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Heartache Spoken Here

Stuart moves to Florida because he knows being out as gay and kinky won’t be possible around his family in Iowa. It’s a new start for him, and he’s already made a kinky friend online. Now all he has to do is find the nerve to get out in real life.

Jeff has had nothing but bad luck in love lately. He’s fluent in heartache and finally listens when friends tell him he needs to do something different.

Brandon faces a delicate balancing act between being the father of a brilliant teenaged daughter and trying to find a subby guy who will accept he’s a package deal. He’s not just alone, but lonely, and wants more than pick-up play at Venture.

When Stuart realizes he’s been catfished, he’s mortified. But is it a blessing in disguise? Can the three men find what they’ve all been looking for in each other, or will heartache continue to be their primary language?
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Chapter One

 

“Did you decide what you want for dinner?”

Emma stared down at her phone, her thumbs a blur of activity as she typed.

Brandon took a deep breath and tried again. “Emma, did you decide?”

“What?”

“Dinner.” He wanted to snatch the phone from her hands and toss it out the window. Except he paid for it.

And that would likely piss her off.

“Sushi’s fine.”

“Okay.” He drove for a few more minutes. “What’s so important you can’t spend at least a little time looking at your old man?”

Cue the mega-sarcastic, thermonuclear eye-roll. “I’m texting with Grace.”

“Won’t you see her at school tomorrow?”

“Yeah.”

“Honey, I know you hate spending time with me, but—”

“I don’t hate spending time with you, Dad.”

“Sure feels like it.”

She finally put the phone down and stared at him. “I didn’t get to talk to her today and I wanted to catch up about the weekend.”

“I’d like to catch up with you, too, you know. I haven’t seen you all weekend.” It was now Monday evening, and she’d spend it and Tuesday night with him. Next week would be Monday through Wednesday nights. She spent two weekends a month with him, and two with her mom.

The irony that when she wasn’t with him she’d text him practically non-stop on the weekends, and in the evenings between getting out of school and her bedtime, wasn’t lost on him.

His digital daughter.

“I don’t want to go to that stupid thing this weekend.”

“What stupid thing?”

“The stupid thing Pat signed us up for. Some weekend boat trip out into the Gulf.”

“Then don’t go. You’re old enough to stay home by yourself. Or come home with me.”

“Mom said I have to go because it’s two nights. Plus they bought the tickets for me and the Goober without even bothering to ask me if I wanted to go. It’s a ‘family’ thing.”

She stared out the windshield for a moment. “She knows I hate boats. I told her and Pat that, and they told me oh, no, you’ll love this, don’t be so melodramatic. It’s a whole stupid weekend thing, from Friday night until Sunday afternoon.”

Emma did hate boats. With a passion. She got seasick on a pool raft. They couldn’t even do any rides at Disney that involved water.

Which was ironic, because she was on her high school’s swim team. And she never got motion sickness in a car.

“Besides, I hate the Goober. It’s bad enough the little shit sneaks into my room, and now I have to share a room on a boat with him?”

“Language.”

“Fine. Little snot.”

“Is he still doing that?” The Goober was her nickname for Pat’s son from his second marriage, thirteen-year-old Corey. Pat’s two older kids from his first marriage were over eighteen and out on their own.

“Yes. I caught him in there this morning. I swear if I catch him setting up a camera or something again, I’ll hit him next time, Dad. I swear I will.”

Brandon shoved back a wave of anger. “Wait, what? A camera? Again?”

“Yeah. He had an old cell phone in his hand when I went to eat breakfast this morning, and he didn’t have it in his hand when I caught him coming out of my room. I found it on my dresser behind some stuff, turned on and filming.”

“Did you tell your mom?”

“Yeah. She took Pat’s side, of course, and went easy on him. Said the kid was just kidding and didn’t understand. I told them he was going to need new front teeth if he did it again.”

“What happened to the phone?”

“I slammed it onto the tile floor in his bathroom before I flushed it down his bathroom toilet.” She smiled. “Backed up the toilet, too. Pat had to snake the thing. He was starting to yell at me when I stormed out to catch my ride to swim practice.”

He held out a fist to bump with her. “That’s my girl.”

He’d just pulled into the parking lot of their favorite sushi restaurant and found a spot when Emma spoke again.

“Can I come live with you, Dad? Please?”

He didn’t shut the engine off, so they could sit and talk with the AC running. “The last time you asked that, and I went to the attorney and started the paperwork, you changed your mind and backed out. It really made things bad for me with your mom for a while.”

Not just bad, but so bad he had to get his attorney involved again to drag his ex-wife into court to tell her to knock it off. Emma had also been thirteen at that time. Hence why he now also paid for Emma’s cell phone by himself, so Tracey couldn’t take it away from her.

If Tracey did, she’d be violating a court order and he could get her found in contempt of court.

Emma studied her hands. “I know. She guilt-tripped me and begged me not to, made me feel bad. Started crying.” She finally looked up at him. She had his blue eyes and brown hair, even though she favored her mother in the face. “Pat really worked on her to get her to keep me around.”

More alarms went off in his head. “Why?” Pat could barely stand Emma, from what he’d gathered and witnessed himself.

“I don’t know. Some weird deal with his parents. He’s trying to get them to give him his part of his inheritance now or something. I think he’s going to try to claim they need it to help pay for my swim expenses. Which is bullshi-crap.”

Brandon suspected it had more to do with the child support Brandon paid Tracey every month, since Tracey didn’t get alimony from him because he’d filed for divorce before they’d been married for ten years. If Emma lived with him full-time, according to the terms of their divorce decree, Tracey would have to start paying him child support.

“Has Pat ever tried anything…inappropriate with you?”

She snorted. “No. He’d be in jail if he did.” Her smile faded. “But I’m not sure the Goober isn’t on his way to a perp walk. He’s creepy. I hate him. And he’s around all the time now so I can’t even get away from him when I’m there.”

“I thought Corey lived with his mom?”

“Two weeks ago, she showed up one night with all his stuff and told Pat since he refused to work with her and pay to take him to counseling, he could deal with him. Then Mom ordered me to my room so I couldn’t hear what it was he did this time.”

This was news. “Why didn’t you tell me this when it happened?”

Pink flowed into her cheeks. “Mom asked me not to.”

He tipped his head back, taking deep breaths, struggling not to explode. He got it, Tracey wasn’t exactly happy with him when he’d come out to her and filed for divorce. He’d been the love of her life, and she’d been a really bad decision on his part to try to force himself to live for parental approval when he shouldn’t have.

He regretted hurting her, but they had a daughter together. And dammit, it’d been over seven years now, plus Tracey had remarried.

The least Tracey could do was pretend to adult for Emma’s sake.

“Is there anything else you mom has told you not to tell me that’s relevant to what we’re discussing now? And you know I don’t mean personal stuff between her and Pat, unless it specifically impacts you.”

“No, just that.”

Brandon had hated Tracey’s new husband, Pat, on first sight, but he’d kept his mouth shut because, hello, he didn’t have any room to talk. Not to mention he’d hoped Tracey getting remarried would calm her down and make her less prone to take her anger out on him because of her own insecurities.

Still, this was his daughter.

“Okay, so let’s do this—get through this weekend with your mom. If you still feel this way next week—”

“I will.”

“If,” he continued, “then you have to sit down with your mom and tell her yourself. And stand your ground with her if you really mean it. After a couple of weeks, if you still want to live with me full-time, then we’ll go see Ed and do the paperwork.”

“She’s going to fight me on it.”

“I know she will. But you’re older now. She can’t force you to live with her at this point. You’ll be sixteen in a couple of months. Plenty old enough for the judge to take your feelings into account. But those are my terms.”

“I can’t just move in?”

“Sweetheart, I love you. I will do anything for you. But you threw me under the bus last time, and I warned you then that there are repercussions. If you are serious about living with me, all you have to do is tough it out for a couple of weeks. I don’t think that’s too much to ask considering what happened last time. Trust has to flow both ways. If you feel you are physically in danger, from Corey or Pat or you mom, that’s different, and I’ll get Ed to file an emergency order.”

She sighed. “No. Corey’s a perv, but I could still pound him if I had to.”

“Then I don’t think my terms are unreasonable, under the circumstances.”

“Are you dating any guys?”

“Not right now, no. But that’s something else you need to remember. I’m hoping that, eventually, I’ll meet a guy and fall in love and get married.”

She grinned. “Pat’s parents will blow their tops.”

Somehow, he managed to hold back his anger. “I honestly don’t care what Pat’s parents think. They are not a part of my life. So, do we have a deal? You talk to your mom next week after the weekend trip?”

“Yeah.” She shoved her phone into her purse. “Sorry I was ignoring you, Dad.”

Emma had entered that age range his friends had warned him about, where he’d want to hug her one minute and strangle her the next.

At least she kept her grades up. And, as far as he knew, they didn’t have any issues with her about things like smoking, drinking, or drugs. She was too concerned about her swimming performance to allow those kinds of things in her life right now. She was hoping to earn college scholarships in both academics and swimming.

They finally walked inside and were shown to a booth. While they were perusing the menu list, Emma didn’t look up as she said, “So you’ll start dating?”

He laid his order sheet on the table. “I haven’t stopped dating. I just haven’t met a guy I feel like dating lately. If I meet an eligible guy I’m interested in, sure. Why?”

“Then I won’t be cramping your style?”

This wasn’t a conversation he wanted to have with her, yet he knew if he tried to shut it down, that would be the fastest way for her to keep pursuing it.

“I expect you to be respectful of my privacy.” He checked off another item on the menu. “What did you leave out of the earlier reasons for wanting to move in with me?”

Her shoulders slumped. “I don’t like living with Mom.”

“You always said I was stricter than her.”

“Yeah, but at least you don’t change the rules all the time.”

He laid his order sheet down again, finally feeling like he was getting to the crux of the situation. “How so?”

She met his gaze, her blue eyes intense. “Pat says something, and it’s suddenly the best idea ever, even if it’s something I’ve been saying for a while. Or if Pat doesn’t like a rule, it gets changed, even if it’s been the rule. And the Goober can get away with murder, but I get nailed to the wall for nothing. I’d rather live with you. I know where I stand, and if you tell me no, you’ll actually sit down and explain why and not say, ‘Because I said so.’ You’re consistent and fair and I feel like you hear me when we talk, even if I don’t agree with you.”

This had been a point of contention during their marriage, too. That Tracey wasn’t consistent, and it fell to Brandon to enforce the rules.

And to create the rules.

And define the rules.

“You’re also mellow.” Emma erased a selection and picked something else. “I can relax when I’m at home with you.”

“I make you do chores.”

“I know. And when I do them, they’re done. You don’t invent a thousand reasons why they’re not perfect and make me keep redoing them. I do the dishes at your house, they’re done. Boom. I do them at Mom’s, and suddenly I’m apparently one step away from triggering a visit from the health department.”

“Pat?”

She nodded.

He suspected part of the problem was that Pat wasn’t the brightest bulb, and Brandon’s daughter was not only a swimming phenom, but she also took AP classes. At her current rate, she’d probably graduate high school with an AA degree in college as well.

Pat was the assistant manager at a fast food restaurant, and had been for years.

He was also fifty-five, fourteen years older than Brandon.

It wouldn’t be beyond the realm of impossibility that Brandon’s intelligent daughter intimidated Pat.

Not that there was anything wrong with the guy being an assistant manager at a fast-food restaurant, but Brandon suspected Pat had hit a glass ceiling of his own creation, whether by laziness or ineptitude or downright stupidity.

Or a combination of any or all of the three.

“You realize the house isn’t going to magically be finished overnight, right? You going to mind living in a construction zone for a while?”

She gave him “that” look. “And who helped you with the drywall in your bedroom and mine?”

“I’m simply reminding you.”

“It’s fine, Dad. I don’t mind. Unfinished or not, our house feels like a home, at least. Unlike Mom’s, where most of the time I feel like I’m not even wanted.” She scowled. “It stopped feeling like a home when you left. It always feels like home when I’m with you.”

He pushed back the wave of guilt he felt trying to work its way in. “We’ll have to share a bathroom until I get the master bath finished.” He had a functioning toilet and sink in his master bath, but he still needed to get the shower tiled, and finish the walls and floor.

“I don’t care. I’ll have a bedroom I won’t have to worry about being snooped on. In. On?”

“In. I’m your father. If I want to inspect your room, I will.”

“I know that, but at least you let me sit there while you do it. You don’t sneak in like the stupid Goober.”

“Well, that’s true.”

“He’s creepy.”

They finished their orders and waited for the waitress to return. “If you’re living with me full-time, you’ll have chores, homework time, bedtime—all of those rules enforced. Just like now, only more because you’re home.”

“I know.”

“Okay.” He extended his hand over the table to shake with her. “Next week, you talk to your mom.”

“Why can’t I do it this week?”

“Because I want you to go through next weekend first. You’ll probably have a hard enough time on the boat without that extra stress. Or if you have fun—”

“I won’t.”

“—then you can hold off on the talk with her.”

“Oh. Can we buy me seasick medicine, too?”

“Sure, but won’t your mom buy you some?”

She rolled her eyes. “Pat insists I’m making it up. That I’m being a drama queen.”

“Pat never had you puke all over him on the It’s a Small World ride at Disney, either.”

 

* * * *

 

When they returned home, it was nearly seven. “No TV until homework’s done,” he said as he unlocked the front door.

“I know.” She paused before going in, staring up at him. “I mean it, Dad. I want to live with you. Even if you were twice as strict as you are now.”

She hugged him before she headed inside, leaving him standing there and watching her head down the hall toward her room to dump her overnight bag with her clothes in it.

Wow.

He knew there had to be more to the story than he’d heard, maybe stuff she didn’t even know, but good luck trying to get it out of Tracey and Pat.

Aiming for the kitchen, he tried to ignore the patio furniture currently serving as his living room suite and the echo of his shoes on the bare concrete floors. He didn’t want his good furniture getting ruined by drywall dust.

He’d bought the house from a bank eight months earlier, a short sale property that the previous occupants had trashed.

Meaning he’d purchased the rambling five-bedroom, three-bath, one-car-garage house for a fraction of its value. And it had a pool, a large one sufficient for Emma to swim laps in, and a large fenced-in backyard. The house was nearly thirty years old, but the roof had been replaced five years earlier.

His bedroom, Emma’s bedroom, and the hall bath that was Emma’s bathroom were the first rooms he’d focused on.

Especially Emma’s.

And yes, she had pitched in, loving the fact that he’d shown her how to drive the drywall screws in just deep enough not to rip the paper, how to work the mud over the seams and screws, and how to wet-sand them to prep for paint.

She’d gotten to pick the paint and flooring she’d wanted for her room—a laminate that looked like wood but wasn’t—and she’d helped paint and put down the flooring.

Then she’d volunteered to help him with the bathroom and his bedroom.

She’d enjoyed it.

And while it was hard work, he’d made some of the best memories he had with his daughter.

She’d even insisted on him moving out of his duplex apartment sooner than he’d planned to, not caring that the house wasn’t “finished.” Her logic was that he could use the money for finishing the house, not dumping it into rent.

Which was a valid point.

He was doing the work himself. Where it would get tricky would be replacing the kitchen cabinets. He’d already placed the IKEA order for them, but the install would be him and Emma, and maybe a few friends. They still had the section of cabinet holding the sink in place, but he’d ripped everything else out already. The small dining room table he’d had at the duplex was currently doing double duty as counter space. The freestanding stove was old, but functional, although he planned to replace it and the fridge after he got the kitchen done.

Tracey still lived in the house they’d been renting while he was married to her. At least that was another plus, he hadn’t had to untangle ownership of a home during their divorce.

After washing out his lunch stuff and setting it in the drainer to dry, he turned and stared at the space. Before, a free-standing island had separated the dining room and kitchen areas. He was going to replicate the layout, because it’d worked for him. The cabinets should be ready in a few weeks, and would be shipped to him.

Then the “fun” of installation would begin.

The renovation wasn’t going as fast as he’d hoped it would, but it felt damned good to know when it was finished that the house would easily be worth fifty grand more than he’d both paid for it and had sunk into it for the remodel.

That was a nice bit of equity he could tap into if he needed it for Emma’s college expenses without touching his own retirement funds.

Lord knew Tracey and Pat would be worthless in that department.

Emma returned from her room with her school backpack and set up at the table to do her work. She wasn’t the only one with homework to do. He’d left work a little early today to pick her up from school, meaning he hadn’t had time to finish going through sales reports. He was a district manager for a bulk warehouse chain, supervising five stores between Sarasota and Ft. Myers. He’d been with them for twenty years, working his way up from stock boy to assistant manager, to store manager, to where he was now.

Not bad for a guy who didn’t earn his college degree until he was in his thirties.

By the time nine o’clock rolled around, both of them had finished with what they needed to do, but she had to get to bed.

“What time do we need to be out of here in the morning?” he asked.

“Five.”

“You’re killing me, Smalls,” he teased, making her laugh at the familiar line.

He hugged her and sent her on her way. He’d take his shower once she was in bed for the night. Once he heard the shower running, he grabbed his tablet and pulled up FetLife. There was going to be a rope demo at Venture this Saturday afternoon that he’d like to catch, if possible.

Emma wouldn’t be with him that weekend, meaning maybe he could get out to the club. He hated going up to the Toucan in St. Pete. Not that there was anything wrong with the place, but he’d yet to meet anyone there who he clicked with who was looking for long-term.

And many of them were there just for fun and fucking, not serious kink or relationships.

He’d tried online dating, and that hadn’t been successful, either. The only guy who came close wasn’t thrilled with the possibility of sharing a house with a teenage girl full-time, if—like now—Emma decided to move in with him.

That made the guy a total non-starter, as far as Brandon was concerned.

Love him, that meant accepting he was a package deal.

Sure, he could find Tops who were nice guys and interested in him, except he was a Dom himself.

Long-term, he needed a guy who had a job, was happy being on the bottom, and who didn’t mind the fact that Brandon came with a pre-made family.

And who, hopefully, wasn’t allergic to drywall dust. 


Chapter Two

 

Jeff sat on the stool by the workbench and kept his mouth shut as he watched Brooke adjust the carburetor on his 1958 Edsel Corsair. It was running a little rough, but the engine had just been rebuilt and the timing was fine. Brooke had immediately zeroed in on the carb as the latest problem the troublesome car had sprouted. Another shop had done the engine rebuild, a friend of a guy at work who ran a machine shop in Sarasota. Jeff had done the R&R himself, but when he couldn’t get the carb to act right, he’d opted to wave the white flag and bring it to Brooke.

Whom he admitted he should have brought the car to in the first place.

He hated to admit that he didn’t know much about carb systems, especially on old vehicles, but the majority of his training had been on fuel injection systems.

“So how did you end up with this, again?” she asked over the sound of the engine.

“It was my grandfather’s. My dad held on to it and I bought it from him a few years back. This is the first chance I’ve had to put money into it.”

“The paint’s in great shape.”

“It sat in a garage all these years. I’m actually shocked the upholstery’s good.”

“What are you going to do with it once the restoration’s finished?”

“Keep it. I’d like to drive it on occasion. To car shows and stuff.”

“Don’t see many Edsels around here.”

“That’s what everyone tells me. I thought about selling it, but I thought you know, I’m going to rock this bitch. Maybe it’s not a Mustang or a Stingray or something sexy, but dammit, it’s an oddball. Like me.”

She smiled as she nodded. After making one final adjustment, she closed the hood, got behind the wheel, and backed it out of the service bay to take it on the third test drive it’d had in the past thirty minutes.

He’d actually embarrassed himself trying to explain the Teletouch shifter system to her when he’d brought it in, and she’d smiled, patted his arm, and stopped him mid-sentence, suggesting he take a look at how the wires for the shifter system were routed and maybe move them or make sure he wrapped them, because that was a common problem with those particular Edsels.

She really did know her classic cars.

Maybe I’m in over my head.

He’d already completely overhauled the brake system, and now the engine. Next up was detailing the exterior and interior. He had thought about putting money into having the interior redone, but since it was original and in such great shape, he decided to leave it.

He understood why some people liked to customize classic cars, but he didn’t. He wanted this one left as original as possible.

She returned a couple of minutes later, pulling it back into the service bay, where she shut it off and got out. “It seems to be running fine now. Why don’t you take it for a longer drive and let me know if I need to adjust it again?”

“When do you close?”

“In an hour.”

“Okay. Thanks. Is my truck okay parked there?” He’d brought the Edsel in on a car hauler trailer borrowed from another friend of his.

“Yeah, it’s fine. So when are you going to start coming to dinner with us and the gang?”

He shrugged. “I decided after my last two relationship failures that maybe I should stick to Edsels.” He smiled. “At least people expect them to be failures.”

“We keep telling you you’re not fishing in the right pond. Come to dinner with us on Saturday. We’re going to the club after. If nothing else, it’ll get you out of the house. And there’s a rope demo we’re going to before dinner, if you’d like. It’s at the club, too.”

Brooke and her two guys, Justin and Cody, were members of the BDSM club there in Sarasota, and regulars at the Suncoast Society munches. Which is how he’d put two and two together and realized she and her guys were kinky. He’d happened to go to one of the munches, and the triad was there.

He’d already known her from her work on classic cars, after meeting her through the car club that she and her two men frequented.

“It’s just that I’m starting to think my guy picker is as faulty as Ford’s marketing department was.”

“That’s why you need to come out to dinner with us.” She smiled. “Our treat, seriously. We have a babysitter, so we’re planning on making full use of our evening. We’ll be there until Venture closes. You got anything better to do?”

“Not really.”

“Then we’ll see you at the rope demo. Now go test drive that beast and let me know how it’s doing.”

He backed it out of the service bay and headed down the street away from her shop. Already, he could feel a massive difference in the car’s performance. After twenty minutes, he was more than satisfied, and drove it back to Brooke’s, where he parked it behind the car hauler.

She walked out to greet him. “Well?”

“I’m happy. How much do I owe you?”

“Let’s go add it up.”

He followed her into the office where she finished tallying the bill. “I really appreciate you fitting me in,” he said. “I know you have a waiting list.” He handed over his credit card for her to run.

“Glad I could help. Lucky for you, we finished one job a lot earlier than I’d anticipated and had free time on the schedule.”

“I need to learn how to work on that carb.”

“It’s definitely a dying skill set in some areas.” She returned his card and had him sign the receipt and the work order.

“I don’t think I’ve seen a single carb in the dealership since I’ve been there. Then again, I’ve only been doing this for five years now.”

“What’d you do before?”

“Drywall. Didn’t pay very well. Family business, too. So I saved up and went to tech school.”

“Ah.” She smiled. “No offense, but you’re the first tech your age I’ve met who can’t work on a carb.”

“It’s on my to-learn list.”

She handed him his copy of the receipt. “We deal with them all the time. Any time you want to come spend a day working with us…” She smiled.

“I think you all would probably wear my ass out.”

“I think you’re probably right. So, Saturday?”

He carefully folded the papers in his hand. “I guess it can’t hurt to get shot down in front of friends for a change, huh?”

“Who says you’re going to get shot down?”

“I’ve gotten pretty good at being rejected.” He pointed at himself, circling his finger. “Heartache spoken here. Fluently.”

She reached for the receipt and wrote a phone number on the back before returning it to him. “That’s my personal cell. Call me if you have questions about Saturday. Stop thinking fatalistically. You don’t know you’ll get shot down. Sounds like you really need to get out, period.”

“You’ve got that right.”

“Then meet us at the rope demo Saturday. A night out with friends, talking, if nothing else.”

He slowly nodded. “You’re right.”

“Of course I am.”

After saying good-bye, he walked out and loaded the Edsel on the trailer to get it home.

Right now, home was an older rental house east of downtown Sarasota. Small, two bedrooms and one bath, it had a one-car garage—and that was the Edsel’s home.

Wasn’t the best neighborhood, but it was what he could afford on his pay. At least it wasn’t a tiny one-bedroom apartment in a really crappy complex, which was where he’d been living until he started working at the dealership.

After he had the car securely locked up in the garage, he headed to his friend’s house to return the trailer.

“Get it working?” he asked Jeff.

“Yeah, Brooke’s great.”

“Told you. I wish her father was still working, too, but she definitely has his skills.”

“Yes, everyone was right, I should have listened to your advice sooner and taken it to her. I was trying to save some money.”

He shrugged. “You don’t always come out ahead in the end trying to save time or money.”

Or maybe even trying to save love, Jeff thought.

Which was how he’d gotten his heart broken the last time, by a guy he’d thought was the whole package, including a gearhead.

Another reason it’d taken him a while to get back into wanting to work on the Edsel again.

Too many bad memories.

Once he returned home and grabbed a shower, he sank onto his sofa and stared at the TV. He was hungry, knew he should eat something, but couldn’t muster the energy to go get leftovers out of the fridge and nuke them.

He needed to do something different with his life.

I’m thirty-seven and I don’t even have a steady boyfriend.

Hell, he hadn’t been laid in over six months. He could find guys for fast fucks if he wanted…but that wasn’t what he wanted. He also seemed to be attracting subby guys. He didn’t mind being a little toppy on occasion, but he wanted a Dom. A guy who was secure in his life, not a poser, not an abusive asshole. Someone who could play the good kind of mind games with him and leave him wanting more.

Not someone who’d toss him away and break his heart like his last long-term relationship had.

He wouldn’t even mind a switchy guy who preferred being a Dom as his default state.

It struck him as ironic that he’d had no trouble figuring out his sexuality after high school, and after a couple of failed relationships with women, but it had been his career path he’d sucked at.

His father had assumed he’d work with him and eventually take over his drywall business.

Jeff had hated every minute of it. Not to mention, while he’d been okay at it, he struggled and it took him nearly twice as long as someone else to do the same quality job.

It wasn’t…fun.

Finally, even his father had to admit Jeff sucked at the drywall business. He’d allowed Jeff to work around his class schedule at the vo-tech school, where he had studied to be an auto tech. Then Jeff had found a job and, well, now he worked on cars.

He made better money, plus he found the work interesting. Although encounters such as the one today with Brooke emphasized to him how much he still needed to learn.

Fuck it, I’ll go Saturday. Wasn’t like he had anything else to do.

With that decided, he dragged himself up off the couch and out to the kitchen to fix himself dinner. 


Chapter Three

 

I can do this. I’ve got this.

At least, that’s what Stuart would keep telling himself until he finally believed it.

Sure, packing up and leaving the only town he’d ever lived in to go somewhere he’d never been before was…well, crazy.

Except he knew if he tried to spend the rest of his life in Iowa, he’d go crazy. It wasn’t like it was a hotbed of cute, eligible gay guys.

And the kink scene was…lacking.

At least it was for him. Maybe there was a thriving het kink scene he wasn’t clued in to, but it was beside the point now.

And I didn’t even have to come out to my family.

Yet.

Right now, he was parked at a truck stop in northern Florida, just south of the state line, a little after midnight early Monday. He’d finally reached the point of exhaustion and had stopped to nap.

Except he couldn’t fall asleep when he closed his eyes.

Inside the topper on the back of his truck, and in the U-Haul trailer hitched to his truck, were all his possessions. He’d downsized most everything he’d had, which hadn’t been much to start with.

He’d been renting a room from his cousin, Mark. Stuart had lived there ever since he’d graduated from high school. Mostly so he could be away from his parents and escape the torment he suffered during frequent visits by his oldest brother, Jake.

That also meant had he tried to date a guy and bring him home, he would have immediately been bombarded with a lot of uncomfortable—and probably antagonistic—questions he didn’t want to answer.

Shouldn’t have to answer.

I’m twenty-five, for crying out loud.

And then there was Jake to contend with. He definitely would have had a lot to say about Stuart being gay.

Much of it with his fists.

When Stuart had discovered FetLife last year, he realized that there was a much larger world out there than was offered to him on the outskirts of Des Moines, Iowa. After doing some research on job websites, he’d found the construction industry was exploding like crazy in Florida.

And there happened to be a BDSM club in Sarasota.

Coincidentally, there were contractors looking for qualified electricians in that same area. After a couple of phone interviews with one company, they sent him a written job offer—practically unheard of in that field—if he could start next week. They would even put him up for as long as four weeks, at their expense, at a long-stay hotel, if he’d sign a minimum one-year job contract with a guaranteed salary. On top of that, they’d pay for both his registered electrical contractor license fees and, if he applied for it, his certified electrical contractor license.

They were that desperate for trained, qualified people they could depend on who wouldn’t flake out on them. It also meant terms he could wave in his family’s face when they tried to protest or talk him out of moving. Guarantees that he wasn’t doing something stupid or on a whim.

Even his stubborn father had grudgingly admitted he should take the chance.

Stuart was soooo looking forward to this change in his life.

No more nasty winters or ice storms.

No more gut-wrenching, stomach-churning dashes to a storm cellar during tornado season.

No more nosy siblings and cousins breathing down my neck.

It didn’t hurt that he’d been messaging and e-mailing with a guy named Albert Durkin, who lived in Sarasota. They hadn’t talked on the phone or anything, but Stuart wanted to surprise him by moving down without telling him.

Not in a creepy way, though. Stuart had wanted to move down regardless. Albert told him really cool stories about the group of people from the area who were involved in kinky activities. Stuart longed to belong to that kind of group of friends.

Maybe he and Albert could get something going…or not. Either way, still, kind of cool to know he’d already have one ready-made friend he could count on.

 

* * * *

 

Stuart finally did manage a nap in the cab of his truck. When he awoke around dawn Monday morning, he headed into the bathroom to freshen up and wash his face to help drive sleep from his system.

He had a little money saved up. Researching apartments in the area showed the money he’d be making would allow him to get a small place, at least. That was all he needed, just a one-bedroom or even a studio, in a decent neighborhood.

The job wouldn’t be exciting or unusual. Most of what he’d be doing at first would entail working for the contractor building out a new subdivision in southern Sarasota County. Eventually, as that slowed down, they’d be sending him out on service calls or other new construction projects.

By lunch time, he was in Sarasota. His first stop was his new employer, where owner Cedro Luzon warmly greeted him and it immediately set Stuart’s mind at ease. Especially when the older man insisted Stuart call him Cedro. Cedro spoke with an accent, he thought Spanish, but wasn’t sure.

This was real.

This was happening.

He’d done it.

The prediction his mother had always preached behind his back wouldn’t come true—he would make something of his life, on his own. She’d used him living at Mark’s as a prime example of Stuart’s failure to be self-sufficient, while ignoring the fact that she’d suggested it in the first place. A way for him to save money while going to trade school, since Mark lived a mile away from the campus.

As Stuart sat in Cedro’s office and filled out more paperwork, he took deep breaths and tried not to break down crying in front of the man.

Probably not the best first impression to give his new boss, sitting there blubbering like an idiot in front of him.

“Also, I picked you up a couple of apartment guides this morning,” Cedro said as he put them on the desk in front of Stuart. “I know you kids all use the Internet and stuff, but I thought maybe it could help, you know? When we finish here, I’ll take you over to the hotel, get you checked in, let you unpack. Tomorrow morning, you come back here and we get started.”

“Thank you.” Stuart had to stop writing because his hand trembled. “Sir, you don’t know how much I appreciate this opportunity.”

Cedro smiled and waved his comment away. “When I talked to your previous employers, they all sounded very nice, very honest about you. I’d rather have someone new who is willing to learn how I want things done than someone older who thinks they know everything. You’ll be apprenticing under one of my best guys until you get your license. I bet some of our building codes down here are different than in Iowa.”

Cedro waggled a finger at him, but the smile never left his face. “I don’t expect perfection, but I do expect progress and hard work. One of my daughters, Kimbra, she’s an attorney. She drew up the employment contract for me. She’s worried about someone taking advantage of me. I’m more worried about finding quality people I can keep long-term. I can’t run this business forever. I’d like to retire. I can’t do that if I’m not sure I have good people in place. Understand?”

“Yes, sir. I won’t let you down.”

“Something about you told me you’re a good kid. I liked the way you sounded. My Kimbra, she’s not so easy to get past. I told her when she ran the background check on you that I had a good feeling about you. I’ve got guys been working for me close to twenty years now. Unheard of in this business. Leastways, here in Florida. That’s because I run an honest business. I don’t cut corners, and I don’t cheat people. I don’t hesitate to fire a guy who’s not keeping up to my standards. Got it?”

Stuart nervously swallowed. “Yes, sir.” Maybe being out wouldn’t be an option here.

Cedro leaned back. “And like I tell my guys, I don’t care what you do in your personal life as long as it’s legal. I don’t care who you’re dating, either. Long as you show up, do your work well, and don’t put a black mark on my good name in the process. We’re like a family here. One of my guys, he and his husband just got married a few weeks back and we all went. You know? Have each other’s backs. Watch out for each other.” He joined his hands together, fingers laced. “Mi familia. You’re part of our family now.”

Tension drained from Stuart and he nodded, a little harder this time. At this rate, he might seriously be crying before he got out of the guy’s office.

An hour later, Stuart was standing in his new room at the extended-stay hotel. Not super-fancy, they didn’t even have a pool. But it was clean, Cedro told him the neighborhood wasn’t bad, and they had free Internet and cable TV included. The mini kitchen meant he could go grocery shopping and save money by not eating out.

By the time he finally quit for the day just before six, he’d unloaded everything from the truck and trailer that was staying with him at the room, had finished unloading the trailer into the storage unit he’d reserved online when he’d gotten the trailer rental handled, went grocery shopping, called his mother to tell her he’d arrived and his temporary address, and after a shower made himself a large salad with chicken breast for dinner.

As he unwound in front of the TV, the Sarasota station’s six o’clock news started and he began to learn even more about his new adopted hometown. He’d hoped to drive over to the beach and see the Gulf before bed, but he felt so exhausted he knew he needed to get to sleep early for tomorrow morning.

He wanted to be sitting outside Cedro’s office and ready to get to work tomorrow morning when the first person arrived. Cedro had put his faith and trust in Stuart.

He wouldn’t let him down.

After he ate and washed his dishes, he curled up in bed with the TV timer set and didn’t bother logging in to FetLife to check for messages from Albert. It wasn’t unusual for them not to contact each other every day.

A smile creased his face.

Wonder what he’ll say when he finds out I’m living down here now? 


Chapter Four

 

Brandon sipped his coffee and tried to wake up Tuesday morning.

“You all right, Dad?”

“Sure.” He stared at Emma. “I know you didn’t inherit those morning-person genes from me.”

His wide-awake daughter grinned. “You said when I’m sixteen I can start driving myself to practice and school.”

“If your grades are good and you help earn the money for a car and insurance. And since I don’t want your grades or performance to drop, you might have to save up for a while.” She frequently babysat for people and was good about saving her earnings and her allowance.

One of the other moms would drive Emma to school after practice today, because her daughter and Emma went to the same school. She usually picked Emma up from Tracey’s when Emma stayed there, because she had to drive right by their house. But, this meant he’d get to work way early today, and able to leave early to pick Emma up from school and go home.

Well worth it to spend the time with her, though.

When they pulled up at the fitness complex where the swim team practiced, Emma leaned in and hugged him. “Thanks, Dad. See you this afternoon.”

“Go knock ’em dead.” He watched until she walked into the building.

Then he took out his phone, dialed Tracey’s cell, and put his phone in speaker mode before he pulled out into traffic again.

“Hello?”

“Hey. I’d like to talk about what happened yesterday morning between Emma and Corey.”

Tracey made a sound that he knew was accompanied on her end by an eye-roll of epic proportions. “It was nothing. Just Corey being a stupid teenage boy and she took it too personally. It got blown out of proportion.”

“I think secretly setting up a camera in her room to film her is more than a kid being stupid. That’s criminal behavior.”

“For crying out loud, Brandon, don’t turn this into more than it is. She got upset, she overreacted, and thanks to her we had to shell out a hundred dollars for a plumber to come out and get the damn phone out of the toilet.”

Brandon made a mental note to give his daughter another fist bump for that one. He almost offered to chip in half of the plumbing bill…except he knew they probably wouldn’t punish Corey nearly enough.

“I hope Corey faced some sort of punishment for that.”

“Why should he? He didn’t stop up the toilet.”

“For trying to film our daughter without her permission. What if he’d gotten video of her naked and posted it online? Would it be so ‘innocent’ then? That’s considered distributing child porn. He could be arrested for that.”

“As usual, Brandon, you’re overreacting. It was an old phone. It barely works. It’s not even activated.”

“If it has a Wi-Fi connection, he can still upload stuff to the Internet with it. It doesn’t have to be activated as a cell phone to do that. Or didn’t you know that? It would literally take seconds for that boy to ruin our daughter’s life by posting naked pics of her all over social media and humiliating her.”

Tracey went quiet for a moment, meaning she hadn’t factored that into the equation. “He wouldn’t do something like that.” Her tone said otherwise.

“Don’t be so sure about that. Let me tell you something, Tracey. If I hear of him doing any bullshit like that again, I will call the cops on him, and I will insist they press charges against him. And they’ll certainly want to know why you didn’t call them the first time. So it’ll behoove you and Pat to sit the kid down and lay out the facts of life to him. Why didn’t you tell me he’s living there full-time now?”

“Because it’s none of your business.”

“When my daughter’s unhappy, it most certainly is my business.”

“Well, if she’s unhappy, you should have thought about that before you turned gay and left me, jerk.”

She hung up on him.

He tossed his phone into the passenger seat and didn’t bother trying to call her back. It’d be pointless. Especially once she’d pulled out that threadbare insult and hurled it at him.

Besides, he’d driven home what he’d needed to—that he would call the cops.

She knew it, too.

He was pretty laid back about a lot of things.

Emma’s safety and well-being was not one of those things. When Emma had been having problems with bullies in school three years earlier, and Tracey hadn’t done anything about it, it was Brandon who’d taken the day off from work and gone to the principal and demanded action be taken.

Tracey had whined that she couldn’t afford to take off work to deal with it, and it was just “normal kid stuff” anyway.

Brandon also didn’t let Tracey’s jabs about him leaving get under his skin. She’d willfully refused to listen to reason or accept him being gay wasn’t something that suddenly happened to him. It wasn’t a conscious choice he’d made to “turn gay.” That he’d unfortunately lied to himself and, by default, her when they’d gotten involved and then married. Absolutely he regretted it, except he didn’t regret having Emma.

Even if Tracey couldn’t see the positive side of the situation and had jumped for the first life raft she’d met after their divorce—Pat.

Brandon’s focus would remain on Emma, even if Tracey couldn’t do that.

 

* * * *

 

Stuart was sitting in the parking lot in his truck early the next morning when the first guy arrived at the main office. He let Stuart in and started showing him around. That’s where they were when Cedro arrived.

“I hope being prompt is a habit you have normally,” he noted.

“I do, sir.”

“Cedro,” he said. “Actually this works out well. This is Tom, and you’ll be going with him today to the job site.”

After getting that squared away, Stuart got what he needed from his own truck and rode with Tom in one of the company work vans to the development.

It was huge, over three hundred homes plotted to be built.

“The good thing is,” Tom explained, “it’s nothing difficult. And even though some of the houses have custom options, there are only about six main designs, although some are on a reversed floor plan. Super-easy to wire. Nothing crazy.”

The house they were working on today was little more than stud walls inside the shell. The wiring had been started yesterday afternoon, and the plan was to finish it by that afternoon and start on the one next door. There were other houses in the development that more of Cedro’s men were working on.

As they worked, he and Tom talked and Stuart got to learn more about his new boss. “Family guy, really nice. They hold barbecues for all of us and our families. One of their daughters even has her ex and the ex’s fiancée join them.”

“How long have you worked for him?”

“Over fifteen years. Best decision I ever made. My father-in-law told me I was stupid not to go into business for myself, but I’m happy doing this. Figuring in the separate insurance and all that stuff I’d need if I was the boss? I’m happy pulling wire, thank you very much. When I go home at the end of the day, my wife and kids get my full attention. I don’t have to spend hours doing paperwork or worrying if the right permits got pulled, or scheduling inspections.”

Stuart had once toyed with having his own business, but those exact reasons Tom brought up were all things that had stopped him, too. Intimidated him.

By the end of the day, Stuart was exhausted but felt satisfied at the job he’d done. As Tom drove them back to the office, Stuart looked around at his new surroundings.

Not a single damn cornfield in sight.

Sure, it was hot, but so was Iowa in the summer. At least here the shade felt cool with the sea breeze the peninsula got. They hadn’t even needed any fans in the shell house they were working on today.

He’d thought about driving by some of the apartment complexes from the information Cedro had given him, except he found himself using his phone to navigate over to one of the barrier islands.

After kicking off his work boots and socks and leaving them in the truck, he walked along the wooden boardwalk through the dunes and emerged onto the white sand beach.

He stared, slack-jawed at the sight. Like something out of a movie. Beautiful blue-green water, the western horizon starting to turn different shades of orange and purple as the sun drew lower to the water—everything he’d hoped it would be.

His only regret was he couldn’t sit there all evening and do nothing but stare. At least he remembered to snap a picture to post on Facebook.

I definitely made the right decision.

 

* * * *

 

Jeff clocked out at the end of the day, exhausted and ready to collapse. He headed home and realized on his way there that he didn’t have anything for dinner.

Or lunch.

Or breakfast, and he was almost out of coffee.

Dammit.

He hated going to the store straight from work, but as tired as he felt, he knew he’d never leave the house again if he went home first. He hadn’t slept well at all last night, his conversation with Brooke running through his head.

He needed to put himself out there more despite his fear. There had to be a guy out there for him, a long-term relationship prospect who was dominant but not domineering.

He stopped at a Publix on his way home and tried to remember what he needed. Living alone wasn’t exactly fun. It was adulting, and that was about the extent of it,

Hell, even if he had a roommate it’d be tolerable. It was a two-bedroom house. He really didn’t need the extra bedroom space.

Maybe that’s what I need to do. Find a roommate.

And it would save him money every month.

Even better, if he could find a kinky roommate—gay or straight—who wouldn’t care if he ended up bringing a guy home to fuck and beat his ass, it would mean no uncomfortable excuses or trying to hook up at someone else’s house.

It was a thought.

As he stood in line to check out, he glanced around. Lots of people from various walks of life, some retirees, some young families, some people making their way home from work.

And…me.

He felt alone.

By the time he returned home, he knew he had to meet up with Brooke and her guys on Saturday. This self-imposed isolation wasn’t healthy and he knew it. It’d be too tempting to sink into a depression at the rate he was going.

 

* * * *

 

Brandon was parked outside Emma’s school when it let out. Emma met up with him shortly thereafter, climbing into his car after tossing her backpack into the back seat.

“Hey,” he said when she didn’t speak.

“Hey.”

“Okay, so we’re back to sullen teenager?”

She blew out a breath. “Sorry.” She leaned in and hugged him. “I really don’t want to go back to Mom’s tomorrow.”

“You can make it. Just a couple of weeks.”

“You promise you’ll help me move out?”

“If you promise to do what you said you’ll do. I can’t hand you success in life, sweetheart. You’re almost sixteen. You’re entitled to decide if you want to live with her or me, but I’m not going to start the paperwork process until you do.”

“It’d get me out of this weekend.”

“And I’d probably still make you go, because it’s her weekend and they spent money on tickets. Though I will concede the fact that it was short-sighted on your mother’s part to decide to take you on a boat.”

“Gee, ya think?”

He pointed to a plastic bag on the backseat. “There’s your seasick medicine, by the way.”

“Thanks, Daddy.”

“Dinner?” He headed for the exit.

“Can we call in a pizza and stay home?”

“Really?”

“Yeah. I don’t feel like going anywhere.”

“Have you talked to your mother today?”

“No.” She stared out the windshield. “I don’t want to, either.”

He decided not to mention his morning conversation with Tracey. “I wish I could wave a magic wand and fix this for you.”

“A fairy godfather?” But the playful smirk on her face told him she was messing with him.

He offered her a fist bump, which she returned.

She was definitely her father’s daughter when it came to snark. 


Chapter Five

 

Brandon kept in touch with Emma all week. Apparently, the small ship they’d be spending the weekend on didn’t have Wi-Fi, and they’d be too far offshore for cell service. It was supposed to be a weekend intensive family bonding kind of experience, according to the mumbo-jumbo he got from Tracey when he pressed her further on Friday afternoon, about an hour before he knew they were due to leave to drive up to St. Pete, where apparently the ship was docked.

He’d called Tracey mostly because he felt obligated to tell her about the seasick meds he’d bought for Emma. He’d looked through their divorce papers and he didn’t want to withhold information in case Tracey might try to use it against him later.

When he told Tracey he’d purchased seasick medicine for Emma, the woman acted crazier than usual.

“I am perfectly capable of parenting my daughter, Brandon. We already told her she wouldn’t need to take those.”

“Uh, do you not remember the ice cream Mickey head she yakked up all over us at Disney that time?”

“She was a kid and had an upset stomach.”

“She threw up at her friend’s birthday party when they took kayaks out.”

“And she reacted to something she ate that day.”

“She vomited at your cousin’s wedding on that sailboat—”

“Grow up, Brandon.” Tracey hung up on him.

Well, I tried.

He hoped Tracey wasn’t really stupid enough to forbid Emma from taking the meds, but if she did, that would be more proof his daughter shouldn’t be living with her.

And it would be worth it to hear if Emma managed to throw up on Pat or not.

 

* * * *

 

By the time Saturday afternoon rolled around, Jeff had changed his mind about whether or not to go to Venture at least a dozen times. He knew going was the right choice, but still, he felt…

Scared shitless.

Not for his physical safety, duh. But emotionally, he’d been through enough that, yeah, he was gun-shy.

And he’d engaged in all manner of self-talk about it, too. Trying to logic himself into feeling better about it.

Except…he couldn’t help thinking about his failures.

Heartache spoken here.

It seemed to be the one thing he was naturally good at, ironically enough.

Finally, he showered and dressed and headed for the club. When he arrived, he spotted Brooke, Justin, and Cody getting out of their car.

He pulled in next to them.

“Hey,” Brooke said when he got out. “Was beginning to wonder if you were going to make it.”

“I almost didn’t.” He locked the truck. “I’m nervous as hell.”

“Nothing to be nervous about,” Cody assured him. “Everyone’s really friendly.”

“I don’t have rope or anything.”

“Don’t worry,” Justin said. “This is more a demo than a class. A lot of people are new to this.”

“Okay.”

They escorted him into the office and stayed with him while he filled out the paperwork, even though all they had to do was pay and get checked in. Once he was fitted with a wristband like they were, the woman volunteering at the desk addressed Brooke.

“Do you want me to get Max or Sean to do the newbie orientation, or do you guys want to handle it?”

“We’ll handle it. Oh, this is Cali. She and her guys volunteer here, plus they make those.” Brooke pointed to a section of wall in the office lined with paddles and other implements. The small sign above the section read Two Crafty Bastards Toys.

“You guys make those?”

Cali smiled. “It’s a living. Actually, it’s my living. They have evil day jobs that actually pay most of the bills. I’m in charge of the website and handle all of that for them.”

“Wow. Cool.”

“Let’s get inside and grab good seats,” Cody said. “Leah’s doing this demo, and she usually draws a crowd.”

Jeff followed them inside.

 

* * * *

 

Brandon had debated whether or not to come out today. After spending his Saturday morning handling chores and yard work, he’d just about worn himself out.

Still, he didn’t want to miss the rope demo.

And maybe he could pick up a scene later. He’d play with men or women, for that part he wasn’t picky. As long as when he initially talked with them he felt like he could be friends with them, he could play.

For sex or intimate play he was far more choosey, and then he only partnered with men. Playing with a woman was fun, but that only sated his sadistic urges, not his sexual ones. Sex and sadism were two different things for him, although with the right partner, they definitely could play off each other.

That’s how he ended up taking a shower, checking his toybag to make sure everything was in it, and heading out to Venture. He left the toybag in the trunk for now. Maybe he’d need it later, maybe he wouldn’t.

Cali was manning the desk that afternoon. “Hey.”

“Hey, Brandon. You here to see Sean get strung up?”

He smiled. “You are a lucky lady, I’ll give you that.”

“Tell me something I don’t know.” She took his money and gave him a wristband. “Brooke and her guys have a newbie friend in there with them. She already gave me a heads-up earlier this week, but wasn’t sure he’d make it. Single, gay, and, in my opinion, not bad looking.”

Brandon’s ears perked up. “You saying this as my friend, or as a member of the Frightful Five?”

She grinned. “Yes.”

“Thanks.”

“Any time.”

He headed inside, trying not to be obvious, but immediately looking around to find Brooke and her guys.

The third man with her had to be the newbie.

Rawr.

Cali had called that one right. He was good-looking, maybe a couple inches shorter than his own six two, and with dark blond hair and hazel eyes. Looked a little younger than him, maybe mid-thirties.

He walked over to say hi. Brooke immediately smiled upon seeing him and took over. “Hey, Brandon. Perfect timing. This is Jeff, a friend of ours. He’s new-new.”

 

* * * *

 

Jeff had to swallow. The guy was hunky, blue eyes and dark brown hair with a little grey here and there.

“Hi,” he finally managed, shaking with him. “Nice to meet you.”

“Likewise. Are you here with anyone?”

Brooke gently shoved him toward Brandon. “Not anymore.” He glanced back and spotted her grin. “Feel free to steal him away from us. We just wanted to get him out of the house for the night. He’s all yours.”

When he turned his attention back to Brandon, Jeff spotted his smile. “I think we’ve been set up,” Brandon said.

Jeff took a deep breath and nodded. “Yeah. I think so.”

“I’m not complaining.”

“Neither am I.”

“Then let me get this right out of the way so there aren’t any misunderstandings. I’m gay, definitely a Top, single, and looking.”

Jeff’s nerves settled. “All of that, except I’m a bottom. A little switchy sometimes, under the right circumstances.”

“Have you ever been here before?”

“Not here, no, but I’ve been to the munches and up to the Toucan. I’m not a complete beginner in the lifestyle. I know Brooke and her guys from elsewhere and stumbled across the fact that they’re kinky, too. I’m going to dinner with them and some of their friends after the class.”

“Sigalo’s?”

“Yeah. Are you going?”

“I was thinking about it.” Brandon smiled again, and Jeff felt his cock harden. There was something so…calm about the guy. Soothing. He didn’t appear arrogant.

So far, the guy was checking every good mental box Jeff had, in a scary-fast way.

“If you’d like to join us, that’d be cool,” Jeff offered.

“So you aren’t here to meet anyone to play tonight?”

“I hadn’t arranged anything yet.” Jeff found himself adding, “But if you’re offering, let’s talk about it. I’m open to that. It’s been a while since I’ve played and I could use a good ass-beating.”

Brandon’s smile widened. “Okay. That’s a deal.”

 

* * * *

 

Brandon could sense Jeff was nervous. He wouldn’t push him to play, but if they could talk and Jeff was still wanting to play after dinner, hell yeah, he’d play with the cutie.

“I haven’t given a good ass-beating in a while,” he told Jeff. “Sounds like we do have a lot in common.”

Jeff’s smile widened. “Hope you don’t mind I’m not the kind of guy who will jump into bed though.”

“You’re still not scaring me off. I have to be cautious. I have a teenaged daughter. I don’t take risks because I have her to think about.”

Brandon knew that would either put the brakes on things and scare Jeff off, or it would open the door a little wider.

“We keep talking like this and you’re going to have me bent over a bench in about ten minutes.”

He could tell Jeff had a good sense of humor, sensed a vulnerability about him. The man was trying to deflect a little with humor, and Brandon decided to go with it, see where it led them.

“Let’s keep talking then.” They settled into chairs while waiting for Leah’s demo to start.

There were still several minutes, and as more people arrived, Brandon spotted friends he hadn’t seen in a while. Tony and Shayla walked over to say hi, and that’s who he and Jeff were talking to when Cali opened the office door, seemed to be looking for someone, then called to Tony before she disappeared.

“That didn’t look good,” Brooke noted from where she and her guys sat a row behind them.

“No, it didn’t,” Brandon said.

It wasn’t long before Cali had summoned Ross, Max, and Sean out to the office. Then, another long moment later, she opened the office door, pointed at Brandon, and crooked a finger at him before disappearing again.

“That’s…weird.” Now a feeling of disquiet filled him.

“What’s going on?” Jeff asked.

“I don’t know. I’ll be right back.” He rose and walked out to the office.

Cali, Sean, Max, Ross, and Tony all wore dark looks. They were surrounding a young guy Brandon had never seen before, all of them staring at his phone.

“What’s going on?” Brandon asked.

Tony looked up. “We need to talk.” 


Chapter Six

 

With his stomach feeling like it was somewhere in his throat, Stuart prepared to go to Venture to the rope class Saturday afternoon. He had no idea what to expect, except that their website made the place sound safe.

And Albert was supposed to be there, although Albert didn’t know he was coming, too.

I can finally meet him.

He desperately hoped Albert didn’t think he was some sort of crazy Internet creeper. Even if all they did was become friends in real life, Stuart was fine with that.

Friends, he needed. Desperately.

Most of the friends he’d had in Iowa were also either distant relatives, or friends of relatives, meaning they might report things he said or did back to his family.

He got it. He was the youngest and tended to catch attention in a bad way. Didn’t help that his family wasn’t exactly progressive in their social or political views. It wasn’t just his sexuality he kept hidden. He was the closet Democrat in the family, and had always felt out of place when the topic came up, learning to keep his mouth shut and nod and smile.

It preserved the peace and his sanity.

Especially around his eldest brother, Jake.

The guys he now worked with all seemed nice, but being kinky wasn’t exactly something he felt comfortable discussing there.

When he’d first started talking to Albert, he knew intellectually he shouldn’t get hung up on the guy, especially since he really didn’t know much about him.

But they’d spent hours chatting online sometimes. Stuart wouldn’t have been able to call him anyway, because the walls in his cousin’s old house were paper thin. And disappearing for a few hours to talk on the phone would have looked suspicious.

As Stuart had made his decision to move to Florida and sought out a job, he’d lived vicariously through Albert’s tales of the private parties, including a celebrity or two who apparently attended some of them, although Albert wouldn’t name names.

And they’d privately exchanged pictures. The one Albert sent him looked like it’d been taken at a private party. He was talking to a guy Albert identified as Tony, one of the unofficial group leaders and a friend of his.

Tall, blue eyes and dark brown hair, Albert Durkin was definitely a hunk, in Stuart’s opinion.

Apparently he wasn’t involved with anyone right now, although he did play with people.

Maybe I can get him to play with me tonight.

When he parked outside the commercial warehouse complex where Venture was located, Stuart had to take a deep breath to calm his nerves. There were plenty of vehicles parked outside already, which Albert had warned him about when they’d chatted earlier in the week.

I love going to Leah’s classes. She always draws a crowd.

Meanwhile, Stuart hadn’t let on he was going to attend.

He hoped Albert was as good a guy as he’d come across online. They hadn’t even done any sexting or anything like that, so that was a positive sign, right?

The woman at the counter in the office seemed nice. And when he told her he was new, she asked for his license and started running through a quick list of things.

“Oh, Iowa. Just visiting?”

“No, I live here now. I haven’t changed that yet. I still need to find an apartment. Just got here on Monday.”

“Nice. Welcome to Florida. What brought you here?”

“Job. And I wanted to get out of Iowa.” He found himself practically spilling his guts to her. “I couldn’t be out with all my family there. And I couldn’t find any kinky events or communities near me. I’m really new to all of this. And…this is going to sound strange but I swear I’m not a stalker. I’ve been talking to a guy I met on FetLife who’s a member here. He doesn’t know I moved here yet. I wanted to surprise him. He’s supposed to be here today. Albert Durkin?”

She cocked her head at him. “I’m sorry, I can’t reveal any personal information about members.”

“I have his picture. Can you tell me if he’s here yet?” He pulled out his phone and showed her the picture.

That’s when her expression really turned strange. Even her voice changed. “You say this Albert Durkin guy sent you this?”

“Yeah. Why?”

She returned his phone and tapped something into the computer, a frown replacing her expression. “Wait here for me, okay?”

She walked over to another door, opened it, and summoned someone.

A man—Tony from the picture—walked into the office. He wore a volunteer badge. Stuart recognized him immediately from the picture.

“Tony!”

The man pulled up short. “I’m sorry, do I know you?”

Stuart immediately felt like an idiot. “Sorry, no. Albert told me all about you.”

“Albert?”

Cali pointed at Stuart. “Take a look at this. Show him the picture.”

Something about her tone of voice unsettled Stuart. He pulled out his phone again and showed Tony the picture.

“I’ve been talking to Albert online. He sent me that picture of himself talking with you.”

Tony’s expression went flat with more than a hint of darkness. “He did, did he?”

“Yeah. He doesn’t know I’m here. What’s wrong?”

Cali pointed at the phone. “That looks like it was taken the night of the St. Patrick’s Day party at our house.”

“Yeah, that’s what I thought. Did he e-mail this picture to you?”

“Um, yeah.”

“Do you still have that e-mail on your phone?”

“Yeah, it’s in Gmail.” He opened it and showed him.

“Get Sean, Max, and Ross in here,” Tony told the woman. She headed out to do it.

“What’s wrong?” Stuart asked.

“This picture was taken without my consent, and likely without the consent of him, too. You said the guy who sent it to you said it was a picture of him?”

“Yeah. He said he was talking to you.”

“Did he mention who took the picture?”

“No.” Three more men entered the office from the door Tony had come in. “What’s going on?” the first one asked. “What’s wrong?”

Tony had pulled his own phone out and was looking for something, comparing it to Stuart’s phone. He introduced Stuart to the three men. Ross had been the one to speak, and the other two were Max and Sean, partners of the woman manning the counter, whose name was Cali.

“We have a serious problem,” Tony said. “Someone took a picture at the St. Patrick’s Day party without permission and sent it to him. The guy who sent it to him claims his name’s Albert…” Tony looked at him.

“Durkin,” Stuart filled in, now feeling uneasy. “Albert Durkin.”

“We don’t have any members by that name,” Cali said. “I checked. No Durkins at all.”

“We’ve been talking online for a couple of months.”

“On the phone?” Ross asked as he looked over Tony’s shoulder.

“No. Just online. I didn’t mean to get him in trouble.”

“You didn’t,” Tony said. “But unless he’s been lying to us, that man’s name is not Albert Durkin, and I think you’ve been catfished. Ah, there’s the folder I want.”

“Who do you think did it?” Max asked.

“I can safely rule out over ninety percent of the attendees, because they’ve been long-time invitees.” Tony went quiet as he searched for something. “Gotcha.”

“Who was it?” Sean asked.

Tony held his phone up so the three men could see it, but not Stuart.

Ross glared. “Fuck. He had that new girl with him that night.”

“Yep. I made her RSVP separately so I could go over stuff with her, like I always do. This picture was sent from the same IP address she e-mailed me from. He might not even know she did it. I don’t want to jump to conclusions and blame him if he didn’t know.”

Now Stuart was confused. “What?”

Tony turned to him. “I work in IT. Every time you send an e-mail, the full headers include information about where it came from. Including what’s called an IP address. You haven’t been talking to a guy.” He looked at Cali. “Go ask him to come out here, please. He needs to know about this since it involves him, too.”

She went to the door and summoned someone else.

The door opened a moment later and Albert—or whatever his name was—walked out, looking confused.

“What’s going on?” he asked.

Stuart’s heart fluttered, but now he didn’t know if it was excitement or fear.

“We need to talk,” Tony said. He showed him Stuart’s phone and explained what was going on.

Stuart now wished he could melt into the floor and disappear and have never heard about this place or anyone here.

As the guy—not-Albert—listened, the expression on his face darkened, grim. “So that woman pretended to be someone and used a picture she took on the sly of me and you to lie to this guy?” His blue gaze finally met Stuart’s. “Sorry, that came out harsher than I meant.”

Stuart was beyond being able to talk. He sort of held up his hand indicating it was okay.

Tony apparently forwarded the picture to himself, because he returned Stuart’s phone to him and then did something on his. “Son of a bitch, yep. There’s the picture metadata from her phone. She definitely took it.”

“I-I’m sorry,” Stuart said, feeling sick and realizing his voice was barely a whisper. “I should leave.”

Cali patted him on the shoulder. “Please, don’t leave. It’s okay. This isn’t your fault.”

“I’m so stupid. I thought he was a real person.”

“I am a real person,” the guy said. He stuck his hand out. “Brandon. Nice to meet you.”

Stuart couldn’t believe the guy was being so generous. Had his picture been used to trick someone, he wasn’t sure he’d feel the same. He shook with him. “Stuart.”

The outer office door opened, and a man and woman walked in.

All the others, except for Brandon, focused on the woman.

“Cali,” Tony said, “please stand outside and hold anyone else for a minute.”

“I’ve got the dungeon door,” Sean said, moving to block it.

“What’s going on?” the guy asked.

But Stuart instinctively knew.

This was the woman.

 

* * * *

 

Brandon was torn between anger that his picture had been taken without his permission at a private party and then used to catfish a guy, and sympathy for the cute new guy who’d been catfished. Especially since he was young and obviously naive.

“Ken, we need to talk,” Tony said. “I need to see her phone. Right now.”

“What?”

“It’s serious. I either see her phone right now, or you’re both permanently banned from the club and the private parties and the munches.”

She started to protest, but apparently he’d been holding it for her and he silenced her with a dark glare. He immediately pulled the cell phone from his pocket, unlocked it, and handed it over.

Tony, with Ross and Max looking over his shoulder, scrolled.

Then they grimly showed it to him.

Rage filled the guy’s face. “You fucking took pics at a private party?” he roared at her, making Stuart flinch.

She shrank away from them. “I-I can explain—”

Tony turned to Stuart, pointing at the woman. “This is Albert Durkin.”

“Who?” Ken asked.

She blanched as she obviously recognized Stuart and tried to hide behind Ken while Tony took over explaining.

Ken angrily deleted all the pictures from her phone. “Man, I’m so sorry about this. I had no idea.” He scrolled to something else. “Son of a bitch!” He turned on her. “How many guys have you been talking to?”

She started to head for the door, but he grabbed her arm. “Fucking answer me!”

“I…I was bored. I didn’t mean any harm! I wasn’t even sexting them.”

Now Stuart really looked like he wanted to melt into the carpet.

Ken handed Tony the phone. “The code is 8219. Can you please wipe it for me to factory defaults and figure out if she had any cloud storage and wipe that, too? I’ll get it back from you later.”

“Sure.”

“Hey, that’s my phone!” the woman protested.

“No, it’s my phone,” Ken said. “I bought and paid for it, and I pay for the account, which is getting canceled as soon as I can get it done. First thing we’re doing is going home and you’re packing your shit and leaving.”

“But I don’t have anywhere to go!”

“You should have thought about that before you pulled this stunt. Guess you’ll be living in your fucking car.” He turned to Stuart and Brandon. “Man, I’m so sorry.”

“We need to have a long, serious talk about you being on the private party lists now,” Ross said.

“I get it. I understand. She won’t be coming back with me, that’s for damn sure.”

“But I was just—”

“Shut up,” Ken told her. “You have no idea how seriously bad this is. I thought I made it clear to you that going to the private parties was a huge deal, and you fucking breach not just my trust, but all of theirs by disrespecting them like this? Don’t you realize that people can lose their fucking jobs if this shit gets out?”

“I have a kid,” Brandon angrily said to the woman. “I have a daughter, and I have a job. Did you stop to think that maybe I don’t want my damn picture being sent to random strangers on the Internet? And messing with poor guys like this? What the hell is wrong with you?”

“I was just kidding around!”

Ken pointed at the door. “Let’s go. Now.”

“But my phone!”

“What part of ‘that’s my phone’ did you not understand? You have nothing except the damn clothes on your back and that shitty-ass car of yours. I thought I was being nice by letting you move in with me because I felt sorry for you, but I bet there was more to the story of your roommate ‘suddenly’ throwing you out, wasn’t there? Let’s go.”

He stormed out, the girl protesting in his wake as she followed.

Cali returned, staring after them. “Well, that was different.” She smiled at Stuart. “Let’s finish your paperwork.”

“I…I probably should go. I didn’t know I was going to cause trouble.”

“You didn’t,” Brandon insisted, feeling sorry for the guy. “You didn’t do anything wrong.”

“He just moved here from Iowa,” Cali told Brandon. “He’s totally new. And gay. Recently out.”

Shit.

Brandon reached for his wallet. “I’ll pay for his membership.”

When Stuart started to protest, Brandon held a hand up. “Look, I remember how terrified I was when I first met this group of people. Especially how supportive they were to me when I came out and had to divorce my wife. They welcomed me in. This is not your fault. And I want you to understand you are welcomed here.” 


Chapter Seven

 

Stuart wasn’t sure he might not start crying right there in the office at how kind everyone was being to him now that they understood he was an innocent victim in this.

He still felt like a total fucking idiot.

Tony even reached over and patted him on the shoulder. “He’s right. We have a long tradition of making sure people feel welcomed. You were a victim here. Consider it a lesson learned.”

“I’m serious,” Brandon said. “I’d appreciate it if you’d come in. A bunch of us are going out to dinner after the workshop. Join us. Please?”

Everyone seemed to be waiting for him to accept, and now he knew he’d feel worse if he refused. “Okay, thank you. But you don’t have to pay for my membership.”

“I don’t mind.” He smiled, and he looked just as sexy as Stuart had fantasized about him—well, who he’d thought he was.

They finished his paperwork and Brandon walked him inside, where he introduced him to another guy.

Another cute guy.

Jeff had hazel eyes and blond hair and was nearly as tall as Brandon, both of them taller than his own five nine.

Jeff looked understandably confused as Brandon had Stuart sit between them. “I’ll explain at the break,” Brandon said. “He’s new, and it’s a sort of crazy story.”

As the workshop started, Stuart tried to tune out what had happened, his humiliation—his attraction to Brandon.

He didn’t even know if Brandon was single or not.

Right now, he wasn’t even sure if he trusted himself to meet anyone for anything other than friendship.

 

* * * *

 

The cutie Brandon returned with turned Jeff’s crank hard. A subbie, if he had to guess, younger than him. Stuart had the wide-eyed look of a newbie walking into a dungeon for the first time. While slightly annoyed he no longer had Brandon to himself, Jeff didn’t mind at all when Brandon sat the new guy between them.

At the first break, Brandon explained what had happened, and that flipped Jeff’s switch from annoyance to sympathy. Stuart was twenty-five, twelve years younger than him, and not just new to the lifestyle, but freshly out of his closet.

Yeah, he understood exactly why Brandon took Stuart under his wing. Had the situation been reversed and it was him who was in Brandon’s shoes, he would have done the same thing.

“Yeah, come to dinner with us after class,” Jeff said. “And then we’re coming back here after. Seriously.”

Stuart was a cutie, green eyes and brown hair a lighter shade than Brandon’s, and what looked to be a tight, adorable bubble butt on him.

Yeah.

A fantasy floated to the top of Jeff’s brain, but he shoved it away. He just met these two guys tonight. He shouldn’t be having thoughts of trying to figure out how to have a threesome with them when, hell, he didn’t even really know them yet.

But despite logic, that tenacious little fantasy would not go away.

 

* * * *

 

Brandon hadn’t had this problem before. Not just one, but two cute subbie guys to talk to and potentially play with. After the workshop ended, they’d all agreed to head to dinner at Sigalo’s with the rest of them.

He didn’t know if this was rushing anything, but he made the offer. “If you both want to ride with me, I don’t mind driving.”

Jeff immediately nodded, leaving Stuart.

While the poor guy had loosened up a little, now with the workshop over, Brandon sensed Stuart’s tension return.

He, too, finally nodded. “Okay, thanks.”

Brandon didn’t know why it was so important to him to make a good first impression on either man—

Oh, hell, he knew exactly why.

He was attracted to both of them.

This wasn’t a problem he was used to having. Normally, he didn’t consider himself poly. Hell, he hadn’t had one relationship in a long time, much less juggling two guys at once. It wasn’t that he was against poly in principle, either. Plenty of his friends were poly, or at least monogamish.

But as dinner progressed and Stuart obviously loosened up and relaxed with them, Brandon knew he was on his way to a potentially serious problem.

Except…he had no idea what to do to head it off.

 

* * * *

 

During dinner, the talk turned to play and Stuart hoped he wasn’t embarrassing himself further. “I’ve never played, but I’d like to,” he admitted.

“I wouldn’t mind getting my ass beaten tonight, either,” Jeff said, looking at Brandon.

He seemed to study both of them. “I do have my toybag with me. We could play, if you’re interested in that. We need to negotiate, though.”

Jeff wore a handsome smirk. “You could beat my ass first and let him decide what he wants to try after. I don’t need aftercare. Heck, I wouldn’t mind co-topping with you.”

Both of these guys with their hands on him?

Stuart suppressed the shiver that wanted to race through his body. “Yes, please,” he softly asked.

“Really?” Brandon asked.

“Really.”

“Then I guess we do need to talk.”

From that point on, Brandon and Jeff went through stuff with him, impact play and different implements, what kind of play he might like.

He didn’t know what he liked.

Jeff seemed to bounce back and forth from Top to subby, helping Stuart set limits and clarify points. During this discussion, Cali got up, rounded the group of tables, and walked over to them.

“How you doing, Stuart?”

He nodded. “We’re talking.”

“Feeling better?”

“Yeah, thank you.”

“Hey, don’t feel bad, seriously. On another night, remind me to tell you what my shitty ex-boyfriend did to me. It happens to the best of us. But keep in mind that life is short, and we only get one. So while you’re being cautious, don’t forget to live and enjoy yourself. Take the good kinds of risks. I can vouch for Brandon that he’s a decent guy. I’m sure Brooke and her guys will vouch for Jeff. We keep an eye on our own around here, so don’t be afraid to stretch your wings where it’s safe.” She patted him on the shoulder before moving on to talk to someone else.

Stuart returned his focus to Brandon and Jeff. Hell, wasn’t this exactly why he’d moved to Florida in the first place? To take a chance and actually live his life? “Yeah. Let’s do this.”

“You sure?” Brandon asked.

“Absolutely.

 

* * * *

 

Jeff wanted to rush through the rest of dinner and get back to Venture.

Get his ass beat by a gorgeous Dom and get to help top a new subby?

Yes, please!

When they did return to Venture, since they had already paid for the night and wore their wristbands, they were waved inside.

They staked out a bench on the far side of the space, and Brandon opened his toybag to show them what he had.

Nothing in there Jeff would red for, but he explained some of the less obvious looking implements to Stuart, items he knew might catch the guy off-guard.

“But if you use something on me I can’t tolerate and I say red, you’ll stop using it?”

“Of course,” Brandon said as he started hanging implements on a nearby stand.

“Then why don’t we play like that? Maybe not restrain me this time?”

Jeff had to hand it to Stuart, the guy had balls.

“You can pick some implements you want to try and I can limit your scene to those,” Brandon said.

“I’ll watch what you do to Jeff, if that’s okay. If I see something I don’t like, then I’ll tell you before you start.”

“Fair enough.”

“Can I talk to Jeff while you play with him?”

Brandon pointed to Jeff. “That’s between you and him.”

There was something…really different in a good way about all of this. About Brandon and about Stuart.

“You can help him, if you want,” Jeff said.

“I just want to watch.”

“Why don’t you sit at the head of the bench? You can keep me distracted.” Jeff winked.

“Works for me,” Brandon said. “Do you have a jock or something to wear, or do you play full naked?” he asked Jeff.

“I’m good with full naked.” He stared into Brandon’s blue gaze and fought the urge to lean in and kiss him.

Brandon licked his lips. “Okay.”

 

* * * *

 

Dayamn.

Brandon’s cock throbbed, painfully hard. He hadn’t felt this hard in a long damn time, either.

“You’re going to need a towel,” he told Jeff.

“I’ll get it.” He walked over to the rack of them and Brandon didn’t miss how Stuart also watched him.

When he returned, he draped it over the bench, laying a spare next to Brandon’s bag, presumably for Stuart, along with a fleece throw. Then, next thing Brandon knew, Jeff was stripping.

Holy…fuck, thank you!

Nice body on him, gorgeous ass, and his cut, eight-inch cock was already semi-hard.

Brandon gave up and adjusted his cock in his jeans.

Jeff smirked. “Problem, sir?”

Brandon didn’t miss that it was a lower-case s. “No problem.” He pointed at the bench. “Just a little bit of discomfort I can deal with.”

Jeff climbed up on the bench, arching his back so Brandon could get a good look at the goods. Now he knew the guy was doing it deliberately.

He reached out and dug his fingers into both of Jeff’s ass cheeks, squeezing hard, enjoying the soft moans the man made in reply. “It’s not nice to tease the horny sadist, you know.”

He wiggled his ass a little. “Yes, sir.”

“Won’t stop you from doing it, huh?”

Jeff smiled at him over his shoulder. “What do you think?”

“I think you’re about to see how much you can take before you safeword.”

“Yes, please, I hope so.” He flattened himself on the bench and got comfortable, snagging Stuart’s arm and having him sit in front of him.

Brandon’s mind flashed elsewhere, seeing the two of them together, naked, while he was, too, and getting ready to fuck Jeff instead of just beat him.

As his brain re-engaged and returned to the dungeon, he knew he’d have to be careful and not lose his heart to these guys. Not like this. Not on a whim.

It’d be too damn easy, and he didn’t want to get his heart broken.

And he damn sure didn’t want to break their hearts, either.

 

* * * *

 

Stuart nervously sat on the floor, close to Jeff’s head. Then Jeff grabbed Stuart’s hand and put it on the back of his neck, cupping him, his hand over Stuart’s, fingers laced.

“Ready?” Brandon asked.

“Don’t hold back with me. Just give me a warm up.”

Brandon started with a bare-handed spanking, and Stuart felt Jeff’s hand squeeze his.

“Yeah,” Jeff softly moaned. “That’s good.”

Jeff reached out with his other hand and caught Stuart’s head, pulling him in until their foreheads touched. “Nice and warm, just a little bit of sting to it,” Jeff said. “Fuck, that’s good.”

Jeff’s hand slid from the back of Stuart’s head, down his shoulder and arm, to his other hand. They laced fingers and Stuart tried not to hold his breath as he sat there, listening to Jeff moan between describing things to him.

“If I get too loud,” Jeff said, “feel free to kiss me to shut me up.”

Stuart didn’t know if Jeff was teasing or not.

Brandon started using a pair of floggers on him.

“Ohhh, yeahhh.”

“That doesn’t hurt?”

“No.” He sighed. “That’s like a massage right there. Those are mop floggers. You can’t hurt someone with those.”

It sure seemed to be intense, though, from how the impacts shook Jeff’s body.

Then Brandon switched implements again, and Jeff let out a hiss. “Motherfucker.” Jeff turned his head to look. “What the hell is that?”

Brandon smiled and held it up. “Acrylic paddle. Two Crafty Bastards.”

“Damn. Carry on. Green.” Jeff settled back into position, including tugging on Stuart’s arm to get him to touch foreheads with him again. “That’s going to leave a mark tomorrow. I hope.”

As Brandon used the small paddle on Jeff, Jeff finally kissed Stuart, the hand over Stuart’s on the back of Jeff’s neck squeezing as Jeff moaned, gasping against Stuart’s lips with each impact.

Stuart wasn’t sure he might not come in his briefs. Jeff’s kiss felt sexy, exploring, in control.

“Aw, you got to kiss him first,” Brandon teased. He switched paddles.

“Oh, motherfucker.” Jeff looked over his shoulder again. “If I’m gonna get spanked, I want to earn it.” He pulled Stuart in again and this time his tongue sought entrance.

Stuart closed his eyes, helpless, loving every second of this and no longer able to focus on what he was supposed to be observing and learning.

Brandon laid another hard swat across Jeff’s ass, making him flinch but not safeword.

Finally, Brandon walked around to Jeff’s head and leaned in close. “Hey, this is supposed to be sadistic.”

“You are, man. You are.” Jeff kissed Brandon. Stuart wasn’t sure who was more surprised by that, him or Brandon.

“If this was a private party,” Brandon said, “I’d be putting a butt plug up you just to torture you.”

“If this was a private party, I’d be begging you to fuck my ass by this point.”

“Fuck,” Stuart and Brandon both whispered.

Brandon kissed Stuart. “I think we’re getting distracted.”

“Then get back there and paddle my ass, Sir. I want to feel those strokes when I’m rubbing one out later thinking about this.”

Brandon smiled at Stuart. “I promise I’ll go easier on you, but apparently I’ve got a brat to take care of.”

“I’m not a brat, I’m just fucking horny as hell now.”

Brandon returned to the ass end of the bench and swapped implements. Now the sadist was fully back in control, and Jeff held on tightly to Stuart’s hands as Brandon went after him.

It was hot, sexy—and Stuart wished it was him in Jeff’s place.

A couple of times, Jeff did yellow. When he did, Brandon would immediately stop and give him a moment, stroking his ass before switching implements.

Finally, Brandon worked him up to a big finish with a nasty looking cane, five really hard strokes, the last of which set him sitting straight up on the bench.

“Ow, red! Ow.”

Brandon put the cane aside and stepped in behind him, pulling him back against his body, holding him. Stuart watched, wishing it was him in Brandon’s arms.

 

* * * *

 

Brandon couldn’t remember the last time he’d had that much outright fun during a scene. Jeff played everything back to him, taking what he gave him and wanting more. Sure, he’d enjoyed scening with others in the past, but this was…

Fun.

Jeff held Brandon’s arms in place as he leaned back against him. “Just sit here with me for a minute,” Jeff softly said. “Please?”

Brandon nuzzled the back of his head. “Thought you said you didn’t need aftercare?”

“I…don’t. Usually.”

“You want to go over to a couch?”

“No.” He tipped his head back against Brandon’s shoulder. “Dammit, that was good, mister.”

Jeff felt right in his arms. “Yeah, it was.” He nibbled the side of Jeff’s neck, loving how the man pressed his body even harder against him when he did.

“You bite me,” Jeff warned, “and I’m following you home. Just saying, that’s a massive deep trigger of the good kind for me.”

“Mmm. Good to know.”

“I don’t think I’ve ever hit subspace that hard.”

Brandon wouldn’t deny more than a little pride at that, except…maybe it had as much to do with Stuart’s presence as it did him topping Jeff.

Jeff finally lifted his head from Brandon’s shoulder and turned to kiss him. “We got ourselves a newbie to beat…Sir.”

Their gazes locked for a long moment. “I could get used to you calling me that.”

Jeff smiled. “Bite me and you’ll never get rid of me, Sir.”

 

* * * *

 

Stuart was a little disappointed to see Jeff get dressed again, except he left his shirt off, draping it on the end of the implement rack while Brandon wiped down all the implements and the bench with disinfectant wipes. Then Jeff spread a new towel on the bench and smiled at him.

“Ready?”

Jeff nodded, nervously kicking off his shoes and removing his socks.

He supposed it wouldn’t matter that he was hard, because Jeff had been, too. At the end, when Jeff had leaned back against Brandon, Stuart couldn’t help but stare at the man’s cock.

If the rules hadn’t prevented it, he would have been tempted to go down on him right there.

When Stuart climbed onto the bench, Jeff knelt in front of him, hands cradling Stuart’s face.

“Yellow or red any time it’s too intense. Don’t be a hero. We can always do more.”

“Yeah.”

Jeff kissed him again as Brandon started stroking Stuart’s back.

Hands! Human flesh, a real guy touching him, another one kissing him—he was glad for the towel because he wasn’t entirely sure he might not come just from that.

As Brandon started working on him, light bare-handed swats at first, Stuart realized Brandon was going far easier on him than he had Jeff.

He broke their kiss. “Harder,” he whispered.

Jeff smiled. “Attaboy. Give him more,” he told Brandon.

Brandon picked up the pace until Stuart felt himself hovering, almost floating.

“Yeah, you got him now,” Jeff said. He changed positions so Stuart could rest his head on Jeff’s shoulder, while Jeff reached under him and started tweaking his nipples.

As Brandon worked his way through various implements, Jeff relayed information to Brandon, sometimes safewording for him even though Stuart hadn’t, and realizing only after the fact that it was because Jeff was reading his body language and the sound of his breathing from that position in a way Brandon couldn’t.

Finally, at the end, Brandon leaned in close. “Five with a cane, okay?”

“Yes, Sir.” He snuggled closer to Jeff as Jeff wrapped an arm around Stuart’s head, cradling him against his body.

“You got this, buddy,” Jeff whispered. “You can take this.”

The first one sliced across his ass like hot wire, making him cry out, but he didn’t safeword. Jeff had taken a lot more, and he knew he could take four more of those.

Especially with Jeff encouraging him.

The second felt as bad as the first, and by the fifth he was shivering even as his brain swirled and felt untethered from his body.

Brandon draped a fleece throw over him, then moved to take Jeff’s place while Jeff took care of wiping down the implements.

Much as Stuart had with Jeff, Stuart cuddled against Brandon. “Thank you,” Stuart whispered.

“How was that?”

“Sooo good.”

“Give it a minute to process, then we’ll go curl up on a couch.”

“All three of us?”

Brandon kissed his forehead. “Yes, all three of us.”

 

* * * *

 

Stuart didn’t want to leave the club, but it was two a.m. and they were closing.

He would have stayed curled up with Brandon and Jeff all night if he could have.

The men exchanged numbers and Brandon promised to call Stuart in the morning to check on them. And then…

They left.

Stuart almost cried—had been warned by Jeff and by Brandon that feeling emotional was perfectly normal and expected—when he’d had to say good-bye to them.

When he returned to the room at the hotel, he stripped and turned to stare at his body in the mirror. Red marks and welts crisscrossed his ass and back and shoulders.

The cane marks.

He stretched out in bed and quickly masturbated, coming faster than he had in a long time. As he lay there and caught his breath, he realized he was still semi-hard, the feel of his raw ass against the sheets making him horny still.

He had never rubbed two out as quickly as he had then.

Finally, he could fall asleep, but all he could think about as he did was how Jeff and Brandon had tasted as they kissed him. 


Chapter Eight

 

Brandon checked in with both men by phone on Sunday morning, plus they got together for lunch.

Stuart still looked like he might be a little subspacey when he showed up at the restaurant.

“You sure you’re feeling okay?” Brandon asked.

He smiled. “Yes, Sir.”

Brandon reached over and patted his hand. “You don’t have to call me that.”

“But…I want to.”

Brandon shared a quick, knowing glance with Jeff. He didn’t want to crash the guy, but he also didn’t want to lead Stuart on in case this ended up not going anywhere.

Compassion won out. “If it makes you feel better, then okay. But I’m not requiring it of you.”

“It’s just…” Stuart studied his hands for a moment before looking up at them. “I know I’m not experienced. In any of this. But it’s obvious the people at the club and at dinner last night trusted you guys. Maybe it’s stupid of me to feel like this, but I feel like I can trust you. I promise I won’t be talking to anyone online like I was before. I’ll be safer.”

“I’m not going to deny I had fun last night.” Brandon didn’t really want to go here, but knew he had to. “I don’t know where this will go between the three of us. Or if it should go anywhere. Or if it can go anywhere. I don’t want to be greedy and say yeah, I get both of you—”

“Why not?” Jeff said.

 

* * * *

 

No, seriously, why not?

Jeff lowered his voice. “I went home last night and jerked off thinking about how sexy that was. And again this morning. That was, no kidding, the hottest two scenes I’ve ever been in as a Top or a bottom, and we weren’t even getting sexy with each other. I never considered myself poly before, but, honestly? I like both of you. It’d suck having to try to pick between either one of you. Why can’t we see where things go between us?”

Brandon arched an eyebrow at him. “Really?”

“Yeah, really. As long as we’re, you know, open and honest. No sneaking around behind someone’s back. We don’t all have to go out together. Sometimes you two can go out, sometimes me and Stuart can go out. Or me and you.”

Brandon sat back, studying him, then Stuart. “What do you think?” he asked Stuart.

“I…I don’t see a problem with it either, Sir.”

Jeff let Brandon ponder on it for a moment. As the Dominant among the three of them, it would ultimately come down to whether or not he’d be okay with it.

Eventually, Brandon leaned forward again. “Just to be clear, we’re talking about the three of us dating and playing together?”

“Yes,” he and Stuart said.

A sexy smile quirked the corner of Brandon’s mouth. “Stereo. Nice.”

“Tell me a drawback,” Jeff said.

“Jealousy.”

“You said yourself yesterday that you have a daughter. You won’t always be able to be there for us, and I get that. Even better, we’d have each other for those times. I’m switchy. When he’s in the mood to play, with your permission, I can Top him if you aren’t around.”

Back to Stuart. “And you’d be okay with that?” Brandon asked.

Stuart nodded. “Yeah. Last night was great.”

Once more, Brandon sat back and seemed to mull it over. Eventually, he tapped his finger on the table, emphasizing each point he made.

“One, we do not sleep together yet. Any of us. I decide that timetable. That includes hand jobs or blow jobs. Kissing only. I want us to date for several weeks first. Get to know each other better. We’ll still work playing in there, but no sex. The first time we do have sex, it’ll be the three of us together. Period.

“Two, we keep an ongoing group text chat going, and yes, if two of us are going out, the third is notified. And if the third has a problem with something, they will be honest and speak up about it. I suspect you two will get to go out together more often than I will because of Emma.

“Three, we don’t date anyone else. I’m still not convinced this will work long-term, but yeah, I’d like to try it. So we’re a closed, monogamous triad. That goes for playing, too.

“Four, my daughter will always come first. No offense, but that’s the way it is. If this continues long-term and we make this permanent, we’ll have to figure out how to work things in around her without exposing her to our dynamic. I’ll have to tell her we’re dating each other eventually, but I mean beyond that.

“Five, if at any time any of us feels this is not working, we will talk to the other two. Maybe we can still maintain a play partnership while the other goes and dates. I don’t know, it’d depend on the situation. But if anything happens on the sly, that’s it, everything ends between me and that person. Period.

“Six, everyone needs current test results. Including me. No sex will happen until that happens.”

Brandon studied the two of them, and Jeff realized he was already slipping dangerously toward having strong emotions for this guy.

“Any questions or comments or suggestions?” Brandon asked.

“I’m good with all of that,” Jeff said.

Stuart spoke up. “Will you eventually collar us?”

“Maybe. It depends on what happens in the future. There’s a long path between this talk and that happening, though.”

Stuart slowly nodded, but his gaze lay focused on his hands, not on either of them. “Can I ask a hypothetical?”

“Sure.”

“Long-term, what would you like?”

Jeff listened, also interested to hear this.

 

* * * *

 

Stuart knew damn well he could be setting himself up for heartbreak, but he couldn’t help it. He liked—really liked—both of these men.

And so far, Brandon was saying everything he wanted to hear.

“Hypothetically,” Brandon said, “if everything were to go well between the three of us, and we get to a point where we want to move in together, and that goes well, I would probably start talking to both of you about making it permanent. Either by marrying one of you and adding the other to stuff with a power of attorney or something, or we set up a trust like Ed’s done for other poly groups and we’re all shareholders in it. Something. I’m not into casual sex. That’s why I’m insisting on waiting. Especially for you since you’ve never been with a guy before. In a couple of weeks, you might be sick of me and want someone else, and I don’t want to be the guy you hate because I was your first.”

When Brandon had instituted the no-sex rule, it had disappointed Stuart.

Now he got it.

He also respected Brandon for it. “Thank you.”

“Ask around about me to anyone who knows me, they’ll tell you that I’m not a serial dater. I’ve played with people before, but it happens in public at the club, or at the private parties with plenty of witnesses. That’s because I don’t want someone to get the wrong idea about me. I haven’t dated in a while. I haven’t found someone who doesn’t want to date around, or who can accept that Emma will come first.”

“What do we have to do next?” Stuart asked.

“Emma comes home tomorrow. She’ll be with me Monday through Wednesday nights. And Thursday and Friday I have to work down at the Ft. Myers store, so I’ll be up early and home late, plus exhausted. Then Emma’s home again, so I probably won’t be able to go out Saturday night or Sunday. So if you guys want to go out on a date, I’m okay with that. We can text and talk on the phone, but that’s about it.”

Stuart felt a little disappointed, but now he definitely saw the value to trying this.

Jeff looked at him. “Friday night, want to grab something to eat?”

“Okay. Sure.”

Brandon smiled. “Keep me in the loop.”

“Yes, Sir,” they said in stereo.

Brandon laughed. “You’re killing me, Smalls.”

“What about you?” Jeff asked Brandon. “I don’t want to cut you out of the loop.”

“Maybe this will work between us. Like I said, I can’t be there all the time. Next Monday night, I’ll be free, and we can go grab dinner or something.”

“Or you could come over to my place and I’ll cook for you,” Jeff suggested.

“Or that.” He sighed. “I’d invite you guys over to my place—correction, I will invite you guys over to my place, but I’ll warn you it’s literally a construction zone right now.” He described what he was doing. “So I can’t comfortably entertain unless you want to hang out around the pool.”

“Ooh, how about next Tuesday night we do that?” Stuart suggested. “All three of us?”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah. Then maybe Wednesday, you can come over to my place and we can watch TV or something. I just have a room. I don’t even have an apartment yet.”

“I’m good with that.”

By the time they finally said goodbye nearly an hour later, Stuart was looking forward to this.

Whatever this was.

The more they talked, the more he was starting to trust both men even more.

Maybe it was crazy and stupid, especially on the heels of what he’d just been through getting catfished, but he was willing to risk it.

 

* * * *

 

Jeff drove home from lunch feeling…light.

Free.

Happy.

Had he felt melancholy and morose just a few days ago?

Hell, now he felt like he could kick the world’s ass with one hand behind his back. No more heartache.

It was still there, in the back of his mind, but he had something even more powerful than the dark aftertaste of heartache to cloud his soul.

Now he had hope.

And that was something he hadn’t had in too damn long.

Worst case, if this floundered between the three of them, at least it had shown him if he was open to something, he could meet another guy.

It had kicked heartache to the curb and left him feeling good.

Not just good, but great.

And, fuck, hornier than he’d felt in forever. He was no sooner in the door and had it locked behind him than he was stripping and heading for the shower to bang one out.

Several weeks, huh?

If he didn’t break his damn prick off wanking himself to death, he could last that long.

He made a mental note to get to the doctor to get a new set of tests. His last set had been clear, and he hadn’t had any partners since then, but he wouldn’t quibble. It was worth the slight inconvenience to be sure, and to build trust. Plus, he needed to set a good example for Stuart. If this didn’t work out between them, he at least wanted Stuart to be able to take valuable lessons with him about taking care of himself.

Except…the thought of that cutie not being in his future tugged at his heart. Both men did.

Shit.

I’m already falling in love with them. 


Chapter Nine

 

Brandon wasn’t expecting it when Tracey called him late Sunday evening. “Come get your daughter.”

He’d been stretched out on his bed, watching TV and contemplating possibly masturbating over fantasies of Jeff and Stuart. “What?”

“I said come get her. She ruined our weekend and we wasted all that money for nothing. Then she tells me she’d rather live with you? Fine. Come get her. Now.”

Shit. Part of him was tempted to tell her off, but that could wait until he had Emma. “I’ll be there in twenty minutes.”

She hung up on him.

He’d fully expected Emma to change her mind about wanting to live with him full-time, not bump up the timeline to make it happen faster.

And something told him Tracey had only given him part of the story.

He threw on clothes and raced out the door, barely remembering to lock it behind him.

When he arrived at their house, he didn’t even have to knock because Tracey was opening the door as he walked up. “She’s in her room.”

“What happened? Is she okay?”

“Is she okay? She ruined our weekend, Brandon. We spent good money trying to do something to help bring us closer together as a family, and she deliberately ruined it.”

He didn’t even make it to three while counting from one to ten to rein in his anger at Tracey. “Just tell me what happened.”

“She pitched a fit when I told her she didn’t need the seasick meds, then she made herself sick all weekend.”

Brandon held up a hand to stop her right there. “You’re trying to tell me you think she got sick on purpose?”

“Yes. And she ended up spending the whole weekend in my cabin. I might as well have left her home with you. It was embarrassing, to say the least. She’s such a drama queen, but I suppose she got that from you.”

He struggled against the urge to envision himself wrapping his hands around Tracey’s neck and squeezing. “Did you think that maybe she got seasick because she, oh, gets seasick?”

“No one gets that seasick. It wasn’t even rough out there. She’s just mad because I told her I wasn’t going to let her rely on that crap bogus medicine you bought her.”

He held up a hand again, this time to shush her, then finally realized it wasn’t worth the effort and headed inside, to Emma’s room.

Her door was closed.

He knocked. “Sweetheart? It’s—”

The door opened and she flung herself at him, crying.

“—me.”

“Please take me home, Daddy,” she whispered.

He held her. Behind her, on her bed, she’d already started packing her clothes and other things, including several garbage bags’ worth. He eased her into the room and closed the door behind him.

“Are you okay?” he whispered.

She nodded. She didn’t look okay. Her eyes were red, nose puffy, and not like from crying, either. “The doctor at the ER said I was just a little dehydrated, and—”

“Doctor? ER?”

“They had a nurse on board who looked at me this afternoon when she found out I’d been throwing up all weekend. She told the captain to call the Coast Guard, and they sent a helicopter and—”

“Tracey!” Brandon threw the bedroom door open to find her standing there, cringing away from him.

Pat had opened their bedroom door. At Brandon’s appearance, Pat ducked back in and closed it again.

“My daughter was airlifted off a goddamned boat by the fucking Coast Guard, and I’m just now finding out about it? What the hell is wrong with you?”

“Th-they said she’s f-fine! They g-gave her an IV and some anti-nausea meds, and—”

He resisted the urge to grab her arm and drag her into the living room, knowing damn well he wouldn’t put it past Pat to call the cops on him and try to accuse him of attacking her.

Instead, he snapped his fingers and pointed.

She straightened like she was going to talk back to him, but he quit fucking around and went full-on Dom mode on her, divorced or not.

“Now.”

Shoulders slumping, she caved and headed for the living room.

He turned to speak to Emma. “Get your stuff ready, sweetheart, and wait here for me. Do not come out until I come back. Understand?”

“Yes, sir.”

He wasn’t usually strict with her on the “yes, sir” stuff with him as long as she remembered her manners with other adults, but apparently even Emma sensed there was a limit, and that Tracey had pushed him well beyond the boundaries of it.

He gently closed the door and stormed down the hall after Tracey.

She started to speak but he snapped his fingers again and pointed at her to shut up. When he spoke, it was in low tones because he knew any level of volume above that would result in him screaming and make him look like the crazy person.

“You are lucky I’m not asking my attorney to draw up an emergency order right now to terminate your parental rights, do you understand me?”

“But like Pat said, she was fine when we—”

“Are you being deliberately stupid or are you that scared of Pat leaving you to recognize when you are wrong? I don’t give a flying shit what the hell Pat thinks. She’s not Pat’s daughter—she’s my daughter. Now, I’m going to load up all her stuff and take her home with me tonight, and I’m going to give her a few days to get settled in and tell me the story about what happened. And you’re going to be damn lucky if I still don’t drag you into court over this.

“But let me tell you something, Tracey—if you ever put that man’s opinion or advice over our daughter’s well-being again? I will report you for child abuse. Don’t be entirely sure one of her teachers might not when they hear this story. Between this bullshit and that creepy little pervert trying to film her—”

“He’s just a kid, Brandon! There you go, overreacting again, as usual.”

He leaned in, forcing her to lean back. “No, Tracey,” he whispered. “Overreacting would be me busting down your bedroom door and kicking that fucking coward’s ass right now for endangering my daughter’s health. They were over-the-counter motion sickness pills. She’s taken them before and been fine. You’ve bought them for her yourself. Why is it suddenly such a big deal that she couldn’t take them? Or should I ask why you’ve suddenly turned stupid?”

She looked guilty as hell. “Well, his parents are very devout, and their pastor and friends were there, and—”

He held up a hand, fingers and thumb clamping together to silence her. Now it clicked into place. “You utter the words Christian Scientists to me, and tell me you took my daughter to a religious retreat without bothering to tell me or her that’s what it was. Go ahead. I dare you.”

That had been a huge point of contention between them when she’d married Pat. Pat’s mother had tried to indoctrinate Emma, and when Brandon had picked her up from Tracey one day not long after the wedding, Emma had been in tears, claiming Pat’s mother had told her Brandon was going to burn in hell for being gay, and she should get used to that now.

He was sure some Christian Scientists were perfectly wonderful people.

But Tracey’s in-laws were extremist nutjobs when it came to that.

And Tracey damn well knew his position on religion, which was it was fine to expose Emma to different varieties of religion, but they were going to let her make up her own mind about it when she was older, not force her to blindly follow one particular path just because they said so.

Tracey swallowed hard and turned red in the face, her tell that she’d been caught.

He turned on his heel and stormed back down the hallway, taking a deep breath to calm himself before opening Emma’s door.

“Can we go, Daddy?”

“Yes, sweetheart, let’s get you outside first. What’s going?”

“Everything I can take.”

He wasn’t sure it was all going to fit in his car, when he had an idea. “Come on.”

He grabbed a couple of bags and she followed him with her backpack and the overnight bag she usually brought with her. She had some clothes at his house, and all her furniture, but it was the more personal items he wasn’t too sure Pat might not discard.

“Go on out the door, honey. Car’s unlocked.” He stopped at Tracey and waited for the front door to close behind Emma. “Get your car keys and start loading. You’re going to help me move her stuff to my house.” He used Dom tone, too.

“I’m—”

“Going to do what I fucking say, Tracey, or my next call is to my attorney and Child Protective Services. Just try me. I dare you. She’s almost sixteen. You’ll be lucky if I can even convince her to visit you after this stunt. It would greatly behoove you to not piss me off anymore than I already am right now.”

She swallowed hard again but this time headed over to where she kept her purse and got it and her keys.

Twenty minutes later, all of Emma’s stuff was loaded into both vehicles.

Pat had made one more appearance, while they were loading the last bit in Tracey’s car. He’d opened the front door and peeked out. Brandon stood there, hands on his hips, glaring, silently daring Pat to start something.

Pat turned around and headed back inside the house.

Once they were on the road and Tracey was following them, he took a deep breath and looked at Emma.

“What happened, sweetheart?”

“Dad, I didn’t know it was a religious thing, I swear. If I’d known, I would have called you and begged you to talk to her about letting me stay with you.”

“I know, sweetheart. Tell me what happened.”

“Mom told me not to bring the seasick meds with me. I ignored her, of course, because I’m not stupid. Then the Goober saw me with them in the cabin and ratted me out. Pat took them from me and flushed them. Told me they were nothing but a placebo effect, and that since his parents were going to be there this weekend, he wouldn’t have me ‘ruining’ things for him.”

“Then what happened?”

“I placebo-effected all over Pat. I thought he was going to hurl. The Goober did.”

He couldn’t help it. He reached out to fist bump with her. “That’s my girl.”

“I couldn’t keep anything down, so I decided that since Pat was going to be a dick, so was I. Well, you know what I mean. He ordered me to go to dinner with them Friday night. So I went with them to the dining room and proceeded to throw up all over his mother. After I ate two helpings of red Jell-O.”

Brandon didn’t even bother trying to hold back the laughter or scold his daughter for the playfully evil gleam in her eyes. “You could have had a serious problem. You know from swim training that you have to stay hydrated.”

“I know. But at that point, it was the principle of the matter.” She studied her fingernails. “I might have fudged a little to the nurse this afternoon and told her I hadn’t kept anything down, including water, in forty-eight hours. I actually did keep some Gatorade and water down, but I was probably borderline dehydrated.”

“I’m surprised they had a nurse on board with it being a church thing.”

“It was a charter cruise. I asked her about that when she was checking me out. The nurse was an insurance requirement the company had, and she works for the charter company. She wasn’t one of them. She was really nice. I think she’s married to like the captain or something. One of the crew. She seemed to know them pretty well.”

He wasn’t sure if he should be proud of her, ground her, or both.

He opted for the first one. “So how’d you like your first helicopter ride?”

“It was fun. I think Mom was scared shi-poopless when she had to ride in the basket, too. They hauled me up, then her. Oh, Dad, the guys were hot. I’m talking they were smokin’ hot.”

“Well, they’re Coasties, sweetheart. They have to stay in shape.”

“You should totally try to date one of them.”

Maybe he’d fallen asleep in front of the TV and was dreaming this. But he surreptitiously pinched his inner thigh at a red light and realized, nope, wide awake.

It was after ten o’clock when they finished unloading Tracey’s car. She left without saying good-bye to Emma, or bothering to help him finish unloading his car.

“She’s gone,” he yelled out to her. “You can stop faking it now.”

Emma bolted out of her room and nearly tackled him by the front door. “I love you, Daddy!”

“What happened to the deal we made?”

“Yeah, well, they totes deserved this. Try to tell me they didn’t.”

He headed toward her bedroom with a load of her stuff. “Next time, how about we try a less…diabolical option?”

She grinned. “Yeah, but do you know how cool it’ll be for me to tell everyone at school tomorrow I got air-lifted?”

“Let’s leave out the Machiavellian aspects, huh?”

“Yeah, obvs.” She sank onto the end of her bed. “So do you still have to hire the lawyer to do the paperwork about me living here?”

“Why?”

She shrugged. “Maybe it’ll save you money if you don’t. Plus you won’t have to pay Mom child support anymore.”

He stared at her, everything falling into place. “You set the Goober up to bust you, didn’t you? You knew Pat would take the meds from you when you figured out it was a religious thing.” He extended the thought. “And you seized the opportunity to deliberately set your mother up to basically be at my mercy in court to save me money.”

She stared at her feet for a long, quiet moment. “Am I in trouble?”

“Not if you tell me the truth, no. This is fuc—frigged up all the way around, at this point. I just want the whole truth from you.”

Mostly so he’d know what he was up against when she started dating.

I wonder if you can privately buy one of those ankle monitoring bracelets as a parent?

“It didn’t make sense to me why Mom was being weird about the meds when she hasn’t before. I mean, I’ve puked on her. She knows this. I figured there had to be a reason, and when I heard Pat talk about his parents were coming, too, I kind of guessed this was more than just some family bonding thing. I did a quick Google search on my phone, found their church’s calendar, and saw the thing listed.”

“So you knew before getting on the boat?”

“On the way there. In the car. I swear not before.”

“Why didn’t you call me?”

“Because at that point, I was pissed off. Sorry, I mean I was mad. I knew if I snuck the meds, I wouldn’t get sick, and then they’d just say see, you were faking it before. Or worse, claim prayer healed me, then I’d either get in trouble when we got back for lying about taking the medicine, or they’d think I was lying to them then. Lose-lose. I’d get in trouble either way.”

He nodded. “Keep going. I’m listening.”

“I figured like what you’ve always said, carrot and stick. Or, in this case, sick. It was worth being miserable for a couple of days to tell them ‘I told you so’ about me being seasick.”

“How many people puked in the dining room after you did?”

“Oh, like five. Another couple of people ran out of the room.” She grinned. “I got it all over her, the table, it was awesome.” With her hands she mimed a fountain exploding in slow-motion from her mouth.

“Red, huh?”

She shrugged. “I figured go big, or go home.”

 

* * * *

 

While Emma was in the shower, he pulled up the group text thread between him, Stuart, and Jeff.

 

Unexpected development. Emma is now living with me full-time, as of about fifteen minutes ago.

 

Their replies arrived almost simultaneously.

 

Jeff: What happened?

 

Stuart: What’s going on?

 

He typed the bare-bones basics of what happened without giving away Emma’s secret, and promised to update them both tomorrow.

 

Stuart: If you want to cancel this weekend, I understand.

 

He thought about it. Let’s play it by ear. She’s plenty old enough to be alone for a few hours. I’m not canceling automatically.

 

Jeff: Is there anything we can do?

 

I might end up taking you both up on your offers to help me with the house. Especially when my kitchen cabinets come in.

 

They both sent him thumbs-up icons in response.

Emma knocked on his bedroom door after she finished her shower.

“Come on in.”

She did. “Are you mad at me, Daddy?”

He’d been sitting on the bed, still texting with Jeff and Stuart. He set his phone aside and opened his arms to her. She stepped in for a hug.

“We will have to have a future discussion about the ethical issues of you going so far as to enlist the United States Coast Guard without their consent to help teach your mother a lesson I’m almost certain she will not forget.”

“That’s a no, right?”

He laughed. “No, I’m not mad at you, sweetheart.” He made her look up at him. “My rules now, though. Not going to go easy on you.”

“I know. I promise.”

“What time do we have to be out of here in the morning?”

“Five, Daddy. Same as always.”

“You’re killing me, Smalls.”

She laughed. He wasn’t sure it might not be the best sound in the world.

“I love you, Daddy.”

Okay, maybe that was.

“Love you, too, kiddo. Get to bed. Morning will come early. Set your alarm.”

She headed to her bedroom and closed the door.

I am going to have to step up my game to stay a step ahead of her. 


Chapter Ten

 

With the change in Brandon’s living situation, it brought about a blessing in that Brandon would be able to go out with them for a few hours Saturday night.

Meanwhile, their plans for a naked pool party were put on hold, although Brandon still wanted to have individual date nights with the men on Monday and Tuesday.

They texted and talked and even managed to get together for a quick cup of coffee Wednesday evening to see each other for an hour.

And they were using the time apart with texts and e-mails to more clearly define some of the things they were looking for, or wanted to try. Brandon was interested in learning as much about them as possible so he could make the best use of their limited time together.

It came as a pleasant shock to Stuart to read that Jeff wanted to explore receiving DP from them, if or when they got to the point where they were sexual with each other.

Stuart masturbated more over those days than he had in the past couple of years.

Friday night, Stuart nervously sat on the end of the bed and watched TV while he awaited Jeff’s arrival. He’d have to buckle down and really start looking for an apartment this weekend, now that he was into a routine at work.

It felt strange in a good way to have someone coming to pick him up for a date.

It felt strange in a good way to be going on a date, period.

It felt strange to feel…good.

No guilt, no secrets, no dodging questions or ignoring snarky comments from his family, comments designed to dig under his skin like porcupine barbs.

No having to hide who he was or what he wanted.

Jeff and Brandon appreciated him for himself. They didn’t expect him to be anything other than the person he was.

There was something very freeing in that, something incredibly blissful in being able to give his submission.

The embarrassing catfishing incident aside, he couldn’t be happier over how this had all worked out. He wished Brandon could join them tonight, but understood and respected his need to spend time with his daughter.

Just more proof the man was a good man.

He jumped when he heard the knock on his door. A look through the viewfinder showed it was Jeff.

He opened the door for him. “Hey.”

“Hey.” Jeff smiled and leaned in to kiss him hello. “Ready for our date?”

“Yeah.”

“So how long are you staying here?”

“I don’t know. Hopefully not long. I need to look for an apartment. They’re paying for two more weeks. I checked the price, and it’s actually not bad compared to some of the apartments I looked at when I figure in utility deposits.”

Jeff had dressed nice, a button-up shirt and slacks. Stuart almost felt frumpy next to him in his jeans, although he was wearing a button-up shirt. They headed to dinner, to a nice restaurant, not too expensive but a little toward the higher end than Stuart might normally pick for himself.

“This is my treat, by the way,” Jeff said.

“What?”

He arched an eyebrow at him. “My treat. I insist. And I don’t expect you to pick up the bill for me in the future, either. Brandon got to buy your membership last week. Consider this a welcome-to-the-kinky-world gift, if you want to.”

Stuart finally laughed. “That’s not a thing.”

“No, it’s not, but I’m going to enjoy being toppy with you sometimes.” He leveled his hazel gaze at Stuart. “This is one of those times.”

Stuart found himself nodding, entranced.

Jeff grinned. “Good boy.”

His cock instantly hardened, and he knew by Jeff’s playful smirk that the man, somehow, knew that.

Jeff leaned in and dropped his voice. “If you think that’s spooky, you ain’t seen nothing yet.”

 

* * * *

 

Jeff was enjoying the hell out of this. He still didn’t want to be toppy all the time, but he’d privately discussed this with Brandon, who had no problem with him doing it.

When they were together, the three of them, Jeff would absolutely be in subby mode, unless Brandon wanted him otherwise. He could freely disengage his brain then and let Brandon be Brandon.

But for now, until they settled into something permanent, Jeff was free to get toppy with Stuart if he felt like it. More for Stuart’s sake than for Jeff’s, since the guy was so new to all of this.

Still, every time he had two seconds to himself, Jeff’s mind drifted to last Saturday night, to how it’d felt leaning back against Brandon while surfing his endorphin rush.

Actually feeling a deep endorphin rush the likes of which he hadn’t felt in pretty much ever.

It spoke a lot to the fact that he had that kind of rapport with Brandon that soon.

“You know, I have an idea.”

“What?” Stuart asked.

“If you have trouble finding a place, you’re welcomed to stay with me. Pay rent and help with chores. No security deposits needed. Then you can move when you find the right place.”

Stuart studied him, and for a moment, Jeff wondered if he’d pushed too hard, too fast.

“Really?”

“Well, you’d need to look at it first. And I’m not saying you have to. It won’t hurt my feelings if you say no. I get that after staying with your cousin you might want privacy for a while. I’m just putting it out there as an option.”

Stuart thought about it. “We’d need to ask Sir.”

That was something else adorable about Stuart. He’d fallen into calling Brandon Sir immediately. It was almost weird to hear him refer to Brandon as anything but Sir.

“That’s fine. On the way back to your place, we can stop by and I’ll show it to you. And you can see the Edsel.” Stuart had expressed an interest in the old car.

“Okay.”

Under the table, Jeff edged his foot closer to Stuart’s, touching, leaving it there while smiling at him over the table. “We are going to have so much fun with you,” Jeff softly said.

Stuart pressed his foot closer to Jeff’s. “You’re not the only ones.”

 

* * * *

 

Stuart thought the evening flew by way too fast. When it was time for Jeff to take him home, it felt more than natural to lay his hand on Jeff’s thigh as he drove.

And his cock throbbed when Jeff laid his hand over Stuart’s and squeezed, leaving it there.

Jeff’s house was older, and small, but clean and tidy. “No storage in the garage for you, sorry. That’s the Edsel’s home.”

“That’s not a problem.” The bedroom was about the size of the bedroom area in his hotel room. The hotel room was bigger only because of the small kitchen and dining area in the back.

“Take your time, no rush. Ask Brandon what he thinks. It’s a backup plan for you so you don’t have to feel stressed.”

“I appreciate it.”

Then Jeff drove him home, walking him inside and leaving him with a good-bye kiss that took Stuart’s breath away and left his cock hard.

Jeff smiled at him. “I know what I’m going to do when I get home.”

Stuart smiled. “Me, too.”

Jeff’s gaze searched his face for a moment. “I think the hardest rule will be waiting on sex. I know he knows what he’s doing, and I agree it’s better to wait.” He leaned in, touching foreheads the way they had that night at the club. “But you are gonna get ridden so fucking hard when he lets me at you,” Jeff whispered before he kissed him one last time.

Stuart tried to follow when Jeff lifted his lips from Stuart’s. “I need to go before I break a rule,” Jeff said. “I don’t want to mess this up, and I’m going to be Sir’s good boy, too.”

Stuart let him out, locking the door behind him and watching through the viewfinder until he couldn’t see Jeff’s truck’s taillights anymore.

Then he turned and stared at the room. Temporarily home.

Except…

Now it felt lonelier than ever without Jeff or Brandon there.

He sent Brandon a text.

 

I’m home, Sir.

 

He was surprised when his phone rang a few seconds later.

Brandon.

“Did you have fun?”

Stuart lay back in bed and closed his eyes. “Yes, Sir. We had a good time. I missed you.”

“I miss you guys, too. Sorry I couldn’t make it out tonight, but I’m exhausted.”

“Will you still be able to come out tomorrow night?”

“You can count on it. I told Emma I’m going on a date, and she’s about ready to shove me out the door.”

“That’s…good, right?”

“Yeah, it’s good. Fortunately, I pay for her cell phone, and it has a tracker on it. She knows that. So if I text her and she doesn’t respond pretty fast, I’ll be tracking where the phone is. She’s smart enough not to pull any nonsense, like inviting kids over. Meanwhile, she’s enjoying not sharing a house with her step-father or step-brother.”

“I hope I get to meet her.”

“You will, eventually, if things keep working out between us. Both of you will. You’ll have to. I’m going to call Jeff real fast and say goodnight so I can go to sleep. See you tomorrow.”

“Yes, Sir. See you tomorrow.”

Stuart ended the call, fighting the urge to tack an I love you to the end of that.

He’d had to fight that urge with Jeff earlier, too.

It was too damn soon, and he knew it.

Except…life was short. Just because he risked heartache didn’t mean he shouldn’t try.

And he damn sure wanted to try. 


Chapter Eleven

 

Over the next week, Brandon was able to grab time here and there with each man, and a few times with both of them. One evening he was able to meet them over at Jeff’s house, where Jeff had cooked dinner for both Brandon and Stuart.

“So, we have a question for you,” Jeff started.

“Okay?”

The men exchanged a glance. Jeff pointed at Stuart, who finally spoke. “Would you mind if I rented a room from Jeff? I’ve been looking around, and anything that I can easily afford is in a really crappy area.”

“Why would I mind?”

“Because we wanted to make sure it was okay.”

“I’m confused.”

Jeff took over. “Protocol.”

“Ah. That’s sweet, but I can’t claim that kind of control over you yet, buddy. I told you that. We need to know each other longer before I ask that from you.”

“I wanted to make sure.”

Brandon dove in, head first. “Are you two going to sleep together?”

“No,” Jeff said. “We talked about that. If we’re going to do this as a triad, we’re dedicated to trying it as a triad. We’ll wait until you say it’s okay, and our first time is all together.”

Wow.

He pulled Stuart in for a hug and a long, sweet kiss. “If you mean it, that you’ll just be roommates for now, then of course I’m fine with it.”

Stuart smiled. “Thank you, Sir. I appreciate that.”

He kissed Jeff. “You going to be able to keep your hands off him that long?”

Jeff smiled. “Please don’t order me not to masturbate yet, Sir.”

“Ooh, there’s some fun long-distance sadism I can do. Make you sit and watch each other beat off while I’m watching on FaceTime.”

“Won’t that be torturing yourself at the same time?” Jeff asked.

“Yeah, but totes worth it, as Emma would say.”

 

* * * *

 

Stuart moved in with Jeff, and Brandon had fun FaceTiming with them at night when he couldn’t see them in person. They’d known each other almost three weeks now, and so far, Brandon couldn’t see a problem with this arrangement, unusual though it might be.

The only drawback would be eventually explaining it to Emma, once he decided to do that.

And since she wasn’t a little kid, he wasn’t going to make up silly lies to smooth things over.

Didn’t mean he was eager to talk about relationship dynamics with his daughter.

The three of them had been out on several dates now, and they’d dated each other one-on-one. They’d all gotten their test results back, and Brandon was ready to move this into a physical relationship with both of them. He suspected the other two men were, as well.

The only thing Brandon wanted to be especially careful of was Stuart, since he’d never been with a guy before. Brandon wanted their first night together to be all three of them, and preferably a night where he wouldn’t have to rush or hurry home after.

Even if they didn’t last, he wanted Stuart to have that good memory, if nothing else.

He admitted to Emma that he was dating, but didn’t tell her all the details.

Like that he was dating two guys.

Brandon opted to introduce her to Jeff first, then Stuart. Mostly because it was obvious from how the three of them naturally seemed to fit together that Jeff would be the Alpha subby, and Stuart the beta.

If he was going to live this, he was going to live it as much as possible without exposing his lifestyle to vanillas. That meant affording Jeff little considerations, per his position.

He would have special things for Stuart, too, but this was a hierarchal thing. And he expected the men to have their own little things between them, as well. With his job and Emma, Brandon couldn’t be there for them twenty-four-seven. Having them able to rely on each other was a good thing and a healthy way for their relationship to grow stronger.

Sushi would probably be the safest dinner choice, because Emma loved sushi. Now that she was living with him full-time, they were mostly eating at home, truncated kitchen notwithstanding.

Emma was proving wicked good with an electric skillet and a slow cooker, able to compensate for a lack of prep area.

He had to admit, it was nice having her home most of the time. He tried to help her prepare dinner every night, and he’d declared dinners device-free zones where they actually talked, mostly about her day at school.

He decided to wait until the night before to tell her, while they were eating dinner at home.

“Tomorrow night, we’re going out to dinner. Sushi. With a friend of mine.”

Emma gave him the same look he was sure he’d given Jeff and Stuart—and others—plenty of times in the past. Arched eyebrow, chin tipped down.

“‘Friend’ as in just a guy you know, or ‘friend’ as in boyfriend you’re finally going to introduce me to?” She took a bite of her green beans.

Yep. He was in sooo much trouble when she got older. “Boyfriend.”

She smiled and reached over to poke his arm. “Yay. About time, Dad.”

“Any questions you want to ask that might embarrass me, ask me now, please?”

“Why’d it take you so long to introduce me?”

“What do you mean?”

“You’ve been dating him for a few weeks at least, right?”

“How did you know that?”

“I didn’t, until you just confirmed it.” She grinned. “I guessed. I know you, Dad. You’re cautious. And you’ve been going out more lately than you used to, unless you were only going out on nights I wasn’t home. But I’m older now. So maybe with the change in living situation you’re doing things differently.”

“You really should consider being a criminal profiler, honey.”

“I’m thinking about it. Still want to get my degree in criminal justice.”

“You’d be good at it.” He studied her. “So we’re good for tomorrow night?”

“What’s his name?”

“Jeff.”

“Where’d you meet him?”

“Through mutual friends. Had dinner together one night and been seeing each other ever since.”

Technically not a lie…

It just wasn’t the entire truth.

“I promise I’ll be on my best behavior.” She grinned. “I won’t even eat any red Jell-O.”

“Thank god.”

 

* * * *

 

Jeff tried not to be nervous, but he couldn’t help it. This was Brandon’s daughter.

If she hated him, he suspected that would be the end of things between them.

When he parked in front of the sushi restaurant, he didn’t see Brandon’s car. Nervous, he texted Stuart.

 

They’re not here yet.

 

You’ll be fine. She’ll like you. I’m the one worried she won’t like me. You’re older.

 

Stuart had mentioned that worry to Jeff more than once. He was still trying to come up with a good reply when he spotted Brandon’s car.

 

If she likes me, she’ll love you. They just got here. I’ll TTYL.

 

He got out and headed over to the door to wait for them. Emma had Brandon’s hair color and eyes, and as she walked beside her father, he felt her studying him.

It surprised Jeff when Brandon leaned in to kiss him hello and took his hand. “Emma, this is my friend, Jeff. Jeff, this is Emma.”

She smiled and shook hands with him. “I promised Dad no evil kid act tonight.”

Brandon groaned. “Not doing the evil kid act also involves not telling someone you’re not going to be evil.”

She poked her father in the arm. “Relax. I promise I won’t puke on him.”

Then she grinned at Jeff.

“If you run now,” Brandon said, “I won’t blame you. I swear.”

But Jeff had seen the playfulness in her grin. She was just teasing her dad, not trying to get under Jeff’s skin. “Can’t scare me that easily. I have a little sister. Been there, done that, got the psychological scars from it.”

They were seated in a booth, and while Emma had indicated she was okay if her dad wanted to sit next to Jeff, Brandon took a seat in the same side as her.

Under the table, Brandon’s foot reached out and nudged Jeff’s. When Jeff looked at him, Brandon winked.

He tried to relax and not put on an act and just be himself. If Brandon had been attracted to him the way he was, hopefully it was good enough for Brandon’s daughter.

She was a pistol, though. Brandon hadn’t been a bragging dad when he talked about her intelligence. It surprised him when she started asking him knowledgeable questions about his Edsel.

Even Brandon looked…curious.

“Hang on,” Brandon said. “When did you learn so much about cars?”

“Pat’s piece of shi-crap car. He was having trouble with it last year.” She smiled. “Electronic problem. He couldn’t afford to take it to a mechanic, so I researched it on the Internet and figured out what was wrong with it. The check engine light was on, and it would run, but it was running like crap. I had Mom drive me to the auto parts store and we bought a cheap code reader. I pulled the code and looked it up, we bought the part, and I fixed the stupid thing in about twenty minutes. All it needed was a new MAF sensor. Had it running by the time he got home from work. Cost less than one hundred dollars total, including the code reader.”

Brandon looked…stunned. “Why didn’t you tell me about that?”

She cocked her head at him. “Duh. Mom asked me not to because she was embarrassed about being broke. And honestly, I’d forgotten about it until now. It was worth it to have that over Pat’s stupid head, though, that I was smarter than him like that.” She grinned.

 

* * * *

 

Okay, so there was another item they’d have to talk about once he and Emma were alone again. Since Emma was now living full-time with him, Ed had filed a motion to discontinue the child support.

He’d told Ed to tell Tracey that he wouldn’t pursue regular support payments from her as long as she chipped in for things like school clothes.

He’d hoped it would be another incentive for Tracey to not try to fight him in court.

But if they were really hurting that much for money, why would they waste money on a stupid weekend boat trip?

Fortunately, dinner seemed to go well. Brandon could tell from the way Emma acted that she seemed to like Jeff. Practically no snark of the bad kind, she actually talked to him, and he had her laughing a few times.

When it was time to leave, she even leaned in for a quick hug from Jeff before heading on to the car to give them a moment alone after Brandon handed her the keys.

“Well?” Jeff nervously asked.

“I think she likes you. I’ll text you later.” He kissed him, lingering but forcing himself to finally lean back. “Give Stuart a kiss for me when you get home.”

Jeff smiled. “You bet I will…Sir.”

Brandon struggled to keep his willful cock under control. Definitely not the time or place for that.

Brandon headed for his car to find Emma grinning at him.

“Well?”

“I really like him, Dad. Heck of a lot better than I like Pat.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

He buckled his seat belt. “Thanks. I really like him, too.” He got them headed toward home. “So how many other instances are there of stuff you ‘forgot’ to tell me.”

“Dad, there’s lots of little stuff. Most of it having to do with Mom being embarrassed about something Pat did or didn’t do, or something he said. The guy’s a jackass, and if you want to punish me for saying that, fine, I’ll take it. But it’s the truth. He’s always bragging about the Goober, but I’m nobody.”

Brandon knew he needed to keep his cool, that ranting about the guy—or Tracey—wouldn’t be a smart long-game. Not to mention, Emma needed him to be stable, reliable.

“Some guys are intimidated by smart women.”

“That’s why he’s flipping burgers for a living.”

“There’s nothing wrong with what he does for a living.”

“Uh, yeah, Dad, there is. He’s an idiot, and he’s flat-out lazy. He’s not even a manager, he’s an assistant manager, and has been for years. He’s not smart enough to do anything else long-term, and he doesn’t have the ambition to try to work his way up to manager.”

Brandon didn’t have a good response that wasn’t an outright lie, so he remained quiet for a moment. “You should call your mom and talk to her. Try to work things out.”

“She picked Pat over me.” Emma stared out the window. “I heard him talking to his parents in the hallway outside the room on the boat. Apparently he was trying to look good for his parents to get money from them with the excuse it was for me for my college education. He freaking told them there was no way I’d get a college scholarship. That my grades are crappy and they want to get me tutoring.”

She turned back to him. “Seriously. That’s the best thing he could come up with.” Her voice softened. “They’re hurting for money. Mom could do way better than him.” She shook her head. “I’m honestly hoping them losing the child support from me finally makes her divorce him, or makes him leave. Something. Anything. She let him throw me under the bus with a bunch of lies to try to get money from his parents.”

Brandon struggled not to get too deep into this. He felt guilty, to a certain extent. He had left Tracey and broken her heart, but it had been Tracey’s decision to then get into a bad marriage with a guy definitely beneath her.

“I’m sorry, sweetheart.”

“Well, when I get through college, if she’s still married to him, I’ll tell her I’ll pay for her divorce if she’ll leave him.”

He admired her determination even though he knew darn well that wasn’t how human nature usually worked. “She has to make decisions for herself.”

“I know. But sometimes I wonder if she’s the parent or the child.” 


Chapter Twelve

 

At least Emma liked Jeff. That gave Brandon hope that she might also like Stuart.

The next night, Brandon bought dinner for Stuart. Stuart had picked Brandon up at the house, because Emma had been at Grace’s, studying for a test, and Grace’s mom would drive her home. While Brandon and Stuart were finishing their dinner, Emma texted Brandon that she was home, meaning they needed to bring their evening to a close.

“I really had fun tonight, Sir,” Stuart said as he drove Brandon home.

Brandon reached over and laid a hand on Stuart’s thigh. “So did I, boy.”

“I missed Jeff, though.”

He patted Stuart’s thigh. “So did I.”

They rode in comfortable silence for a moment. “Were you serious about maybe marrying one of us, if things get that far?”

“Yes. I know Ed has done some legal wrangling for other poly groups that’s nearly as good as marriage. We get to that point, we can figure something out. Why?”

“I’m still trying to figure out how to break it to my family. I mean, not just that I’m gay. That we’re poly. If we work out long-term. Which I hope we will. God, now I’m babbling. Please stop me babbling.”

Brandon smiled and patted Stuart’s thigh again. “Well, like I said, I don’t want to be a dirty secret. I’m not going to hide you guys from Emma, and I expect the same respect from you. And I don’t mean we parade around naked in front of people, of course. But if you have to lie to them about me, that’s a problem we need to address now. Next week, you’ll meet me and Emma for dinner so I can introduce you to her the way I did Jeff. Still working on how to explain it to her.”

Brandon studied the younger man as Stuart drove. “I’m…scared. Of my family. Which I know is stupid, because what are they going to do, disown me? They live in Iowa. They’ve always lived in Iowa. They think life is good enough for them, and maybe it is good enough for them, but that wasn’t good enough for me.”

Stuart made an aggravated noise. “And it bugs me that I feel like this about them. Like they have control over me when I’m a damn adult living, what, over a thousand miles away?”

“I’m not saying we have to go back there for Christmas or anything, but I’ll be happy to hold your hand while you talk to them on the phone. We both will. We won’t leave you alone.”

At a light, Stuart met his gaze. “I guess I sound pretty stupid, huh? I mean, I know you had to come out to Tracey and divorce her.”

“I don’t think you sound stupid. I think you sound intimidated.”

“That’s one word for it.” When the light turned green, they continued. It took Stuart another long moment to speak again. “I am legit scared of my oldest brother, though. Jake. He’s…” He shrugged. “He was a bully to me and my brother growing up, a bully in high school, and he’s a bully now. And he’s raising two bullies. I feel sorry for his wife, Shelly. I knew I could never be out living in Iowa anywhere near him. He would have come after me if he’d heard of me dating a guy. Or worse, he would have gone after the guy.”

“Would you like me to order you not to go home to see them?”

“No, Sir. It’s not necessary.” His smile looked tight, drawn. “I’m not even sure that’ll be an issue when I tell my parents. I’ll do that over the phone, take the easy way out. If they pleasantly shock me, terrific, I misjudged them. I don’t think I did, though.”

“Want to take bets they’ll claim you moving to Florida turned you gay?” He’d meant it as a joke, but Stuart’s tight smile didn’t loosen any.

“I already thought about that. Multiple times. I won’t take that bet because I’m not at all sure that’s not exactly one of the things they will say.”

 

* * * *

 

When they reached Brandon’s house, Stuart walked him to the front door. “Come on in for a minute,” Brandon said. He wasn’t quite ready to say goodnight to Stuart yet.

Jeff got to spend more time with him than he did, so he’d take this little bit of time and savor it.

“Are you sure? I thought Emma’s home.”

“She is. And I wouldn’t have asked if I didn’t mean it.”

“Okay. I mean, yes, Sir.”

Brandon smiled. “You’re so cute.”

Emma had locked the front door, fortunately. Nice to see she was remembering things like that. One less worry on his plate. “Want something to drink?”

“No, that’s okay, Sir.”

Brandon pulled him in close, kissing him. “Bet I know what you do want,” he mumbled.

“Mmmhmm, yes, Sir.”

Except he couldn’t do that. Not tonight, with Emma there. It’d be too hard to explain, and he didn’t want to have that conversation with her right now.

That’d be a chub-killer for sure.

Still, Brandon kissed him again, reaching down to palm Stuart’s hard bulge through his jeans. “No jerking off when you get home, boy,” Brandon whispered. “You hold that load until I can help you take care of it this weekend.”

Stuart whimpered. “Yes, Sir.”

“Good boy.” He grabbed him by the back of the head and kissed him, hard.

The sound of Emma’s bedroom door opening hit Brandon like a splash of cold water, but he didn’t think they’d stepped away from each other quickly enough before she stuck her head into the hallway. “Dad?”

“Um, yeah. I’m home.”

Instead of going back into her room, she stepped out and stormed down the hall, fury on her face. “Do you know what time it is?”

“Uh, yeah. I have a phone. It keeps great time. You should be in bed.”

She stared at Stuart for an uncomfortably long moment. “Where’s Jeff?”

“He’s home tonight. Honey, this is Stuart. Stuart, this is Emma.”

Instead of reaching out to shake hands, she crossed them over her chest and sent the chilly glare of death Stuart’s way.

Good thing she couldn’t use the Force, or he suspected Stuart would be dead on the floor right where he stood.

He could almost read Darth Emma’s thoughts. I find your lack of monogamy disturbing.

“I thought when you said you were going out that you were going out with Jeff. You know, your boyfriend?”

“I’d better go,” Stuart softly said, turning his back to Emma but winking at Brandon.

Whew. Hopefully that meant Stuart wasn’t upset. “Thanks for tonight. I had a good time.”

“Me, too, Si—um, me, too.”

Even knowing Emma was watching, Brandon still gave Stuart a quick peck on the lips before seeing him out the door.

Trying to delay the inevitable, he closed the door and slowly locked it, resting his forehead against it.

That’s when Emma’s voice ripped through the living room like a tsunami. “What is going on, Dad?”

Brandon struggled to maintain his composure as he turned to face her. “What are you talking about?”

She pointed at the front door. “That guy! Who is he? What about Jeff? Oh, my god, you’re not cheating on Jeff, are you?”

“No! Of course I’m not.”

“Then explain that guy! You kissed him! I saw you kissing him!”

“I don’t owe you any explanations, young lady.”

“Uh, yeah, you do, Dad. You’ve always made a big deal about being honest with people, having integrity, and you’re cheating on poor Jeff? How could you?”

This was not a conversation he’d wanted to have. The good news was, at least, she seemed to be indignant on Jeff’s behalf, so that must mean she liked him. Right?

“I’m not cheating on Jeff with Stuart. Jeff’s dating Stuart, too.”

Her jaw gaped. “Jeff is cheating on you with him?” He really needed to get some throw rugs or something. Her voice echoed through the house, rattling off the concrete floors and bare walls.

“No one’s cheating on anyone! Will you please calm down?”

She planted her hands on her hips and glared at him. “Then you want to explain it to me? I’m not stupid.”

He crossed his arms over his chest and forced himself to say it. “His name’s Stuart Powell, and Jeff and I met him the same night we met each other when we were out with mutual friends. Jeff and I are dating each other…and Stuart. The three of us are all dating each other. We all know about it, and we’re all okay with it. Plus they’re now roommates. Stuart’s renting a room from Jeff. I was going to wait until next week to introduce you to Stuart and tell you about the three of us.”

She blinked, staring at him. “What?” Then she let out a gasp and clapped her hand over her mouth. “Oh, my god!” she mumbled from behind it. “You’re like Kyle’s family!”

“Kyle?”

“A friend of mine at school. His dad, Darryl, and his step-mom, Susan, and his step-dad, Grant. Darryl’s married to Susan, but the three of them live together. Is that what you’re doing?”

Oh, shit.

He knew them, now that Emma had put things in context.

He’d had dinner with them that Saturday night at Sigalo’s when he’d met Jeff and Stuart. Plus, he’d seen them at private parties before and at Venture.

Trying to decide if this was a good development or not, he took a moment to compose himself. “Right now, we’re just dating,” he carefully said. “And I hope it goes without saying that this is none of your mother’s business. Or any of your friends’ business.”

She dropped her hand and grinned. “Heck, no.” She walked over and hugged him. “I’m just glad you’re not cheating on Jeff. I really like him.”

He hugged her back. “I really like him, too. And we both like Stuart. And, hopefully, Stuart still likes both of us, if a mouthy teenager didn’t just ruin my chances with him.”

She winced. “I guess I owe him an apology, huh?”

He stared down at her. “Um, yeah, I think so. Next time, how about saving the evil child act until after you’ve talked to me first, instead of defaulting to it, huh?”

“Sorry, Dad. But I thought…” She sighed. “Never mind. I’m sorry. I should have trusted you. But even you have to admit it was hard not to make that assumption.”

“Thank you for the apology. And yes, I can see that. I think it’s time you head to bed, is it not?”

“Yeah.” She did just that.

With that sorted, he headed to his bedroom to call Stuart. “Sorry about that,” he immediately said when Stuart answered. Then Brandon explained.

A nervous laugh escaped Stuart. “It’s okay. I’m glad you sorted it out. I guess that means we don’t need to hide things from her, huh, Sir?”

“Um, well, the Sir stuff. Let’s be careful with that. Okay? I’m not ready to have that conversation with her yet.”

“Yes, Sir. I mean, sure.”

Brandon laughed. “You’re fine. It’s fine. Everything’s fine.” He sighed. “Now if I can just get my house finished so we can spend time here and be comfortable, everything would be great.”

“I don’t mind helping you, Sir. We’d both be happy to. It’d give Emma a chance to get to know us, too.”

It would at that. “Let me think about that. I don’t want to use you for free labor.”

“Think of it as a vanilla way for us to get our kink on by serving you, Sir.”

Hmm. “You have a way with words, boy.”

“Thank you, Sir. I try.”

With things smoothed over on both ends, that left Brandon free to finally relax and get ready for bed. Except…

He found his mind constantly roaming back to that first night together at Venture, the three of them playing.

How…perfect it felt, even though that was a word he hated to use lightly.

It had felt right.

Like the three of them absolutely belonged together.

Tonight, not having Jeff with them had almost felt a little sad. Last night not having Stuart with them had left him feeling the same way.

At least Emma’s okay with it.

Honestly, that’d been his major sticking point, how to explain it to her.

But if she was already used to that…hell, he didn’t really have any valid objections left to worry about, did he?

Maybe he could get his happily ever after with Jeff and Stuart.

It was worth taking the chance.

They were worth taking the chance.

 

* * * *

 

With the secret out, Brandon didn’t have to worry about Jeff and Stuart both being at the house and Emma seeing how he interacted with them.

Which was a huge relief when IKEA called the next day and let him know his kitchen was being delivered the day after that. While he’d love to have a lot of other things done in the house, the kitchen had to be a priority. Especially if he had extra sets of hands willing to help him put it all together and get it installed.

It took them two evenings, but they got it assembled and put together. For the first time in several months, they now had a functional kitchen.

And Emma pitched in, helping, apparently comfortable around Jeff and Stuart.

Fortunately, she still liked both men.

That’s when Brandon knew he needed the three of them to take things to the next step.

Brandon walked the men out to Jeff’s truck and kept his voice low. “Let’s plan to go to dinner and spend Saturday night together, okay?”

“The club?” Stuart asked.

“No.” He reached out and stroked Stuart’s cheek. “Let’s go to your place. I’ll arrange something for Emma, to either get her to go to Tracey’s or a friend’s house.”

“If you can’t,” Jeff said, “we can wait.”

“I don’t want to wait. Not anymore. Life’s too short, and I want to see where this will go.”

He kissed them both goodnight and watched as they pulled out of the driveway and drove off.

He was tired of waiting. Tracey hadn’t waited, even while he’d stood back and been the responsible father. If Emma was still a little kid, that’d be different.

It was time for him to start putting himself first, in some ways. Because he only got one life, and he wanted to live it. 


Chapter Thirteen

 

By the time the next Saturday rolled around, Brandon was eagerly looking forward to fucking his two boys’ asses. He’d wanted the whole night with them, but Emma still refused to spend the night at Tracey’s. Then she had asked if she could spend it at Grace’s house.

After talking to Grace’s mother, he agreed.

At some point, he hoped his daughter and her mother could work something out. Tracey had called him last week to talk to Emma since Emma was sending all her calls to voicemail.

Which Brandon couldn’t fault her for, but he did tell her to quit putting off talking to Tracey, because that wasn’t helping the situation.

He knew they loved each other, but it seemed that they’d finally hit too divergent a fork in the road between them in terms of mutual understanding.

Not that he could blame Emma for how she felt, but he did understand a teenage girl wasn’t exactly the most reliable narrator out there when it came to recalling events, no matter how damned smart she was.

Except in this case, he suspected Emma was telling the truth.

Or more of the truth than Tracey was.

After taking Emma over to Grace’s, he came home and showered. He must have changed shirts three different times before finally realizing it wasn’t necessary.

Whatever happened tonight, it either would or wouldn’t happen, and what shirt he wore would play zero role in the outcome.

He still couldn’t believe this was actually going to…happen. It’d taken them a month to get to this point, their logistics hampered a little by having Emma now living with him.

But they’d finally hit a point where Brandon knew he wanted more from both of them.

Stuart and Jeff were so fricking adorable. Both of them. They each had their strong points. And they weren’t going to force him to choose between them, because they liked each other.

It was like…this was almost too perfect or something.

Then again, it’s not like we’d be the first triad in the area.

Far from it. There were even a few quads, from his understanding, although they usually had a woman in the mix somewhere.

Thank goodness they were able to do this at Jeff and Stuart’s place tonight. Nothing killed the mood faster than trying to get comfortable on patio furniture while every sound they made echoed through the house.

He studied himself in the mirror. He wasn’t half bad-looking for forty-one. A little grey in his hair, sure.

He sucked in his stomach and felt ridiculous. Not like he had anything to be ashamed of.

Besides, they’d seen him the way he was.

If he wasn’t enough for them, well…then that would be that.

Still fighting his case of the nerves, he gathered his wallet, keys, and phone and headed out to meet them at the restaurant. All the way there during the drive, he tried to give himself a pep talk.

I can do this. They’re great guys.

They’re also younger than me, Stuart by sixteen years.

How am I supposed to keep up with not one but two younger guys?

Okay, for crying out loud, he wasn’t marrying them tonight. Hopefully tonight they were going to have some fun. Beyond that…the future still lay wide open and full of possibilities.

He already knew the men would be driving over separately. Jeff had taken an extra shift at work today to cover for another guy, and then had to help his parents knock out a quick chore at their house. He’d be coming straight from there. When Brandon reached the restaurant, Stuart was there but Jeff hadn’t arrived yet. Stuart greeted him with an eager hug and a peck on the lips.

“Jeff’ll be here in a minute, Sir. He got hung up in traffic. He texted me.”

Brandon wondered why Jeff hadn’t texted him as well, when he looked at his phone and realized Jeff had texted him—except his phone was on silent.

Stuart’s green eyes, even in the waning light, bore flecks of hazel and gold that gave them a sweet, earthy quality.

“Any second thoughts?” Brandon asked him. “You can always say no.”

He smiled. “No, Sir. No second thoughts. I kind of wish we could skip dinner.”

“I’d say yes to that, except I’m starving.” They spotted a truck pulling into the lot and it was Jeff.

Brandon studied Stuart’s expression as he watched Jeff park. “Not jealous?”

Stuart shook his head. “Maybe if we weren’t all doing this together. But…I can’t explain it.”

Jeff walked up, long and lanky, jeans and a short-sleeved button-up shirt and his hair still damp from the shower.

“Sorry I’m late, Sir.” He stepped in for a kiss from Brandon before leaning in to kiss Stuart.

Yeeesss. That was the natural dynamic they seemed to fit into. Jeff his Alpha subby, and Stuart the beta.

I’m going to have sooo much fun with them.

 

* * * *

 

Stuart had felt nervous all day, but especially so now that he was here, with these two men.

While he’d initially cursed his luck at getting catfished, he also realized if that hadn’t happened, he might never have met Brandon and Jeff. Or, at the very least, he might not have had the courage to approach them.

Yes, he was damned lucky.

He was also about to do something that he’d never dreamed possible, and hoped this was the start of a long-term relationship.

At least he knew if things didn’t work out between them he had found a strength deep inside him to stretch outside his comfort zone, and it wouldn’t be the end of the world.

Right now, it was only the beginning.

Especially since he had a growing cadre of friends to emotionally support him if things ran off the rails. He’d never felt such a sense of belonging in his life.

Certainly never from his own family.

Brandon opened the door and motioned for them to walk in first. Stuart followed Jeff’s lead and stood aside so Brandon could then walk ahead of them to the hostess’ station.

“Three, please. Booth, if you have it.”

“Certainly. Follow me.”

She grabbed menus and led them to a booth toward the back of the restaurant. Initially, Stuart wondered who’d be the one who got to sit next to Brandon when he settled the question by motioning for him and Jeff to sit on one side, together, while Brandon took the other. Jeff let Stuart go first, putting Stuart by the wall.

Alone with each other and their menus, Brandon smiled across the table at them. “Any topics of discussion we need to cover that we haven’t already?” He loved the way Brandon’s blue eyes crinkled at the outer edges, the slate-grey flecks in them, the smile lines etched in his face.

Stuart shook his head. “No, Sir.”

“We even remembered to clean the bathroom,” Jeff said, smiling.

“Sorry my house isn’t in the best shape right now,” Brandon said.

Stuart glanced through the menu. “Trust me, it’s not an issue for us.”

Brandon reached across the table and patted his hand. “Nervous?”

Why lie about it? “Yeah.”

“Remember, you can always safeword for anything. No expectations.”

“Just the ones I have on myself,” he muttered.

Jeff reached under the table and patted Stuart’s thigh. “We’ll take good care of you tonight.”

Stuart’s cock immediately hardened at the contact. “Okay,” he managed to whisper.

 

* * * *

 

Jeff suspected Stuart now sported wood…which was exactly why he left his hand on Stuart’s thigh, slowly stroking him through the denim, gently squeezing.

Teasing him.

He caught Brandon’s amused gaze, the older man winking at him while Stuart remained head-down over the menu.

Jeff slowly glanced down toward Stuart’s lap, then back to Brandon, lifting an eyebrow in question.

A sexy smile spread across Brandon’s face as he tipped his head in a nod of permission.

Yes!

Jeff’s hand came to rest at the juncture of Stuart’s upper thigh and hip, where he paused for a moment. Then he slowly let his hand drift inward, over Stuart’s bulge.

And yes, he had a definite bulge there now.

He left his hand resting there, waiting.

Brandon clasped his hands in front of him on the table. “Stuart,” he softly said.

Stuart finally looked at him.

“How are you doing?”

When Stuart licked his lips, it took every ounce of willpower Jeff had not to lean in and kiss him, suck them, nibble on them.

“I-I’m okay, Sir.”

“Just okay?”

“Horny,” he whispered.

Brandon unclasped his hands and playfully balanced his chin on one palm, elbow now resting on the table. “Why would that be, I wonder?”

An adorable pink color filled his cheeks. “Because of Jeff’s hand, Sir.”

Jeff lightly squeezed and felt Stuart jump.

Brandon’s gaze focused on him. “He hard?”

“Ooooh boy, is he.”

“Excellent. Don’t make him cream his jeans.” Brandon sat back. “He has to wait until we’re alone for his reward.”

Stuart wasn’t the only one hard. Jeff knew if Brandon was this playful this soon, while they were still in the get-to-know-you phase of their relationship, he could expect the Dom to ratchet things up stratospherically as their time together continued and he got to know the two of them better.

Dove deeper inside their heads.

He loved it.

Jeff could already tell, just in the short amount of time he’d known Brandon, that the man wasn’t simply about sex. He liked to play with someone, mentally as well as physically.

It was too easy for Jeff to get bored with a guy who was all about the physical without backing it up with the mental and emotional aspects of BDSM. He needed a three-dimensional guy, not just someone getting his rocks off.

Sure, normally he was monogamous, except there was something different about this. Coming together at the same time, on equal relationship footing, it didn’t feel…weird.

It felt good.

 

* * * *

 

Brandon had fun watching the two of them during dinner. It took Stuart a little while to loosen up and realize that, the way the booth was positioned, no one could see what was going on except Brandon. Once Stuart did loosen up, he started reaching over and teasing Jeff.

Made even more fun when Brandon ordered Jeff to leave his hands on the table and let Stuart explore.

He had a feeling the two of them were close to ripping each other’s clothes off before they were even through the entree.

Brandon had another reason for this—he wanted them involved with each other, liking each other, able to play with each other. Hopefully, that would forestall any jealousy on either man’s part.

Once they’d paid the bill and were out the door, Jeff and Stuart walked Brandon over to his car. He pulled Jeff in first for a kiss, then Stuart. “Are we still going back to your place?” he asked Jeff.

Jeff nodded. “Yes, Sir.” He stared down at Stuart. “As long as he’s still willing.”

Stuart eagerly nodded. “Yes, Sir!”

“Okay, then. See you there.” Brandon waited to make sure the other two men made it safely out of the parking lot to follow them.

In his trunk sat his toybag, including the bottle of lube and plenty of condoms he’d purchased for tonight. Sure they were all tested and neg, but condoms also made clean-up easier in some ways.

Jeff and Stuart only lived fifteen minutes from the restaurant. Wasn’t the greatest neighborhood, but it wasn’t the worst.

After Brandon retrieved his bag from the trunk, he found Jeff and Stuart had waited for him on the front porch.

“Sorry, guys. Didn’t mean you had to stand out here.”

“It’s okay, Sir,” Jeff said. “We wanted to wait for you.”

“Well, then good boy. Both of you.”

He loved the smiles on their faces.

Inside, Jeff put on a cable music channel, soft rock, and Brandon had Stuart sit on the couch between him and Jeff.

Leaning in close, he stared into Stuart’s eyes. “How you doing?”

“Nervous.”

“Nervous is normal. Seriously, if you want to stop anything, at any time, just say red. I’d prefer you say red than let us go too far and break your trust.”

 

* * * *

 

“I want this,” Stuart said.

Frankly, there wasn’t much else he’d ever wanted more in his life than to turn himself over to these two men.

Jeff’s hand rested on Stuart’s thigh. “You are in for a treat,” Jeff said, smiling down into his face.

Brandon leaned in and kissed him. Slow and sweet, it felt delicious and decadent, like the man was savoring him, taking his time.

And it felt…

Heavenly.

Stuart’s hand crept up to the back of Brandon’s neck, cupping him, trying to hold on and never let go. Brandon leaned in, forcing Stuart to tip his head against the couch and relinquish any and all control over the kiss.

Fine with him. He wanted to give himself over to their more experienced hands, let them take him out of his head.

Let him forget his own stupidity and make him feel…wanted.

Desired.

I need help.

Was he so eager for validation and attention that he might be making a mistake?

He didn’t think so.

At least, he hoped not. Brandon and Jeff seemed like nice guys, guys who were vouched for by several others.

He wouldn’t let something stupid like “Albert Durkin” ever happen again, that was for sure.

Totally his own fault for being suckered in. Too many obvious red flags he’d overlooked in the process of finding a job and moving down here.

In retrospect, he could see it all, the entire deception. The good thing was that he hadn’t held any romantic hopes. Not seriously.

Thank god I didn’t send “him” any money.

That would have truly been adding insult to injury.

Jeff’s hand slipped between Stuart’s legs, palming his bulge through his jeans and gently squeezing. “I can’t want to get in here and see what you’ve got.”

Brandon tsked. “Not yet. I want his first night with us to be memorable in the good way. We’ve got plenty of time to build this up slow. No need to rush.”

Brandon reached over, grabbed the back of Jeff’s head, and pulled him in for a kiss. Then he turned Jeff’s head and had him lock lips with Stuart.

They were both great kissers, just different techniques. At least Stuart knew it’d never get old with them, as long as he was with them.

This still felt too good to be true in some ways. When would the other shoe drop? When would some horrible secret creep out of a previously locked closet?

When would his parents and the rest of his family find out?

 

* * * *

 

Brandon didn’t want to rush this. Stuart got only one first time with a guy.

Guys.

Being a realistic romantic, he knew there was a good chance the three of them might not be together long-term. He refused to be an asshole, to be a bad memory Stuart carried with him for life, especially after the catfishing fiasco.

As he and Jeff took turns kissing Stuart, they both snuggled in close, Brandon’s hand settling on the front of Stuart’s bulge and gently squeezing on occasion.

Yep, rock-hard, and nothing to be ashamed of, from the feel of it.

Stuart responded by trying to rock his hips forward every time Brandon did that. Finally, Brandon grabbed Stuart’s hand and placed it over his own bulge, stifling his own moan with another kiss as Stuart tentatively squeezed him.

“Yeah, baby,” Brandon hoarsely urged. “Just like that.”

Jeff followed suit, until Stuart was driving both of them insane.

Brandon stopped kissing Stuart and pulled Jeff in for a long, deep kiss. “I want to watch the two of you dancing together. Slow dancing,” Brandon clarified.

Jeff stood, reaching out for Stuart’s hand and pulling him to his feet with a playful smile on his face.

“Glad it’s a slow dance,” Jeff said, “because other than a lap dance, that’s the only kind I can do.”

“We can try lap dancing later,” Brandon said, the image of Jeff impaled on his cock on that couch now delightfully seared in his mind. “Right now, I want to watch you two together.”

Yes, maybe this was the easy solution to a potential problem. If he was ever too exhausted to take care of them, he could simply order them to do each other and have fun watching.

Tonight, he’d get to participate, but he did want to watch first.

They looked damn sexy together.

Brandon leaned back where he sat on the sofa and adjusted his package through his jeans. His cock throbbed, aching, wanting to feel a mouth or an ass gripping it, sliding up and down the length of his shaft.

Before the end of the night, he would blow a nut at least once, hopefully a second time.

“Kiss him, Jeff,” Brandon hoarsely ordered.

Jeff slow-danced with Stuart, swaying in time to the sound of Chicago playing on the stereo. Jeff had three inches in height on Stuart and had taken charge. He sucked the younger man’s lower lip, one hand cupping the back of Stuart’s neck, the other his ass.

Stuart held on to Jeff’s waist, eyes closed, face upturned and eagerly returning Jeff’s kisses. Totally into it.

Decisions, decisions.

After a few more minutes of this, Brandon stood and joined them, pressed against Stuart’s back where he ground his hips against Stuart’s ass.

He nibbled on the side of Stuart’s neck. “Feel that, buddy? That will be inside you before the end of the night.”

Stuart rocked his ass against Brandon. “Yes, Sir!”

Brandon met Jeff’s hazel gaze. “Bedroom?”

Jeff leaned in for a kiss. “Thought you’d never ask, Sir.” 


Chapter Fourteen

 

Jeff led the way to his bedroom, glancing around when he switched on the light to make sure he hadn’t forgotten to tidy up. The light switch actually turned on the floor lamp in the corner, not the overhead light in the ceiling fan.

That gave them the perfect amount of light without it being…glaring.

Brandon set his bag on the floor. Jeff’s cock throbbed as he stared at Brandon’s ass when the man bent over to unzip the bag and started rummaging through it.

This is really happening!

Of course he’d fantasized about something like this, a threesome. Never thought he’d realistically be able to engage in it, though. This required emotional attachment for him. He couldn’t just jump into a gang-bang with strangers or people he barely knew.

He couldn’t randomly bounce into any sexual encounter like that. Nothing against guys who could, but he needed to know and trust a person first.

To find not only one, but two guys he trusted and was willing to become vulnerable to?

He hoped it was a good sign.

Brandon produced lube, gloves, and condoms, and a set of leather cuffs and matching collar.

“I only have the one set,” Brandon said to Jeff. “Mind if he gets to wear them tonight?”

“I don’t mind, Sir.”

Brandon’s smile would have lit the room. “Good boy.” He leaned in and kissed Jeff, taking his time and exploring with his tongue as he did. “You’ll get rewarded for that generosity in a little while.”

Now Jeff’s cock throbbed, hard and aching and wanting relief. “Thank you, Sir.”

Brandon laid the cuffs and collar on the bed and turned Stuart so his back was to Jeff. “Any questions or last-minute limits you want to discuss?”

“No, Sir. I still want this.”

Brandon stepped in close, pressing Stuart against Jeff. “Tonight, we’re going to fuck you and teach you how to properly worship a cock.” He smiled. “Probably at the same time, depending on how things work out. We’ll use condoms for sex, but your choice whether or not you want us bare for oral.”

“Bare, Sir. Please. If I can’t trust your test results, I shouldn’t even be here in the first place.”

“Good boy.” Brandon palmed Stuart’s cheek. “First thing we have to do is get you out of those clothes. Jeff, reach around and help him with that, please.”

“My pleasure, Sir.” He pulled Stuart’s body against his, deliberately rolling his hips against Stuart’s ass before feeling around for the buttons on his shirt and slowly opening it.

 

* * * *

 

Between the sexy way Brandon was kissing him, and the sensation of Jeff’s hands roaming across his body, Stuart felt close to being overwhelmed in good ways. He eagerly kissed Brandon back, taking everything the man wanted to give him.

Before long, he stood there naked before the two of them as they kissed up and down his body. When Stuart tried to reach for his cock to stroke it, Brandon caught his hand.

“I didn’t give you permission to do that.”

“Please, Sir. I’m really horny.”

In fact, he couldn’t remember feeling this horny before.

Ever.

Brandon buckled the cuffs and collar on Stuart before turning him and backing him against the bed, laying him down on it.

“Stay,” he said, reaching in and giving Stuart’s cock a quick squeeze before he straightened. “And don’t touch yourself.”

Then Brandon focused on Jeff for a moment, pulling him in for a fierce, crushing kiss that left Stuart panting in its wake. “Get naked,” Brandon gasped when he finally released Jeff. “Now.”

Jeff playfully smiled. “Yes, Sir.”

In a moment, they were both naked and joining Stuart on the bed, stretched out on either side of him. Even the feel of their warm flesh surrounding him nearly sent his senses into overload. Brandon and Jeff used a piece of rope and a snap clip to fasten Stuart’s wrist cuffs to the headboard.

Brandon took the lead. “Never had a guy give you a blow job, huh?”

“No, Sir. Well, not a girl, either. Only girl I slept with gave me a hand job once. She didn’t want to do a blow job.”

“Oh, well, let’s check that one off the bucket list now, shall we?” Brandon climbed between Stuart’s thighs and spread them wide. “Keep your eyes open and watch me, boy.”

Stuart did, all while Jeff’s hands explored Stuart’s body, playing with his nipples and stroking his flesh.

Brandon’s breath blew across the head of his cock, warm, teasing. Never breaking eye contact with Stuart, Brandon slowly licked a circle around the head before taking it between his lips.

The air in the room felt thin. It was that, or the pleasure coming from that man’s mouth was short-circuiting his lungs’ ability to take in oxygen.

He was.

That.

Good.

Then again, he didn’t know how good Brandon was compared to others, since he didn’t have a large pool of previous experience from which to judge. Stuart still maintained it felt great to him and went with that evaluation.

Meanwhile, he couldn’t have looked away even if he’d wanted to or the order hadn’t been in place. It was fascinating to watch his cock disappearing into the man’s mouth and feel pleasure taking its place.

“Me next,” Jeff whispered in Stuart’s ear. “I can’t wait to go down on you.” He tweaked Stuart’s left nipple. “Or wait to show you how to go down on me.”

Brandon wrapped his fingers around the base of Stuart’s cock, pressing against the underside as he worked his mouth up and down his shaft. Stuart wished he had Jeff’s cock in his mouth right then, to try to replicate the sexy things being done to him by Brandon.

Jeff’s lips nibbled at Stuart’s left earlobe. “I can’t wait for Sir to start training me to get DP’d. To feel both your cocks in me at the same time. That’s going to be amazing.”

Honestly, while it wasn’t something Stuart felt ready to tackle yet as a catcher, he was intrigued by it. Depending on how Jeff did, he might let Brandon take him down that path, too.

For now, he’d like to make it through this blow job without embarrassing himself by going off prematurely.

There was something so incredibly sexy in the way Brandon deep-throated him, long-stroking him up to the head, swirling his tongue around before doing it again.

And again.

Way better than porn.

Being helpless added another dimension to the sexy situation. Gentle suction from Brandon’s mouth sent ripples of pleasure through Stuart’s body, from his cock all the way to his hair.

He was damned good. Better than anything Stuart had ever imagined possible.

Stuart watched as Brandon never released his cock from his mouth. He pulled on a glove, added lube, and started working one finger into Stuart’s ass.

“One finger is easy,” Jeff whispered. “Be a good boy for Sir and take it. You know you want him to claim your ass, and I can’t wait to fuck you after he does.”

Even in Stuart’s weakest times, when he’d wondered how he’d go another day without tackling Jeff, Jeff proved far stronger than him in some ways. He’d certainly had better self-control.

“Spread your legs wider and bend your knees to give Sir better access, baby.”

Stuart’s body obeyed Jeff before he could even consciously process the command.

He got it. Life had led him to this perfect moment, making all the waiting more than worth it. Better this than some cheap motel room encounter with someone whose name he’d probably never remember.

They were absolutely right.

When Brandon tried to insert a second finger, the burning pinch drew a whine from Stuart. Jeff leaned in and sucked on Stuart’s right nipple, drawing his attention even as Brandon slowed his hand and increased his suction on Stuart’s cock.

Immediately, the burning pinch transformed into aching pleasure, helping him hold back his release. Before long, Brandon was easily finger-fucking his ass with two fingers and nothing but pleasure remained.

Jeff alternated nipples, mouth and fingers, keeping the pleasure charged up and flowing through his system as Brandon started working him up to three fingers.

This time, Brandon went much more slowly, nearly bringing Stuart to the brink of release before moving his hand more, scissoring his fingers, loosening Stuart’s virgin ass. Pulse racing, Stuart both wanted this to never end and wanted Brandon to hurry up and get that cock inside him now!

Only once Brandon was satisfied that Stuart was prepared did he start finger-fucking him again, hard. At the same time he released the pressure on the underside of Stuart’s cock with his other hand, swallowing his cock deep. The hand in Stuart’s ass found his prostate, Brandon’s fingers sliding along it with every thrust.

The orgasm slammed into him, Stuart’s hands jerking against the restraints as the strongest climax he could ever remember experiencing swept through him. Brandon stayed with him, licking and sucking and swallowing, intensifying the sensation until, finally, Brandon’s hands stilled and his mouth was left holding Stuart’s cock, waiting.

Jeff leaned in and kissed him Stuart, tongue fucking his mouth. “Damn, that was hot.”

Brandon finally released Stuart’s cock and withdrew his fingers from Stuart’s ass, leaving him feeling empty. Brandon stripped off the glove and tossed it, inside out, onto the floor.

Then he reached for a condom. “I fully expect that, at some point fairly soon, you’re going to get hard again. The next orgasm, you have to earn it.” He tore the pouch open and slowly rolled the condom down his cock. “I haven’t decided exactly how yet.” He smiled. “I want to keep my options open, boy. But there will likely be begging involved.”

“Yes, Sir!” He was still trying to process the fading echoes of pleasure circling through his nervous system like ripples on a small pond.

Brandon knelt between Stuart’s legs, pushing them farther apart. “Jeff, hold him.”

Jeff sat up and grabbed Stuart’s ankles, pulling his legs back, keeping them wide open.

Leaving his ass exposed, vulnerable.

Brandon smiled down at him. “Good boys beg their Sirs nicely to fuck their ass.”

“Please fuck my ass, Sir!”

He chuckled, fisting his cock and slowly stroking it, making Stuart drool, wanting to taste it, suck it, make him come and swallow every drop.

“I can’t believe I’m going to be the first to fuck this sweet hole.” He drizzled some lube into his palm and slicked it up and down his shaft, over the condom, before wiping his hand on a towel Jeff had grabbed earlier.

“I want you to fuck me, Sir. Please!”

He arched an eyebrow at him. “A lot of times when I fuck you, it’s going to be after I’ve spanked or caned your ass. Nothing I love better than fucking a freshly reddened ass, how hot it literally feels.”

“Yes, Sir!”

“Are you going to be my good boy and follow my rules?”

He eagerly nodded. “Yes, Sir!”

“Including punishment?”

“Anything, Sir. Please!”

He nudged in, the head of his cock pressing against Stuart’s rim.

This was it. This was happening!

Brandon took hold of Stuart’s ankles and slung his legs over his shoulders. “Go down on him. Get him hard again, keep him hard, but don’t let him come, or it’s ten cane strokes for you.”

Jeff grinned at Stuart before leaning in and engulfing his cock with his mouth.

Almost immediately, Stuart felt his cock respond, trying to thicken and harden. Jeff was every bit as good as Brandon, just a different technique.

In his ass, Brandon started gently pressing until the head of his cock popped through the outer ring of muscle. That’s where Brandon paused, watching his face. “That’s it, baby. Focus on my cock. First cock inside you. You’ll never forget your first time, will you?”

“No, Sir.”

Brandon took short, slow thrusts, going a little deeper each time, until his body was pressed against Stuart’s ass. “Look at that. You took every bit of my cock the first try. Such a good boy.” He slowly withdrew until just the head remained inside him, then pressed forward deeply again.

“Once you’re used to me, don’t be surprised if there are times I bend you over and use you, hard, and then send you on your way again to do whatever you were doing.” He smiled. “My personal fuck toy. Make you eager to earn your orgasms. Might be times I let Jeff use you like that, too, if he’s been a good boy. Maybe even at the same time. Fill you up at both ends before we let you come.”

Stuart realized he was nodding, even though he had no conscious notion of doing it. “Yes, Sir!” Nothing was hotter than picturing that scenario, serving this man.

Both of them.

“You are an eager bottom,” Brandon said. Another long, slow thrust that left Stuart moaning. So much better, different than having his fingers in there. “I can’t wait to train you now that we’ve crossed this line. Expect to be wearing a butt plug to work sometimes. I might even have you call me on your lunch break and let you stroke yourself but not come until the next time you’re with me.”

Jeff eased up with his mouth as Stuart’s cock twitched at that mental image. To cede all control like that had been one of his biggest fantasies.

“And I’ll make sure my boy gets to come a lot, don’t worry. Especially at first. I’ll be using orgasms as rewards for you after spankings, so you start getting hard whenever you even think about me taking something to your backside.”

Brandon picked up the pace, slowly fucking him but now in steady thrusts, every stroke going deep before pulling nearly all the way out and plunging in again. It felt amazing, especially combined with the magic Jeff was working with his mouth.

“I think for the next round, I’m going to let Jeff fuck you on your hands and knees while I teach you how to worship my cock.” He smiled down at him. “Would you like that?”

“Yes, Sir, please let me worship your cock.”

“You know exactly the right answers to make me happy, boy. See? You’re a natural.” Brandon didn’t seem to be in a hurry to come, taking his time fucking him. He reached down and stroked Jeff’s hair, grabbing a fistful of it and holding on tightly. “You enjoying my boy’s cock?”

“Yes, Sir,” he mumbled around said cock. The vibrations from his voice reverberated throughout Stuart’s balls.

“I’m trusting you to obey me. You don’t get to make each other come, or make yourselves come, without permission. Understand? He breaks a rule, you’ll get punished for it. You’re more experienced, and you said you wanted to switch and top him sometimes. That comes with responsibilities. You have to take care of him when I’m not around.”

“Yes, Sir,” Jeff moaned around his cock again.

Brandon released Jeff’s hair after ruffling it. “Such a good boy for me. Maybe it is for the best that you two are living together right now. Less chance of you feeling jealous over me that way, if you guys are close. I’m hoping at some point we can talk about you guys moving in with me.”

Brandon dropped his hands to grip the front of Stuart’s thighs. “Okay, buddy. I need to bust this nut.”

Hard, deep thrusts had Stuart moaning with every stroke. Now he really wanted to come again, amazed to be ready so soon after the first time. Brandon’s gaze bored into his, watching him.

“Yeah, baby. You take that…for…me.” He fell still as his eyes closed, Jeff also stopping what he was doing and now holding Stuart’s hard cock in his mouth. Then Brandon reached down and held the condom as he pulled out. “Be right back. Jeff, stay where you are.”

Brandon left the bed and Stuart wished he could reach Jeff’s cock with his mouth.

When Brandon returned a moment later, he sat next to Stuart on his other side, propped against the headboard with a pillow behind him. He leaned in to kiss Stuart before unclipping his wrist cuffs.

“Between my legs, baby. Hands and knees. Jeff, get yourself ready but don’t you fuck him until I say so.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Stuart turned over and stared at Brandon’s cock. Even having just come, it was still large and he couldn’t wait to get his mouth around it.

 

* * * *

 

Jeff knew he was damned close to subspace. While he couldn’t wait to fuck Stuart’s ass, he’d be lying if he said he didn’t want someone to fuck him, too. Sure, Brandon had already talked with him privately about this, just between them, that tonight was focused on Stuart and making sure this night was good for him.

He got it.

Didn’t mean he didn’t want to be used hard, too.

After nudging Stuart’s legs wider apart, he rolled a condom onto his shaft, added lube, and got ready.

Brandon was stroking Stuart’s hair and talking him through sucking his cock. It was sexy as hell watching Brandon’s cock disappear into Stuart’s mouth.

Lucky guy.

He consoled himself with the fact that Brandon had agreed to work with him, anal training to make his fantasy of DP come true. Well, to hopefully make it come true. Even if all they did was do it once and he wasn’t fond of it, still worth it.

He stroked Stuart’s back, holding on to his hips, waiting for the signal from Brandon.

Brandon plunged his hands into Stuart’s hair, holding him deep on his cock. “Good boy. It’s going to get really hard and big for you here in a minute. Jeff, get in there but don’t come yet.”

Jeff lined up his cock with Stuart’s well-prepared hole and slowly slid in. The moan Stuart let out around Brandon’s cock made Brandon smile.

“Yeah, buddy. See? I knew that would get me hard again.” He controlled Stuart’s head, slowly fucking his mouth up and down his prick. “Be my good boy. Suck your Sir’s cock.”

Jeff took another long, slow stroke, forcing himself to hold back. After so long, it felt damn good to have his cock in an ass again.

“You want to pound his ass right now, don’t you?” Brandon asked.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Something else you have to look forward to, boy,” Brandon said to Stuart. “Might be nights we tie you up on the bottom and I let Jeff ride your cock while I fuck this hot mouth of yours.”

Another moan from Stuart.

Jeff knew damn well what Brandon was doing and felt his heart sliding closer to love with every word the man said. He was searching for keys to dropping Stuart into subspace without having to lay a hand on him. Brandon already knew one of Jeff’s triggers was biting, that it would put him hard and deep into subspace without any effort at all.

Stuart was new to everything.

And Brandon wanted to make sure he did things right, even if it meant aching balls for both of them in the process.

“How’s his ass feel?”

“Good, Sir,” Jeff said, taking another stroke. “Nice and tight even after you fucked him.”

“Excellent.” Brandon stroked Stuart’s hair. “Okay, Jeff. Go ahead and fuck him. You’ve earned it. You can come.”

Jeff gripped Stuart’s hips and started fucking him. Not as hard as he wished he could, because he didn’t want to hurt him. But he couldn’t hold back, not as good as it felt. He fucked him fast, quick, short strokes that drew gorgeous moans out of Stuart and soon had his own balls tightening and coming and filling the condom as he buried himself in Stuart’s ass one last time.

His eyes fell closed as he savored it, relief, sooo much better than his own hand.

Brandon playfully cleared his throat. “Clean up.”

His eyes popped open. “Yes, Sir.”

“When you get back, get your ass ready.”

“Sir?”

He smiled. “I’m going to let this good boy fuck your ass next.”

Jeff grinned. “Thank you, Sir!”

 

* * * *

 

Brandon really wanted to play eenie, meenie and pick one of them to fuck him, but he also knew that could wait.

He wanted their focus on Stuart tonight. When Jeff returned from the bathroom, he quickly lubed himself and it was all Brandon could do to force Stuart off his cock and not shoot down his throat.

“Save some for Jeff, baby,” he hoarsely said. “Get a condom on.” Stuart wobbled a little when he sat up, the sweet subby glaze on his face unmistakably signaling subspace had been reached.

He crooked a finger at Jeff. “Your turn.”

Jeff dove onto his cock, needing no further encouragement or direction. He wasn’t worried about being rougher with him, either.

And Jeff spread his legs wide, ass high in the air for Stuart.

“Go ahead and fuck him,” Brandon said. “Just like we fucked you. Slow at first, until he’s used to you.”

But when Brandon lined up the head of his cock, Jeff rocked back, impaling himself and making Brandon laugh. He held Jeff’s face down deep on his cock for a long moment. “Didn’t tell you to do that boy, but good job, you.” He let Jeff up so he could breathe and went back to his previous rhythm with him. “Don’t come, Jeff. Once the boy comes, he’ll crawl under you and you can fuck his face.”

Jeff moaned around Brandon’s cock, obviously on board with that plan.

Just the fact that Brandon was able to get it up a second time so quickly triggered all his instincts in a good way. Stuart would likely be riding both of them to exhaustion from eagerness and the age difference.

But this felt right.

 

* * * *

 

Stuart bit the inside of his lip to keep from coming right then. Jeff’s ass engulfed his cock, eager, squeezing him. As he slowly started fucking him, Jeff picked up the rhythm, meeting him stroke for stroke.

If this was how sexy he’d looked in this same position, he wondered how Jeff had held back as long as he had. This was incredible!

“Go ahead and come, Stuart,” Brandon said. “You don’t have to wait.”

Holding on tightly to Jeff’s hips, he fucked him, pistoning his hips like a jackrabbit and feeling the explosion building in his balls. It didn’t take long at all, seconds for him to feel it erupt and hot cum filled the condom. He’d barely caught his breath when Brandon spoke.

“Get out of there and on your back on the bed, between Jeff’s legs.”

He did, Jeff’s cock stabbing at his mouth before finding his target.

“Okay, Jeff,” Brandon said. “Make me come first, then you can fuck a load into the boy’s mouth. I’m letting you be the first load he gets to swallow, since I got to fuck him first.”

Jeff moaned something unintelligible around Brandon’s cock, but Stuart felt him moving.

He tasted salty pre-cum, licked and sucked but not able to control his movements like he could when on his knees in front of Brandon. So he wrapped his arms around Jeff and held on for the ride.

 

* * * *

 

That wasn’t nearly a long or hard enough fucking for Jeff’s tastes, but he knew for tonight it was the best he would get. Even better, he’d get to come twice inside Stuart.

He struggled to hold back as he deep-throated Brandon, using every trick he knew until he felt his cock grow harder, hotter in his mouth.

And then Brandon’s fingers dug into his scalp as he took over and started fucking his mouth.

“Get ready, boy,” Brandon said. “This one’s for you.” He moaned as he swallowed hot, salty cum, his hips now fucking in time with Brandon’s strokes as he was finally able to let loose and fill Stuart’s mouth.

In another minute or so, they lay sprawled across the bed and each other, catching their breath.

Jeff moved a leg so he wasn’t pinning Stuart down. “Go clean up.”

“Oh, yeah.” Stuart climbed out of bed and disappeared into the bathroom.

Brandon sat up and flipped Jeff onto his back, kissing him hard. “I’m going to plow that sweet ass of yours next time, buddy.”

Jeff melted against him. “Yes, Sir. Please.”

Brandon smiled down at him. “You two are going to keep me on my toes. I can already see it.” 


Chapter Fifteen

 

Over the next month, while the men dated, Brandon kept their sex at the men’s shared house. But both men, sometimes alone and sometimes together, spent plenty of evenings at Brandon’s house with him and Emma, having dinner, working on the house, or just watching TV.

Enough of the living room was finished that Brandon could move his living room furniture out of the garage and into the living room.

Slowly but surely, the house was coming together.

And, slowly but surely, Tracey and Emma were trying to rebuild their relationship. Emma still wouldn’t spend the entire weekend there, but she did spend a couple of Saturday afternoons that gave the men alone time together, and she spent a couple of school nights there.

Brandon let Stuart and Jeff have sex on the condition that Jeff had to spend time wearing increasingly large butt plugs, which Stuart had to help him with.

That was all to help work Jeff up to the goal he wanted to reach of eventually DPing him.

It was in month three of them dating when a tropical system that hadn’t quite developed enough wind to be named moved in and sat on top of the area, thanks to a confluence of several weather fronts. For three days, the area received torrential rain in record levels.

Brandon even had to keep draining water from the pool. Their street flooded at one end, but at least the lot their house sat on was high enough they weren’t worried about the house flooding.

He was on the phone with Jeff and Stuart that night, having fun teasing them. On their end, they were on Jeff’s phone, with it in speaker mode and in his bed while Brandon gave them directions. His plan was to finish the call once they got off, then go grab himself a shower in his newly tiled master bathroom and rub one out.

Except in the middle of their conversation, Jeff spoke up. “What was that?”

“What?” Brandon asked.

“No, I heard a noise. Stuart—”

A loud, unidentifiable noise filled the phone, and he heard the sound of the men screaming when the connection died.

Now terrified, he tried dialing the phone back, but it immediately went to voicemail. He tried Stuart’s and it went to voicemail after ringing several times.

His next call was to 911, who it felt like took forever to answer. As he tried to juggle getting dressed, he told the operator what he’d heard and that he couldn’t get in touch with the men now.

“We’ll send a deputy out to check on them. Do you want contact with the responding officer?”

“Yes! Immediately. I’m going to drive over there now.”

He threw the bedroom door open and ran down the hall to knock on Emma’s door. “I have to go check on Jeff and Stuart.”

“Why? What happened?”

“I don’t know. I was talking to them, and they screamed, and now I can’t get them on the phone. You stay here, keep the doors locked, and I’ll call you.”

“No, Dad! I’ll go with you.”

“I don’t know what happened. I’m not taking you with me. I promise, as soon as I find out, I’ll call you.”

She finally nodded and followed him through the living room to lock the door behind him. He ran through the rain to his car, his heart racing as he fumbled getting the key in the ignition the first time.

Please, let them be okay!

Visions of TV news nightmares of crimes against gay men flashed through his head, the worst-case scenarios making his stomach curl into a tight ball that threatened to have him hurling his dinner.

When he turned onto the men’s street, he realized the power was out when he saw no streetlights lit. The rain had slacked off to a fine drizzle.

There were plenty of lights from the fire trucks and sheriff’s cruisers parked in front of the house, though. He had to park down the block and run. As he did, his phone rang and he answered without looking.

“Hello?”

“I’m calling to speak to Brandon Ziegler. This is Deputy Callahan of the Sarasota County Sheriff’s Office. I’m at the residence he reported—”

He pulled up short and yelled at the group of deputies in bright yellow rain slickers with DEPUTY emblazoned on the back. “Deputy Callahan?” he screamed.

They all pointed to one standing at the front of a cruiser, who turned. He was on the phone.

“I’m Brandon Ziegler.”

He ended the call. “They’re okay, just shook up.” He pointed to an ambulance, where Jeff and Stuart sat on the back bumper, wrapped in blankets.

Brandon practically sobbed with relief. He ran over to them, throwing his arms around them, kissing both of them.

“What the hell? What happened? Are you okay?”

“Fucking oak tree in the backyard gave way,” Jeff said. “Ground was so saturated it fell over on the back of the house. We’re okay, but the house isn’t livable. Also took out a power line.”

He kissed them both again, just to reassure himself they were okay. “You scared the crap out of me!”

Stuart started giggling and looked at Jeff, who also started laughing.

“What?” Brandon asked.

Jeff snorted and leaned in. “Scared the butt plug right out of me, Sir.”

“Fucker shot across the room, I swear it did,” Stuart added.

It took Brandon a moment to process what they’d said before he started laughing with them.

 

* * * *

 

Jeff had never felt so scared in his life as he had when the roof started caving in and the power died. He’d been able to grab Stuart’s hand and drag him toward the hallway, where they’d ended up tangled together on the floor in a sheet that had come with them.

“I can’t believe the fire department got here so fast,” Stuart said.

“I called them when I couldn’t get you on the phone.” Brandon seemed to remember he had a phone in his hand. “Hold on, let me call Emma. I promised her I’d call her when I found out you were okay.” He called her. “Hey, they’re okay. … Tree came down. … Yeah. … Okay, hold on.”

He put the phone in speaker mode.

“Oh my god, are you okay?”

“We’re fine,” Jeff said.

“Sorry we scared you,” Stuart added.

“What tree?” she asked.

Jeff told the story—leaving out the sex and butt plug portions of the tale. When he finished, Stuart had started to say something when Emma spoke up.

“They can move in here, Dad.”

All three men shut up, stunned.

“What?” Brandon asked.

“Duh, bring them home. Don’t forget the Edsel. Oh, my god, is the Edsel okay?”

Jeff started laughing. “Yeah, that cantankerous old bitch is fine. It was the bedrooms on the back side of the house that got the most damage.”

“We’ve got enough room,” Emma said. “Don’t make them go to a hotel, Dad. Bring them home. You know you love them. Quit stalling.”

Jeff looked up to see Brandon staring into his eyes. “Well?” Brandon asked.

“Well what?”

He pointed at the phone. “What she said.”

Jeff looked at Stuart, who nodded.

“Okay. Let me and Stuart talk to your dad about it, though.”

“What’s there to talk about? You two—”

“Good-bye, honey,” Brandon said. “I’ll call you back in a while if I’ll be here long.”

He hung up on her.

Then Brandon stared at them. “Well?” he softly asked. “Think you can handle being around a supervillain in training all the time?”

“Do you want us to move in with you?” Stuart asked him.

He nodded. “Yeah. She’s right. I do love both of you.”

Jeff kissed him. “Yes.”

That left Stuart, who nodded, kissing Brandon. “Yes.”

He engulfed them in another hug. “Then let’s see what we have to do to salvage what we can from here tonight and get you moved in with us.”

 

* * * *

 

Stuart still couldn’t believe what was happening. From the scariest night of his life to what was looking like the happiest.

When they finally arrived with their first load of belongings salvaged from the house, Emma must have been sitting in the living room and watching for them, because she threw the door open and ran out to meet them, hugging both him and Jeff as soon as they were out of their trucks.

“Why aren’t you in bed?” Brandon asked.

She planted her hands on her hips. “You honestly think I can sleep until I see for myself they’re okay?” She opened the back door of Brandon’s car to grab a garbage bag full of clothes out of it. “Sheesh, Dad.” She headed for the house.

Jeff walked up to Brandon. “Sheesh, Dad,” he softly said, cracking Stuart up.

 

* * * *

 

I’m going to need a bigger bed.

At least the master bedroom was large enough to comfortably fit a king-sized bed. That was added to the shopping list.

As it was, with the queen-sized bed Brandon currently had, there was barely enough room in it for the three of them except during sex and cuddling to watch TV. The men each had their own bedrooms, even though they didn’t frequently sleep in their own beds. Two weeks after that night, and neither man wanted to move out.

Brandon didn’t want them to move out, either.

And Emma definitely didn’t want them to move out. She’d also volunteered to Brandon that if the subject ever came up around her mom, she’d say Stuart and Jeff were just roommates. Not that Brandon seriously thought the courts would overrule the custody arrangement, because of Emma’s age, and the fact that he could hold it over Tracey’s head that she’d failed to notify him about the incident on the ship, much less forbade her daughter from having non-prescription medication that would have prevented the problem in the first place.

Stuart and Jeff took turns spending the night with Brandon, and Emma didn’t ask questions if she happened to see one or both of them exiting the bedroom at any time.

Having Stuart and Jeff share the third bathroom was working well, except for the one morning Brandon realized the two of them were both in there at the same time after Emma—who was now driving—had left for her early swim practice, and they’d gotten busy without him.

He’d had to peel them apart, get his, and then spank both of them for losing track of what they were doing and instead doing each other without permission.

Which they’d also enjoyed.

All three of them had been running ten minutes late for work, earning the men future punishments, but still, fun was had by all.

If Emma stayed on track the way she was academically, she’d be leaving for college in two years. The three of them could survive not having full-on nakey time throughout the entire house for that long.

Although the nights when Emma wasn’t home were a blast, with two naked subbies at his beck and call.

Especially their eager mouths. Brandon could easily get used to spending the rest of his life being awakened by two guys going down on him.

He hadn’t felt this horny in…ever.

And Jeff was doing his damnedest to work up to getting DP’d by him and Stuart.

The boy sure had enthusiasm going for him, along with that deliciously fuckable ass and gorgeous cock.

Not to mention the more anal training they did with Jeff, the more curious Stuart became and the more he wanted to try. It wouldn’t shock Brandon if once Jeff accomplished DP that Stuart would soon be begging to try it, too.

One thing was for certain, as they settled into this new life together, Brandon knew he’d never felt happier. 


Chapter Sixteen

 

They’d been living together three weeks when their first opportunity to be alone-alone for a whole weekend presented itself. Brandon was more than a little relieved when Emma asked him if he’d mind if she spent the weekend with her mom.

Of course he didn’t mind. The last couple of times Emma had gone there to spend overnight on a school night, Corey hadn’t been there, apparently foisted off on his grandparents or his mom.

And, not shocking at all, Pat had been scheduled to work late those nights, as well, meaning Emma had limited contact with him, too.

Emma confessed to Brandon that she got along a lot better with her mom when Pat and Corey weren’t around, but she still had no desire to move back full-time.

Especially if Corey was living there.

But having a child-free weekend meant the three men could make the most of it, and Brandon had every intention of doing that.

Jeff and Stuart donned tight spandex shorts—and no underwear—to take care of housework.

Brandon took great pleasure in teasing and tormenting the two men, keeping them hard, the outlines of their cocks pressing against the fronts of their shorts.

There were worse ways to take care of housework.

Actually, he had them taking care of housework while he mowed the grass. By the time he finished, it was a little after two, and he was ready to shower and play.

Jeff and Stuart had finished their chores in record time, and then they joined Brandon out in the pool to clean off.

Naked, natch. That’s the only way he wanted his boys in the pool.

When Emma wasn’t home, of course.

Bonus, they could go right from the pool to Brandon’s bedroom, which was exactly where he wanted them.

 

* * * *

 

Stuart knew he’d be on the very bottom for whatever fun Brandon had cooked up today.

He was totally down for that.

As they climbed out of the pool and dried off, Brandon smacked his ass. “Cuffs, collar, bed. Now.”

“Yes, Sir.”

That only took him a moment, Jeff helping out by using the snap clips to fix Stuart’s wrists to the headboard.

With his wrist cuffs clipped, Stuart couldn’t get away from them even if he wanted to.

Not that he wanted to.

“Hold his legs open for me, Jeff,” Brandon ordered. “And feel free to use his face.”

Jeff laughed. “With pleasure, Sir.”

Stuart couldn’t do anything but lie there as Jeff straddled him and grabbed Stuart’s ankles, pulling his legs back and wide open. This gave Brandon full access to his ass.

Jeff still smelled a little like pool water, but as he lowered his ass over Stuart’s mouth, Stuart opened wide, his tongue eagerly seeking Jeff’s taint and lower.

“Yeah, buddy,” Jeff hoarsely said. “Get me worked up good and hard. Get that tongue up in there.”

Stuart moaned when he felt Brandon’s gloved fingers probing his ass, working cool lube along his rim. “Yeah, you’re taking two easily now, aren’t you, boy?” He started finger-fucking Stuart’s ass. “Let’s go for three so you can really feel it.”

A gasp escaped Stuart as Brandon started working the third in, but it quickly turned to pleasure as Brandon hooked his fingers and found Stuart’s prostate. He moaned against Jeff’s ass even as the tip of his tongue probed and explored the man’s rim.

“Oh, he likes that, Sir,” Jeff teased.

“I know he does.” Brandon slowly scissored the three fingers inside Stuart’s ass, mixing pleasure and that delicious, aching pain he’d come to long for when he wasn’t with the men. “That’s because he’s my very good boy and knows what his Sir likes.” The fingers disappeared, reappearing with what felt like more lube a moment later. “And he’s going to like this new toy even more.”

Stuart couldn’t see it, but Jeff laughed. “Oh, wow. That’s…wow.”

“Exactly. Isn’t it great? Just came yesterday. Going to plug his ass with this and still get to fuck him. Unlike a butt plug, where we can’t use him at the same time it’s in.”

“Smart thinking, Sir.” A hand Stuart assumed belonged to Brandon slowly stroked Stuart’s cock, not enough to get him off, just enough to make his balls throb and ache.

“I’m thinking I train him to the point he’s begging for ass play, he might be ready to follow you into DP.”

“Mmmm.” Jeff ground his ass down onto Stuart’s mouth, allowing him to punch through the ring of muscle with his tongue. “Fuck yeah,” he gasped.

“Is his tongue up inside you?”

“Yes, Sir!”

“Good boy, Stuart.”

Hot lips engulfed Stuart’s cock, the responding moan muffled by Jeff’s ass on his face.

Then the lips disappeared again. “I always reward my good boys for doing what I tell them to,” Brandon said.

Jeff raised up a little and moved back so Stuart could get at his balls. Stuart sucked them both into his mouth, laving them with his tongue. The three fingers fucking him disappeared once more, this time replaced by the feel of a toy pressing for entrance.

“Breathe, buddy. You can take this. I’ll go slow.” It breached his rim, stretching him more than the fingers had, but Brandon was true to his word. He took his time slowly fucking it into Stuart’s ass, a little at a time, back and forth and using plenty of lube.

“That’s right,” Brandon said. “We get this in you, and we can fuck it while it’s in your ass. Fuck it bare and fill you with cum. Well, sort of. Fill it with cum.”

Stuart moaned as it felt like a ridge on the toy stretched his rim even more before passing inside him.

“That’s right,” Brandon encouraged. “You can take this. It’s got a nice, big knot at the end to hold it in place once you take it.”

Stuart didn’t know how long he lay there, spread and used, his mind swirling deep in subspace, before he felt his ass stretch one last time as the toy finally settled into the crack of his ass, firmly wedged there.

“There you go. Good boy.” He heard Brandon strip off the glove.

Whatever this toy was, he couldn’t wait to get a look at it when they finished playing. He felt far fuller than he ever had with Brandon or Jeff’s cock inside him, or any of the butt plugs. It rubbed against his prostate with every move he made and felt like it was stretching him impossibly open.

The mattress dipped as Brandon leaned in closer to Jeff. “Who’s my eager little ass slut right now?”

“Me, Sir!” Jeff said.

“Who’s dying to feel his Sir’s cock fucking him?”

“Me, Sir!”

“So here’s what we’re going to do right now,” Brandon said. “Jeff’s been such a good boy, I’m going to let him put the first load in there while I’m fucking him. Don’t worry, Jeff, I put a little of that edible lube in there you love so much. Then you get to fluff me up so I can add a load to it, and you get to suck Stuart’s balls dry while I do that.

“After I’m done, you get to suck those two loads from the toy like a good boy. Better than a cream pie, because it’s like jacking off into a toy. Then see if you can be fair and suck a second load out of Stuart. Uh, let me rephrase that. You will suck Stuart until you suck a second load out of him. Even if it means I have to start caning your ass in the process to properly motivate your performance. You can fuck a second one for yourself in his ass or his mouth after you get a second one out of him.”

Stuart really wished he could see what the toy was now.

He could hear Jeff’s voice drop, slightly slurred, his own subspace tells. “Yes, Sir.”

“Then get off the boy’s face and get between his legs. Fluff him up while I get you ready.”

Jeff moved, climbing between his legs, taking a look at Stuart’s ass. “Oh…wow, Sir. I want to try that!”

Brandon smiled as he leaned in to kiss Stuart. “Lucky for you, I ordered two of them. I’m no dummy. But not today. Tomorrow morning, you can help me do this to Jeff. Because I have a feeling we’ll need until tomorrow morning to recover.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

“Ohh, you thank me now.” The tip of his tongue traced along Stuart’s lips, lightly flicking, teasing. “Just wait, a few months from now I want you to remember this conversation when I have you trained so well that you beg me for the toy in your ass because you want it so badly.”

He stared up into Brandon’s blue eyes. “I’ll remember, Sir. Because I will want it. I do want it.” He let out a gasp as Jeff went down on him, all the way to the root but not sucking nearly enough to get him off.

Brandon stroked his cheek. “My sweet boy. Both of you. Do you have any idea how happy you two have made me?”

“I love you, Sir.”

Brandon paused, focused on him. “I love you, too, boy.” He kissed Stuart again. “Both of you.” Brandon turned and made Jeff relinquish Stuart’s cock long enough that he could kiss Jeff. “Love you, too, boy.”

“Love you, Sir,” Jeff said.

He patted Jeff on the head, playfully ruffling his hair. “Good boy. Get back to sucking his cock.”

Stuart moaned as Jeff’s sweet, hot mouth engulfed his cock again.

“Damn, that’s sexy as hell,” Brandon said. He changed position so Stuart could reach his cock with his mouth and slowly fucked him with it. Stuart loved this, serving his Sir, being helpless and used by him.

This was addicting, the feeling, the freedom in submission as he eagerly licked and sucked Brandon’s cock.

After a couple of minutes, Brandon pulled out with a smile. “I keep doing that too long, I won’t have anything left. Your mouth is so damn sweet, boy.”

Stuart could only lie back and watch as Brandon rolled a condom onto his hard cock, slathered it with lube, and then knelt behind Jeff. “Easy, or hard?”

“Hard please, Sir,” Jeff gasped.

Brandon grabbed Jeff’s hips and slammed his cock home in one long thrust, Jeff’s mouth muffled once more by Stuart’s cock.

“Okay, boy. Let’s ease up there and you can bust your nut.”

Jeff’s heavy lidded gaze lingered on Stuart and sent waves of need through him, leaving his stiff cock dripping and hungry for attention.

 

* * * *

 

Part of Jeff wished he’d drawn whatever metaphorical short straw Brandon had used to pick Stuart to be on the bottom this time. That cock sheath toy looked like it felt amazing going in.

Yeah, he’d admit it. He was becoming a size queen, in a way. Toys made that irrelevant, though, because Brandon could use whatever sized cock he wanted to fuck him.

As he knelt in position and started fucking into the toy in Stuart’s ass, Jeff moaned. “Oh…my…god!” Brandon had added just enough lube to make it feel like he was sliding his cock into a hot mouth. A pleasant shudder rippled through him as he settled in and got Stuart’s legs slung over his shoulders so he could plow him deep.

“I know, right?” Brandon said as he took another stroke inside Jeff’s ass. “I have to admit I tried one out yesterday when I got home. Not to nut, just to feel it jacking my cock.”

He leaned in and bit the back of Jeff’s left shoulder, Jeff letting out a loud moan in reply. “Yeah, you’ll both be wearing those a lot, I think. Takes the ATM squick factor out of play. I can fuck one of those and then the other one can suck me clean after.”

Brandon shifted the grip of his right hand, from Jeff’s hip to his shoulder. “Get busy, boy. Fuck his ass.” Brandon started fucking Jeff, and it was hard for Jeff to remember to get moving because it felt sooo damn good. He didn’t want to come immediately, but he knew he wouldn’t last long.

Below him, Stuart looked up at him with those sweet green eyes. Firmly wedged between the two men, Jeff knew this was exactly where he wanted to be, with them. Happy to be owned and used by Brandon, and even Stuart. Because didn’t the three of them sort of own each other?

That’s the way it felt to him.

Brandon’s balls slapped against Jeff’s ass at the bottom of every pounding thrust he took inside Jeff. As he found a rhythm in time with Brandon, the man’s cock gliding perfectly over his prostate with every thrust, he braced his arms on either side of Stuart and enjoyed the ride…and being ridden.

“That’s it,” Brandon said. “Get you some, boy. Move that sweet ass of yours.”

The toy had ridges inside it that made it feel like a pair of lips working up and down his shaft as he fucked Stuart. It almost made him wish he’d asked for a cock ring before they started so he could hold back longer. Except with Brandon’s cock plowing his ass, there wasn’t much chance of him being able to hold back.

Jeff leaned in and kissed Stuart as his orgasm broke free and he felt his cum filling the toy, adding warmth as his juices pumped into it.

Brandon grunted. “That’s what I wanted.” Jeff held on to Stuart, still kissing him, as Brandon ground his cock into Jeff’s ass until he finally came. “Yeah!”

Brandon’s grip loosened on Jeff as he caught his breath before peeling himself off Jeff.

“Stay.” Brandon climbed out of bed to go dispose of the condom and clean up.

Jeff continued kissing Stuart, whose stiff cock lay pinned between the two of them. “How’d that feel?” Jeff asked.

“It’s…amazing!”

He smiled down at him. “That’s how it feels working up to you two DPing me.” He nibbled on Stuart’s lower lip. “Especially when you’re sucking on my cock at the same time he’s got a toy in me and is fucking me with it.”

Brandon returned to bed and lightly slapped Jeff’s ass. “Okay. Let Stuart clean your cock for you, boy.”

Jeff reluctantly relinquished his position, moving up by Stuart’s head so Stuart could suck his spent cock.

“My poor boy has such a stiff cock.” Jeff watched Brandon wrap his fingers around Stuart’s cock. “Get Jeff cleaned up so he can get back down here and work on me. You get to come while I’m fucking you.” He lightly squeezed Stuart’s balls, and the responding moan vibrated through Jeff’s cock and balls.

 

* * * *

 

Brandon loved the muffled moans Stuart made around Jeff’s cock.

Yep, this was definitely beyond the definition of fun.

He could easily envision himself spending the rest of his life with these two men. “Okay, Jeff. Get me hard.”

Jeff slowly moved, finally getting turned around so he could suck Brandon’s cock. With one hand, Brandon slowly jacked Stuart’s cock, while with the other he stroked Jeff’s head.

“That’s it, boy.” Jeff and Stuart had decidedly different mouths, but they were both damn good. Stuart had been a quick learner with the two of them to teach him.

Within a few minutes, Brandon was hard and after slinging Stuart’s legs over his shoulders, he easily slid his cock into the toy with a satisfied grunt. “Oh, yeah. Jeff, go ahead and suck him off.”

He kept one hand on the back of Jeff’s head, holding him pinned in place as Brandon fucked Stuart.

As he started pounding into the toy, he felt his orgasm quickly building, rolling through him. About the time he was ready to explode, Stuart’s body tensed and he let out a cry of his own.

“That’s my boy.” He tightened his grip on Jeff’s head, forcing him deep onto Stuart’s cock as he emptied his own load into the toy.

Then Brandon pulled Jeff off Stuart and onto his cock. After a minute, he pushed him down between Stuart’s legs. “Okay, buddy. Cleanup time. Then you can suck another one from Stuart.”

Meanwhile, he stretched out beside Stuart and kissed him, reaching down to stroke his limp cock. “Tired of us yet?”

Stuart smiled. “No, Sir. Not even close.”

Finally, once Jeff got Stuart off, he was ready for his own round two and decided to go back to Stuart’s ass.

As Jeff plowed Stuart once more, Brandon kissed Stuart, playing with his nipples. “Such a good boy.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

He sounded like he was deep in subspace.

It didn’t take Jeff long to get off the second time. After unclipping Stuart’s wrists, the three of them tightly cuddled in Brandon’s bed together, Stuart in the middle.

This is perfection.

Well, perfection would be a larger bed, but having these two men with him was perfection.

He stretched his arm over Stuart and found Jeff’s hand as he snuggled in. “Nap time, then we can clean up and figure out what you two are cooking us for dinner.”

“Us two, Sir?” Stuart asked.

“Mmmhmm. I have nakey subs, and I want to make full use of them this weekend.” 


Chapter Seventeen

 

Five weeks after Jeff and Stuart moved in with Brandon, an opportunity presented itself for Jeff to finally make his fantasy come true. Emma was spending Friday night and most of Saturday at Grace’s, leaving them the run of the house.

Jeff wouldn’t deny a nervous excitement of the good kind washed through him. He wanted to do this, to see what it felt like.

To check it off his sexual bucket list.

If he didn’t enjoy it, fine, at least he knew.

If he did…

Whew.

Tonight he should be able to take Stuart and Brandon at the same time.

If it felt a fraction as good as friends had warned him it would, he was tempted to try to talk Stuart into doing it next. But not Brandon.

Brandon was his Sir. If Sir brought up wanting to give it a go himself, okay, sure.

But he had a feeling that might be something Brandon left for his two boys to enjoy.

Jeff didn’t mind that. He’d never ask his Sir to do something he didn’t want to do.

For his part, Stuart had taken to anal training like a walrus to fish. That Brandon gave Jeff full permission to help with that while he wasn’t around was a bonus.

Stuart loved giving blowjobs while tied up and being plugged with an enormous butt plug, or the fuckable jack toy.

And since Jeff mixed in stroking Stuart’s cock at the same time, it was great because, hello, operant conditioning. On more than one occasion, when Emma wasn’t home and Brandon had to work late, Brandon had come home to find a bound Stuart worked up and horny and begging for release because Jeff had spent an hour or more edging him.

Brandon always appreciated coming home to a subby boy begging to be fucked, and he showed that appreciation by letting Stuart blow Jeff while Brandon fucked Stuart.

Tonight when Brandon got home, it was Jeff he found eager and begging and ready to play. He’d turned himself over to Stuart, who’d taken great pains to give him a dose of his own medicine while helping him prep for the fun.

Brandon walked through the front door to find Jeff naked and plugged and on his knees, hands clipped behind him, cock hard and ready.

From the couch, Stuart waved. “Hi, Sir.”

“You weren’t kidding when you said he was horny.” Brandon set his stuff down. “Good job, both of you.” He stepped in front of Jeff and cradled his face in his hands. “You sure you’re ready to try this tonight?”

“Yes, Sir, please!” He’d been in subspace even before Brandon got home, Stuart a very apt pupil.

A thin strand of pre-cum had leaked from the head of his cock and was puddling under him on the tile floor.

“Clean that up first. I’ll grab a quick shower. Stuart, get everything ready.”

Stuart helped him bend over to lick the puddle up before helping him to his feet and down the hall after Brandon.

When Brandon emerged from the bathroom a few minutes later, he found the men kneeling on the bed, both of them hard and horny and ready to play.

There was something beyond sexy having Stuart there with him and Brandon. Not competitive, not in a bad way. But…he was backup. To help out, however he needed it.

They could share this experience, live it together, encourage each other.

Serve Brandon together.

There wasn’t any jealousy, either. They each had a different relationship with Brandon than the other did, but they also had a relationship with each other. And sometimes there were nights Brandon was exhausted and sent them to one of the other bedrooms with his blessing so he could get some sleep. Especially if he had to get up early in the morning.

Stuart had prepared everything they’d need, including spreading out beach towels so they wouldn’t have to worry about changing and washing sheets when they finished.

Jeff’s pulse raced as Brandon leaned in and kissed him, sucking on his lower lip, holding Jeff’s head in place with his hands. “You sure?”

He nodded. “Please, Sir?”

Brandon caressed Jeff’s lips with the pad of his thumb. “My good boy. So damn sexy.”

Jeff sucked at his thumb, licking it.

Brandon pulled Stuart in for a kiss. “Good boy getting him ready tonight.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

“You can stroke his cock and make him come while we’re fucking him.”

Stuart leaned in and kissed Jeff. “My pleasure.”

Brandon didn’t waste any time, lying back in bed and rolling a condom on his shaft and handing one to Stuart. Jeff watched as the men slathered their cocks with lube. Then Brandon crooked a finger at him.

Jeff straddled Brandon, staring down into his eyes as he lowered himself onto the hard cock awaiting him.

“Good boy,” Brandon said, pulling him in for a kiss. “Fuck yourself and get comfy.”

He did, rising up and down a few times before Brandon pulled him forward. “Okay, Stuart,” Brandon said.

He felt Stuart kneel behind him, getting into position, the head of his cock pressing against Brandon’s already impaled in his ass.

Brandon pulled Jeff’s head to the side, nuzzled the side of his neck…and bit down hard.

Jeff almost came right there, but Stuart used the distraction to work his cock all the way into Jeff’s ass. He felt full, stretched, almost too intense to take and he needed a moment to process it.

“Fuck yourself on us,” Brandon said. “Go ahead. If you need to come, you can.”

Jeff bit down on his lip, slowly sitting up, finding the angle he needed for both cocks to shift into a perfectly fuckable position inside him. He moaned, feeling Brandon’s being pressed into his prostate, every movement now pure pleasure.

“I think he found the sweet spot,” Stuart joked.

“I think so,” Brandon said. “This is going to get fun.”

Jeff slowly fucked himself on their cocks, wanting to come and wanting to make this last, his brain deep in subspace. Stuart reached around him and his hand closed around Jeff’s cock.

“How’s that?”

Brandon reached up and started pinching Jeff’s nipples, rolling them between his fingers, adding more delicious sensations to the sensory overload. Before long, Jeff was bouncing up and down on their cocks and begging Stuart to stroke him harder, faster.

Finally, his orgasm exploded, ropes of cum shooting from his cock all over Brandon’s abs. That’s when Brandon grabbed his hips. “There’s my good boy. Go for it, Stuart.”

Stuart let go of Jeff’s cock and grabbed his shoulders for leverage while Brandon fucked him from below. They quickly found a seesaw rhythm between them without needing any further help from Jeff.

“Yeah,” Brandon gasped as his orgasm hit.

Behind him, Stuart moaned, “Oh, yeah!” As the two finished, taking a few last thrusts, Jeff shivered, spent, exhausted.

They collapsed in a heap where they didn’t move for a moment.

“Wow,” Jeff whispered.

Brandon’s fingers stroked along Jeff’s spine. “Good?”

“Oh, hell yeah.” He tipped his head back to kiss Brandon, then turned to kiss Stuart. “That was…fucking amazing.”

“Worth the trouble?”

“Every second. Couldn’t handle doing this every day, but…damn.”

 

* * * *

 

Stuart carefully disengaged, easing his cock out of Jeff’s ass and going to clean up. When he returned, Brandon rolled Jeff over to him and left the bed to do the same. Once the three of them were back in bed and tightly cuddled together, Stuart slipped his arm around Jeff.

“That was fucking sexy.”

“Whenever you want to try it, I know how.”

“Maybe.” Stuart nibbled on the back of Jeff’s neck. “I’m thinking about it.”

Brandon draped his arm around both of them. “That was hot.”

“Yeah,” Jeff said, sounding drowsy already.

Brandon kissed Jeff’s forehead. “I was thinking. I want to talk to both of you.”

Stuart lifted his head. “This sounds serious.”

“It is. I want to start talking about making this permanent.”

That woke Jeff up. “Permanent?”

“I want to do a collaring first, in a couple of months. Then we can decide after that where to go from there. I can’t marry both of you. We’ll need to talk to Ed about our options, what will give us the most legal protection. If you guys still want that.”

Stuart nodded. “I do.”

Jeff nodded. “Me, too.”

“Then I guess it’s settled. Sort of.” Brandon lowered his head to the pillow. “Sorry. I’m exhausted. This week was a killer.”

“At least Emma can drive herself now,” Stuart said.

Brandon gave them a thumbs-up. “Word.” 


Chapter Eighteen

 

Brandon awoke from a wonderful dream about his cock being sucked to find out that, in fact, his cock was being sucked. He did a quick mental calculation, remembered Emma wasn’t home that morning, and didn’t stop the sexy action.

Jeff had his cock in his mouth all the way to the root, while it felt like Stuart was between his legs and tonguing his balls.

“Mmm. Good morning, boys.” Brandon spread his legs and felt Stuart go in deeper, rimming him. “Good boy,” Brandon whispered. “Both of you.” Three months into living together, and Brandon had shed all few, remaining doubts about this living arrangement. They’d settled into a family routine during the week, Jeff or Stuart helping Emma with dinner on the nights Brandon was running late because of having to drive to one of the farther stores.

He no longer had that worry, at least, of Emma being alone at home in the evenings if he was delayed.

And Brandon took comfort knowing he had two backups to help intimidate boys for when she finally started dating.

Brandon reached over to the bedside table, pulled the drawer open, and found the lube and a condom. He held them up. “Who gets their turn first?”

Jeff sat up, grabbing them, and what felt like seconds later was kneeling over him and impaling his ass on Brandon’s cock.

Stuart changed places, moving up the bed to kiss Brandon while Jeff started bouncing up and down, fucking himself on Brandon. Then Brandon grabbed Stuart’s hair and guided him down to Jeff’s cock.

“Don’t let him come. Just keep him nice and hard, boy.”

Stuart eagerly went to work on Jeff’s cock, worshipping his shaft and balls, making Jeff gasp with pleasure. While he did that, Brandon stroked Stuart’s back, his finger sliding down the crack of Stuart’s ass, teasing him and making him moan.

“That’s right, baby. That’ll get filled for you soon.”

Brandon reached under Stuart and wrapped his fingers around his cock, but not jacking him. He only wanted him hard and needy, begging for whatever Brandon decided to give him that morning.

Times like this, beautiful little pockets of pleasure and need and nothing but passion, Brandon felt at peace. He knew the three of them were perfect together.

He held on to Jeff’s hips and started fucking his cock up into him, knowing it wouldn’t take him long to get off that morning, considering how well the two men had primed him.

Jeff braced his hands against the headboard and fucked Brandon hard. “Give it to me, Sir.”

“You just want to fuck his ass.”

“Damn right I do. He woke me up sucking my cock. I’m fucking horny, Sir.”

“Ah. I missed the fun.”

“We let you sleep in a few minutes, Sir.”

Brandon quit holding back and gave him what he wanted, pulling Jeff in for a kiss after he exploded in the man’s sweet ass. In a flash, Jeff had Stuart on his back. He’d rolled a condom on his cock and started pounding away at Stuart’s ass like a man on a mission.

Brandon rolled onto his side, amused, as always, to watch them like this. It was always fun to see them together.

“You can fucking hold it until after I get mine,” Jeff told him. “You’ll be lucky I don’t make you hold it all day. Not fair waking me up like that.”

Brandon kissed Stuart, fucking his mouth with his tongue. “Hold it, boy. You heard him. I told him he could do what he wanted to you.”

Stuart whined, his gaze already glazed and spacey as Jeff pounded his cock into him.

“That’s right,” Jeff said. “Gonna get…mine…first.” He slammed home with one last thrust, Brandon watching as Jeff’s eyes fell closed, finally sated.

Brandon grabbed Stuart’s hands and held them pinned over his head. “Now what?” he asked Jeff.

Jeff finally opened his eyes, smiling down at Stuart. He slicked the pre-cum already leaking from Stuart’s slit up and down his stiff cock.

“You get to come if you can before I stop stroking you. So get busy.”

Brandon smiled. “Oooh, sounds like my boy is getting toppy with you. I think you should probably listen to him.”

Stuart tried to rock his hips in time with Jeff’s motions. “Please make me come.”

“That’s up to you.” Jeff slowed his strokes, a broad grin filling his face. “Don’t be stubborn or I’ll have to get the cane. Maybe you need the cane. Maybe that’s what I should do.”

“I’ll take the cane, please!”

“Hmm.” Jeff’s hand slowed further and it was all Brandon could do not to laugh and spoil the mood.

“If I give you five cane strokes, will you come for me?”

“Yes, please!”

Jeff winked at Brandon. “Then wait here while I get it.” He let go of Stuart’s cock and got out of bed.

“Nooo!” Stuart was now humping air and sounding desperate.

When Jeff returned a moment later with the cane, he had Stuart roll onto his hands and knees. With the cane in one hand and Stuart’s cock in the other, Jeff got started.

Brandon had to hand it to Jeff, he timed it perfectly. By the fifth stroke he had Stuart coming, desperately humping his hand while sticking his ass out for the cane strokes.

Beautiful.

And all his, both of them.

Once they’d all cleaned up and crawled back into bed, Brandon yawned. “Who’s making me breakfast this morning?”

Stuart pointed at Jeff. “His turn.”

Brandon smacked Jeff’s bare ass with his hand. “Why did you come back to bed?”

“To snuggle.”

“Ah. Okay, then. After snuggling, go cook me some grub. Please.”

This was starting to become another well-loved routine between them. Even on mornings when Emma was home.

They just had to be extra quiet on those mornings, and make sure they had clothes on.

Finally, Jeff climbed out of bed to get breakfast started. Brandon pulled Stuart tightly against him, kissing him. “Better?”

He rubbed his ass against Brandon. “Better, Sir.”

“Happy?”

He let out a sigh. “Very.”

 

* * * *

 

“Dad! I’m going to be late! I’m going to leave if you don’t get out here and say good-bye.”

“I’m coming,” Brandon called back from the bedroom. “You’re killing me, Smalls.”

Jeff pointed at her plate. “You didn’t finish your breakfast.”

Emma rolled her eyes, but smiled as she picked up the last bite of toast and downed it.

“Thank you,” he said.

She carried her plate to the sink, rinsed it, and put it in the dishwasher. On her way out of the kitchen, she stopped and kissed Jeff’s cheek. “Thanks for making me breakfast. I appreciate it.”

As she continued on to the living room, Jeff stared after her, a smile plastered across his face. That’s when Stuart walked in. “Why are you smiling?”

“She told me thanks, and that she appreciated me making her breakfast.”

“Oooh, play the lottery tonight.”

“Smart-ass.”

Stuart leaned in for a kiss, dropping him a wink.

Just another early morning in their house.

Four months into living together, and they were planning their collaring ceremony.

Rather, Brandon was planning it. Jeff and Stuart were happy with whatever their Sir wanted.

Brandon emerged to give Emma her good-bye hug and kiss before she headed off for swim practice.

“Why does she have to leave so early when school’s out for the summer?” he griped as he headed for the kitchen to get his coffee.

“Because she’s in AP classes in summer school,” Jeff reminded him. “She still has to go practice early.”

“Oh. Right.” He slumped onto a stool at the breakfast bar. At least the house was nearly done now. With the three of them working on it, and with Emma’s help, it’d finally come together.

Jeff and Brandon had literally held Stuart’s hands while he talked to his mom on the phone and admitted he was both gay and living with two men. She hadn’t been happy about the revelation, but she had, at least, told Stuart she loved him.

That he’d probably burn in hell, but she loved him.

He considered it a win, which surprised Jeff and Brandon, but they had never met his parents before.

Jeff’s parents were a little confused by him having two partners, but they considered Emma an adopted granddaughter, and to them, that was well worth the deal. Jeff’s sister and her boyfriend were fine with it, too, as long as he was happy.

Brandon told his parents, who weren’t thrilled. But when they found out Emma adored Jeff and Stuart, they kept any complaints to themselves and at least pretended to tolerate it.

Brandon’s two brothers and their spouses seemed to quietly accept it, although Stuart and Jeff didn’t have a lot of contact with them anyway.

Tracey and Pat were Tracey and Pat. Unfortunately, Tracey was still married to Pat and didn’t show any signs of changing that status, no matter how much Emma wished she would.

Brandon, after Ed had done his research, finally admitted to Tracey he was involved with both men.

He wanted it to come from him, not from Emma accidentally spilling the beans. Plus, it wasn’t fair to Emma to have to keep that secret, willing accomplice or not.

Tracey hadn’t been happy about it, but as soon as she’d started to wind up like she was going to cause trouble, he’d shut her down and reminded her of the Coast Guard helo being called out.

She’d hung up on him, but she hadn’t mentioned his relationship status again, to him or Emma.

Stuart passed Brandon his coffee mug. “There you go, Sir.”

“Thank you, boy.” He took a sip and stared at them. “Next weekend is our collaring.”

Jeff stared at him. “Next weekend?” He hadn’t realized Brandon was so close to making that decision.

He smiled. “Second thoughts?”

“Nope.”

Stuart returned to Brandon’s side and kissed him. “Whenever you’re ready for us, Sir.”

He reached up and cupped Stuart’s cheek. “I don’t know how we got so lucky, but I’m not going to question it.”

“At least I can safely quit being fluent in heartache,” Jeff joked.

“Damn right you can,” Brandon said. “I think we all can.”

 

 

 

THE END
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