently felt.

Another thing she loved about her guys, that they never made her feel guilty about not being in the mood, or not wanting to be crazy in bed. There were plenty of times one of the men wasn’t feeling frisky. If both of them weren’t in the mood but she was, they never had a problem getting her off.

There were no expectations on her.

Sean kissed his way down her chin, down her throat, to her right nipple. Slowly drawing teasing circles around it with his tongue, he trailed kisses across the valley between her breasts to her left nipple and then repeated it. He’d started working lower and had reached her navel when Max emerged from the bathroom to join them in bed.

Sean lifted his mouth from her flesh for a moment. “She wants to watch us together tonight.” Then he went back to kissing her.

“Ah.” Max cradled her against him and started kissing her, not needing any further explanation than that. His cock was also firm, not quite fully hard yet.

Once Sean made it between her legs, he pushed her thighs wide apart, settled in, and got comfy. He wasn’t speed-licking her, but he wasn’t going to drag it out, either. She could tell that from the way he started out slow, circling her clit with his tongue for a few rounds before sliding two fingers inside her pussy.

Meanwhile, Max used one hand to start teasing her nipples as he kissed her, totally distracting her while adding to her pleasure.

I’m glad I get to do this for the rest of my life with them.

 

* * * *

 

Sean easily could have lain there all night between Cali’s thighs. Definitely no hardship. He took his time, reading her body, the sound of her moans, muffled by Max’s mouth. The way she gasped for air or in pleasure at what he did.

Slightly hooking his fingers up, he found the sweet spot and gently applied pressure as he increased how hard he sucked on her clit. Sometimes, he loved it when they tied her up and kept her hovering on the edge for a long time, until she begged and finally safeworded for them to move on to the next step.

Nights like tonight, he equated it more to playing a fine instrument, getting what he wanted out of her, making her feel good.

When she came, he felt the walls of her pussy squeezing his fingers and knew he had her. Keeping her right there in that spot for just a little while, to maximize her pleasure, he eased up with his mouth right before he thought she might be ready to safeword at the intensity.

Her hand settled on the back of his head, stroking, petting him.

He loved that, too.

“Thank you,” she said when Max let her talk again.

He kissed the inside of her left thigh, then her right. The nice thing about them all being switches was they had no expectations on each other. Whatever role they wanted or needed to fill at any given time that was fine.

Even better, he and Max trusted her to top both of them when she was in the mood to do that.

A far cry from their ex—the reason the men had ended up together in the first place—who’d used and abused them and their trust.

Since Max was right there, in the perfect position, Sean moved over and took his lover’s cock into his mouth, going deep the way he knew Max loved.

That drew a sharp hiss from Max. “Oh, fuck yeah, buddy.” Max spread his legs, drawing them up to give Sean better access.

Sean dove in, licking his balls, even rimming him. When he looked up Max’s body, Cali now had him cradled against her and was kissing him, playing with his nipples much the same way he’d been teasing hers just a few minutes earlier.

Until that point, Sean had hovered between feeling bottomy and feeling Toppy.

Now?

Definitely Toppy.

“Watch out, babe.” Sean changed positions, turning and pinning Max’s arms to the bed with his legs as he lowered his ass over Max’s face. “Get that tongue busy, mister.” He hooked his arms over the backs of Max’s thighs, now basically pinning him in a hog-tied position. And he went deep, spearing Max’s rim with his tongue as Max moaned and did the same.

Got him.

Sean lifted his head. “Get it in there, buddy. You know what I like.”

Another moan from Max that rolled through Sean’s ass and balls and nearly made him spooge all over Max’s neck and chest.

He got Cali’s attention and mouthed towel, lube, and condom at her, and pointed to the bathroom. Understanding, she immediately fetched them for him. Adjusting his own position on Max’s face so his balls now filled the man’s mouth, he took a few deep breaths to make sure he maintained control.

Max was damn good with his mouth.

It didn’t help that as he got Max lubed up, the man knew what would be coming next. And Max moaned every time Sean’s fingers swept past his gland.

“Don’t you come yet,” he said, nipping the inside of Max’s thigh and drawing a pained yip from him. “I want you riding my cock when you come.”

Once he knew he’d tortured Max enough, he kissed the end of his cock and sat up, wiping his hands on the towel, his balls still in Max’s mouth. Then he rolled the condom onto his shaft and added more lube.

Only then did he finally relinquish his comfortable seat and lay back on the bed. “Okay, buddy. Mount and ride.”

Max rolled over onto him, kissing him as he threw a leg over Sean, straddling him. Sean’s hands settled on Max’s ass as the man backed up, getting the head of Sean’s cock lined up with his ass.

“That’s it,” Sean mumbled, grabbing a handful of Max’s hair. “You know you want it.”

It’d been a couple of weeks since Sean had actually fucked Max, although Max had blown him a couple of days before. That time, Max had been fucking Cali, and Sean had stood in front of him, over Cali, and grabbed his head and went to town.

Everybody was a winner.

The permutations were endless, and a lot of fun.

He stared up into Max’s eyes as Max worked Sean’s cock deep inside him, until his ass was pressed against Sean’s thighs. Then Sean reached down and slicked pre-cum pearling at his slit down Max’s shaft.

Then Max started moving. Sean timed the strokes with his hand, getting into a rhythm with Max, slowly building. It was a catch-22, that Max wanted to come as well as draw it out for as long as possible once he’d hit that sweet zone. Sean knew this was Max’s favorite position to take Sean’s cock in, able to control how and where his cock reached inside him, how hard, how deep.

It didn’t take long before Max was bouncing up and down on him, his hands braced on Sean’s pecs. Max ground his ass against Sean’s cock, hard thrusts that Sean knew would make both of them quickly explode at that rate. Cali snuggled in close, her hands trailing up first Sean’s body, then Max’s.

Max’s climax started, his tight ass squeezing Sean’s cock and triggering Sean’s release. He kept stroking Max’s cock, now slick with the man’s cum, as his own cock erupted and filled the condom in Max’s ass.

Max leaned in and kissed him, his tongue fucking Sean’s mouth. “Damn, I love you.”

Sean brushed Max’s cheek with his thumb. “Love you, too.”

Cali propped herself up on her elbow. “How about me?” She playfully smiled.

“You, too.” Sean kissed her.

Max leaned in and kissed her, too. “Of course we love you.”

“Just checking. A girl likes to hear it every so often.” 


Chapter Five

 

The next Friday morning, there was little of their usual chatter between her two men as they all prepared to leave for the men’s appointment.

They’d reached the front door when Cali turned and held out her hands. “Are you both sure this is what you want?”

Max and Sean both nodded. “We’re sure,” Max said. “I don’t know about the chatterbox, but I’m a little quiet because I don’t like any medical procedures. We could be going to the dentist and I’d still be acting like this, much less when a guy’s gonna poke a hole in my ballsack.”

Sean winced. “Ow. Did you have to say it like that?”

Even Cali winced. “I really appreciate this.”

Max, then Sean, took turns kissing her. “Babe,” Max said, “we love you. This is our life, too. It’s stupid to make you stay on birth control pills. I know they sometimes make you feel shitty. In the long run, this will save us money and maybe even save you potential health risks.”

“Not to mention, no worries about ‘oopsies’ if you take a pill late or forget,” Sean added. “I’m really good with this decision.”

“You guys have to take it easy this weekend. Just lay around and I’ll take care of you.”

“No worries there, babe,” Max assured her. “You’re probably going to be sick of us by Monday.”

“What did you tell work?”

“That we might need Monday off. We’ll let them know Monday morning if we have to call in. It’s all taken care of.” He pointed at the door. “Let’s get going so we aren’t late.”

She stopped them one last time. “I love you both so much for this. You have no idea. Thank you for not being upset with me.”

Sean stepped in and kissed her. “Again, we love you. This wasn’t a unilateral decision on your part. All three of us voted. I think we did this the smart way. I mean, if we’re ever in the mood to need a baby fix, how many friends we got we can offer free babysitting to? A lot. We can enjoy them, spoil them, and send them home.”

“And then there’s Lila,” Max added. “Ellen never turns us down for babysitting.”

Cali’s cousin’s daughter was nearly two.

They finally got out the door. As Sean was locking it, he said, “I hope the damn doctor doesn’t have a sense of humor.”

“Why?” she asked.

“Because tomorrow’s April Fool’s Day. I don’t want him sticking an exploding snake or something in our junk for funsies.”

 

* * * *

 

Max and Sean didn’t even have to play rock-paper-scissors to see who’d go first. They called them both in for prep at the same time, which left Cali sitting out in the waiting room and nervously trying to read her Kindle.

And failing.

She knew it was not even a major medical procedure in terms of they weren’t going to be sedated, just a local.

Still, it worried her.

Did she trust her men?

Of course she did.

Yet slight pangs of regret tugged at her. This was irreversible. The decision had been made, and in her heart she felt it was definitely the right choice.

Maybe there’s something wrong with me?

Weren’t women supposed to be genetically hard-wired to want kids? Was she missing some mothering gene?

Sure, they had friends who were childless, whether by choice or by circumstances.

How can I love my cat more than I love the idea of having a baby?

She was still pondering that when one of the nurses stepped out, found her, and waved her back.

They had them in a recovery area, the curtains usually pulled between the beds open between them. Both men wore gowns, their clothes in plastic bags on a rolling table between the beds.

“Hey, guys.” She kissed Max first because he was closer, then Sean. “How you feeling?”

“Numb as fuck right now,” Sean said. “They assured us that will, unfortunately, wear off soon.”

“Did it go okay?”

“Doc said it went fine,” Max said. “They want us to wait a little bit to make sure we’re not nauseous or anything, then the nurse will come back and give us discharge info.” He pulled up his gown. He wore snugly fitting briefs—one of the instructions by the doctor’s office to bring with them. Inside, it looked like they’d placed some gauze.

She’d already purchased two ice bags and had them ready and waiting at home, knowing one of the post-op instructions was to use ice packs to help with pain and swelling.

“I really appreciate this, guys. I hope you aren’t hating me by tomorrow morning.”

Max wanly smiled. “Maybe we’ll take it out on you in other ways,” he tried to joke. “But considering everything you do for us, and that you are our life, this is nothing, in the grand scheme of things.”

She struggled and won—barely—the battle to not cry. “Thanks.”

Once they were cleared to get dressed and the nurse had gone over their recovery instructions, Cali brought the car around for them so they didn’t have to walk as far.

As the men gingerly climbed in, Sean in the back and Max in the front, Sean said, “Mom, can we go get milkshakes now?”

Max winced as he laughed. “Ow, you fucker…ow…”

Cali couldn’t help but laugh. “Yes, we can stop for milkshakes if you want.”

 

* * * *

 

Now with the worst of it behind him, Max knew he could stop stressing. They’d both have to come back for follow-up appointments to test their sperm count before the doctor would declare them “safe” so that Cali could discontinue her birth control pills.

Cali stopped at a Steak ’n Shake drive-through for them so they could get milkshakes. And when they returned home, Sean wanted to camp on the couch, while all Max wanted to do was go to bed.

Sure, he could take pain in the context of a BDSM scene. That was different. That was the good kind of pain that left him with an endorphin rush and all those other yummy brain chemicals.

This…wasn’t.

Cali brought him an ice pack and his cell phone, which he’d left with her during the procedure. “Text me if you need anything.”

He crooked a finger for her to come close so he could kiss her. “Thank you, babe.”

“You’re welcome, but I feel guilty you guys are hurting.”

“’Tis merely a flesh wound,” he teased. “Seriously, big picture, here. This is a good thing.”

Once he was alone with what was left of his milkshake, his ice pack, and the TV remote, he closed his eyes and relaxed. Yeah, he’d do anything for Cali.

Unlike Lydia, Sean and Max’s ex, who’d used and abused them.

Although since she was the reason he and Sean became an item in the first place, he would always be grudgingly grateful for that. Had it not been for her sadistic abuse and training of them, they never would have realized how much they loved each other.

And by being together, and being who they were, they now had Cali in their lives.

Thank god we never got Lydia pregnant.

He shuddered to think about that scenario. To have to spend the rest of their lives tethered to that woman?

Ugh.

The more he thought about this life choice, the more certain he was that it was absolutely the correct one for them. They were a family, the three of them. Maybe it would disappoint Cali’s parents—and his and Sean’s—to know they wouldn’t get grandkids from them, but this was their life.

He liked how fun and spontaneous they could be without worrying about kids being around.

If that made him selfish, then fine.

Because he was the happiest he’d ever been in his life, and they were, financially, pretty secure.

He was lucky and he knew it. They all were. No reason to go tipping that boat.

 

* * * *

 

Sean stretched out on the couch and finally found a comfortable position to lie in to keep the ice pack against his balls without having to hold it in place.

Talk about blue balls.

More like black and blue, if they bruised.

What sucked was they couldn’t comfortably go out to the workshop and knock out some backlogged product for Cali for the website. This wasn’t the good kind of pain, the kind of pain that made his cock hard.

This was the kind of pain that made him want to stay curled up in a ball and watch cartoons all day.

Cali checked on him a while later. “How you doing?”

“I’d ask you to kiss it and make it better, except that won’t make it better, and I’d rather not have anything touching my balls right now. No offense, babe.”

“None taken. Wow, I do believe that’s a record, though.”

“What?”

“You asking me not to touch your balls.”

“I think I’d backhand Max in his junk if he tried it right now.”

“Hence when y’all asked me my opinion, I said get it done at the same time. So one of you wasn’t ragging on the other one, and then the other later getting revenge for it.”

“Did I ever tell you what a fucking smart woman you are?”

“Hey, I know you two. Besides, this makes it easier scheduling the follow-up appointment, and we’re on the same timeframe for you both. No use dragging it out one at a time.”

Baxter strolled over and then decided to jump up on the couch.

Damned if the cat wasn’t determined he was going to lie on Sean’s hip, because that was the highest point.

“No, buddy, please, no. Not right now.”

Cali scooped the cat into her arms. “I’ll take him to the office with me and give him some catnip.”

“Yes, please get the cat stoned. I like that plan. It’s a solid plan.”

She smirked. “Now you guys will give me more sympathy when I’ve got bad cramps.”

“Fuckin’ A, we damn sure will.”

 

* * * *

 

Cali dredged one of Baxter’s furry toy mice through the catnip container and tossed it onto the office floor for him. “There you go. Leave the daddies alone today, huh? They have owies.”

Baxter snagged the toy with his paw and started rolling around with it on the office floor.

She turned to the website to check for orders and get them printed. After prepping them for shipping, she checked on the guys. Max was asleep, and Sean was watching cartoons.

“I need to run to the post office. You want anything?”

Sean smiled up at her. “I want a blowjob, but I’ll take a raincheck on it.”

She smiled. “Another record set. I don’t think you’ve ever willingly requested a blowjob raincheck.”

“I’ll go for the hat trick and ask for a fucking raincheck, too, just to give it some symmetry.”

She headed out, and on her way back she decided to treat the guys and stopped through a drive-through to get them burgers for lunch. While she was waiting on their order, she nearly choked on the sip of water she’d just taken when she spotted their ex, Lydia, in the parking lot.

Dressed in the same uniform the other fast-food workers were wearing.

And heading inside.

Looking as miserable as ever, natch. If anything, she looked worse than the last time Cali had seen her, the day she’d tried to snooker Cali into breaking up with Max and Sean. The bitch had flat-out lied to Cali about the guys, making it appear they’d used her, when the truth—verified by their friends—had been the exact opposite.

Yay, Karma!

Barely able to contain her glee, she almost left without all their food and had to struggle not to speed on her way home.

When she burst through the front door, she practically screamed at her men. “Oh my GOD you are NOT GOING TO BELIEVE THIS!”

Sean sat up, wincing. “What?”

“Hold on.” She dropped the food on the counter and ran down the hall to a very disoriented-looking Max. “Can you walk?”

“Uh, yeah?”

“Come out here for a minute. I brought you lunch and even better, I brought you news!” She bolted for the kitchen, grabbing the food and drink carrier and taking them over to the coffee table.

It took poor Max a moment to amble out to the living room. Dressed only in his briefs and the ice bag, he looked like he felt miserable.

“Here, eat this.” She shoved a bag at him.

“Is this why you got me up?”

“No!” She sat on the floor in front of the coffee table, opposite the men. “Guess who is apparently now an employee at this fine eatery where our food came from?”

“Who?” they asked.

“Guess!”

The men exchanged a glance. “We just had our balls cut open,” Max snarked. “Can we get a little leeway on the guessing games?”

“Lydia!”

The men’s eyes widened. “No!” they said in unison.

She grinned. “Yes!”

Sean studied his burger. “Not sure I want to eat it now.”

“Oh, she didn’t fix it, don’t worry.” She told them all about it, and finally, they both started to smile.

“Well, well, well,” Sean said. “Not that I plan on ever eating there again, because I wouldn’t trust her not to spit in our food or something, but holy crap, yay. Her shitty personality finally caught up with her.”

“She must have run out of submissive men to sucker for money,” Max said as he fished a French fry out of the carton. “Wonder where she’s staying?”

Cali had unwrapped her burger. “Yeah, I really don’t care. All I know is she looked really unhappy to be there.”

“I’m sure her coworkers were probably unhappy when she arrived,” Sean said.

The men fist-bumped.

“Okay,” Max said. “This was worth dragging my ass out of bed. You were right, babe.”

“You know,” Sean said, “if we hadn’t gotten snipped today, Cali wouldn’t have been there at the restaurant at that exact time to see her.” He smiled. “A little extreme, but totes worth it, for that alone.”


Chapter Six

 

The next Friday, a week after their vasectomies, and Sean and Max were feeling up to walking down to Essie’s house with Cali for their weekly gaming session. They’d had to move it to Friday from the usual Sunday, because Essie’s men had to be up early Monday morning to start working on another hoarding recovery job that would be filmed for the TV show they appeared on.

This week, for their game, they were going to try Cats Against the World, a Cards Against Humanity expansion pack.

Josh answered the door. “Well, you guys look like you’re walking straight,” he teased.

“Hey,” Essie called out. “Don’t you pick on them. Any of y’all could be next on the list. Just remember that.”

Josh winced. “Sorry, honey.”

Cali grinned. “Now, who, exactly, are the Dominants in your dynamic again?”

He closed the door behind them. “Hey, happy wife, happy life. I’m no dummy.” He took their lasagna from them that they brought for dinner and set it in the kitchen.

Mark, Josh, and Ted Collins were three brothers. Mark was Essie’s legal husband, even though she was involved with all three of them.

Even as her best friend, Cali still wasn’t sure how Essie handled three men. Sometimes, Sean and Max were more than enough for her to handle. Not that she’d ever willingly give up either of her men, because she wouldn’t.

Essie had known the Collins brothers growing up, and had gone to school with Mark. They’d reconnected when she’d returned to Florida when her father died, the men’s cleaning business being hired to help Essie’s mom reclaim her hoarded house. Essie’s father had been a severe hoarder, and her mom hadn’t had the strength to fight him on it, along with working.

Not only had love struck Essie and Mark, but the other two brothers, as well. After a slight misunderstanding, the four of them ended up together and happy, and Essie had moved back to Florida for good from Spokane, where she’d been living for years.

Thank goodness Cali had been able to turn to them when Shane first dumped her. They’d given her part-time work that, along with her job at the animal shelter, had helped her get back on her feet.

Ironically, now she lived only a few houses down from them, which was how she’d ended up living with Max and Sean in the first place. First as a roommate.

Then a well-timed bet on the men’s part had her bottoming to them and convincing her they could be a lot more than just friends with bennies.

Which had led to love, and…this.

A lifetime together.

They walked out to the lanai, where Essie, Mark, and Ted sat at the table.

Essie grinned. “Guess what I found out today?”

“What?”

“I’ve been snooping around. I have the dirt on Lydia.”

Cali grinned. “Spill it.”

Max, however, didn’t look too enthusiastic. “We’re not going to spend the whole evening talking about her, are we?”

Sean cocked his head. “What’s wrong? I want to hear this.”

“Fine, but she’s in the past. History. We found out Karma got her, and that’s all I care about.”

“Karma not only got her,” Essie said, “Karma ran over her and backed up a few times. She ended up with a guy who totally ripped her off. Identity theft. She apparently thought she was using him by living with him, but he opened a shit-load of credit cards in her name and then left town. He hadn’t been paying his rent, either.”

Cali snorted. “I’m sorry, but that’s funny.”

“Couldn’t have happened to a shittier person,” Sean said with a grin as he sat next to Cali.

Max didn’t sit. “Are we done?”

Sean stared up at him. “Why are you playing the part of the moody bastard now?”

“I don’t want to talk about her. Seriously, I don’t. No offense, Essie.”

“Sorry. I thought you’d want to know.”

Max let out a sigh as he sat. “Sorry. I tried so hard not to involve everyone in our drama when that happened. Then I spent plenty of time ignoring her existence.”

“Then I guess I shouldn’t tell you what Tilly said, huh?”

He hung his head. “Go ahead.”

“She thought it’d be a great idea if everyone starts frequenting that restaurant as often as possible.”

Max slowly shook his head before sitting back in his chair. “Well, apparently Tilly does have a thing for humiliation play.”

“No, she just hates your ex as much as the rest of us do. She has zero tolerance for asshats and users and predators.”

“And that’s why we love her,” Cali said, reaching for the deck of cards.

“Oh, did you hear about Brita?” Essie said.

“What now?” Cali asked.

“Stalker set fire to her car and hacked her niece’s school records. So she left.”

“Left for where?” Sean asked.

“Ethan doesn’t know. She left him a note. Apparently the stalker threatened to make her his hobby and harass her entire family. She’s worried about Ethan being outed and took off for a few weeks. He’s worried sick about her.”

Max frowned. “That sucks.”

“I wish there was something we could do for them,” Cali said. “She could have stayed with us.”

She started to shuffle the cards. Suddenly, the aggravation she’d had dealing with Shane leaving her, moving, the apartment fire—everything—paled in comparison when she looked at other people’s problems.

Like Mal and Kel losing their baby.

I really am lucky.

 

* * * *

 

On the walk home that night, Cali slipped her hand into Max’s. “You okay?”

He’d seemed to emerge from his funk as the game got started. Sean was always the more chatty of the two of them, but at least Max had participated in the banter once he seemed to shake off his somber mood.

“I will be. I just wish Lydia would move out of the area and never be heard from again.”

“Oh, I had a talk with my mom earlier today,” Cali said. “I meant to tell you, but you guys were in the workshop and I didn’t want to disturb you.”

“And?” they asked.

“She started hinting around if I was going to marry either one of you or give them grandchildren. I told her the marrying part wasn’t something any of the three of us were worried about, and no to the grandchildren.”

Both men stopped and turned. “How’d she take that?” Max asked.

“She wasn’t exactly happy, but what’s she going to do? They’re in Montana. I told her that I’d decided I didn’t want kids. Period. She’s got a grandcat. If she doesn’t want to accept Baxter, that’s her problem, not mine.”

Sean snorted. “Did you tell her he’s a nip addict?”

“Or that he’s addicted to rope bondage?” Max asked.

“Or that he’s an Internet celebrity now?” Sean added.

“No, no, and no. For obvious reasons. Have you guys talked to your parents lately?”

Sean scratched the back of his neck. “Eh, I kind of dodged the question with my parents this past week.”

“I haven’t talked to my parents in about two weeks,” Max admitted. “I’m a bad son, I guess. I really should call them and check in. At least they have Lisa to give them grandkids.” His younger sister was married and living in Arizona with her husband. They didn’t have kids yet, but it was apparently in their plan.

Cali had finally met Sean’s parents, who came to Florida to visit over Christmas. They were understandably a little confused by the change in the men’s status from partners with each other to partners with Cali, but accepted her and the new status quo.

Max’s parents seemed to be taking the “ignore it” tactic, which was pretty much the same tactic they’d taken with him when he’d admitted to them that he and Sean were partners.

Not that they were nasty or anything. If they called the house and reached Cali, they were perfectly pleasant to her.

They just…stayed far away from the topic of relationships with her, or with Sean.

Once they returned home and locked the door behind them, Sean wrapped his arms around Cali from behind. “I’m feeling a little frisky. Want to test the plumbing with me?”

She tipped her head back to look up into his blue eyes. “I’m guessing you’re feeling horny?”

“Uh huh.” He didn’t grind his hips against her like he usually did, though.

He’d been feeling frisky a couple of days earlier but accidentally bumped Max in the balls with his heel while shifting positions. That had left Max doubled-over in pain and killed the mood for both Cali and Sean out of sympathy.

Ever since, the two men had acted a little more…cautious.

Max stepped in and lowered his lips over hers, his hands reaching up to fondle her breasts over her shirt and bra. “I’m feeling a little frisky, too,” he said. Then added, “As long as someone keeps their fucking heels to themselves.”

“Dude, I said I was sorry. I didn’t mean to nail you there.”

“Yeah, I know you did, and you get to be on bottom tonight,” Max told him.

Sean nibbled along the side of her neck. “Oh, fine. Be that way.” Cue melodramatic sigh. “I guess I’ll be forced to lick her pussy and suck your cock. Oh, whatever shall I do?”

She reached behind her and smacked his ass. “Okay, enough. You two want to fuck or exchange verbal jabs all night, because Scrye left the Sybian here after the St. Patrick’s Day party. I can go take care of myself if you want to talk all night.”

She hadn’t come since the last time they had, mostly because she’d been busy and feeling sorry for them.

Although she had been looking forward to a little relief when the failure to launch happened.

It didn’t take them long to lay out some decoy catnip to keep Baxter’s interest before they headed for bed. With Cali in a sixty-nine on top of Sean, Max knelt behind her and slowly fed his cock into her pussy.

“Okay, you two,” Max said, already sounding close. “Let’s make this quick and simple and non-painful. I know we’re all sadistic masochists, but even I have my limits. Sean, stay away from my balls tonight, please, and thank you.”

Sean gave him a thumbs-up.

Sean and Cali happily got busy with each other, Cali not playing with Sean’s balls as much as she might normally during a blowjob. Sean eagerly went to work licking and sucking her clit.

Cali settled in for the fun, enjoying the feel of Max’s bare cock fucking her. They usually fucked her bareback anyway in her pussy, because she was on the pill. It’d be a relief to have that done away with once they were given the all clear.

Putting his hands to good use, Sean found her nipples and started playing with them, rolling them between his fingers, tweaking them, amplifying the pleasure he was already giving her with his mouth.

Max’s hands settled on her hips. “That’s it, baby. Let him make you come so I can feel it around my cock.”

Cali wanted to rock back and forth on top of Sean like she’d normally do when in this particular permutation with her men, but Max had apparently decided that wasn’t a wise idea and held her in place. With the firm grip he had on her, she wasn’t going anywhere.

Sean’s hard cock easily slid back and forth between her lips, salty pre-cum rolling down her tongue with every stroke.

Like this, they were perfection. She knew they’d made the right choice, even if some might think they were selfish for it.

She didn’t ever want to give this up, what they had. Between what she’d gone through with Shane, and what they’d been through with Lydia, dammit, they’d earned this happiness.

That was all that mattered.

She’d enjoy every moment, every moan, every bit of time they had together.

Especially since they’d seen how quickly life could change.

Once her release started building and Sean sensed it, he grew relentless, licking and sucking and knowing exactly how to get the pleasure center in her brain to give up, give in, and give them what they wanted. She started moaning around Sean’s cock, which made him moan in response.

“Yeah,” Max said. “Keep that up and you’ll have me blowing soon, too.”

Cali crossed the finish line first, swallowing Sean’s cock all the way to his balls when she did, his shaft muffling her moans. Sean blew next, Cali barely even tasting his cum since the head of his cock was so far down her throat.

“Ohhh, yeeeaahhh.” Max finished up with several hard thrusts before falling still. He stroked her ass, her back, a contented sigh escaping him. “That was good.”

Untangling, they’d just gotten settled when the house phone rang. Which was unusual, because most people tried to call them on their cell phones.

Sean was closer to the bedroom door and got up to walk out and see who it was. They heard him talking to someone, his voice growing clearer as he walked back to the bedroom with it.

“Hold on.” Sean moved the phone away from his mouth. “It’s Ethan. I already know the answer to this, but to be sure, neither of you have heard from Brita, have you?”

Max and Cali shook their heads.

“Sorry. They just confirmed no contact with her. … Yeah, wish I could help you. Look, when you find her, she’s welcome to stay here with us. … I know. But seriously, it’s all right. We’re out, and—right. Okay. Good luck.” He ended the call and stood there, staring at the handset for a moment.

“Is he okay?” Max asked.

Sean looked nothing like his usually playful self. “No. He sounded like hell. He’s worried to death about her. Obviously, if we hear from her, we need to let him know.”

“He must be worried if he’s calling us,” Max said. “I mean, I would think there are others she’d go to before us.”

“Exactly. He’s working his way through anyone he can think of who she might have reached out to or had contact with.”

“Is she in trouble?” Cali asked.

“Well, not legal trouble. He’s worried about her safety more than anything. Someone being an asshole on the Internet is one level of crazy, but finding out where she lives and setting fire to her car, not to mention hacking her niece’s school’s server, is another.”

Cali cuddled a little closer to Max while Sean carried the phone back out to its base.

“I don’t envy them,” Max said. “That really sucks.”

“Yeah. I guess there are worse things to have happen than asshole exes.”

“Word.” 


Chapter Seven

 

In the past week, besides being gentle with each other’s junk, the men had gotten busy in the garage. Even teaching Cali how to make one of their most popular paddles so she could help out.

She’d been wanting to learn more about the manufacturing end of things so she could take up some slack in her spare time.

Not that she had a lot of spare time, but at least she could feel more productive.

So the next evening, Cali, Max, and Sean loaded up a selection of items to replenish what had been sold at Venture, including a couple of new pieces, and headed off to Sigalo’s for dinner with the gang. Despite last night, Cali noticed neither was acting quite as frisky and sadistic as they usually did, and the men were still gingerly handling each other’s family jewels.

Well, that’s one good thing. They’re not being jerks to each other over it.

Ross and Loren were at dinner, as were Gabe and Bill.

Cali grabbed seats across from them. “Any sign of Brita yet?”

They shook their heads. “She hid well,” Bill said. “I’m not sure if Ethan’s more proud of her, or worried about her, or mad at her.”

“Do you think she’s okay?”

“Oh, I’m sure she’s okay, wherever she is. She’s safe.”

“Did they catch the guy who set fire to her car yet?” Max asked.

“No.” Bill took a sip of water. “At this point, the guy better hope the detectives assigned to the case are the ones who find him and not Ethan. He’s ready to strangle someone with his bare hands. He’s beside himself worried about Brita.”

“I was a little surprised when he called us last night looking for her,” Sean said. “I mean, we know her, but not that well.”

“He’s covering all his bases. That’s part of the job. He doesn’t want to leave any stone unturned.”

“No chance she went to stay with her parents?” Cali asked. “Maybe they’re lying for her?”

Bill shook his head. “I can’t reveal a lot, because I’m not directly involved in the case. But from what Ethan told me, there were specific threats made against her family members. If she is with someone she knows, it’ll be someone no one is thinking about right now or expecting it to be. Someone who can’t easily be traced back to her through social media.”

“Remind me to change all our account passwords when I get home,” she said to Sean.

Not that it mattered for them personally in terms if someone knew about their kinky lives. They were out, their work knew about them being partners with each other as well as Cali, and they had nothing to fear. What Cali worried about was if someone ever hacked into their website and got the customer list and shipping information.

No credit card numbers were stored on their server, though. That was all handled through the credit card processor, giving at least one layer of security to things.

When they finished dinner, they headed to the club. They hadn’t intended to do anything other than drop off the inventory and collect a check from Marcia for the items that had been sold. But as they were talking, she put wristbands on them, had them sign in, and waved them inside, not letting them pay.

“We get people coming in just to look at the stuff for sale,” she said. “Go on. Freebie on me tonight.”

“Thanks,” Cali said.

So they wandered in and started chatting with people.

They’d been there maybe thirty minutes when Essie arrived with two of her three men, Josh and Ted Collins.

“Where’s Mark?” Cali asked. “I didn’t think you guys were coming out tonight.”

“We hadn’t planned on coming. We actually went to a movie and got out earlier than we thought we would. Mark stayed home with Eddie because he didn’t feel like seeing it. That, and he had a burrito at lunch that apparently didn’t agree with him. Thought we’d stop by and hang out for a little while.”

“Ah.”

Essie smiled. “Yeah, I’m giving him another hour or so for the Imodium to really do its stuff. He was getting pretty…aromatic there when we left. When he volunteered to stay home if we wanted to go out, we kinda bailed on him.”

Josh smirked. “Hey, I told him that gas-station burrito looked sketchy. It’s his own damn fault.”

“Oh, you have to be shitting me,” Ted muttered.

Cali had been standing with her back to the office door. At Ted’s tone, she spotted where his gaze was focused, then turned to look.

She wished she hadn’t.

Shane, with a young woman who barely looked older than eighteen, had just walked through the door.

Essie started to take an angry step forward when Ted and Josh each grabbed an arm and hauled her back.

“No,” they both said. “Prison orange isn’t your color any more than it is Tilly’s,” Josh added.

“I’m willing to try it and see.”

When Cali felt a pain in her palms, she realized she’d clenched both her fists tightly, her nails digging into her flesh.

Worse, the asshole spotted her and headed over, his toy in tow.

Cali pasted a smile on her face and pictured him in a fast-food uniform and working the same shift with Lydia.

“Hey, Cali.”

“Hello, Shane.”

“Um, thanks for letting Derrick unban me. I appreciate it.”

“You’re the only one,” Essie snarked.

“What the hell are you doing here?”

Cali glanced over at the man’s voice. Turned out it was Gilo, in full-on slave garb, including a leather hood. It looked like Abbey was having an impossible time controlling him. She was trying to lead him back toward where she’d apparently been about to tie him to a bench.

When she wouldn’t stop trying to grab his arm and drag him away, he spun her around, bent her over, and grabbed her by the hair, taking all the fight out of her.

Cali wasn’t altogether sure if Gilo took a swing at Shane that all the other guys wouldn’t join him. “Gilo, it’s—”

Shane held a hand up. “Whoa, Derrick unbanned me. Cali said it was okay.”

Seth and Leah had wandered over and were glaring at Shane.

“I didn’t know they were letting scumbags in now,” Seth said.

Before Shane could say something in reply, Cali decided to put an end to it. “You know, Shane, I have to thank you.”

Everyone appeared shocked, Shane most of all. “Thank me?”

“Yeah. Thank you for cheating on me, dumping me, and leaving me penniless. I don’t even mean that in a snarky kind of way.”

“I would,” Leah said.

“So would I,” Gilo added.

“I had to do a lot of struggling,” Cali continued. “Lot of shit happened. But, in the end, I ended up with Sean and Max. Best thing that ever happened to me. Never would have happened if you hadn’t cheated on me.”

She smiled and offered him her hand to shake. “So, thank you for cheating on me.”

Shane stared at her hand for a moment before finally shaking with her. Now the girl with him looked like she’d rather be anywhere but there.

Maybe even with anyone but him.

“Um…sorry.”

Cali waved it away. “No, no need to apologize. That’s water under the bridge. Done. In the past.”

“So…we’re good?”

A rolling laugh escaped Cali. “Oh, we are absolutely not good.” She grinned. “Are you kidding me? You’re a piece of shit. But considering some of the revenge fantasies I’ve heard come out of Essie’s mouth here on my behalf, you’d better be thanking your lucky stars Tilly isn’t here tonight. I mean, damn. I would not want to be you. She broke her hand punching a guy she considers a friend. I can only imagine what the hell she’ll do to you if Cris and Landry aren’t around to rein her in.”

The girl finally found her voice. “Shane, what is she talking about? You said she left you.”

“Oh, really? No, see, after eight years of running his business for him, he told me he’d met someone behind my back, was moving to Miami to be with her and work for her father, and selling the business. I got metaphorically dry fucked up the ass without so much as a reacharound, honey. But like I said, best thing that ever happened to me.”

Cali grabbed Sean and Max’s hands. “I got them.” Her smile widened. “And they’re both better hung than him, too. Not to mention they’re way better in bed on their worst day than this piece of shit ever was on his best.”

Sean’s chin tilted up a little in pride, his beaming smile nearly cracking Cali up as he draped his arm around her shoulders.

“You know,” Shane said, “we’re just going to go over there and play.”

“Have fun!” Cali said, waggling her fingers at them as he turned to lead the girl toward the new side of the dungeon. “Enjoy! Don’t forget to check his FetLife account for messages from other women, honey. I’d make that a hard limit, if I were you. The rat bastard can’t be trusted.”

Essie managed to get one arm out far enough for Cali to fist bump with her.

“Dammit,” Gilo said, sounding disappointed. “This means we aren’t going to punch the fucker.” He finally released Abbey’s hair and pulled her against him.

“No,” Seth said. “No punching of the fucker tonight, I’m afraid.”

“You sound disappointed, Sir,” Leah noticed.

“I am. I had the bail money ready and everything.”

 

* * * *

 

Cali, Essie, Abbey, Leah, and their men ended up gathered in a large gaggle at tables in the social area, talking. More friends joined them who knew who Shane was, knew Cali’s relationship to him, and wanted to know what the fuck.

Twenty minutes later, the girl stormed out of the new side and out the office door.

About thirty seconds later, Shane followed, looking flustered and dragging his bag with him. He shot Cali a glare.

She smiled and waggled her fingers at him in a friendly wave, which cracked everyone up.

That made him madder, and he left.

Gilo was back in street clothes. “Wonder what got drilled up his ass?”

Tony poked his head through the entryway to the new side, looking around with a playful smile on his face. Seeing Cali and the others there, he walked over.

“Hey. ’Sup?”

Max leaned back in his chair. “So…what happened with Shane and his teenybopper?”

Tony slowly shrugged. “Damned if I know. He walked over there, staked out a bench, and when he saw me he said hi and introduced me to his girl. I shook hands with her, and said wow, you look a lot older than the last girl I saw him with. Which, since I did her orientation when she joined a while back, I remembered she was twenty.”

Everyone exploded with laughter.

He shrugged again. “I don’t know what happened. I walked away, next thing I know, they’re arguing and I walked over and said hey, let’s not fight, wouldn’t want him to get banned again since Cali was nice enough to agree to him being unbanned and no one wants him here anyway because he’s a scumbag. Then, next thing I know, she’s all pissed off at him and says she wants to leave.”

Yet another shrug.

Seth snorted. “Dude, how are you even saying that with a straight face?”

He yawned. “It’s not easy. Mostly because I’m so fricking tired right now I can’t see straight. Didn’t sleep well last night. The AC died late and neither of us slept well. That’s why we didn’t make dinner and I told Shay she could stay home. Repairman fixed it today, though. I’m probably not going to make it all night.”

They left shortly after. Cali rode in the backseat while Sean drove.

“Now that floor show would have been well worth the price of admission even if we’d had to pay to get in,” Sean said. He slapped the steering wheel. “Dammit, that was freaking funny!”

“You okay, sweetie?” Max asked.

“Yeah.”

“Why don’t you sound okay?”

“I feel sorry for that girl. Either he’ll sucker her into staying with him, and convince her we’re all lying jerks, or she’s just run into her first major predator after getting into the lifestyle. Either way, sucks to be her.”

“Don’t feel too sorry for her,” Max said. “She needs experience. We only get experience by making mistakes.”

“Yeah, but I don’t want to see him do to someone else what he did to me.”

What she’d really wanted to do was punch his fucking lights out, go totally Tilly on him.

Part of her regretted that she hadn’t done just that.

“You could ask Derrick and Marcia to ban him again,” Sean said.

“Yeah, but that makes him a victim,” Cali pointed out. “If he stops coming around, that’s on him, not me. I can honestly tell people no, he’s allowed at the club. Not my fault people despise him for what he did to me.”

Tonight she’d thought she’d feel frisky, but by the time they returned home, she was in more of a watching kind of mood.

As Sean and Max got lost in a sexy sixty-nine that they’d semi-wrestled to decide who’d be on top—Max—Cali struggled to rid her mind of old thoughts and recriminations.

She had it good.

Damned good.

I need to quit being so fucking moody. I have nothing to complain about. 


Chapter Eight

 

“What are you doing?” Cali asked.

It was the Saturday morning of the Easter party. Sean sat at the dining room table with a sea of plastic egg halves laid out before him. He also had a black permanent marker.

“Fifty eggs, fifty prizes. Ten of them, I’m stuffing with condoms, so that’s their prize. We’ve had ten donations from people for stuff like gift cards, things like that. Plus we’re donating five toys. That’s fifteen. So I’m writing the numbers one through fifteen inside egg halves. They find one of those, they bring them up to us to claim the prize. I’ll have numbered zippy bags or tags, depending on what it is. If anyone brings other prizes at the last minute, I can add them in.”

“That’s pretty ingenious.” She rested her hands on his shoulders. “What about the other twenty-five?”

He held up one in which he’d written a V. “Marcia donated twenty-five five-dollar entry coupons to Venture. They have to take the egg in to redeem it.” He smiled. “I discovered if you fill both egg halves with water and then toss them in the pool, they’ll sink.”

She giggled. “Oh, no. How many are going in the pool?”

He shrugged. “I haven’t decided how sadistic I want to be yet. At least a couple of the bigger prizes. The condoms don’t matter if they get wet, they’re wrapped with plastic. So definitely a few of those.”

“How will we keep people from scooping them all up?”

“Limit one per person. If we end up with extra people, I’ll stuff more condoms in some of them and scatter them around. The smart people will likely wait a little and choose carefully. If we have leftovers, we’ll do a drawing for them, or something.”

“Cool.”

“Hey, can we add will-call to our shipping options?”

“Um…no?”

“No we can’t, or no, you won’t?”

“Sure, Sean. Let’s tell random people on the Internet where we live. What is wrong with you?”

“Just for tonight. So if someone’s here at the party tonight and sees something they want, they order it and we don’t have to manually adjust for shipping. Can’t we restrict will-call by zip code or something? I had three people asking me about buying stuff at the last party. Those are the ones who I had you do the partial refunds for so they didn’t have to pay shipping.”

“Oh, yeah. Hmm. I can restrict it by state…” She started thinking about it. “You think we should?”

“Can’t hurt, right?”

“I just don’t want people thinking we’re trying to make money off them by having the party here.”

“It’s not pimping to them if they’re coming to us to ask about stuff.”

“That’s true. Yeah, I can do it.”

“Thanks.” He raised his head for a kiss from her before she headed to the office.

A few minutes later, she had the change made in the store’s back-end. After taking care of a few more things, she walked out to Sean and was going to say something when her cell phone dinged from an incoming business e-mail.

“Huh.”

He looked up. “What?”

“Eliza just ordered three new paddles from us.”

He grinned.

“Don’t say it.”

He mimed locking his lips shut.

“I mean it, Sean.”

He shrugged.

Max walked in. “What’s going on?”

“Just tell me you told me so,” she said to Sean.

“You told her so about what?” Max asked.

“Will-call,” he said.

“Ah. Any bites?”

She held out her cell phone so he could read the order e-mail.

“Oh, nice. Eliza. Cool.” He grinned. “Hope Rusty likes them.”

 

* * * *

 

Eliza McElroy smiled as she followed her husband, Rusty, up Cali’s front walk. He carried their bags and wore black leather boots, jeans, a rather loud tropical button-up shirt…and on his head bobbed a set of bunny ears.

It was the bunny ears perched on top of his six-four frame that were cracking her up. They sat slightly lopsided on his huge head.

Her husband sometimes acted like a cross between a big kid and a puppy, without the slightest bit of shame or self-consciousness.

And she desperately loved him for it.

With their daughter Kailey away at college in Gainesville, they could freely engage in their kinky lifestyle to their heart’s content.

Wasn’t like their dog minded what they did.

That meant they rarely missed one of these private parties, and they hit the Saturday night dinner at Sigalo’s as much as possible.

Their own second childhood.

“Hey, Barbarian,” she said, pulling him up short.

“Yes, Ma’am?”

She juggled the casserole dish with one arm and reached up with the other to straighten his bunny ears. “That’s better.” She kissed him, then stepped around him to ring the doorbell.

Cali opened the door, immediately laughing when she saw Rusty’s ears. “I think you and Sean shop at the same costume store. Come on in, guys.”

“I was told there’d be an egg hunt?” Rusty set their bags down and hugged Cali. “Or I should say I was promised an egg hunt.”

Eliza rolled her eyes and hugged Cali. “You know him and games. He’s a wee bit competitive.”

“I’m not competitive,” he said, almost immediately bursting out laughing.

“Yeah, you nearly lasted a second with that straight face,” Eliza teased.

“Well, I tried.”

“They’re all over the place. No fair opening one. Once you open one, it’s yours. One egg per person, if there are any leftovers at the end of the evening, we’ll figure out how to divvy them up then. If you get one with a number, bring it up to us for your prize. If you get one with a V, hold on to it and take it to Venture, it’s a $5-off coupon. The remainder of eggs are self-explanatory.”

“Cool,” he said. “Thanks.”

They found a spot on the counter for their casserole, located a place to stash their stuff, and started making the rounds to say hi to their friends. It looked like the party had gotten off to a good start already, and it was still relatively early in the evening. That always boded well.

Sean walked up to them. “Here you go. Thanks for the order.”

Eliza grinned as she took the three paddles from him. “Thank you!”

Rusty’s eyes widened, making Eliza giggle not-so-inwardly. “What the hell are those?”

Eliza waved them in front of his face. “New shinies!”

He rolled his eyes. “Oh, boy.”

“Hey, not like I hear you complaining when we scene, barbarian.”

He smiled. “No, Ma’am. Not complaining. I do want my egg, though.”

“You sure you want to get them this early in the night?”

“I don’t want to wait until they’re all gone.”

“Okay, then. Go for it.”

She watched him walk through the house, looking at the various eggs, sometimes picking one up and shaking it and putting it back down.

Finally, he returned with a pink and a blue one, handing her the pink one.

She cracked it open and found it had the number 5 written in black marker.

Rusty got condoms.

She went to Cali, who took it from her. “Let me go get it for you.”

She returned a moment later, laughing as she handed it to Eliza.

Rusty scowled. “Dammit,” he muttered when he got a good look at it.

Eliza took a test smack with the wooden paddle against her own hand. “I think that’s a poetic kind of irony right there, barbarian. You picked me an egg that won me a new paddle to smack your ass with.”

He sighed. “Yes, Ma’am.”

 

* * * *

 

When the doorbell rang, Cali was a little surprised to see Ethan there. “Hey, come on in.”

“Sorry to bother you.” She got the distinct impression he was in cop mode, even though he wore shorts and a T-shirt. “I hope you don’t mind I came by. I wanted to talk to people in case anyone’s heard from Brita.”

“Sure, come on in.”

“Thanks. I thought maybe I’d run into someone here I know who I forgot about, you know?”

“No worries.” He looked drawn, haggard. “How’s her niece doing? All the kids?”

“She’s good. Her mom said the kids are asking about Brita. We told them she’s on a cruise, and that’s why she’s not able to talk on the phone. I hate lying to Jordan, but it’s easier to explain it like that than for her to maybe feel guilty or something that Brita left to protect her.”

“Is there anything we can do to help you?”

“Nothing more than what you’ve been doing. From the note she left, I’m hoping she either checks in or returns soon, but that doesn’t make the waiting any easier.”

“I’m sure it doesn’t.”

She watched him walk into the dining room and scan the attendees before heading out to the lanai to talk to Keith and Noel.

Max walked up. “Did I just see Ethan?”

“Yeah.”

“No Brita?”

“Not yet. That’s why he’s here.”

“Next time I get bitchy,” he said, “you have permission to remind me I’ve got it good.”

She rested her head against him. “Ditto.” 


Chapter Nine

 

The party was in full swing when, just a little before nine o’clock, the doorbell rang.

Cali went to answer it, pleasantly shocked to see Kel and Mal standing there.

She hoped she managed to disguise her shock at Mal’s appearance. Although Cali hadn’t seen her in over a month, it looked like she’d lost weight, and not in a good way. Dark hollows shadowed her eyes even though she’d put on makeup.

“Hey! Oh my gosh, I’m so glad you made it!” Kel reached for a hug first, so she hugged him.

“Gentle hugs with her, please,” he whispered in her ear.

When Kel released her, Cali opened her arms to Mal and waited for her step in.

Mal stepped into her hug and Cali was shocked at how thin she felt. Mallory could never have been called obese, but she’d been a comfortable, beautiful, radiant plus size before she’d gotten pregnant.

This…this didn’t strike Cali as healthy.

At all.

“It’s good to see you,” Cali said. “I’m so sorry about the baby.”

“Thanks.” She forced a smile that looked nearly too painful to bear. “And thank you for the cards. I’m sorry I haven’t called.”

“No, hey, that’s okay. We’ve been keeping track with Chelbie. We didn’t want to overwhelm you. Come on in.”

Cali didn’t know where Sean and Max were, but hoped she could easily flag them down. She knew they’d want to at least say hi to her.

Rusty and Eliza spotted them and walked over to say hello, leaving Cali a perfect exit to go find her men. She located Sean first and sent him on to go talk to them while she looked for Max.

He was out on the lanai watching Justin trying to dive for one of the eggs at the bottom of the pool with his mouth while Glen and Wade egged him on…

She rose up on her toes to speak into his ear. “Kel and Mal are here.”

Like a shot, he turned and headed inside.

Justin had just broken the surface again, still empty-mouthed.

While the rules didn’t require pool retrievals to be via mouth, Glen and Wade had, of course, ordered Justin to get a total of three eggs from the bottom of the pool, one for each of them.

And there were still a couple of the larger prizes available, including one of the paddles they’d donated.

A slight breeze had picked up ahead of a weather front that was supposed to be moving through early the next day. The pool was warm, but anyone walking around wet might get chilled easily. At least their hot tub was getting a lot of use, as it usually did at one of these parties.

Cali returned to the house to find more people now talking with Mal and Kel. Sean had brought her a box of tissues and handed it to Kel before stepping out of the way again.

She dabbed at her eyes as Doyle and the other Mal—also known as Mevi—stepped up to talk to her.

Rich and Nick must have still had Chelbie tied up somewhere, because she hadn’t made it out to the living room yet, where Kel had gently maneuvered Mal to sit on the couch so he could take up sentry position next to her, perched on the armrest.

Sean walked over to Cali and draped an arm around her shoulders.

Wordlessly, she slipped her arm around his waist and tipped her head over onto his shoulder.

 

* * * *

 

Max was simultaneously glad Kel and Mal made it out, yet felt heartbroken for his friends. It looked like Mal had a long way to go in her healing. Chelbie had warned them she was having trouble, and that she’d lost some weight, but seeing it slammed home one thought he knew was selfish, yet he couldn’t help it.

I’m so glad we don’t have to go through that.

They stayed for less than an hour before saying good-bye and heading home. Chelbie walked over to him. “See what I mean?”

He slowly shook his head. “Is she going to be okay?”

Chelbie looked around before taking his hand and leading him down the hallway to slip into their home office where Baxter was currently enjoying a catnip feast.

“I’d be telling Cali this anyway, but Doyle referred Kel to a psychiatrist who specializes in eating disorders. They’re probably going to have to get her into an in-patient facility for a little while. Something about this triggered in a really bad way with how she’d lost her parents and just dumped on her all at once. I’m really worried about her.”

“Is there anything we can do?”

“Well, I know Kel won’t ask this, because I told him to and he’s a stubborn Dom and doesn’t want to impose on people. But since you guys aren’t beholden with children, could you maybe talk to Marcia about getting added to the volunteer schedule at the club? Not even all three of you every weekend. Maybe take turns one of you one night a week or something. That would be a huge help. Kel and Derrick are partners, and both Derrick and Marcia have told Kel not to stress over the club, but… Yeah.”

“Of course we will. We’d be happy to. It’s the least we can do.”

She hugged him. “Thank you. Then I can legit tell Kel to stop stressing and focus on her.”

“That’s what he should be doing, focused on her. Is he okay?”

“Stressed about her. Too stressed to focus on himself, which isn’t healthy.” She ducked out the door, closing it behind her so Baxter couldn’t escape.

Baxter, who was lying in the pile of catnip-dunked toys Cali had left for him, rolled over and lazily swiped a paw at him.

“Meow.”

“You are the luckiest fucking pussy in this house, and you don’t even know it, buddy.”

“Meow.”

 

* * * *

 

Rich and Nick were standing in the kitchen minus Chelbie, but Cali had a thought.

“Oh! Rich, I’ve been meaning to tell you I love that new album you put out. It’s amazing!”

She wasn’t sure but thought maybe his face turned a little pink. “Thanks. I appreciate you buying it.”

Nick lightly smacked his fraternal twin on the shoulder. “See? If you’d let us brag about you, we could easily sell more of them.”

“Stop,” Rich muttered.

She knew from what Chelbie had told her that Rich hated to promote himself. Which was why it was one of Chelbie’s jobs on the side, running his social media accounts for him.

“It’s amazing. I’ve been listening to it for the past several weeks on my work playlist.”

“What album?”

Cali turned and let out a meep of shock. Yes, she knew Mal—better known as Mevi Maynard, the rock star. Yes, she’d been at parties with him before.

Yes, he’d been to their house before.

Still, she found it hard not to have that initial reaction whenever she saw him.

The Mevi Maynard, in her house.

“Um, nothing,” Rich mumbled.

If seeing Lydia was a sign from Karma, maybe this was a chance for Cali to make sure she was paying things forward in a good way. “Nothing, hell. Rich’s new album is great!”

Mal had ice blue eyes a different shade than Sean’s, and they lit up with recognition. “You’re Rich Hurst! I’ve been wanting to talk to you!” He walked over and grabbed Rich’s arm and led him toward the foyer, where it was quieter. Cali and Nick watched as Mal pulled his phone out.

“Listen, this is great stuff. I wanted to talk to you first of all about whether or not you’d be interested in opening for us. Also, I want to talk to you about producing a couple of these for us, if we can license them to cover them.”

“Y-you want to cover my songs?”

“Yeah!”

Cali leaned against the kitchen counter, able to hear from where she was, and watched as Mal pulled something up on his phone. Apparently, it was some sort of music app.

“And I love how you wrote this turnaround here. Ba-da-bad-DA. It mirrors perfectly what you did in the bridge here…”

Nick had stepped in close to watch, standing next to Cali. He wore a wide grin.

“How hard have you had to sit on Chelbie to keep her from mugging Mevi at a party before now?” Cali softly asked.

“Trying to launch the first manned moon mission hard. Not from not agreeing with her, though. You saw how Rich acted back there. He doesn’t think he deserves it, that he’s faking it or something. Rich begged me to help order her not to intervene. Chelbie even wanted to go talk to Tilly to maybe pass the album to Mevi to listen to. This is exactly what he needed.”

“Don’t most musicians kill for an opportunity like this though?”

“Yeah, but my brother isn’t most musicians. He was convinced Mevi would think his music sucks and he didn’t want to be humiliated.”

“But it doesn’t suck. He doesn’t suck. None of his music sucks.”

Nick grinned. “I know that, and you know that. And, finally, Rich is about to realize it, too.”

 

* * * *

 

Late in the night, Sean cracked up watching June ordering Scrye to stay seated in a folding chair next to the suspension frame on the lanai while he gave Glen and Wade a basic suspension lesson with Justin. No fucking the third man in suspension tonight—not in that position, anyway—just straight-up rope tying.

Watching June and Scrye together was like watching a Chihuahua trying to wrangle a grizzly bear.

Sean walked over to see if they needed any help. “How’s the back?”

“I could do rigging tonight but she won’t let me,” Scrye griped.

June stuck her tongue out at him. “You pull your back out again, I’m pulling the wife card. You’re not doing the exercises the PT said to do to help strengthen it.”

He let out a snort.

“He really should have surgery on it and lose about thirty pounds, or so the doctor told him.”

“Hey, I lost five already.”

In his years involved with the Suncoast Society, Sean had seen June in many moods, from feisty to melted into a gooey puddle by her husband.

He’d never seen her quite like this before.

Standing back, he watched the two men replicating Scrye’s instructions. The tie wasn’t as neat as anything he’d seen Scrye do, or Leah, for that matter.

“You feel like a turn in the ropes tonight, Sean?” Scrye asked.

“No, thanks. We’re not quite a month out from our his-and-his matching vasectomies. The pain and swelling are gone, but I’d rather wait a little while longer before squeezing the hell out of them.”

“Can’t blame you there. Probably a lot faster healing time than when I had mine years ago when the girls were little.”

That was something he didn’t know. “You had one?”

June’s turn to snort. “I love my girls, but I gave him two choices after Maren was born. Either the doctor did the vasectomy, or I’d do it myself.”

“I picked the doctor,” Scrye said. “I figured I’d get better drugs that way.”

“Smart man,” Sean said.

“I can be every so often.”

Once Glen and Wade had Justin secured, they unsnapped his jock and while Glen slowly jacked Justin’s cock, Wade spanked Justin’s ass with the new paddle they’d won.

Scrye watched. “What’d you guys use for that?”

“New acrylic vendor. Like the color?”

“Yeah, that’s neat. Never seen blue metallic.”

“Color won’t wear off since it’s part of the paddle.”

“That’s awesome.”

“We have blue, red, and silver we’re going to try in our most popular styles.”

“You got any more?”

“Sure.” He waved Cali over. “Hey, babe? Scrye wants to look at paddles.”

“Oh, cool. Let me get my tablet for you.”

Scrye watched her go. “How the hell did we get our kink on before the Internet?”

“Those of us who were crafty enough to make shit made it ourselves, pretty much.” 


Chapter Ten

 

“So there’s another successful party in the books,” Max said as he dumped another load of paper plates into the garbage. “I think we’re really getting the hang of this.”

Sean still wore his bunny ears. “Yeah. Almost like we know what we’re doing or something.” He smiled. “Hey, babe? How many sales did we make tonight?”

Cali was going through her tablet. “I’m still not believing this, but over five hundred dollars profit. For one night. You were right—will-call was a smart temporary option to add.” She’d already deactivated it by using her tablet to log in.

“I have a good idea that’s non-sexual in nature every so often.” Sean opened the dishwasher to start loading it. “I’m not just a fuckable ass and suckable cock, you know.”

Max rinsed his hands in the sink. “Marcia said if we wanted to use the club as a local drop-off point, they’d be willing to give it a shot. Long as we do it within business hours and the orders are already paid for. Might not be a bad idea. Get more people in the door there. We can make a line of exclusive toys that they can only buy at Venture. Get them in the door, let them see more stuff for sale.”

“I’ll discuss it with her this week,” Cali said. “I don’t want to take advantage of their good graces.”

“Marcia suggested it,” Max said.

“And I’ll look into it. I know it’s weird, but I don’t want people to think I’m trying to leverage our business into making money off our friends. Like we’re a kinky multi-level marketing company or something.”

Sean straightened, his eyes growing as wide as his smile.

“No,” Max and Cali said. “We are not starting a kinky MLM,” Max added.

“Boo.” He grabbed another serving dish. “It was just an idea.”

“I do have an idea to float past you two,” Cali said.

The men turned, waiting.

“Last week, Tony told me he read about a whip-making workshop being held out in Arizona in a few months. It’s a week-long training session. I wouldn’t mind attending it.”

The men exchanged a glance. “You want to start making whips?” Max asked.

“I mean, not huge production scale or anything. But we’ve had people ask about whips before. We have floggers down pat. I think it’d be neat to do it. Even if we don’t make any for sale, it’s still a business expense. Education. I can deduct it.”

“How much?” Sean asked.

“It’s kind of pricey. Eight hundred, plus hotel room, food, air fare, and supply expenses depending on what you make there.”

“Ouch,” Max said. “Guess that means we can’t all go.”

“We can,” she said. “The money’s there.”

“I don’t want to hit our savings that hard, honey.”

“It’s in the business account. Hell, we made most of the workshop fee for one person from this weekend. And it’s deductible. Plus, if we can start making custom whips to match our floggers? That’d be pretty dang cool.”

Sean leaned back against the counter. “Max is right. I know what’s in the bank account. Figuring air fare for the three of us, that would take the business savings account down to almost zero, and I don’t want to dip into the business checking account. That’s operating expenses. And I won’t take money for something like this out of our personal savings. I’m okay with you going alone, if you don’t mind going without us. Is this an annual thing?”

“Yeah.”

“Then maybe next year one of us can go, too. Or you can go again and learn more. You can teach us what you learn when you get back.”

“They also have training DVDs for sale, too.”

“See? Buy some of those and bring them home with you.” Sean smiled. “This moody bastard is pretty crafty on occasion, you know.”

She went in for a hug. “You’re not a moody bastard.”

“Yeah, he is,” Max teased, also hugging them. “Just sometimes.”

“Says you,” Sean shot back. “Mr. Closed-Mouth.”

“Sign up for it,” Max said. “Take business cards and stuff with you. Maybe you can make some contacts while you’re out there.”

“That’s what I was thinking. You guys really don’t mind me going without you?”

Sean let out a melodramatic sigh. “No, I suppose not. Just means I’ll have to tie Max up and fuck him.”

Max grabbed him by the hair and tipped his head back. “Who’s tying who up and fucking their ass?”

Sean grinned. “Hey, we’ve had some pretty wicked wrassling matches in the past.”

Max leaned in and kissed him before releasing the grip on his hair. “That we have.”

“Even beat you a bunch of times.”

Max grinned. “Sure you did.”

“I did!”

“I didn’t say you didn’t.”

Sean’s gaze narrowed. “Hey…are you saying you sometimes let me win?”

Max shrugged. “Let’s just say that, sometimes, I didn’t feel like winning.”

“I call bullshit,” Sean said. He stared at him. “I can take your ass anytime.”

“Uh oh,” Cali said. “I hear a challenge.”

Max snorted. “It’s almost two a.m. Do you really want to do this right now?”

“Why not? I—”

Almost faster than Cali could follow the movement, Max had grabbed Sean by the arm, spun him around, and had Sean’s arm wrenched high up along his back and had bent him forward over the counter.

“You mean like that?” Max kicked Sean’s feet apart, forcing his weight down on Sean and pinning him in place against the counter.

Cali stood there, stunned and…

Well, more than a little turned on, quite honestly. Sure, she’d seen her guys roll around before, but never anything like this.

“You wanna safeword?” Max gleefully asked.

“Fuck you!” Sean struggled, trying to get free. “I can take you!”

“Cali, go get me the lube, please.”

She ran to do it, highly amused by this turn of events. By the time she’d returned, Max had Sean’s shorts and briefs pulled halfway down his thighs, and had taken most of the fight out of him by reaching around and stroking his cock for him.

“You wanna safeword?” Max asked again.

“Fuck you!” Sean tried struggling again, but Max simply wrenched his arm up again and stroked Sean’s cock harder for him.

Sean’s head dropped to the counter, forehead touching it as he started rocking his hips back and forth in time with Max’s hand.

“Babe,” Max said, “I kinda got my hands full here. Would you please give me an assist?”

“Sure.” She reached around him and got his shorts and briefs pulled down, then generously lubed his stiff cock for him, as well as used two fingers to make sure Sean’s ass was well prepared.

“Not fair ganging up on me,” Sean moaned.

“You know the rules, buddy,” Max reminded him as she lined his cock up for him. “Just safeword and I stop. That easy.”

Sean thrust his hips back, impaling himself on Max’s cock. Now reasonably sure he’d taken all the fight out of Sean, Max let go of his arm and grabbed his hip. “Babe, can you take over for me down there?”

She giggled. “Sure.” After washing her hands, she crawled between Sean and the cabinets, sucking his cock into her mouth so Max could have both hands free.

“Fuuuuck,” Sean muttered, now fucking himself back and forth between Max’s cock and her mouth.

“Feel free to let him come, baby. He earned it. He tried to fight.”

She braced one hand behind her head to keep them from slamming her into the cabinets as Max really started plowing Sean’s ass. From the nonstop moans rolling out of Sean, she knew he was loving every second of his “loss.”

She also sensed Max was holding back from the way he slowed, his smooth thrusts allowing him to give her time to get Sean over first while keeping himself primed and close to coming. With her free hand, she reached up and fondled Sean’s balls, the sexy, deeper moans from him making her pussy even wetter than she already was. She loved this, tag-teaming one of them with the other, just like the two of them enjoyed the heck out of tag-teaming her. Time to explore their bodies, play, focus only on them for a little while, bringing them pleasure.

Usually, it was her and Max topping Sean. He naturally fell into a more bottomy role with Max, which was why it’d surprised her when he’d challenged Max like that. He should have known better.

Max had mystical ways of disengaging both of their brains. Usually, to get that kind of reaction out of Max, the man either had to be feeling subby at that moment, or it took the combined effort of her and Sean working in tandem to shut his brain down so he could drop that hard into a submissive headspace.

She heard a hand slapping bare skin. “Come on, buddy,” Max teased. “Quit holding out. You know you want to nut. Now you’re just being stubborn.” More slaps, which would drive Sean closer to the edge. From the way his cock twitched in her mouth, she knew she was correct.

Sean started humping both of them faster, harder, his breath coming in gasps now. She was ready when she felt the first pumps erupt from his cock, swallowing his cum and taking him to the balls, getting every drop out of him and making him come as hard as she could.

“There you go,” Max said. “My turn. God, I love feeling your ass coming on my cock like that.” He picked up the pace and Cali stayed where she was, gently licking Sean’s spent cock, not releasing it from her mouth.

Within a few more thrusts, Max was coming, filling Sean’s ass before he took one last, hard stroke and finished inside him. He folded himself over Sean’s back as she crawled out from under them.

“Now, isn’t that better?” Max asked him.

“You cheated,” Sean muttered.

Max snickered and nibbled the back of his neck. “Cheated, huh?”

“No fair taking me when I wasn’t ready.”

“It wasn’t the wasn’t ready part that I got you with, buddy. I was a wrestling champ in high school, don’t forget.”

“Oh, yeah.”

“Ahem,” Cali said. “Not to interrupt this, but should I expect a little payback for that, or do I need to go lock myself in the spare bedroom and ride the Sybian and not let either of you two near me for a week?”

The men turned their heads to look at her, both of them smiling. “And no fair enlisting her to help when it was supposed to be me and you,” Sean said.

“I can’t help it she’s got a sexy mouth.” Max reached for her, pulling her in to kiss her. “Very sexy.” He still stood pressed against Sean’s ass.

“You guys aren’t so bad yourselves, but you’re doing absolutely zero for me at the moment.” She headed for the bedroom. “Go get cleaned up and join me.”

She was almost to the hall when she heard Max let out a yelp. By the time she reached the living room, she heard Sean laughing out on the lanai and the splash after he’d tossed Max into the pool.

“You might be a wrestling champ,” Sean teased, “but I’m still a little bulkier than—”

Cali ran up behind him and shoved, hard. He let out a scream as he pinwheeled his arms in midair before hitting the pool.

Max roared with laughter and swam over to the side of the pool. “Good one, babe!” He held out his hand for a high-five…

But it was a trick. Instead, he grabbed her wrist and hauled her into the pool with them.

As she broke the surface, she heard Sean and Max both laughing.

Fortunately, she’d had her hair pulled back with an elastic band so it wasn’t a tangled mess. “Very funny, guys. Ha, ha.” She headed for the steps.

“Oh, come on, babe,” Sean called out. “Don’t be mad!”

She reached into her pocket and pulled out her phone.

“Oh,” Max said. “Oops. Sorry.”

“Yeah, oops.” She shivered as the breeze had turned into a wind with the front coming through. Hitting the power button to turn the phone off, she struggled against the urge to scream at Max and risk waking the neighbors.

“Ass. I knew Sean didn’t have a phone on him. You know I nearly always have mine on me.” She headed inside to get it dried off and dump it into a bag with some rice.

She didn’t know if it’d save it or not, but it was worth trying.

As she slid the door shut behind her, she turned and locked it, too. Then she stripped her clothes off there and left them on the mat in front of the door so she wouldn’t drip water throughout the house.

She hesitated in the foyer and locked the front door, too.

After drying off and pulling on a bathrobe, she returned to the kitchen to hopefully save her phone. Or at least get it dried out and working long enough she could do a full backup on it before having to replace it. This one was less than six months old. Yes, she had the insurance on it, but there’d be a deductible to pay for filing the claim.

Sean and Max now stood at the sliders, making pitiful faces at her, shivering in the breeze.

She flipped them off before she started rifling through the pantry to find enough rice. They were almost out of white and brown rice, so she had to mix the two together with a handful of bulgar to make enough material to cover the phone in the zip-top bag.

Max and Sean could go sit in the damn hot tub if they were cold.

“Come on, babe,” Sean called out. “We’re sorry.”

“Guess what? I’m not horny anymore,” she called back. “You can spend the damn night out there. Both of you.”

Sure, she could take a joke with the best of them.

But don’t mess with her technology. Especially what she used for work. The thought of having to needlessly spend money—not to mention the time and aggravation to go do it—to replace a nearly brand new phone pissed her off.

No, she wouldn’t make them spend the whole night out there, but she was tempted to.

But no, she really wasn’t horny anymore. And that pissed her off, too.

She grabbed her tablet and Googled how long she’d need to leave it in the bag with the rice. Then she added brown rice, white rice, and bulgar to her shopping list.

All the while ignoring Sean and Max.

Max eventually gave up and headed to the hot tub, but Sean stood there, blowing fish faces against the glass, pleading with her, trying to look pitiful.

Finally, she walked over to the sliders, smiled…and pulled the vertical blinds closed.

“Okay, I’m sensing you’re still mad at us, babe.”

“Fuck you, Sean.”

She headed for the bedroom after letting Baxter out of the spare bedroom and getting her wet clothes dumped into the washer. On the way through, she unlocked the front door and wondered how long until either of the dumbasses thought to walk around and check it.


Chapter Eleven

 

Dejected, Sean walked over to the hot tub and climbed in with Max, sinking into the water up to his neck.

“Remind me to add extra chlorine to this tomorrow,” Max said. “I think at least four couples and triads fucked in here tonight.”

“I think she’s mad. Why is she mad at me? You’re the one who pulled her in. She shoved me in.”

“Because you’ve been a moody damn bastard the past few weeks.” He let out a sigh. “We both have. She probably unlocked the front door for us, but I want to finish thawing out first. Then I’ll go apologize to her.”

“And try to make her come?”

“Uh, not now, no. I fucked up. I try to get cozy with her, she’s liable to neuter me with her bare hands. I already had one vasectomy, thank you very much.”

“Oh.” Sean stretched out along the lounger seat. “I guess we have been kind of moody.”

“Yeah,” He sighed. “I was hoping once the party happened it’d cheer her and us up.”

“I was doing pretty good until I saw Kel and Mal and remembered how upset he was that day when he told us they lost the baby. It doesn’t help how bad she looked.”

“Me, too.” Max yawned. “I don’t regret this. Seriously, I don’t. A little late for regrets, anyway. In another few years, we’ll be fifty, and the more I think about it, the more I know this was the right decision for us.” He told Sean what Chelbie had revealed about Mal.

“I hope she comes through this okay,” Sean said. “She’s such a sweetheart.”

“But Kel and Mal losing the baby was sort of a reminder to me of how fragile life is,” Max continued. “Mortality. Losing Kaden was bad, and Basco. But those were…incidents. You know? We’re not yet at that age where people we know will start dropping dead on a regular basis. But we’re coasting along that sweet spot where we’re old enough to be secure enough to do what we want, and not that many years left to do it, you know?”

“Yeah,” Sean quietly said. “That. Exactly that.”

“I’m not trying to be a buzzkill.” Max ran a hand through his wet hair. “I try not to get into these moods too often, but sometimes one hits me from behind and there I am.” He snorted. “This moody bastard isn’t too proud to admit he gets scared sometimes.”

Sean slid over to sit next to him. “Why? Scared of what?”

“Of fucking us up.”

“She’s not going to leave us over a damn cell phone, Max. What is wrong with you?”

He arched an eyebrow at him. “I know that. That’s not what I meant. Can I continue?”

“Oh. Sorry. Carry on.”

“I meant us. The three of us. You and I have been working our asses off. How much vacation time do we have accrued?”

“A couple of weeks each, I think.”

“We work on weekends making stuff, sometimes. Or in the evenings. But you and I, we usually take at least one day off a week where we don’t work. We relax. She’s working her ass off. That’s why she’s pissed about the phone, if I’m not mistaken. She lives and breathes and works at our business. She does this all day. That’s why I’m okay with her going to the whip workshop. It’s like we drop in and drop out, but she’s doing it all day, every day. She’s even started working on the manufacturing end of things. She takes care of us and the house and everything for us. And Shane showing back up again threw her for an emotional loop, I think.”

“Then why did she agree to let them unban him? They gave her the option not to.”

“Because Cali was right. And it was a way for her to prove to herself that she was strong enough to risk facing him. Which she did admirably. Never been so damn proud of her as I was that night.”

“How does this all loop around to letting her be until morning and your own mortality and everything?”

Max sighed. “I’m tired. Really, really tired. I know it’s just from the party and everything, but…when I get like this, I think about Kaden. He thought they had forever together. And then they didn’t. Basco never thought he’d die so young. I don’t want to leave Cali thinking I don’t cherish her.” His brown eyes focused on Sean’s. “Or you. I love you.”

Sean kissed him, cupping a hand behind his neck to hold him in place. A slow, sweet kiss, ending with their foreheads touching. “Love you, too.” He sighed. “I still say I could take you in a fair fight.”

Max snorted. “In your dreams, buddy.”

 

* * * *

 

Cali had almost fallen asleep when she heard the front door open. From the whispered voices and the sound of them going out to the garage, she knew it was Max and Sean.

Baxter had fallen asleep curled up against the small of her back in the middle of the bed. The men were going to have to either settle for a smaller slice of real estate without complaint on either side of her, or go share the guest bedroom.

She heard the shower run briefly, then the feel of the mattress dip on either side of her. When whoever was behind her realized Baxter was there, he didn’t try to move him.

She realized it was Max.

Good.

She was still pissed off at him, and it meant he had less bed than Sean.

She wondered if they were going to try to seduce her, but before long, both of them sounded asleep, their breathing deep and long.

Must be nice.

She was tempted to smack both of them, wake them up, and chew them out. Here she was, trying to run a goddamned business, their business, which had now become her business, and now she’d have to take time out of her busiest shipping day of the freaking week to go replace her cell phone—

Jeez, why am I such a bitch all of a sudden?

Now wide awake, she lay there trying to figure it out. Okay, yeah, Max fucked up. He hadn’t meant to. Stupid man mistake. They had agreed she could go to Arizona to the whip workshop, even though they wouldn’t be going with her.

No way she ever would have gotten Shane to agree to something like—

Shane.

Why the fuck didn’t I punch his goddamned lights out that night?

That had been simmering in her brain for a while. She’d been an “adult” and not punched the fucker.

Although punching him would have possibly resulted in her going to jail, if he decided to press charges. At the very least she should have chewed him out a lot worse than she had, gone totally Tilly on him, but she’d…

Adulted.

Been the bigger person.

Sort of.

Smiled and pretended she didn’t want to open his jugular vein with a ball point pen and then shove it up the hole in the end of his cock.

Sideways.

Why was she so…fucking moody? They had an arguably perfect life. The guys got snipped, so in a few months, they’d be able to not worry about that anymore. She could get off the pill, which would save her some money every month and leave her feeling a little better, anyway.

Her mind suddenly swiveled and focused on Kel and Mal.

Oh.

How…haunted she’d looked tonight. How hard she’d tried to smile and be strong for them, even in the face of what she’d gone through.

How Mal had loved them all enough to try to come out for a little while and…people.

And here I am bitching over losing a damn phone, when she lost a baby.

Closing her eyes, she tried to go to sleep.

 

* * * *

 

Max felt Sean get up but sensed Cali was still in bed. When he cracked open an eye, he spotted her almost in the exact same spot she’d been in the night before when they’d come to bed.

Not how he’d planned on ending the evening, to be sure, but he didn’t blame her.

Baxter still remained curled up behind her.

Cat-blocked.

Eventually, as the smell of coffee started filtering through to the bedroom, he heard Sean shake Baxter’s plastic kibble container out in the kitchen.

Like a rocket, the cat was up and off the bed and out the door.

But at least it allowed him to—

“Cuddle with me at your peril,” she muttered.

Answers that question.

“I’m sorry about your phone,” he said. “I know how hard you work around here, and that it was a nearly new phone. I’ll go first thing tomorrow morning before work and get it replaced for you and bring it back here so you don’t have to. Sean and I can drive in separate cars. I’ll deduct the money it costs from my monthly fun funds and lunch allowance and put it toward that. I’ll pack my lunches.”

He wasn’t sure she’d heard him at first, because she didn’t move. Then she slowly turned her head to stare at him.

“I’m sorry I locked you out,” she finally said.

“Well, you left the front door unlocked, so technically you didn’t lock us out. But it’s okay.” He took a deep breath before admitting it. “I know Sean and I haven’t been easy to live with lately. It’s not because of the vasectomies. It’s…I think we need a vacation. All three of us together.”

“We can’t afford one if I’m going to the workshop.”

But she’d rolled onto her back now.

Progress.

“We don’t have to go anywhere. Put a note on the website that says orders will be shipped when we get back, turn off the computers, and chill. We can go hiking over at Myakka River State Park. Or go rent kayaks down in Placida. Take the bikes and ride the old railroad trail. Just the three of us. You’ve been working your ass off for the past several months, and I don’t think you’ve taken a day off at all from it.”

Her voice sounded quieter than he was used to. “I hadn’t even hit the water yet when I was already screaming at you in my head that why couldn’t you remember something as simple as the deal we had to ask if I had my phone on me before you toss me in the pool? The way I wished I’d screamed at Shane at the club that night.” She sighed. “Or punched him. I really wish I’d punched him.”

“You were awesome that night, honey. You cut him down into bite-sized bits with a smile and a few well-placed words. I doubt he’ll be back. He knows he’s not welcome now.”

“That’s not the point. I’ve fantasized about what I’d say to the fucker one day if I had the chance. After all the hard work and time and years I gave him, I got thrown away. Aaannnd then everything got mixed up in my head and I blew a fuse last night.” She sighed. “And then Mal and Kel.” She admitted to him what she’d been thinking.

“It’s okay.” He told her about his conversation with Sean in the hot tub. “That’s why I think we need a vacation. A hard reset. We haven’t gotten anywhere near a point of no-return for the three of us. We need to make sure we don’t get to that point.”

“I really don’t think we need to take a long vacation right now. Especially if we’re not going anywhere. Why waste that paid time off? You won’t lose it.”

“How about some well-placed three- and four-day weekends?”

He suspected the truth was closer to the fact that she didn’t know how to relax and take the time off.

“Okay,” she finally said.

“Who wants coffee blowjobs?” Sean said as he sailed through the door with a tray and three mugs on it.

The coffees all had swirls of whipped cream on top, and a splash of dark chocolate sauce.

Baxter followed on his heels.

“As always, buddy, your timing is atrocious,” Max said as he sat up.

“My timing is fucking perfect. I was coming back and heard you talking. I knew you were awake, so I went back and made your coffee. You’re welcome.”

He set the tray on the dresser and handed out the mugs, perfectly prepared, to the intended recipient, Max’s a little less sweet than Cali’s. He picked his up and sat on the end of the bed. He’d pulled on a bathrobe, but was barefoot.

“If we’re discussing time off, I should be in on that convo, no?” Sean sipped at his coffee, ending up with a whipped cream mustache.

Which Max realized he’d done on purpose when he saw how Sean was eyeing Cali’s reaction.

She finally rewarded them with a smile.

“You know, Max, the cell phone store’s open today,” Sean helpfully said. “While you’re out, you could bring us back some dooonuts.”

“It will wait until tomorrow.” Max knew exactly what Sean was trying to do, thinking by getting her alone he could help defuse her ire. “We’re okay. I think.”

She eventually smiled and nodded. “Yeah. I think I need to take the day off today anyway.”

“Plus she needs to try to back up her phone before she hands it in.”

“That, too,” she said.

“Well, I can’t make donuts, and hope no one wants rice for breakfast. We can have leftovers or omelets, or toast.”

“Or we can take our lady out for breakfast wherever she wants to go,” Max said.

“I think the lady wants to stay in.”

 

* * * *

 

Besides, the two of them had gotten off last night and she hadn’t.

And her phone got soaked.

They owed her.

Max smiled at her over the top of his whipped cream. “Anything else the lady wishes today?”

“Two naked guys taking care of her every whim.”

“I think we can arrange that,” Max said. “On one condition.”

“Maaax,” Sean warned. “Don’t push our luck.”

Max held up a finger to silence him.

“What condition?” she asked.

“You don’t open the computer or check e-mails or the website today. Day off. For us.”

She sipped at her coffee even as she stared at him. Finally, she took a deeper sip, coming up with a whipped cream mustache of her own. “Challenge accepted.”

Max repeated the movement, his whipped cream mustache mirroring theirs. “Thank you, baby.”

Sean laughed. “Ah, we’re a bunch of goobers. That’s what we are.”

Baxter had jumped up on the bed and was now investigating Sean’s temporary lip adornment.

“Well, you’re getting some pussy’s attention,” Max teased.

“Not the right pussy.” Sean leaned his head back and away from Baxter’s reach until Sean got it all licked off.

She took another sip of coffee and set the mug aside. “Sean, go put out some Baxter buzz weed so we can have some feline-free fun, please.”

“On it.” He set his mug on the dresser and headed out. A moment later, they heard him tapping on the plastic catnip container. “Baaaaxterrrrr! Nip time!”

Baxter’s head shot up and he stared at the doorway for a moment before leaping off the bed and running out.

Max set his mug aside and licked the whipped cream off Cali’s upper lip. She reciprocated, and by the time Sean returned, Max was already on top of her, kissing her, working his way down her naked body.

“Oh, goodie!” Sean said. He shed the robe and rounded the bed to climb in on the far side.

Max lifted his head, from where he’d been teasing her left nipple. “We focus completely on her this time around. We owe her from last night. You and I can take care of each other later.”

Sean hesitated for the briefest of moments before nodding. “Gotcha.” Max slid over to suck on her right nipple, while Sean took her left into his mouth.

Bless these two lunkheads, when they got it right, they got it damned right. Hence why she could never stay seriously angry, much less aggravated at them, for very long.

So Cali closed her eyes and lay there, her fingers twining in their hair, enjoying the sweet pull of their mouths on her nipples and the feel of their fingers filling her pussy, playing with her clit, and one of them even getting his finger nice and slick from her juices and then sliding it into her ass.

Max relinquished her nipple and moved his way down her body to her clit, where he started playing with her. He didn’t make her wait or beg, either. The first orgasm, he drove her over the edge hard and fast, keeping her there just to the verge of her safewording before he eased off and started building her up again.

Cali kept her eyes closed, enjoying it, loving them. Yeah, this was worth it.

They were worth it.

Maybe she did work too hard. Part of her felt a little guilty that they had to leave for work every day and couldn’t work from home. Even on the days the men took completely “off” she was always checking the business e-mail, answering questions on FetLife, processing and packing orders for shipment, or doing website maintenance or bookkeeping.

When she wasn’t doing chores around the house.

The men pitched in, but it was her, not them. Why should they have to work all week and do chores when she was already there?

And they worked out in the garage making more product.

Hello, my name is Cali, and I’m a workaholic.

Max built her up to a second orgasm, and it was apparently Sean’s fingers—now two—in her ass. He wasn’t even fucking her with them, just providing more sensation and adding to her pleasure.

Wait…why am I making them wait?

After the third orgasm, she forced her eyes open. “Get a condom and lube and do me right, boys.”

Sean jumped to do it. He headed for the bathroom, washed his hands, and returned with lube and a condom.

Meanwhile, Max had retrieved their Hitachi vibrator and plugged it in. When he lay back on the bed, she climbed on and sighed at the feel of his cock filling her. It only took Sean a few seconds to get his sheathed cock balls-deep inside her ass.

Max smiled up at her as he slid the Hitachi between their bodies. “Thank you, baby.”

“Yeah, you thank me now. Both of you, butt plugs all day. And naked.”

He flicked the switch, turning the vibrator on and immediately sending shock waves through her clit that spiraled through her entire nervous system. Sean pulled her up and back, against his body.

“Anything for you, baby,” he whispered in her ear, nibbling her neck. “You going to spend all day keeping us on edge so you can use us again later?”

“Yeah,” she gasped. Further speech escaped her as another orgasm roared through her body, made even more intense by the fullness in her ass and pussy.

She loved this, taking them together.

Max smiled up at her. “We haven’t been double-teaming you lately. And I don’t mean like this. Maybe today someone needs to start wearing the inflatable dildo again.”

Her heart did that pleasant kind of summersault in her chest that it always did when Max took charge like this. “Okay,” she said, another wave of pleasure sweeping through her.

This was what she wanted. The three of them, easily shifting and flowing into whatever role the other two needed at any given time. Seamlessly.

Without having to worry about anyone else’s needs.

Nothing wrong with her or them.

In fact, everything was absolutely right.

One more climax, and she knew she was done. “Come on, boys. Do your stuff.”

Max shut off the vibrator and set it aside while Sean lowered her down onto Max’s chest and started fucking her ass. The delicious, sexy friction of him rubbing her against Max even triggered one last, small orgasm, which finished Sean off.

“Damn, yeah!” He fell still inside her as Max thrust up into her, soon adding his orgasm to the mix.

As they lay there for a moment, Cali trying to regain her strength, breath, and working mind, the bed suddenly dipped.

“Maow.”

“Ah, man,” Sean said. “We gotta find a better grade of cat weed than that.”

“Told you not to buy the cheaper stuff,” Cali said. “He goes through it like crazy.”

“He’s built up a tolerance,” Max said. “Isn’t that what nip addicts do?”

The three of them burst into laughter.

Sean stroked her back. “Can I just say that, honestly, I realize our life is perfect?”

“Yeah,” she agreed. “It is.”

“Ditto.” Max reached out to stroke Baxter’s head. “And I think we know which pussy really runs our household.”

Baxter loudly purred.

“Showers,” Sean said, kissing the back of her neck before disengaging and climbing out of bed. “And then I’ll dig out the butt plugs.”

“And the inflatable dildo,” Cali added, tossing Max a wink.

Max chuckled. “That’s our good girl.”

 

 

THE END
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