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Bob discovered the joys of serving a dominant woman in college. Later, he felt adrift and alone, until he started seeing Mistress Cardinal. For three years, he faithfully followed her rules, secretly in love with her, thinking he’d never be more than her client.

Until the day he realized he was more, and Tilly opened a little of her heart to him. Happiness had literally been within his grasp, until Tilly’s ex, Cris, and his Master, Landry, entered her life and swept her away. Despite the pain, Bob still loved her, and jumped at any chance to play or serve her. Even submitting to Landry, the man who became her husband.

But what happens when a tricky sadist has a sneaky plan of his own? What happens when Bob has a chance to cross that borderline from plaything to pet? Can he accept Landry’s terms, or will he have to walk away from the only woman he’s ever really loved?
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Chapter One

 

Revisiting the past and days of Mistress Cardinal…

 

Bob knelt in front of Mistress Cardinal the way he’d been taught by her. She had exacting standards and he desperately hated disappointing her in any way.

He didn’t care he was paying for these sessions. In this case, the customer was never right unless Mistress Cardinal said he was.

That was a damned difficult level of satisfaction to accomplish in the first place.

The only thing he cared about was making Her happy. Pleasing Her.

Earning those two words from her that could melt him in a heartbeat and take him from wanting to safeword to begging to take deeper levels of pain and hell to hear her say them again.

Good boy.

These periods with her were the only time he could fully shut down his brain and stop thinking about the rest of the world. He could lay everything aside and…

Breathe.

His soul at ease in a way it never could be any other time or with any other person.

He’d even gotten rid of his anxiety meds, much to the consternation of his doctor. When the doctor had asked Bob what he was doing differently now, he’d simply smiled and said, “Guided meditation.”

Technically not a lie, although he damn sure wasn’t going to tell the truth.

The doctor likely wouldn’t understand.

The last thing Bob needed was word getting out that he saw a professional Dominatrix to help him relax and de-stress from life’s troubles, and had been seeing her for almost three years now. He never went longer than every two weeks without a session. Sometimes more often, if his schedule and hers allowed it.

If he let more time than that pass, he always noticed the tension in his neck, frequent migraines, a jittery, anxious feeling building inside him.

All of that dissolved when he stepped through her front door.

Every time.

Cheaper than medication, and better for his body in the long run. Nothing but good side effects. Well worth the expense.

Once they’d had their initial consultation when he’d first started seeing her as a client, he’d turned their interactions over to her completely. She was the one who probed and peeled back his mental layers, seeing what it was that he needed, directing their sessions.

He wasn’t a fan of pain, but he enjoyed taking it for her.

If she ordered him to clean, he would.

Kneeling for an hour and doing slave positions?

Okey dokey.

Whatever she wanted.

He refused to top from the bottom. Over time, the better she got to know him, the more finely tuned their play became. He appreciated that every few sessions she included a debriefing at the beginning to talk to him about what they’d been doing and to get feedback from him.

He never lied to her. That would totally defeat the purpose of this.

Now, they’d reached a level of rapport where she could drop him into subspace in seconds without using anything but her voice. Her low, calm, even tones whispered in his ear, him holding his breath so he didn’t miss a word she said.

She’d even ordered a custom collar for him to wear one year after he’d started seeing her. A hand-tooled leather collar, not some cheap dog collar. A collar she only used on him. In fact, he got to take it home with him.

He hadn’t asked her to do that, either. In fact, he hadn’t realized she’d done it until the day she had him kneel and buckled that collar on him instead of the plain leather collar she’d used on him before that.

He wore it at home all the time.

Not because she ordered him to, because she didn’t.

But because, to him, it was Her. An extension of her.

It gave him comfort.

Periodically, she had him come to her house when she interviewed a new client, just as a safety precaution and to set a tone. On those occasions, he always wore a leather hood that completely disguised his identity as well as made him look intimidating, and she had him park his car in her garage so it wouldn’t be seen.

So far, no one he’d known, fortunately.

He would stand there during the first meeting, silent, brooding, inherently threatening because of the hood without needing to do anything. Once she finished with their session, he would then get his session with her.

Because he was her good boy.

And she didn’t charge him for those sessions, either, although he’d offered to pay.

He knew he was in love with her, not that he’d ever dare admit it aloud. One of her ironclad rules was that he could never proposition her for any kind of relationship beyond what they had, never ask for sex. If he did, she would immediately end their arrangement.

Therefore, he obeyed. Because he needed Mistress Cardinal.

He didn’t need sex. Sure, sex was great, but he had a perfectly good right hand for those occasions. Dating was…

A lot of damn work. Mental energy he frequently didn’t have at the end of a work day. Even attempting to date “dominant” women was a pain in the ass. So far, he hadn’t found a single one who wasn’t trying to pick up professional customers, or who wasn’t a gold-digging bitch, or who apparently thought being a dominant woman meant treating a man like shit. It would seem the good ones were taken, or…

They were Mistress Cardinal. And while he’d never seen a sign of a man at Mistress Cardinal’s house, he didn’t know if she was single or not.

He didn’t ask.

He had no interest in wasting time or energy dating anymore. Not when he had Mistress Cardinal.

Six months into their sessions, she’d pleasantly shocked him one day when she’d let him kiss her feet at the end of the session.

Then another month later, she let him kiss her hand.

Now, it was every session. Not anything salacious. Just a quick press of lips to flesh, a gesture of respect on his part.

She did tell him that he was one of very few who ever got to touch her in any way.

That honored him, that she trusted him that much.

He got it. Beyond the trappings of their business arrangement, she had to be careful not to violate any laws. Then there was her safety to consider.

Today’s session hadn’t involved any impact play. She’d had him do a few simple, easy chores, then worked with him on poses, his full attention on her as he followed her instructions.

He’d been holding this one for five minutes now. No matter how much his knees hurt or his feet went numb, he’d hold it until she told him to move.

“Good boy,” she softly said. She walked over, standing directly in front of him, and leaned in to ruffle his hair.

He wanted to wag his ass in joy like a puppy over the praise, but he maintained the pose.

“Relax,” she said. “At ease.”

Only then did he shift position, smiling up at her.

She had short, copper-colored hair that she spiked up with gel. It added a few years to her features, but it wasn’t his place to say he thought she’d look prettier, younger even, with a different style and color. Maybe let it grow out, a darker reddish auburn color.

Good boys didn’t say that, though. Not when they hadn’t been asked.

From how she bordered on the gauntly thin side, he suspected the room that served as her home gym received a lot of use. Although he couldn’t claim to be an expert in her health, he didn’t think she had an eating disorder. Her fridge was always packed with normal food and rotated contents on a fairly regular basis.

Considering one of his frequent chores was to wipe out her fridge, he would know.

She squatted in front of him, her hazel gaze boring into his. “You’ve been a very good boy for me today, Bob. Would you like to go to the club with me tomorrow night? Not for business, but for fun.”

He eagerly nodded, even though he knew he’d awaken Sunday morning in massive pain and barely able to move. “Yes, Mistress. Please!”

A playful smirk curved her lips. “Such a good boy for me,” she whispered.

His cock throbbed, pulsing. That, at least, he didn’t worry about. Because, as she’d said, it was her choice to have him be naked since it was within his stated hard limits, and she knew it meant he might get hard.

He was responsible for cleaning up any messes he made.

The first time he’d grown hard in front of her, it had mortified him until she’d smiled and reassured him it was an easy barometer for her to use. She had offered to let him wear a jock if it bothered him, but he’d declined.

She liked looking at his ass, or so she’d volunteered a little over three months into their arrangement.

That meant he’d never hide himself from her.

She never berated or humiliated him, either. It wasn’t his kink, and was, in fact, a turn-off for him, although he hadn’t specifically excluded it in his hard limits.

That she didn’t go there, even though she could, meant a lot to him.

She actually listened.

Mistress Cardinal wasn’t the first Dominatrix he’d seen, but she was the best by far. He could tell when one was only in it for the money and not truly someone involved in the BDSM lifestyle. He didn’t know all of Mistress Cardinal’s history, only what little she’d told him, but he suspected she’d spent time as a bottom or submissive before becoming a Domme.

If he ever won the lotto, he knew what his dream would be—to offer her his slave services full-time, whatever price she wanted. Even if it was just to stand there behind her and observe other sessions to give her peace of mind.

I’m a dumbass, is what I am.

He was in love with a woman he knew damn well never would or could reciprocate.

And he didn’t care.

It made him happy.

It was about the only thing in his life that did make him happy. 


Chapter Two

 

Present, past (perfect?)…

 

Bob knelt in front of Landry and waited. In retrospect, Bob now knew exactly where Tilly had received her training to be a Domme. She’d been Cris’ slave, and Cris was Landry’s slave.

Every movement, every gesture Mistress Cardinal had ever made, much of what and how she said it, was so much like Landry that Bob could almost overlay onto the sadist his past scenes with her, from before her world shifted hard on its axis when Landry walked into her life.

Bob knelt on the tile kitchen floor, dressed only in his collar and cuffs.

A collar and cuffs that Landry had purchased especially for him, and had buckled on Bob personally a couple of months earlier when they’d collared him to them as a leather family.

Before, when he’d still been trying to lie to himself that he might one day be able to find someone, somewhere he’d fit in besides here.

Late this afternoon, it was just him and Landry at the house, both Cris and Tilly out of town for work. KC was with Tilly in London, and Cris was in Los Angeles. Landry had been “alone” at the house for three days, except for Bob coming over in the evenings after work.

That meant the sadist felt extra frisky with only one willing victim at hand with whom to slake his urges.

It was Friday, meaning Bob would spend the entire weekend there. Including Sunday night, Bob subject to Landry’s every whim—within their negotiated limits. Bob had only been there twenty minutes and was already deep in subspace.

In front of him, Landry stood, barefoot and in jeans, shirtless. He talked on his cell with Cris and spoke rapid-fire French to him. Bob made no noise, no movement, nothing that would distract Landry from his business call.

He’d noticed when Landry was agitated over a business matter that he frequently switched to French when talking with Cris.

Or during scenes with the man.

At home, Bob had several language courses and was struggling to absorb French. Not a requirement on their part. In fact, they didn’t even know he was doing it yet.

He wanted to surprise them, hoped it’d earn him a good boy.

Landry slowly circled him, stopping behind him. As Landry spoke, a toe nudged Bob’s ass, teasing his rim, pressing a little, before dropping down to his taint and his sac and tracing back up again.

Bob sucked in a sharp breath and forced himself not to move.

Landry didn’t miss a beat in his conversation while Bob struggled to hold the pose, motionless despite his cock throbbing. The only movements Landry would excuse were if he had a leg cramp, or sneezed, or coughed, or some other involuntary bodily response.

Anything else would earn him five with the cane if he moved before ordered.

He’d been here before, metaphorically speaking. While Tilly’s style was nearly identical to Landry’s, Landry was also a true sadist, whereas Cris and Tilly were more…fun-time sadists.

Landry got off on it. That brought a new, deeper, sexier level to the play than Bob ever had with Mistress Cardinal, even before taking into account the different levels of interactions he’d had with her then as opposed to now.

Bob’s heart raced even as his cock throbbed, aching. He knew he was likely leaving a puddle of pre-cum on the clean tile below him.

Landry’s whole point of doing this to him.

That, and Landry was having fun doing it to him.

The toe disappeared and Landry rounded him to stand by his head, his toes on top of the tips of Bob’s fingers where his hands lay flat against the tile. Pinning him down.

Bob swallowed back the moan that struggled to escape.

Ooohh, yeah, he’d have a puddle under him, all right. Landry knew exactly what buttons to push. In a spooky damn way.

More talking, Bob not understanding most of it. A stray word here or there.

Then Landry let out a sigh and the tone of his voice changed, softening, words slowing, even chuckles and laughter interspersed between comments.

If he had to guess, Bob suspected the conversation had turned toward personal matters.

Landry moved again, once more standing behind him. This time, he wedged both his feet between Bob’s, forcing them slightly farther apart, pressing his shins against Bob’s ass.

Bob forced himself not to hump himself back against Landry’s denim-clad legs. Sometimes he was allowed to do that, if it amused Landry. Those times usually happened while a leash was attached to his collar and his hands were clipped behind his back and he had to try to hump himself to an orgasm against Landry’s leg. Always with a dog tail butt plug in place, and his face pulled into Landry’s crotch while he held the leash tightly in one hand and scratched Bob’s head with the other.

Calling him his good boy and urging him to come.

Just one of many fun games the sadist liked to play.

Now if Landry so much as held up that particular butt plug, Bob’s cock hardened.

Of course, that also pleased the sadist.

Orgasms had to be earned.

Orgasms could only be earned by pleasing the sadist.

Landry had ordered him not to masturbate or orgasm during play the past couple of days, teasing him during their time together, promising Bob if he held it that he’d have something special for him over the weekend.

Of course Bob obeyed, despite needing to start his days with cold showers to get his morning wood to soften.

Landry finished the call. Bob felt him lean, heard him lay the cell phone on the counter before he straightened and let out a sigh.

“Ah, my adorable little plaything,” Landry said. “You are such a very good boy for me.”

A shiver rushed through Bob. “Thank you, Sir. I want to be your good boy.”

Under Bob, he felt Landry’s toes playing with his sac, the underside of his cock.

“How much is there?”

“Probably a lot, Sir.”

An amused chuckle. “Excellent. Stay.” Landry’s feet disappeared, and he heard Landry head out of the kitchen.

A few minutes later, Bob heard him return.

He was still in position two, back deeply rounded, forehead touching the floor, arms outstretched in front of him with his thumbs touching.

“Three.”

Bob rose to his knees to assume the position, thighs spread almost painfully wide, hands laced behind his head, shoulders back, spine ramrod straight.

His hard cock rigid and twitching in front of him.

Landry wore that smile, the one Bob knew meant he’d be begging for release as well as swearing at Landry by the end of the night.

“Yes, quite a puddle.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

“Excellent.” He reached in and ruffled Bob’s hair. “You really are a very good boy for me, to put up with me torturing you so.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

Their play had a few limits, nearly all of them from the triad’s end of things. If it was up to Bob, he’d totally turn control of his body over to them and let them use him however they saw fit.

For now, no oral sex in the strictest sense of the word, meaning no mouth-to-penis or pussy. Deep kissing on the lips had been okayed by Tilly, although the triad hadn’t done that with him yet. Landry frequently gave him a kiss on the forehead or cheek, and sometimes Cris did, too, during a scene. Tilly frequently kissed him on the cheek, or forehead, or a quick brush of lips on lips. No intercourse, although the men frequently used butt plugs and other toys on him during scenes. They would also jerk him off, although he had not yet been allowed to reciprocate. He wasn’t sure if that was a triad rule or a Tilly rule, but he wouldn’t push if it wasn’t offered.

Biting was definitely allowed. There’d been plenty of mornings he’d smiled in the mirror over the tooth impressions in his ass and thighs from Landry and Cris, who both enjoyed feral play.

Even though Bob had permission to date since they’d shifted to this dynamic, he hadn’t. He had no desire to. Because of the intimate level of play they engaged in, they were fluid-bonded and he wasn’t going to do anything to disrupt what they had. And if he was going to date, he’d have to get permission before having sex with her and, honestly? He really didn’t want to go through all of that trouble.

Besides, what woman would be okay with him doing this with people? That’d be like trying to find a bisexual double-dicked unicorn that could perform quantum physics calculations in its brain.

It wouldn’t happen.

He saw Landry had brought a few items and set them on the kitchen table.

Lube, nitrile gloves, a butt plug, a rather small dildo, and something he didn’t know what it was because he hadn’t gotten a good enough look at it.

“You are not the only one who has gone a few days without relief, my dear boy,” Landry said. “We have another week together before Cris returns, which means you are now my sole source of amusement.” His smile widened. “You lucky boy.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

“Anything you wish to add to tonight’s hard limit list before we get started in earnest?”

“No, Sir.”

Landry asked him this every time they played.

Bob’s answer always remained the same.

His hard limits were that they couldn’t interfere with his work, do anything to permanently scar, mark, or harm him, allow others to play with him…

And that was pretty much it. While Landry didn’t play with a safeword with him, Bob was allowed to speak during scenes to say if it was getting too intense. Landry was a heavy sadist, but he’d never taken Bob too far or ignored him when he needed Landry to give him a minute. Landry always paused and waited, rubbed in especially hard hits.

Now Bob’s cock twitched whenever Landry’s hands touched his flesh. Even over something as innocuous as stroking his arm when they were both fully dressed.

Something the sadist relished reinforcing.

“This weekend,” Landry said, “you will be starting a new level of training. I’ve discussed this with Cris and Tilly, and they’ve signed off on it. If you wish to call them now to discuss it, we can pause while you do that.”

“No, Sir. I trust you.”

And Bob did. Not once had the trio ever lied to him. If anything, they always erred on the side of caution. If one of them said something, it meant all of them stood behind it.

He never tried to play one of them against the others. There was no reason to stoop to childish games like that.

“Thank you, boy. Your trust means a lot to me. The more you please me, the more of this kind of play we’ll engage in. I have a strong feeling you are going to…come to enjoy it.” A thick chuckle rumbled through him. “I wish to work toward one of my stated goals with you.”

Bob’s pulse raced. “Training me to come on command, Sir?”

“Excellent.” That earned him another hair ruffle. “You are my very smart boy. That’s exactly right. And it’s not the only goal we’ll begin to pursue this weekend. Hands and knees, boy, but wait for my order to clean up your mess.”

Bob did, waiting. He’d no doubt leave more of a puddle under him in the process.

At least he knew the tile floor was clean. Landry had made him wipe down this section right before his phone call—even though Bob had thoroughly scrubbed the kitchen floor yesterday afternoon—before having him kneel.

Landry pulled a glove onto his right hand and squirted a generous dollop of lube on his fingers. “The brain is a wonderfully malleable beast. Especially considering that it’s the body’s largest sex organ.”

Fingers touched Bob’s rim, and he gasped as Landry quickly worked him up to two fingers. There was the familiar, slight pinching burn as Landry scissored his fingers in Bob’s ass.

His cock twitched, eager, knowing something fun would be happening soon.

“Do not come, boy,” Landry said. “But clean up your mess like a good boy while I get you ready.”

Bob leaned in, butt high in the air with Landry’s two fingers slowly stroking inside Bob’s ass. Then Landry grabbed Bob’s hair with his left hand and held on tight as Bob licked up the puddle.

“Excellent, boy. Such a good boy,” he cooed. Landry’s fingers slid out of Bob’s ass, then a whine escaped Bob as Landry started working a third finger inside his tight channel.

“I know, boy, I know. You’ve taken three for me before, plenty of times. Relax and push and breathe through it. I have faith in you.”

Bob did. He had long ago quit trying to label himself. Straight, bi, pan—whatever. The connection he had with the trio surpassed any mere word save one.

Trust.

He had complete trust in them.

Landry slowly stroked him with three fingers, then stopped, twisting his hand.

Fingers brushed over his gland, making Bob freeze and whine.

“That’s the spot, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Excellent.” Landry slowly rubbed it. As he did, he leaned in, his bare chest pressed against Bob’s body, until his lips were at Bob’s left ear.

“Does it feel good, boy?”

“Yes, Sir!”

“Who owns you?”

“You do, Sir.”

“That’s right, I do.” His fingers withdrew a little, making Bob arch his back as he tried to keep them in contact with his prostate.

Landry chuckled. “Ah, that’s exactly the response I’d hoped to see.” Landry’s fingers lightly pressed against Bob’s gland again. “My sweet Tilly did such a good job of training you long before we met, didn’t she? Making you eager to please no matter the torment?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Time for my training to take over,” he whispered. “Do you wish to serve me in whatever way I choose?”

“Yes, Sir, please!”

Landry sat up, pressing his left hand between Bob’s shoulders. The puddle was now licked up, but what Landry wanted was clear.

Stay.

Landry reached for something, then the fingers disappeared from Bob’s ass, only to be replaced by the butt plug.

Bob whined as Landry slowly fucked it into his ass. Slightly larger at its widest point than Landry’s three fingers, but he’d had this butt plug in plenty of times before and knew he could take it.

Getting it in was the tricky part.

The hand returned to his back. “Be my good boy and take it for me. Make me happy.”

Bob breathed through it, pushing out as Landry worked it inside him. Bob let out a gasp of relief as he made it past the widest part and his body eagerly sucked it into place between his ass cheeks.

Landry stripped the glove off and lightly slapped Bob’s ass. “Excellent, boy. Stay.” He stood, disposed of the glove, washed his hands, then grabbed the dildo.

Bob wasn’t exactly sure what was going to happen with that, but since his ass was now plugged, he had a suspicion.

Sliding a kitchen chair in front of Bob, Landry sat and spread his legs. He held the base of the dildo in his right hand, pressed against his crotch, over his jeans.

It wasn’t nearly as big as Landry’s cock, which he’d seen plenty of times, even if he hadn’t actually touched it yet.

Landry wore a devilish grin. “Something new today, boy. You’ve seen Cris and Tilly worship my cock. Let me see what you’ve got.” 


Chapter Three

 

Bob rose onto his knees, automatically clasping his hands behind him the way Cris always did when giving Landry cock worship.

“Good boy. Very observant. I didn’t even have to tell you what to do with your hands.” Landry threaded the fingers of his left hand in Bob’s hair, guiding him in and onto the dildo. Wasn’t the first time Bob had ever sucked a toy. There was a penis gag Tilly was particularly fond of using on him.

This was the first time he’d ever been told to simulate an actual blow job, though.

The butt plug pressed against his gland with every movement he made.

He stared up at Landry as he wrapped his lips around the silicone toy, a pink one, but realistically shaped like an erect, circumcised cock.

Landry’s green gaze burned down at him, followed by a sharp sucking of air. “Yessss, that’s it, boy. Explore it. Pretend it’s my flesh-and-blood cock. Show me how much you want to please me.”

It’d been…well, years since he’d had a blow job. The Kim and Kylee era.

He tried not to think about them as he maintained eye contact with Landry and licked and sucked his way deeper onto the toy. As it grew wet from Bob’s spit, Landry started urging him to take more of it in, go deeper, with insistent pressure from his left hand on the back of Bob’s head.

“Good boy,” he cooed. “Such a very handsome pet you are. I told Tilly that, when she lets us lift restrictions, I will likely be spending a weekend with you as my puppy with my cock in your mouth.”

Another shiver rushed through Bob. He could see it, too, every bit of it.

Even more, he wanted it.

Landry’s eyes narrowed as his smile widened. “That was a yes, I take it?”

“Yes, Sir,” he mumbled around the fake cock.

Landry sighed. “Ohhh, cock-speak. Better than gag-speak. Now, boy, let’s work on your gag reflex. This is only a six-incher.”

It took him the better part of thirty minutes to finally be able to get the toy all the way into his mouth and hold it there without gagging on it, with Landry talking him through how to breathe with it at the same time. All the while, Landry’s fist tightly held Bob’s hair even as Landry moved his right hand out of the way and held the toy’s base pinched between two fingers so that Bob’s nose was pressed against the denim outlining Landry’s hard cock.

“Very good, boy. Now pull off and hold just the head in your mouth. I enjoy feeling a tongue playing with it. Trace the ridge around the head, and lick along the slit.”

Bob did, losing all track of time as he worked through his first real lesson on worshipping a cock.

He hoped this meant there would be the real thing in his near future.

Finally, Landry’s grip in his hair changed, stroking now. “Sit back.”

Bob did.

Landry unfastened his belt and jeans, opening them and shoving his briefs down enough that his hard, engorged cock sprang free.

The sadist smiled, holding the toy beside it in comparison. Landry was nearly three inches longer, and fatter, plus he had a foreskin.

“Don’t worry, we’ll have you worked up to appropriate-sized toys before you get to the real thing.” He leaned forward, cupping Bob’s chin. “Who do you belong to?”

“You, Sir.”

“Don’t you wish you could suck a load right from my balls, right this moment?”

“Yes, Sir.” The worlds automatically fell from his lips even though he had never sucked a real cock before. Another invisible border just waiting for him to slide across.

Landry slipped two fingers between Bob’s lips. Bob sucked on them, hard, laving his tongue over them and pleased when he earned another sharp hiss from Landry.

“My eager boy. That’s excellent. Exactly what I like to see from my pet.” He scooted forward in the chair, legs still spread wide, so that Bob sat so close to Landry’s cock he could have easily licked it if Landry’s fingers weren’t in his mouth.

“Good boys always swallow,” Landry said. He grabbed a small paper plate from the pile of other items. As he stretched back in the chair, Landry laid the paper plate on his bare stomach. From its position, Bob had no trouble guessing why it was there.

“Something new for you today, pet.”

Landry wrapped his fingers around his cock and started stroking. Bob automatically started sucking on the fingers in his mouth again. “That’s it, pet. In time with me. Pretend you’re trying to suck a load out of me. Watch my hand and what I do. Take it all in.”

Bob was pretty sure there would be an even larger puddle under him after this was over. Between the butt plug and Landry’s voice and what Landry was doing to Bob…yeah.

Hawwwt.

At the top of each stroke, Landry had a little twist he made with his hand, slicking pre-cum over the head before sliding back down again.

Hypnotic. Bob tried to mimic Landry as best he could with his mouth.

“Such a good boy,” Landry hoarsely said. “This first one shall be rather fast, which is fine. It means I’ll last longer for the next one.”

Bob inhaled deeply, Landry’s slightly musky scent mingled with fabric softener and clothes soap.

Landry’s hand sped up, his body tensing as he held his cock against his stomach, ropes of cum splashing onto the paper plate while he milked it from himself.

Then he pulled his fingers from Bob’s mouth, grabbed the dildo, and rolled the end of it in his cum.

Bob had his mouth wide open before Landry even started toward him with the dildo.

“Excellent, my brilliant pet. Suck it clean.”

He did, softly moaning. Landry’s tangy, slightly spicy taste was different than the taste of his own cum.

He didn’t stop to think that he had crossed one more border into uncharted territory, taking another man’s cum for the first time.

He didn’t stop to think about anything, except pleasing Landry.

Landry relished the play, pulling the dildo from Bob’s mouth and gathering more cum onto the toy before fucking it between Bob’s lips.

Once he’d gotten as much as he could from the plate, Landry left the dildo in Bob’s mouth, deep.

“Hold that. I’d better not see teeth marks. What do you say for being allowed to eat my cum?”

Bob clamped his lips around the dildo to hold it in. “Thank you for letting me eat your cum, Sir,” he mumbled as best he could around it.

Landry scooted the chair back so he could stand, then slid the chair in front of Bob once more. Landry left his cock hanging out and stepped around behind Bob.

The sharp tinge of the sadist’s tone appeared in Landry’s voice. “Hold on to the chair as if you’re draped over my lap. You may use your hands to hold the cock. If you want to earn your release, I’d better see an eager blowjob, and when you are finally allowed to come, you’d best deep-throat that toy. Do not come before I give you permission. If you do, that’s twenty-five with a cane and I won’t let you come again until late Sunday.”

He wasn’t sure what Landry was doing behind him. Then he heard Landry pull on another glove.

From the corner of his eye, Bob saw Landry grab the paper plate and slide it under Bob.

As Bob eagerly sucked on the dildo, Landry pulled the butt plug out of Bob’s ass and set it aside. The sound of the lube bottle being opened…

He moaned at the feel of lubed fingers in his ass. Three easily slid in and slowly started fucking him.

“Yes, such a good boy for me,” Landry said. “Did you know it’s quite easy to condition a person to become sexually excited over certain stimuli regardless of their sexual orientation?”

The fingers found his gland again and Bob had to suck in a breath through his nose in an attempt not to blow his nut right there.

“Simply a matter of training. Good pets like it when their owners train them.”

The fingers stilled, touching his gland but not moving.

Landry’s other hand closed around Bob’s cock.

“Now then, pet. If you wish to come, you’d best do it before I lose interest. And don’t forget about the cock you’re servicing in your mouth.”

Landry didn’t stroke Bob’s cock. He maintained a strong, squeezing, borderline painful grip on it. Bob whined, realizing if he didn’t seem eager enough in his cock worshipping that he wouldn’t get to come.

Bob held the dildo in his right hand and bobbed his head up and down on it, taking it deep in his throat, hoping Landry thought his efforts worth the reward.

Landry’s fingers began stroking his gland, gently pressing, exploring.

“That’s it, pet.” His tone grew firmer. “Suck that cock, boy. Let me see what kind of mouth you have on you.”

Bob doubled his efforts, now frantic, feeling pressure building in his balls as he wished Landry would jack his cock. But from the grip Landry had on him, he knew he wouldn’t be allowed to hump Landry’s hand, either.

“Quit being stubborn, pet,” Landry said. “Come!”

Bob had been right at the edge. As Landry gave the order, he increased the tempo and pressure he’d been using against Bob’s prostate, and that triggered Bob’s orgasm. As Bob moaned with pleasure, the dildo crammed deep in his mouth muffled the sounds.

Landry’s voice immediately switched back to gentle. “Goood, boy. Such a good boy.”

Pleasure rolled through Bob’s body, not stopping, and he realized Landry was still playing with his gland. Probably the longest orgasm of his life, and it left him panting and weak, draped over the chair with the dildo in his mouth.

Landry released his cock, reached up, and took the dildo from him. “Sit up. Lean against me as best you can.”

He did, Landry keeping his fingers buried in Bob’s ass. Landry then rolled the dildo through the puddle of cum on the paper plate.

Bob needed no command to open and dutifully suck it clean.

Landry pressed a kiss to his ear. “Such a good boy. My very, very good boy.”

“Thank you, Sir,” he mumbled around the dildo, his cock already twitching with renewed interest even as the comforting haze of subspace swirled around him.

 

* * * *

 

Only once all the cum was gone—including Landry making him lean over and lick the plate clean—and Bob had cleaned up the other puddle of pre-cum he’d left, did Landry remove his hand from Bob’s ass. He immediately replaced his fingers with the butt plug.

He stripped off the glove and tossed it and the paper plate before tucking his semi-erect cock into his jeans.

Then Bob found out what the other thing was.

Landry affixed the chastity cage around Bob’s cock and balls, snapping it shut and locking it with a tiny padlock.

“Now aren’t you glad I make you shave down there, pet?” Landry asked, amusement narrowing his gaze. “Imagine how utterly miserable it’d feel having hair getting caught in that.”

“Yes, Sir. Thank you.”

“That stays on all weekend, unless I feel like rewarding you. You will need to pee sitting down. If it chafes you in a way that you feel will make you raw, tell me immediately so we can adjust it.”

“Yes, Sir.” The device would let him get a little hard, but he could see how it would squeeze his cock if he got too hard.

Hell, he usually spent over half his time either hard or semi-erect when they were playing.

Oh, boy.

“Clean the floor—with cleaner,” Landry clarified as he washed his own hands. “Then get dinner started.”

“Yes, Sir.” Bob carefully stood, wincing a little as the butt plug rubbed against his prostate…which made his cock twitch again.

Landry arched an eyebrow, his lips curling in an evil smirk. “Problem, boy?”

“No, Sir. No problem.”

“It’s meant to be somewhat uncomfortable. To keep a pet in the proper owner-focused mindset and unable to give themselves pleasure.” Landry walked over to him and grabbed him by the hair, pulling his head back and forcing Bob, who was taller, to dip his knees so he could look up into Landry’s eyes.

That also pressed the butt plug against his sweet spot and strained his cock and balls in the chastity cage.

“This weekend, you are going to be milked by me while your cock and balls are tightly held by that cage. It won’t be difficult for you to earn release, either, at the rate you’re going. But every drop of cum that is released this weekend—by yourself or me—will go down that handsome throat of yours, one way or another. If not eagerly on your part, I do have a funnel gag I won’t hesitate to dig out and use on you. Understand?”

His cock throbbed within the confines of the cage. “Yes, Sir.”

“Any objections?”

“No, Sir.”

Landry kissed his forehead before releasing him. “Good boy. I’ll be in the study. Come get me when dinner is ready. You may sit at the table next to me, on my right. Don’t forget your towel.”

“Yes, Sir.”

When they sat down to eat, Bob slowly and gingerly lowering himself onto the chair after Landry gave him permission to sit, Landry flashed Bob an evil grin.

“How’s the ass?”

“Stuffed, Sir.”

“And your cock?”

Bob nodded. “It’s there, Sir.” While cooking dinner, the slightest movement jostled the butt plug against his prostate, which amplified the feel of the chastity cage around his cock and balls. His cock would get squeezed, the discomfort only increasing the problem.

Because, of course, Landry had also been conditioning him to become sexually stimulated over pain.

Landry laughed and reached over to ruffle his hair. “I have so much fun with you, boy. Thank you for tolerating my whims. I’m sure if Cris and Tilly were here, they’d also be thanking you for taking my attentions from them.”

Subspace had started to fade back, but at that, it rushed through his system again, like a flash flood sweeping him away. “Thank you for training me, Sir.”

Landry didn’t speak again for a moment as they ate. “When was the last time you dated, boy?”

“You mean someone besides the three of you, Sir?”

“Exactly.”

He shook his head. “Not since before we started playing regularly. At least a year before.”

“Why?”

“The same reason I told Tilly a long time ago, Sir. I need this. If I have to waste time and energy trying to find someone who won’t even understand why I need this, I’d rather not waste that time. I’d rather be where…”

An unexpected lump rose in his throat.

“Yes?” Landry asked. “Go on.”

“I’d rather be where I already feel wanted and appreciated, Sir,” he softly said. “Where I feel like I’m part of the family.”

Landry studied him for a long time, almost uncomfortably so. Bob wondered if he’d crossed a line he shouldn’t have. Tilly had long ago eliminated the restrictions on discussing relationships or feelings, because they weren’t in a business kind of arrangement now.

She’d insisted on total honesty, no matter the topic.

Landry reached over and gently scruffed Bob’s neck, stroking the back of Bob’s head with his thumb.

“We are extremely fond of you, Bob,” he quietly said. “I hate to sound selfish, but I appreciate not having to share you with anyone else, besides Cris and Tilly, obviously. All the kinky trappings aside, we do consider you part of our family.” His hand moved to cup Bob’s cheek. “Perhaps, one day…”

“Sir?”

Landry smiled. “Let’s just say I’m happy to keep following what we are doing to its natural conclusion.” 


Chapter Four

 

Way back when…

 

“So what can we conclude from this?” Mrs. Horhner slowly paced in front of the class and let the painfully awkward silence settle thick in the air as she waited for someone to volunteer an answer.

Bob struggled to look at her indirectly, without her noticing him. He couldn’t keep his eyes off her, and it wasn’t because his fellow male seniors in their high school chemistry class called her “Mrs. Horny” behind her back.

It was because he struggled to fight back the reaction he always had to her. He had other teachers who were attractive. She was far from his youngest teacher.

She wasn’t even his hottest teacher.

There was something about her softly authoritative manner, her calm, steady ways. She never lost her temper, never got flustered, always seemed to have an easy comeback for the smart-asses who dared try to get one up on her.

“Mr. Simmons. Do you know the answer?” She was at the far end of her pacing and staring out the windows, facing almost one hundred and eighty degrees away from him.

Bob struggled for a response. He honestly hadn’t been listening to what she’d said. He’d been listening to how she’d said it, watching how she walked—spine straight, shoulders back, her long, brown hair tightly restrained in a neat single braid down her back.

Rumors were she’d spent twelve years in the military before she’d become a teacher, but he didn’t know if that was true or not.

“I…I—”

“Miss Callaway. I don’t suppose you were paying attention, were you?”

It took her three more students before she finally reached a girl who mumbled the correct answer.

The bell rang, saving their asses.

“Completely unacceptable, class,” she scolded, none of them daring to stand until she gave them permission. “Tonight’s homework is to re-read last night’s chapter. We will have an oral test on it tomorrow. Dismissed.” She turned to the whiteboard to erase some of the notes she’d written there.

Bob stood and reached for his bag.

“Mr. Simmons, a moment.”

Shit.

He held his backpack in front of him as he stopped. “Yes, ma’am?”

She didn’t turn to face him, and as she spoke, she kept her voice soft, not carrying. “I expect more from you than that in class. Usually if I call on you, you have the answer. The past couple of weeks you’ve seemed distracted. Is there an issue?”

“No, ma’am. Just been working a lot on my English paper.”

“That’s wonderful.” She cast a glance over her shoulder. “I expect the same dedication to my class. You are a better student than that, one of my top three. When I call on you, I expect you to be paying attention, even if you don’t know the answer.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Thank you. Dismissed.”

He rushed out, dodging incoming freshmen as he practically ran through the door.

That was close.

He tried to shove thoughts about his teacher out of his head. Except when he headed to his locker at the end of the day on his way to where the busses sat parked and waiting, he made sure to grab his chemistry book. Yes, he had other homework to do, but he already knew he’d be pouring over that chapter tonight in preparation for tomorrow.

He expected she would call on him again tomorrow.

He got home before his mom and dad returned home from work. As always, his mom had left him a note with a short list of chores to have done before they got home. Leaving his backpack on the dining room table, he set about tackling the list first.

It would only take him about twenty minutes if he hurried, then he could get started on his homework. Not that he’d get yelled at if he didn’t get the list done, because he wouldn’t.

He’d simply receive a look of quiet disappointment from his mom, and he hated the way he felt letting her down.

His father usually handled all the “big” chores, the outside stuff and the repairs. It wasn’t too much to ask to knock out his mom’s daily list. A lot of his friends always bitched about chores, but Bob didn’t complain. His parents were pretty lenient, all things considered. With his dad’s hectic and high-stress job, Bob’s rare run-ins with the man had taught him early in his pre-teens it was far preferable to defer to his mom and do what she asked without her needing to go to his father as a disciplinary backup.

Tonight, he was already deep into his chemistry chapter and had finished his chores and the rest of his homework when his mom arrived home first. She walked into the living room, glanced to where he’d crossed off all the chores on the list, then greeted him with a kiss on the top of his head and playfully ruffling his hair.

“Thank you, honey. You’re such a good boy. I appreciate you doing the chores for me. Love you.”

Pretty much the exact same thing she said every day. “Love you, too, Mom. You’re welcome.”

And every day, her words always warmed him. He knew he was loved by his parents. Even better, he felt appreciated. Considering so many of his friends had parents in crappy marriages, or who had divorced, he knew he was very lucky. His mom and dad loved each other a lot. They never fought, never bickered. Heck, his mom pretty much ruled the house, his dad only stepping in when she asked him to.

Bob did everything he could to not let that happen. Everyone was happier that way.

I hope I can have a marriage like theirs one day.

 

* * * *

 

The next day, Bob was ready in class when Mrs. Horhner asked the question. His hand shot up and he almost said the answer before she’d actually called his name.

Today, he earned the hint of a smile from her. “Very good, Mr. Simmons. Correct.”

Bob let the flush of his success settle deep within him. By the time the bell rang, he knew he’d redeemed himself and he took his time gathering his things as his fellow students bolted for the door.

He almost thought he was going to get out of there without her speaking to him.

“Bob.”

He turned to find Mrs. Horhner smiling at him. She nodded. “Good job today. That’s more like what I expect from you.”

More of that warm flush filled him, this time making him exceedingly glad he’d held his backpack in front of him. “Thank you, ma’am.”

She rarely called students by their first names. Only when she was giving praise, which she did sparingly.

The smile filled his face as he turned and walked for the door.

Yes!

 

* * * *

 

On his last day of classes his senior year, Bob realized as the end of Mrs. Horhner’s class approached, he was fighting the urge to cry.

He’d likely never see her again.

The reaction shocked him, catching him off-guard. When the bell rang, she stood before them, hands clasped. “Good luck, everyone. Thank you for a wonderful school year, and I hope your futures are bright and full of promise.” She offered them a smile. “Class dismissed.”

Bob stalled, waiting for a couple of students who’d stopped to shake hands with her or say something to her to finish and head for the door.

That left him to walk up to her. “Mrs. Horhner?”

She favored him with a smile. “Yes, Bob?”

“Thank you for being tough on me. I appreciate it. I learned a lot from you this year. I won’t forget you.”

Her smile widened. “Thank you, Bob, that’s very sweet of you to say. You were an excellent student.” She reached out, laid her hand on his shoulder, and gently squeezed. “You are smart and even more, you have the drive to succeed. I can see it in you. Whatever you set out to do, I know you’ll do it well. I wish you nothing but the best.”

Her hand withdrew.

“Thank you, ma’am. I appreciate it.”

He headed for the door and hoped she didn’t notice how he’d had to wipe at his eyes before he even made it there.

Some of his friends wanted to go out after school, and his parents had given him permission to go with them, if he wanted. He didn’t have a car yet, and it wasn’t in his parents’ budget to buy him one. He was saving up money left over from his allowance and doing chores for the neighbors, but it would take a while.

Instead of going out, he elected to head for the busses and ride home that way, staring out the window, a seat to himself with the passenger numbers diminished with all the seniors who’d caught rides home with friends or family, or who’d stayed behind for a small carnival the school was throwing.

He just wanted to go home, do his chores, and watch TV. He’d start his first semester of college in a few weeks, opting to jump in on a summer session. He wanted to get a part-time job, but his mom and dad had told him they’d increase his allowance a little if he wanted to trade for doing more chores. They were more concerned about his grades than money.

He had earned a full academic scholarship, but the residential portion wouldn’t kick in until fall semester. He’d be taking a city bus to campus and back during the summer, until he had the money for a car. Unless fall semester came first. Then he’d be living on campus and wouldn’t need a car anyway.

When he got home, he headed over to the table to find his mom’s note.

Congratulations, honey, we’re very proud of you. Take the afternoon off. You earned it. You’re a good boy. We’ll take you out to dinner tonight, if you’re not out with friends.

He felt a little…adrift. This was the first time in years he hadn’t come home from school and found at least one chore on the list.

He wasn’t even sure what to do with himself.

He headed to his bedroom to change into shorts and decided he’d go ahead and dust the living room. It’d be due by that weekend anyway, and it’d be one less thing for his mom to do on her day off.

And it gave him a way to avoid thinking too long or hard about Mrs. Horhner’s words and how much he was going to miss her and her class.


Chapter Five

 

Still in the past, but a little later…

 

Bob rubbed at his eyes and tried to make sense of the blurry words marching across the page of his statistics textbook. He’d taken up a corner in one of the study lounges in his dorm building. The light wasn’t great here, but there wasn’t a TV or comfortable chairs, either, meaning it got far less use than some of the areas.

He’d stretched out on the floor, back to the wall, hoping he could get through the last few pages of that chapter before he fell asleep over his book. His roommate had invited his girlfriend over for the evening, so Bob had agreed to clear out for a couple of hours.

It was that, or have to ignore the two of them giggling and writhing under the covers on the other side of the room.

No, thanks.

He wasn’t a prude, but he wasn’t a masochist, either.

The first semester of his junior year, and he was holding a 4.2 GPA by the skin of his teeth and had zero social life. Not that he wasn’t into girls, but between studying and tutoring for extra cash, he didn’t have time for a social life.

He damn sure didn’t have time to go out drinking, even though he’d turned twenty-one a week ago. No time to pledge to a fraternity, either.

Actually, no desire to pledge to a fraternity. He knew some of them were great, service-oriented organizations.

Some of them were little more than thinly disguised party houses.

He’d rather take his chances living in the dorms.

After another round of yawns, and realizing he still had over an hour before he could safely return to his room, he grabbed his stuff and headed downstairs and across campus in the waning dusk to the University Center. They had an all-night coffeeshop and better lighting. Around exam time, the place was usually packed, but at eight o’clock on a Friday night nowhere near exams, it would likely be nearly empty.

He was one of three customers, the other two also hunched over stacks of books and laptops. Bob ordered himself a coffee and carried it over to a table along the wall, approximately midway between the other two patrons.

A clear indication he wasn’t interested in socializing with them, either.

He’d sunk deep into reading again when he heard a familiar female voice at the counter and his head snapped up.

There stood Dr. Louise Gunning, a professor he’d had last year for a business class. Probably in her mid-forties, she had long dark blonde hair that looked natural, usually pulled back into a loose bun low on the back of her head. While she’d always worn jeans when she taught, she normally wore a blazer over a blouse, and boots. Not cowboy boots, or fancy, dressy ones, but black motorcycle boots, or sometimes dark brown ones, blunt-toed and low-heeled, practical.

Somehow, it’d always made her appear more professional, to him.

Commanding.

In charge.

He’d struggled for the A he’d pulled down in her class. She was not known to give easy As.

Tonight she was dressed in jeans, black boots, and a Grateful Dead T-shirt. She carried a laptop case casually slung over her shoulder, and held a coffee cup in her hand as she walked into the dining room area. When she spotted him, it was like an electric current shot through him.

She headed straight for him, one corner of her mouth curling ever so slightly.

Her blue eyes pinned him in place. “May I join you, Mr. Simmons?”

His breath caught. She remembered his name!

“Y-yes, Dr. Gunning. Sure.”

She smoothly dropped into a chair across the table from him. “No need to be so formal. I’m not your professor anymore. Louise, please.”

“Yes, ma’am. Louise. Sorry.”

“Bob, correct?”

He felt his face heat as he nodded. “Yes, ma’am.”

Her eyes narrowed slightly even as her smile widened. “So what are you doing here all alone on a Friday night?”

“Studying, ma’am. Roommate is…” He swallowed hard. “I needed to clear out of my dorm room for a while. He wanted…um…privacy for him and his girlfriend.”

“Ah, I see.” She’d set her laptop case on the floor next to her chair and leaned back to sip her coffee. “I needed to clear out of home for a while, too.”

“Roommate?”

She shrugged. “My husband’s moving the last of his shit out tonight since the divorce was finalized this morning. It was stay at work late, until I’m sure he’s gone, or I’d be tempted to shove him down the stairs.” She grinned. “Whoopsies.”

He laughed with her, his tension finally easing, although he wasn’t sure what the expected social protocol was for something like that. “I’m…sorry?”

She shrugged. “Life goes on. He’s ten years older than me and found someone fifteen years younger than me who will put up with his bullshit. I got the better end of the deal—I ended up with the house and the newer car, plus he has to pay me for some investment properties he got to keep because my salary helped buy them.” Another smile as she took a sip of coffee. “Tomorrow, I’m having some friends over for a small get together. Celebrating my sudden weight loss of about two hundred and ten pounds.”

He chuckled. “That’s a hard way to do it.”

“Yeah, but worth every damn penny for the attorney’s fees.” She leaned in. “What are you doing tomorrow night? Going out with a girlfriend?”

He swallowed hard, once again feeling pinned under her gaze, much as he always had in her classes. “No, ma’am. No girlfriend.”

Her eyebrow arched. “Boyfriend?”

He shook his head. “Straight.”

“Job?”

“I tutor, but nothing tomorrow night.”

“Good.” She pointed at his phone, where it lay on the table next to him, and held her hand palm up, the meaning clear.

Without argument or hesitation, he unlocked his phone and handed it over.

She smiled as she typed her number into a text message and hit send. Her phone buzzed. She returned his phone, grabbed her own, and typed in another message.

When his buzzed in his hand, it was her name, and an address.

And a time—6:00pm.

“Casual,” she said before taking a sip of coffee. “Shorts and T-shirt casual. Don’t worry about bringing anything. I’ve got you covered.” She winked.

He nodded. “Yes, ma’am. Thank you.”

Saying no didn’t even cross his mind, not that he wanted to say no.

“Good boy.” She was about to say something when her phone buzzed again. She glanced at it. “Oh, good. The sonofabitch is done. Guess I can go home.” She started to rise, then looked at him. “Just out of curiosity, are you studying to study, or studying to kill time because of your roommate?”

He still didn’t have a car. He didn’t need one on campus, had a bike for when he needed to go somewhere close, or took the county bus or caught a ride with a friend. Since it was evening, friends were already out enjoying their night, and he didn’t like to bike at night.

“Just killing time.”

“You’re…what, twenty?”

“Twenty-one.”

She stood, shouldering her bag. “Feel like taking a ride and killing some time with me tonight?”

He nodded, even before he realized what he was doing, and started to gather his stuff with trembling hands. He scrambled to follow her as she headed out of the coffeeshop.

As they walked toward one of the faculty lots, he realized he had to work to keep up with her long, purposeful strides, even though he was at least six inches taller than her.

As they approached the second line of cars, she hit a button on her key fob and the taillights blinked on a sporty, two-door silver Audi as the horn chirruped. She opened the trunk and dumped her stuff in. He followed suit.

She smiled. “You drive?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

He barely caught the keys when she tossed them to him with a laugh. “Come on—it’s insured.” She headed for the passenger side.

He scrambled to get into the driver’s seat. It took him a moment to adjust the seat and mirrors. With trembling fingers, he inserted the key into the ignition and cranked the engine.

“You know how to get to Carrollwood?” she asked.

“Not really, no.”

“Head out the main entrance onto Fowler, turn right.” She settled back in her seat.

Her left hand came to rest on his right thigh and squeezed.

Praying he didn’t wreck her car or jizz in his jeans, he followed her directions to her house. It was an older two-story home in an obviously expensive section of the subdivision, located on a lot with several old oak trees visible in the twilight.

She grabbed her things from the trunk and led the way up to the front door. Inside, she flipped on the lights. It didn’t look messy, but somewhat disorganized.

“Sorry about the disaster.” She set her stuff down on a dining room table that had no chairs. “He got to take some of the furniture. You want a drink? Beer, soda?”

“Just water, please, thanks.”

She walked over to him, smiling up at him and hooking her fingers through his belt loops.

There was no way she couldn’t have felt his raging erection through his jeans as she pressed her hips against his. “No stupid Mrs. Robinson jokes, huh?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Oooh. I like the way that rolls off your tongue, boy.”

She rose up onto her toes to kiss him. He wasn’t sure what he was supposed to do with his hands, so he slipped his arms around her and kissed her back, gladly. He wasn’t a virgin, but his first and only relationship with a girl had lasted less than six months, in his freshman year.

She ground her hips against him harder. “That’s it,” she whispered. “You’re going to have a fun night tonight. I haven’t been laid in nearly two years. I didn’t give that cheating bastard the satisfaction of running around on him, even though he’d tossed our marriage vows away. You still want that drink of water, or you want to get straight to having a fun night?”

He had to swallow before he could speak. “Fun night, please, ma’am.”

“You keep calling me ‘ma’am’ and I might not ever let you go.” She grabbed his hand and practically dragged him up the stairs. In her bedroom, she started asking him questions he could barely think to answer coherently. Like about his sexual history, if he’d used condoms with his ex, what kind of experiences he’d had.

Next thing he knew, he was naked, and so was she, and she was pushing him down onto his knees next to the bed. “Now, let me lay down some ground rules for you, baby,” she said. “I call the shots, got it?”

He nodded, his rigid cock bobbing along with his head. “Yes, ma’am.”

She grabbed him by the hair and pulled him between her legs. He was happily surprised to realize she shaved down there, and she started patiently talking to him, telling him what to do.

Pretty soon, she was moaning and grinding against his mouth, and he had a death grip around her thighs to hold her in place as she threw her head back and let out a long, loud moan his ex had never come close to making.

Panting, she leaned forward, curled around him, her hands sliding down his back. “Oh, you are a fast learner. We’re gonna have a lot of fun together. Rule number two is that you don’t cheat on me. This won’t be permanent, but I’ve got at least a few months of frustration to blow, and I think you’re going to be the perfect guy to take it out on. The benefit for you is you get pussy on demand, baby. So don’t go falling in love with me.”

He mumbled an assent against her pussy, which he assumed he was still supposed to be licking, since she still had his face pressed up against it.

“Mmm-hmm is right,” she said, tousling his hair. “You are going to get to live the college-guy fantasy of banging the professor. That’s why this stays between us. You don’t say a word about it to anyone, or it ends. Technically we’re not breaking any rules because you aren’t my student, but I don’t want any hassles, and I’m sure you don’t, either.”

She gently raked her nails over his scalp, raising the good kind of gooseflesh all over his body. “Pussy on demand, whenever you want it, and all you have to do to keep getting it is stay faithful to me and keep your mouth shut. You meet someone you want to date, you need to tell me first so we can talk about it. Meanwhile, I’ll teach you how to be a world-class lover who can please whatever lucky bitch you end up with next. Deal?”

“Deal,” he mumbled.

Wasn’t like he was dating anyone anyway. Screw it, he’d already fantasized about her plenty of times while in the shower.

This was…heaven.

She had him lick and suck another orgasm out of her before she coaxed him up onto the bed. He stretched out under her, on his back. She knelt over him with a smile.

“Nice cock, baby.” She wrapped her fingers tightly around the base of it and pressed her fingers against the underside before she engulfed him with her mouth.

He had no clue how he managed to hold back while she played with his balls and teased his cock. “And no whacking off now, either,” she said when she lifted her mouth from him. “I want you primed and loaded. We’ll exchange class schedules. My office is at the end of a hall, and Professor Jackson next door is never there. Lock the door, turn on the radio, and we can have all the nooners we want.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said.

Oh, fuck yeah.

She licked the head of his cock. “Such a good boy,” she whispered, smiling up at him.

She went deep at the same time she loosened her grip on the base of his cock. With her other hand, she gently tugged on his sac, like she was milking him.

The strongest orgasm of his life slammed into him as she swallowed every drop of his cum. Then she crawled up his body and kissed him, deep, tasting himself on her lips.

“If she swallows, don’t you ever hesitate to kiss her after. Came out of you anyway. And if she doesn’t want you to kiss her after you go down on her, find a new one. She’s not worth it.”

She reached over to the bedside table and pulled out a condom pouch from a drawer. It took her only a minute to coax renewed interest from him, and she expertly rolled the condom onto his shaft.

“I’ll buy the condoms. I like a certain brand, and you’re a student so you’re probably broke. But in the future, keep in mind the guy should always provide them, and use them.”

She straddled him, slowly lowering her body onto his cock, impaling herself with a happy sigh. “Oh, fuck yeah. Boy, I can actually feel you inside me. My ex had a tongue on him, but was hung like a goddamned grasshopper. Lasted about as long, too.”

She rose up and down, slowly riding him, making happy sounding noises as she did. He rested his hands on her thighs, until she brought them up to her breasts and squeezed.

“Play with my nipples, baby. Not too rough, but let me feel you. Tug on them, roll them between your fingers.”

He did, his cock twitching with need.

A sexy smile curved her lips. “You and me are going to get along just fine, boy. Just fine.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

 

* * * *

 

She drove him back to his dorm the next morning and waited outside in the car while he gathered some things together. He left a quick note for his roommate that he’d be gone until Monday morning, and to enjoy the privacy.

His own dance card was now full.

Louise, as she’d told him he could call her when he wasn’t calling her “ma’am,” had ridden him to exhaustion the night before, getting three orgasms out of him, and at least a dozen of her own, before they’d collapsed.

He’d awakened that morning to her sucking his cock and then climbing on after wrapping him in a condom.

There were worse ways to spend a weekend.

She wanted him to help her get the house tidied up from her husband’s exit, and to go shopping with her while she picked out new furniture to replace what he’d taken.

He could do that.

Gladly.

By the end of the weekend, he’d lost track of how many times and ways he’d blown his load, including one where she’d worked a lubed finger up his ass while sucking him off in her hot tub.

A new favorite thing of his.

She’d assured him plenty of guys enjoyed ass play, and to not let what he thought a man “should” or “shouldn’t” be into take away from his enjoyment of it. To be whom he was, and to live the way he wanted.

Monday afternoon, he stopped by her office during her free period and bent her over the desk, fucking her hard and fast and muffling her moans with her panties, which he’d wadded up in her mouth.

A fantasy of hers he was happy to help make come true.

She had plenty of them.

And over the next several months, he gladly enjoyed helping her fulfill them, and more.

Plus she’d helped peg something about himself that he hadn’t understood.

They lay sprawled across her couch in the living room, after a glass of wine each and he’d fucked a second load into her. They fucked bare now, unless it was anal, because they’d both confirmed with testing it was safe and she’d had her tubes tied several years earlier.

She loved making him fuck her, and then have him suck and lick her freshly fucked pussy to get her off.

Anything she wanted.

Everything.

He knew he was in love with her, even though he also knew she wasn’t in love with him. It was just a matter of time before she decided they were over and ended it.

“You are such a sweet submissive, boy,” she said as she played with his hair.

“Ma’am?”

“A submissive. Not like in stupid porno flicks. Down to your soul, you like to serve and make a woman happy. Don’t settle for someone who can’t make you happy by giving you that. You need a strong woman who will appreciate your…assets.”

Her hand trailed down his back, to the crack of his ass, making his cock twitch.

She’d introduced him to strap-on play, which he’d also enjoyed. Mostly because she’d enjoyed it so much, but she’d ensured he had fun as well.

“Not some pushy little bitch, either,” she added. “I mean a take-charge kind of woman. A dominant woman who knows what she wants and needs in life.”

“How do I figure that out, though?”

“Lots of talking, baby. My ex wanted to be a big guy, but the bottom line was, he wasn’t. We fell for each other in college, and we didn’t know jack shit about relationships. I tried to make myself into the perfect little demure wife he wanted, while trying to get my doctorate, and I realized a few years in that I wasn’t really happy except at work, where I was in charge. So I started taking charge more. That made me happy at home, but it made him miserable. Instead of telling me that, though, the sonofabitch cheated on me.”

She sighed. “Guy had a mouth on him, though.” She kissed him. “Not as talented as you are, I must say.”

“Thank you, ma’am.”

A happy purr escaped her as she cuddled against him. “Not tired of me yet?”

“No, ma’am.”

“I hate to tell you this, but next fall, I’ll be moving up to New York. I was offered a teaching position up there. Much better pay. And I’m originally from up there.”

It felt like something ripped inside his soul. “Oh.”

She tipped his chin so she could look him in the eyes. “It’s not all bad news. That entire time, we’ll spend it together. Almost a whole year. I was originally going to let this go on between us for only six months before cutting you loose. If you want to leave, I understand.”

He shook his head. “No, ma’am. I want all of that time.”

She smiled. “You’re a very good boy, Bob.” She ruffled his hair, a gesture he loved when she did it. Affectionate, playful.

Loving.

He knew this would rip his heart out at the end, but he wouldn’t have it any other way.

Not like he was interested in any other woman.

Or that he’d be able to make any other woman understand him the way she did. 


Chapter Six

 

Fast-forward to a couple of years ago…

 

Bob smiled at the woman seated across the table from him, nodding as she told him about her job. This was their first date—first meeting, actually—thanks to the joys of online dating.

Melissa was a gainfully employed attorney, highly intelligent, independently wealthy. In addition to that, she was knock-out gorgeous, and admitted she was a bit of a snob when it came to dating, because any guy below her financially tended to be looking for a sugar momma.

She was articulate and funny and they had a lot in common. There was just one teeny problem…

Bob wasn’t the slightest bit attracted to her.

He could already tell that while she might be “dominant” in her life, she wasn’t a Dominant.

Not like…

He sighed, trying not to think about Her. Yes, he compared every damn woman to Tilly, but…he couldn’t help it. She’d set the bar high.

He’d suspected tonight’s date would end much like every other before it, with him pleasantly parting ways with the woman, never to hear from her again.

That wasn’t guaranteed yet, but he hadn’t yet told her that one key point about him that usually soured them on him immediately.

“I feel like I’m doing all the talking,” she said with a smile. “Tell me about yourself.”

She had been, but only because he’d skillfully kept her talking with carefully selected questions to try to gauge her shadowy side, or to see if she even had one.

“I collect Hallmark Christmas ornaments,” he said to deflect the inevitable.

“I think that’s neat. How’d you get into that?”

“My mom used to collect them. When my dad died, I bought them for her. I kept on doing it after she died.”

“Aw, that’s sweet.”

“I don’t collect all of them, just a few of the series. There’s still a couple still going that she used to collect, and I added a few I like. Star Wars, Snoopy, things like that.”

“I don’t really collect anything. Well, I take that back. When I go to the beach or on a hike, I like to pick up a shell or a small rock as a memento. I have a jar on my dresser I put them in.”

They talked about his job, that they were both in Rotary, only in different clubs. Life goals.

She was obviously intelligent and had her life together.

Toward the end of the main course, she finally laid the segue on the table that allowed him to stick a knife in the balloon.

“Not to sound creepy or anything,” she said, “but you seem like a guy who is interesting and emotionally put together. I don’t see anything that screams ‘flaming train wreck’. Why are you single?”

“Honestly? Because I have to be in charge all day at work. It’s a stressful job, in some ways. High-pressure. I have people counting on me for their livelihoods, customers counting on me. When I go home at the end of the day, I want to relax and…not be in charge. I don’t want to have to be the one making the decisions.”

This was always the easiest way to slide into it. “That’s one of the reasons why my ex-wife and I divorced,” he continued. “She wanted a more…in-charge kind of guy.”

A carefully sculpted eyebrow slowly arched. “I see.” She reached for her glass of water, obviously to buy herself a moment to respond. “What are we talking about, exactly?”

He inwardly sighed. “Nothing like in kinky porn. I’m not looking for a Dominatrix for a partner.” Technically a lie, but he knew this was doomed, so why look like a creep? “I want my partner to see me as her knight, while I see her as my Lady. I have no problem being a ‘yes, dear’ kind of guy. I kind of prefer that dynamic. And, honestly, it’s hard to find a woman who wants to be that kind of woman. Doesn’t mean I’m some sort of wimp, and it doesn’t mean I’m looking for a ball-buster.”

Her head cocked as she listened. “Keep going.”

Usually this was the point where most women checked out, and she was still listening? Asking questions?

He didn’t get the feeling she was a Dominant, but he continued anyway. “It’s really that simple. I do not want to be the Dominant partner. Doesn’t mean I want to be a doormat, either. I want to have input into big decisions, but if you decide you want me to cook dinner every night, I cook dinner every night. If you want me to rub your feet, I do it. If you want to order me around, as long as there’s no humiliation or anything like that, sure.”

Melissa seemed to squirm a little in her seat. Then she leaned in, dropping her voice. “And in bed?”

He leaned in, curious. “Whatever I’m ordered to do, as long as it doesn’t violate any of our…boundaries that we establish. I’m not looking to get cuckolded or anything like that, either. I want to take care of my Lady, in all ways, in whatever ways she needs me to take care of her.”

She propped her chin in her palm, her elbow resting on the table. “So you want an in-charge kind of woman?”

He nodded. “Yes.”

Melissa smiled. “Maybe you and I have more in common than you think we do.”

 

* * * *

 

For their third date, Melissa invited him over to her condo so he could cook her dinner. He was going to keep it casual, but she playfully grabbed his ear and pulled him in to talk to him, and…

That dropped him like a rock into subspace. And he hadn’t even told Melissa about Tilly and his time with her yet. He’d sunk to his knees as he’d been trained to do by Her before he’d even realized what he’d been doing.

It had fascinated Melissa and turned her on.

Twenty minutes later, dinner was forgotten and he was on his knees in front of her at the couch, eating her out through her fourth orgasm as she held a death grip on his hair.

He felt a little hope trying to climb its way through his soul. She wasn’t Tilly…but maybe she could be close enough.

She tasted sweet and she shaved down there, and if he closed his eyes, while he traced circles around her clit and fucked her pussy with his tongue he could imagine she was…Her.

When Melissa finally pushed his head away and slid off the couch to wrap her arms around him and kiss him, she smiled. “That was very good. You are extremely talented.”

“Thank you, ma’am.”

Not a capital M. Not yet.

Too soon.

Only she got that from him.

He hadn’t planned on doing this much with Melissa this soon, but he hadn’t been able to scene with Tilly and Landry in a couple of months, due to their schedules, and…

He was lonely.

And when she’d grabbed his ear, it didn’t matter she didn’t understand the trigger, it still triggered him to drop into subspace, the way Tilly had always been able to drop him, hard and deep and fast, and he’d welcomed the fall to ease his lonely soul.

She draped her arms around his neck. “Sorry I kind of distracted you from cooking dinner, but you were so fucking adorable when you did that thing earlier.”

“Dropped into subspace.”

“Is that what it’s called?”

He nodded.

She kissed him again. “Tell me more. What aren’t you telling me?”

Maybe this was when the eruption would happen. He spilled it all, not naming them, trying to explain the basics of the dynamic he had with the triad and the things Tilly had done for him in the past. When he finished, he stared into her eyes.

“And now you know why I don’t have an easy time finding a partner.”

“So you like getting paddled and spanked and stuff?”

“It’s not that I like that. I like being obedient and of service. If that’s what they want, that’s what I do.”

“You never had sex with her?”

“No. Sometimes, and this didn’t start until after I wasn’t seeing her professionally, she or her husband will jerk me off during a scene, but that’s not considered sex.”

“I consider that sex.”

“Everyone gets to create their own definitions. They never had me make them come. It was strictly within the context of a scene.”

She reached between his legs and palmed his bulge through his shorts. He was still fully dressed. She had discarded her shorts and panties and wore only a T-shirt.

“If I jerk you off, I consider that sex. Like what you just did to me is sex. You realize if this works out between us you can’t see them again, right?”

“I wouldn’t see them as anything but friends,” he said. “I wouldn’t scene with them.”

“No, I mean I don’t want my boyfriend seeing previous fuck-buddies.”

His small bubble of hope exploded. “They aren’t fuck-buddies. We never had sex.”

She squeezed his bulge. “Whatever. I’m the only one who gets to play with this.”

“But they’re my friends. We’ve had dinner and gone to movies and stuff together. I think you’d like—”

She squeezed hard, making him gasp when the bad, unexpected pain slammed into him, nearly making him throw up. A hard, sharp edge appeared in her voice.

“What’d I just say? You want a woman who’s in charge, right? You’re going to do what I fucking say. Understand? You do not get to see them. Period. Not at all.”

He gritted his teeth against the pain and nodded.

Her grip eased immediately, followed by a smile. “There. Wasn’t that easy?”

Unfortunately, it was, but not in the way she expected him to think. He carefully untangled himself from her, helping her to her feet.

“I think I should go.”

She frowned. “Why?”

“I’m sorry, but we haven’t negotiated anything like friends or boundaries. I should have had better self-control and not let this happen so soon without having those discussions first.”

She grabbed his arm. “Wait, what? This was fantastic! I thought you wanted an in-charge woman. That’s what you told me you wanted!”

“What if I ordered you to stop talking to your friends?”

“Uh, if I’m in charge, you can’t do that. Besides, I’m not friends with my former lovers. Even if we weren’t doing this, I’d still tell you that you can’t see them.”

He nodded. “Right. I’m sorry, Melissa. I’ll see myself out.”

She wouldn’t let go of his arm. “Hold on, you’re seriously going to leave after that?”

“Being a Dominant means negotiating what will work for both people. I won’t give up my friends. I would never ask you to give up your friends. I think that’s domineering, not dominant. I think we have two different ideas of what this should be. If you’re so insecure you can’t handle me having friends, there’s really nothing else to discuss.”

She finally let go of his arm. “You’re going to walk out just because I won’t let you stay friends with an old girlfriend? I’m not friends with my exes. Why? You going to fuck her behind my back or something?”

“She’s not my ex, because she’s never been my girlfriend.” Just almost was.

“Uh, you had sex with her. Multiple times, according to you. And her husband. That, what, makes you bi or something, right?”

He sighed again. “I’m sorry, Melissa. This isn’t going to work out.” He headed for the door, aware of her following him.

“You leave here, don’t bother calling me. I’m not playing fucking games with you.”

He stopped at the front door, pulled out his phone, and showed her the contact information for her stored in his phone. Then he deleted it. “Good-bye. I wish you well and hope you find someone better suited for you than me.”

He quietly closed the door behind him and half expected her to throw it open and start screaming at him.

Fortunately, she didn’t.

He climbed into his Mercedes and headed home, using the neck of his shirt to wipe his face off as he realized he hadn’t even cleaned himself up before leaving.

He wanted her scent and taste off his body. Immediately.

As soon as he got home, he locked the door behind him, stripped, and took a long, hot shower despite the fact that he’d had one before he’d left for her place. He finished with the water cold for a few seconds, shocking his body.

He toweled off, then went to where his collar—the one she gave him—lay on his dresser.

Picking it up, he traced the familiar, soothing patterns with his thumbs for a moment before bringing it to his lips to kiss it. Closing his eyes and deeply inhaling, he smelled leather and Tilly’s shampoo, the feel of her denim jeans against his flesh, the sound of Landry’s amused chuckle as the sadist laid stripes in Bob’s skin and the sound of Her high heels against the tile floor of her kitchen as she checked his work.

No, he couldn’t give Her up as a friend, or Landry. Hell, not even Cris. There was too much there in his heart, even if all he could be to Her was a friend.

“I’m sorry, Ma’am,” he whispered. “I tried. She wasn’t as good as You.” He buckled the collar around his throat before dropping to his knees in position two, a deep bow.

There, on his bedroom floor, he breathed and tried not to cry, barely succeeding at the first and failing horribly at the second. 


Chapter Seven

 

Back to the present…

 

Bob’s alarm went off at its usual time that Tuesday morning. He lay there for a moment, staring up at the bedroom ceiling and wishing he was in “his” room at Tilly’s. They’d even stopped calling it the “guest” room.

It was now collectively referred to as “Bob’s Room.”

Being here in his condo now didn’t feel the same as it did before the triad changed their dynamic with him a couple of months ago from only play to something more, collaring him to them as a house, and specifically to Landry.

Something nebulous and uncertain in some ways, but in other ways he considered it perfection. Then three weeks ago, Landry had introduced him to prostate milking and chastity.

Just thinking about that weekend always gave Bob a woody. Exactly what the sadist had intended.

He sat up, yawning before making his way to the bathroom. In passing, in the mirror he caught sight of the leather collar buckled around his throat. He always wore it when home, dressed or not.

It was Landry’s collar, though, not Tilly’s. The collar she’d given him lay on his dresser, and he still picked it up every day and kissed it.

In some ways, this was even better. Her husband’s collar, but representing all three of them. More permanence, that Landry took an ownership interest in him, too.

So did Cris.

It didn’t matter there was no sex between him and the triad, at least of a reciprocating kind. He needed the service. To be of service.

He needed to be of use.

To feel helpful and appreciated.

Taking Landry’s sadism and pleasing him was part of that whole package, and Bob felt completely at peace with that.

He texted Landry good-morning as he always did now, then Tilly, followed by Cris. She responded almost immediately with a smiley face. Landry and Cris might or might not respond, depending on how busy they were. It didn’t matter if they responded. Landry had warned him ahead of time all that mattered was that Bob text them.

He also texted them good night, too. The only exception to either was if he was in the same house with them.

Then he had a morning and nighttime ritual with them, which included Cris as well, if he was home.

Because he didn’t live with them, some rituals weren’t practical. Landry had wanted him to have this, at least, as a way to feel connected to the triad even when they weren’t in the same house.

After he started the coffee, he grabbed his shower, dressed, ate a quick breakfast, and headed to work.

This was starting to feel like a true grind.

In the beginning, he had reasonably enjoyed his work. Neat and tidy columns of numbers, researching options for clients, trying to get them the best deal. He’d started out working for a different firm before striking out on his own when that office had closed upon the owner retiring.

Of course it wasn’t exciting, like what Tilly did. It wasn’t even full of variety like Landry and Cris running a software business.

It was…a necessity, in some ways. People needed mortgages.

And he had employees who depended on him to keep the office open. Could he just close down? Well, sure he could, but that would mean putting people out of work and he’d rather avoid that. He also didn’t want the hassle of “retiring” and keeping it open and having to depend on someone else to run it for him.

He wanted out. In the past, he’d had a couple of offers to buy him out.

It might not be a bad idea to look into those now.

More every day he dreamed of retiring and starting a new career. Not even sure what, just…something different.

Something that would emotionally fulfill him.

His first clients of the day were a young married couple, only six months into their vows after dating seven months, and only three months after having earned their college degrees.

Her parents were giving them twenty thousand to put toward a down payment, in addition to some money they’d saved up. Both of them brilliant, full academic scholarships, now they were ready for “life,” or so they claimed.

And lucky them, they weren’t saddled with crippling student loan debt.

As he worked with them, he tried to silence the nagging voice in his brain, the one that told him they’d likely be divorced in a few years.

The one that wanted to lecture them to look deep inside, shed all the bullshit, and be totally honest and truthful with each other about the shadowy parts of themselves that yearned to be acknowledged and appreciated. Freed.

So much would happen to them.

They were too damn young.

They were too damn stupid.

They were too…coupley.

His cynicism wrestled into submission, he managed to smile and keep up the charade and make it through the appointment, showing them out and then retreating to his office, behind a closed door, to decompress.

Fuck.

Willingly caught in a Purgatory of his own design, unable to make himself date, unwilling to compromise, needing what he got from the triad.

Desperate for it.

Hungry for it.

When with them, perfection reigned. His life and brain felt at peace.

He felt peace.

Is this all there is to life now? I’m stuck sucking up crumbs where I can because I’m not strong enough to make myself look anymore?

That’s what it boiled down to.

He absolutely had permission to date. He could even tell during some of his talks with Tilly in the past that she seemed to hope he was dating.

What was the point of that? Seriously? If he looked on kinky sites, he was finding women who wanted to be paid or otherwise receive “tribute” from him for their “attention.”

A way to skirt the law and basically advertise pro-Domme services.

Nope.

Vanilla dating sites either couldn’t provide him with women who understood what he wanted, or they paired him with women who were, in essence, not Dominants. Like Melissa. Maybe not submissives themselves, but definitely not looking to be some knight’s Lady.

What’s it say about me that a guy I’m not even having sex with can satisfy me better than any woman I’ve dated since college?

As he’d told Landry, even before this new iteration of their dynamic, he hadn’t felt like dating when he could play with them.

Much as he hadn’t dated while he’d been seeing Tilly professionally before Cris and Landry arrived.

He had just walked out to his car to go grab something for lunch when his cell phone rang, Landry calling.

“Hello, Sir.”

“Ah, I take it you’re alone, pet?”

Bob’s cock stirred at the term of endearment. He was Landry’s boy or pet, and Tilly usually called him sweetie. “Pretty much. Getting into my car to go to lunch, Sir.” He slid into it and cranked the engine to get the AC running and cool the interior.

“Perfect timing. I wish to consult with you on a matter.”

“Sir?”

“The party at Cali’s this coming weekend. She’s invited a woman who is a new volunteer at the club, but she’s not new to BDSM. Very heavy masochist. Cali is trying to line up in advance a few potential service Tops to play with her at the party. Contingent, of course, upon everyone being agreeable to it once they meet in person.”

He was still a little confused why Landry was calling him. “I’m not a Top, Sir.”

Landry’s throaty chuckle hardened Bob’s cock. “I know that, pet. I’m calling to ask if you’d be all right with me agreeing to Cali giving her my name as a potential Top.”

Now he really felt confused. “I don’t understand, Sir. What are you asking of me?”

“Oh, my sweet pet. I’m asking for your permission.”

“Huh?”

“Did you not hear me, or did you not understand me?”

“I’m…confused, Sir.”

“One of the stipulations of me putting my collar upon you, if you’ll recall, is not playing with others without permission.”

“I thought you meant me not playing with others, Sir.”

“No, I meant all of us.” Now the sadist sounded curious. “Did you honestly not quite get that?”

“I—” His jaw snapped closed. “No, Sir. I misunderstood.”

“You didn’t find it odd that I haven’t played with anyone but you, Cris, and Tilly since we entered into this?”

“Honestly? I thought you were too busy.”

Another sigh. “Adorable. Simply adorable. And yet you have not answered my question.”

Bob had to think about it. “You’re really asking me for permission to play with someone else?”

“No, I’m asking for permission to let Cali present us as a possibility. The final permission would be after we all meet her in person, if it even gets that far. You now get veto rights the way Tilly and Cris do.”

He let that sink in. “What if I say no?”

“Then the answer is no. It’s as simple as that.”

“You…wouldn’t be mad at me?”

“Why?” He sounded genuinely curious. “Tilly and Cris have each vetoed people in the past. Do you see me get angry at them?”

He hadn’t thought about it like that. They were…partners.

Spouses.

Married.

Together.

“I’m okay with you talking to her about it. I guess I’d have to meet her in person first before I okayed playing.”

“Excellent. I was also going to suggest, depending on how things go, that she could possibly give you aftercare. I realize you don’t mind Cris or myself doing it at home when we can truly relax, but usually it’s Tilly who gives you aftercare at a party or Venture. And…well, truthfully, if she needs aftercare, I would prefer, if you’re amenable to it, that you give it to her. So if we scene with you first, and she gives you aftercare, it might make it easier for her to accept you giving her aftercare.”

This was getting weirder and weirder. “Why, Sir?”

“To prevent messy entanglements. I’m no fool. I have my hands full with the three of you. You were a delightfully unexpected addition to what we have, but I now cannot imagine you not being here. I have no desire to complicate our lives any more than they already are.”

Landry’s words soaked deep into the core of his soul. “Thank you, Sir.”

“To be clear, you are all right with my telling Cali we will talk to this woman?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Excellent. Oh, and boy?”

“Yes, Sir?”

“Stop by the house on your way home, please. Just for a moment.”

He didn’t ask why.

It didn’t matter why. “Yes, Sir.”

“Text me when you’re on your way.”

“I will, Sir.”

Bob sat there staring at his phone even after the call ended. When his stomach growled, he realized he still hadn’t gone for his lunch. Smiling, he buckled his seat belt and headed out.

 

* * * *

 

Bob wasn’t scheduled to go to the triad’s house tonight. He couldn’t help but let his mind wander, trying to figure out why Landry wanted him to stop by.

Shit! He didn’t have his collar and cuffs with him.

Fuck. Well, there would be twenty cane strokes for him. Going home first to get them would take too long, and he really couldn’t leave early.

Just before he left the office, he texted Landry.

On my way, Sir. I’m sorry I don’t have my collar and cuffs with me. I’ll take the strokes.

Landry replied with a smiley face.

As always, he let himself in with his gate code and drove up to the house, parking in his usual spot in the driveway. He was walking up to the front door when Landry opened it, wearing a playfully evil smile.

Bob felt his cock harden the way it always did when he spotted that smile, even when he knew he was getting a beating.

Landry closed the door behind him, but before Bob could see what signal Landry would give him for which version of their greeting he was supposed to use—formal or KC-friendly—Landry grabbed him by the throat with his left hand and pinned him against the wall.

Fear hummed through Bob, but he didn’t resist, didn’t fight back. Sometimes Landry liked to play mental games, mindfucks.

Landry’s right hand deftly unfastened Bob’s belt and fly, even as Landry stared into his eyes.

“My good boy, you’re not getting punished for not having your collar and cuffs, because I asked you here without you having proper notice. But you also will be rewarded for volunteering that information. I actually asked you here to reward you for our earlier conversation.”

Landry’s hand fished Bob’s cock out of his briefs. “And you’re nice and hard for me. Excellent. When did you get hard?”

“Walking to the door, Sir,” Bob gasped. Landry wasn’t quite choking off his air, but it felt so damn good to have another hand on his cock.

“Excellent, pet.” Landry slowly stroked him, slicking pre-cum down his shaft, milking it from him. “A quick one, then. Tilly’s still at the office, and I sent Cris and KC out for groceries so I could have this time alone with you. Do you understand why I’m rewarding you?”

“No, Sir.”

“Because you said yes to me talking to someone else. There would have been no punishment for a no, but I want you to understand my appreciation. This was the best way I could think to demonstrate it on short notice, especially since I failed to realize you did not understand you now have veto privileges. You may come, pet.”

Landry’s hand stroked him harder, firmly, expertly. Bob didn’t bother trying to hold back, flexing his hips in time with Landry’s strokes, not caring they were in the middle of Landry’s foyer.

It built quick and hard and fast, and as Bob’s climax exploded from him, Landry leaned in close.

“My very good boy,” he whispered, nuzzling noses with him. Landry’s hand stilled, holding Bob’s wilting cock. “I am looking forward to scening with you Saturday night.”

“Me, too, Sir.”

Landry finally released Bob’s cock and held his hand up for Bob to lick his cum from it.

That done, Landry released Bob’s throat and looked down at his own legs. He wore shorts, and a few splashes of cum had landed on his right thigh.

Landry pointed.

Bob dropped to his knees and immediately started licking.

Landry’s left hand threaded in Bob’s hair, gently fisting. “Such a good boy. Do a good job.” He sighed. “I wish Tilly would be with us Saturday, but she and KC fly out with Lucas for LA on Friday. So I suppose I shall have to amuse myself torturing you all weekend to take my mind off their absence.”

Bob laughed even as he licked. “Yes, Sir.” Sure, he’d already cleaned up all the cum, but he knew Landry was enjoying this or he would have already put a stop to it.

Finally, Landry gently tugged on Bob’s hair, indicating for him to rise. Bob tucked himself back into his slacks and fastened them. Landry stood a couple of inches shorter than him, but it didn’t diminish his stature in Bob’s eyes.

The sadist smiled, the corner of his eyes crinkling in amusement. “Tilly will likely get bent over the bathroom counter later while Cris is cooking dinner. I shall tell her she has you to thank.” He grabbed Bob’s hand and laid it over his bulge, where he was hard, and squeezed.

Bob shivered. “I wish I could take care of that for you, Sir.”

“I would like that, too. Perhaps one day soon, pet.” He squeezed again before releasing Bob’s hand. “But today is not that day, unfortunately.”

Landry opened his arms for a hug.

Honestly? Bob loved this as much as he did the play, even with the men.

Human contact.

Landry didn’t rush it, either, holding Bob, stroking the back of his head. “Such a good boy for me. Will you stay over Sunday night as well?”

“If Sir wants me to.”

“I always want you to, pet.”

Bob closed his eyes and absorbed the feel of the man, the warmth of his body, the muscles and lines and strength of him.

It was hard to imagine him lying in a coma in an ICU and struggling for life, even though Cris had shown him the pictures and he’d seen for himself the faint scars the man still bore on his body.

“Do you ever think about the future?” Landry quietly asked. “Personally, not professionally.”

“No, Sir.”

“Why not?”

“Because I’m happy where I’m at, Sir.”

Landry didn’t end their embrace but did pull back just enough his green gaze could peer up into Bob’s blue eyes.

“Truly?”

“I’ve been through enough to know that I’d rather have what we have than force myself to date. If I was ever to meet the right woman, sure. But I’m not going to take time or energy away from this for that. This is a sure thing, now. You’ve never lied to me. Unless you’re trying to hint you want to end this—”

“Absolutely not, pet, don’t even suggest that.” He smiled as he released Bob. “You are, of course, free to end our arrangement, but when I collared you to our house, I meant every word of what I said.” His smirk widened. “Even if someone apparently misunderstood those words.”

Bob felt his face heat despite the teasing tone in Landry’s voice. “I’m sorry, Sir.”

“No apologies necessary. But to clarify, while the stipulation about you discussing things with us before sleeping with someone applies, you are free to date. Playing is different. Obviously, we don’t date.”

“I don’t need to date, Sir.”

Landry cupped his cheek. “What am I going to do with you, pet?”

Maybe some men might be put off being called that.

Bob didn’t. When mixed with Landry’s slight accent, and his demeanor, it…felt completely right.

“Whatever Sir wants to do with me. I told you that. Within my hard limits, I’m here for Sir’s pleasure.”

Landry’s touch lingered. “What if I told you we’d decided to put full sex on the table and I want to bend you over and fuck you right now?”

Bob’s gaze didn’t waver. “I’d ask Sir what piece of furniture he wanted me bent over and hope he uses lube.”

Landry’s gaze narrowed. “Without hesitation?”

“Are you telling me you want me bent over, Sir?” His cock throbbed again, hopeful that’s what Landry meant.

“It was a hypothetical.”

A sad sigh escaped him. “Darn.”

Lightning fast, Landry spun him around, shoving him face-first against the wall, yanking his left arm back and up behind him. Landry jerked Bob’s shirttails out of his slacks, pulled up Bob’s shirt to expose his right side, leaned in, and bit him, hard, along his rib cage.

Bob whined, gasped, moaned, but didn’t struggle.

Not once.

Never.

Landry let out a low, rumbling growl from deep in his throat. It’d been a few weeks since they’d engaged in feral play.

Bob loved getting pinned down, bitten.

Jerked off as a consolation for losing to them.

Although, now in retrospect, he realized maybe it was a reward for losing.

Potay-toh, potah-toh.

He felt Landry sucking as he bit, hard, likely leaving behind a mark that would, hopefully, turn dark purple by later that night.

Bob’s cock painfully throbbed as he waited for the sadist to finish his fun.

Landry finally straightened and released Bob’s arm, but he pressed his body against Bob’s, the hard outline of his cock obvious through Bob’s slacks and Landry’s shorts.

“Such a good boy for me.” He kissed Bob’s cheek and when he suddenly stepped back, Bob almost fell.

Landry chuckled as he reached out to steady him. “I know, that was mean of me. Sorry, not sorry. Oh, and boy?”

Bob managed to get turned around without falling down. “Yes, Sir?”

“Do not masturbate before Friday. If you can hold out, even after what I just did, I shall have another special reward for you.”

He nodded. “Yes, Sir.”

Landry wore a wide, evil smile as he opened the door for Bob. Bob had to take a couple of deep breaths to try to drive subspace back.

It felt damned close.

Soooo close.

“Text me as soon as you arrive home, pet. I want to know you made it safely. That’s in addition to your good-night text later.”

“Yes, Sir.”

As Bob drove toward the front gate, he realized he was crying.

Not wanting to leave.

Wishing he never had to leave them.

Wishing he could spend the rest of his life with them. 


Chapter Eight

 

Back to the past…

 

Charlene sat sideways across his lap, her arms draped around his neck. “You heard me, silly.”

Bob had heard her, all right, but he was still…processing.

And he’d been hoping he heard wrong.

Anything but a yes answer would lead to a bunch of complicated and likely very messy conversations he really didn’t want to have.

And he loved her, right?

Didn’t he?

He supposed he did.

Also, he couldn’t think of a good reason to justify a no.

“Yes.”

She grinned, leaning in to kiss him. “That’s what I wanted to hear.” She playfully tousled his hair. “I want to spend the rest of my life with you.”

They’d been dating eight months, living together one of those. She’d moved in with him after her lease had come due.

It was…good. Things were…fine.

She wasn’t Louise, and he really hadn’t gotten into those kinds of discussions with her like he’d had with Louise, but then again, Charlene wasn’t Louise. For starters, Charlene was his age, a lot younger than Louise.

There’d never seemed to be a right time to have those discussions with Charlene, either. Plus he’d been busy at work, his first job after getting his degree, and busting his ass every day to impress his bosses, then coming home to take care of stuff around the apartment, and then…

Things got away from him. Before he knew it, they’d been dating, she’d moved in, and now she’d just proposed to him. Honestly, he hadn’t told her much about Louise, except that she’d been his girlfriend, and then she’d moved, which was why they broke up.

He’d…left out a few facts about her being much older and dominant.

Charlene had a good job. She was a teller at a bank not far down the road from his office in Sarasota. That was how they met, eating lunch at the same restaurant in the plaza where her bank was located. After the third time running into each other there, they started talking and before he knew it, she’d asked him out.

Of course he’d said yes, if for no other reason than she’d asked him.

She had plans to work her way up to becoming a bank manager even as she went to school part-time at night to earn her four-year degree.

She had no problem making decisions or telling him what she wanted.

Maybe she wasn’t as strong-willed as Louise, but that was okay. Maybe this was better.

Someone closer to his own age.

Someone practical and with the same long-term financial goals.

Someone responsible.

Someone…hungry to succeed in life.

“You know, you almost scared me there for a moment,” she said. “I thought you were going to say no.”

“Why would I do that?”

Why, indeed?

He couldn’t really give her a good reason to say no that wouldn’t crush her.

Maybe the past was best left in the past, put behind him. Fun memories of his crazy college days, where he spent a chunk of time as not much more than a rent boy to a dominant cougar professor who taught him more than he’d ever dreamed outside of a classroom.

Not just about life, but about himself.

They were days which had helped make him who he was.

The question remained unanswered, for him, who he would still become within the confines of the structure he knew had begun to weigh heavy on his shoulders.

Maybe all he had to do was simply…live.

Maybe that would be good enough.

 

* * * *

 

“Could you just for once make a damn decision, Bob?”

He stared at Charlene. “Why are you upset?”

“Because I asked you a simple damn question and you toss it back on me like you always do.”

“I told you, I don’t have a preference.”

She rubbed at her temples. “I…” She sighed. “Just tell me where you fucking want to eat dinner tonight, and say anything except that you don’t have a preference! I don’t care if you fucking pick McDonald’s, but fucking pick!”

“Olive Garden,” he quietly said, knowing she enjoyed it even though he wasn’t fond of the place.

“Fine! Thank you! Was that really so goddamned hard? God! You fucking wear me out!” She snatched her purse and laptop case off the table. “I’ll see you tonight.” She slammed the door on her way out.

He had to leave for work in less than ten minutes if he didn’t want to be late. Since he was the boss, he shouldn’t be late.

Five years into their marriage, and she was in charge of personal accounts at the bank, and he’d opened his own office.

And they’d never been farther apart personally.

He’d tried, tried damned hard. He never asked her to do any chores, never asked for help. Tried to do things for her, serve her.

It seemed no matter what he did lately, it was wrong.

Why did he have to pick where they ate? And why’d she get so mad at him over it?

She called him at lunch. “I’m sorry I blew up at you this morning. I think I’m PMSing.”

“It’s okay.” It wasn’t, but he wasn’t going to tell her that. He didn’t want to hurt her feelings. He knew the problem absolutely was him, he just didn’t know…why.

What to do to fix this for her.

“Look, when I ask you a question, answer it, okay? Don’t throw the decision back on me. If I’d wanted the final say, I would have told you where I wanted to go. It’s like you deliberately try to push my buttons and make shit complicated sometimes.”

“I’m sorry. I honestly didn’t care.”

“I don’t want to go deciding everything.”

Why not?

That would go a long way to making him totally happy, if she did.

Something else he couldn’t talk about. Not really. Not this long into their marriage.

“I didn’t know it would get you so upset,” he finally said.

“I didn’t either, and that’s the thing.” She sounded like she took a deep breath. “I appreciate everything you do around the house. Don’t think I don’t. But I need you to…step up some in terms of decisions. It feels like you leave everything except the financial stuff up to me. If you could meet me halfway, the way you do with the financials, that would really make me happy. I don’t mind doing chores but you never leave anything for me to do. Share the burden some, huh?”

Isn’t doing things for her more than meeting her halfway?

But…on the other hand, he got it. “Yeah,” he quietly said. “Okay.”

“Thank you, sweetie.” Another pause. “I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

But after they ended the phone call, he realized he really wasn’t happy. Neither was she, from the sound of it.

 

* * * *

 

Bob had called in that Monday morning with food poisoning. He wasn’t sure what did it to him, except now he knew that particular sushi buffet place was no longer on his list of approved eating locations. Charlene had lucked out and managed not to get it, and neither had their friends.

She’d acted distant the past couple of weeks, the strain of her new position as the bank’s assistant manager really starting to weigh on her. He’d gone out of his way to make sure he did more around the apartment, less stress for her when she got home. Dinner out with friends had been to celebrate her promotion, but while everyone had been laughing and happy he’d plastered a smile on his face and…pretended.

Somehow, he had a feeling there was something bad coming down the line.

Unfortunately, he had no clue what that something was.

When she arrived home at her usual time, he was still lying on the couch, a garbage can on the floor next to him, just in case.

“How you feeling?” she asked.

“I’ll live. I think. Maybe.”

She kicked off her shoes and dumped her purse and laptop case in the easy chair. In another year, they’d be buying a house and get out of the apartment, finally. They’d wanted to save up for a down payment while padding their retirement accounts.

It’s what responsible people did, right?

She settled on the floor next to him. “We need to talk,” she quietly said.

“This doesn’t sound good.”

“It’s…not. And I’m sorry that the timing works out like this, with you sick.” She wouldn’t look him in the eye. “You’re going to be served papers tomorrow morning, before eight.”

“Served?”

It took her a moment to say it, and she still wouldn’t look him in the eyes. “Divorce papers.”

Aaaaaaand there it was.

“Oh.”

“I’m sorry, Bob. I love you, and you’re a great guy, but…” Another sigh, another pause. “I need a guy who I don’t have to fight to get to make decisions. I am in charge all damn day at work. I don’t want to be in charge when I’m home.”

“I’m in charge at work.”

“I know. I get it, but in a healthy relationship, people…take turns. I’ve talked and talked and talked with you about this until I’m blue in the face. I guess it’s just who you are.”

“I thought you wanted to be in charge.” Hell, she’d proposed to him.

“We met when we were still really young, and we’ve both grown and changed a lot over the past ten years. I’m not the same person I was.”

He pretty much was, but he supposed she was trying to spare his feelings.

“Did you meet someone?”

“No. Not yet. But I caught myself thinking things several weeks ago about a guy, caught myself flirting with him, and it finally hit me that while I love you, I’m not in love with you anymore. This isn’t fair to you, either. You’re practically my butler. I don’t understand how you’re not bitching up a storm. And when I try to help out, it’s almost like you freak out about it, and then I feel even more guilty.”

Well, that much was true. He could take care of stuff. She didn’t have to.

He didn’t realize he’d…freaked out, though.

“Why now?” he finally asked.

“I’ve been thinking about it for a while. The promotion. That guy. It’s a perfect storm. It finally smacked me upside the head. I’m not looking for alimony, either. We don’t have a house. We each keep our cars, we have our own retirement accounts. We split the savings and checking accounts as best we can, you getting more because you were paying more in for years. We shake hands and go our separate ways. Our lease will be up in six months, and it’ll take about that long for the divorce to be finalized. I can’t be the kind of woman you seem to need, and it’s not fair of me to try to make you into the kind of guy I need. If it hasn’t worked by now, obviously it’s not going to.”

“I thought women liked guys who took care of them.”

“But it’s like you…” She stared at the ceiling for a moment before her gaze settled on him. “I need a guy who doesn’t mind sometimes walking through the room, grabbing me, and taking charge. That’s not you. I have no doubts you’d put yourself between me and a speeding car or a bad guy or something. You’re fantastic in bed. You’re a sweetheart and I trust you. But what I thought would take root and grow over the years…hasn’t.

“Maybe I’m an idiot. Maybe I’m going to look back on this, see you marry someone else, and want to kill myself for my stupidity. But life’s short, and we only get one shot at it. It’s too easy to waste life. And I don’t want to be the bitch woman who ends up cheating on her nice-guy husband because she realized maybe she kinda pushed him into marrying her in the first place.”

He felt his face heat, and it had nothing to do with whatever intestinal beasts were currently rampaging through his system.

“Because I kinda did just that,” she quietly said. “When I think back on it. You didn’t think you could say no to me, did you?”

He finally shook his head.

Why lie?

He hadn’t let himself think about Louise in well over a year, at least. He hadn’t wanted to think about those days and nights with her, when the universe felt perfect and he was exactly where he should be in it.

Under her, in every way.

Happily.

She reached out and cupped his cheek. “Bob, there is a perfect woman out there for you, and she’s going to give you what you need. But…I’m tired. I’m tired of no matter how many times I’ve begged you to make a decision, when I ask you where you want to go for dinner, you lay it back on me. It’s like I hate to ask you the question now. The only reason I agreed to dinner last night is you really seemed to want to do something. And…I feel even guiltier that you’re sick.”

She turned her hand over, feeling his forehead with the back of her fingers. “Can I run to the store and get you something? I guess I should have called before I came home. Gatorade? Soup? Anything?”

He started to say nothing, but that would have been a lie, too. A lie to not burden her.

“Gatorade and chicken broth would be great, thanks.”

“Okay.”

He was able to hold off until she’d changed clothes and left to go to the store to stagger his way to the bathroom, puke, and cry.

While there was pain…

Mostly there was relief.

And not a little sadness. 


Chapter Nine

 

The here and now…

 

Bob ran through his mental to-do list in his head as he left Orlando. With Tilly, KC, and Lucas safely deposited at the airport for their flight to London, now he had to pick up Skye and take her to Landry’s house.

Tonight, Landry was going to assess the situation, see if Axel could man up and be the Dom Skye needed.

If not…she’d be hanging around for a while. Well, part-time, not like he hung around.

Not that he minded. Skye was nice, and Landry and Cris had both been careful to temper their interactions with her with heaping doses of caution. Landry, especially, went out of his way to tailor the sessions with her and her protocols with him to help prevent her clinging to him.

They had Bob do her aftercare, which he didn’t mind. He wasn’t attracted to her like that, just as a friend.

And it was a useful service to Landry and Cris, making it even better for Bob.

Tilly was in complete agreement that they didn’t need a full-time subby running around the house besides Bob. That if things tanked between Skye and Axel, Tilly would set the Frightful Five on the job to find Skye a Dom of her own sooner rather than later.

As he drove, Bob’s hand drifted up to his day collar, the stainless steel necklace he always wore, even at work, and had for the past several months. The only time he took it off was when his leather collar went on.

The evening the triad asked him to be more than “just” play partners with them several months ago would remain indelibly etched in his memory.

He’d just arrived at their house one Wednesday after work to spend a few hours with them, not even “slave” time so much as “friend” time. He was supposed to cook dinner that night to free them up to spend time playing with KC, getting to be “Uncle Bob.” It was an increasingly rare night where all three of them were home at the same time, and Tilly would have more trips overseas ahead of her soon.

They’d invited him over as a friend, even if he was going to cook. He enjoyed cooking for them, because he usually didn’t get to “cook” for himself very often.

It felt good having an adopted family of friends to socialize with.

And he knew that they wanted him around for more than just the kinky shit. They appreciated him and what he did.

He felt wanted.

Like he belonged.

Tilly had intercepted him at the front door and led him to the office, where Landry and Cris were waiting.

“KC’s over at Leigh’s,” Tilly said. She stood in front of him, her hands clasped in front of her. “We’ll go pick her up in a little while. We’d like to talk to you about something serious first without little pitchers to overhear.”

His stomach fell. “Yes, Ma’am?” He’d gotten used to referring to her as “Ma’am” instead of “Mistress” around KC, because it was subtle but still allowed him to defer to her like that. He usually referred to Landry and Cris as Sir when needed.

A smile curved her lips, assuaging his worries. “Are you happy with this arrangement? Playing with us?”

Hope struggled to beat its shattered wings in his heart. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“You’re not sleeping with anyone right now?”

“No, Ma’am. I’m not even dating.”

She glanced at Landry, and at Cris, who both gave her nods.

She took Bob’s hands in hers. “We don’t want you to not date.”

“My answer is still the same—I don’t have the time. I’d rather get what I need with you.”

“How would you feel about formalizing our arrangement?”

He sucked in a sharp breath. “Mistress?”

Her smile widened. “For a trial period of no set length.” She looked to Landry but didn’t release Bob’s hands.

“We would like to collar you as my submissive,” Landry said. “A standing group rule will be no play with others without permission, just the four of us. The caveat is that you can, of course, date. But since we’re basically fluid-bonded with you at this point, you will have to agree you won’t sleep with someone without consulting with us first.”

He realized he was already nodding, bobbing his head eagerly. “Yes, Sir! Please!”

She squeezed his hands. “And if you can, we’d like you to start spending nights over. Maybe whole weekends. When KC’s around, of course, you’re in Uncle Bob mode. She adores you. Because we do want to spend more time with you as friends, not only the kinky shit.”

“Although the kinky shit is fun,” Cris said with a smile. He also wasn’t wearing his formal leather collar, just the stainless steel necklace that was one of his day collars.

“Indeed,” Landry said. He stood and walked over to Bob. “We decided the easiest way to define this is that we are a leather family. We would be collaring you to us as such. As I am the head of the household, it means you are collared to me. In terms of hierarchy, you are beneath Tilly and Cris. I know you and Cris got off to a rough start due to the circumstances surrounding our appearance in Tilly’s life. Will you be able to accept him as a Dominant or Top? Take his orders as if they came from me? He is part of this house.”

Bob met Cris’ gaze for a long moment. “Yes, Sir. I trust you and Tilly. You both love and trust Cris. That means I can trust him.”

Landry turned and said something to Cris in French. Cris quickly left the room.

Then Landry leveled his intense green gaze at Bob. “You will have to get used to him playing with you, too. Obeying him.”

Bob swallowed hard. “Yes, Sir.”

“He will never violate your hard limits. I need you to state them for me, however. And you are free to modify them.”

He took a deep breath, still trying to process this, afraid he might pass out. “Nothing that will interfere with my job, Sir. Nothing that will permanently harm or disfigure me. Only…the three of you.”

“Sexual limits?”

“Anything Sir wants to do to me within those other stated limits.” Bob hoped his voice didn’t tremble when he said it. “I have no sexual limits with Sir other than those.”

Landry stepped in close and caught his chin. The sadist was only a couple of inches shorter than Bob, but in times like this, it felt like Landry towered over him.

“If I decide I want to bend you over my desk and fuck your brains out right this second?”

Bob swallowed hard. “Yes, Sir. I’m your good boy. I will do as I’m told.”

Landry’s expression softened. His thumb gently brushed across Bob’s lips. “Yes, yes you are. You’re my very good boy. For now, we will have some sexual limits, though. No intercourse, no direct oral sex. Have you enjoyed our little exploration into feral play?”

“Very much, Sir.”

“Would you like to add biting to permissible actions?”

Bob nodded.

Landry smiled. “Excellent.” He looked to Tilly. “Kissing?”

She thought about it. “No making out right now, but I don’t think kissing should be restricted. I think we’re all smart enough to know the difference.”

“Agreed.” He returned his attention to Bob. “Anal play with toys or hands allowed?”

Bob nodded. “Yes, Sir. My sexual limits are defined by your limits, Sir.”

“That’s an interesting blanket permission to give me, boy.”

A thrill raced through Bob at the term. It felt more real now, even though Landry had called him that before.

“I trust you.”

It was his default mode and standard answer, because he did trust them.

He wouldn’t be standing there and having the conversation with them if he didn’t.

Landry released Bob’s chin as Cris returned with two boxes, one tiny and unwrapped, white with a lid, like a box jewelry came in. The other was small, maybe eight inches square, and wrapped with dark blue paper.

Landry restated what they’d just discussed to Cris, who nodded. “Agreed.” He reached out with his free hand and cupped Bob’s cheek. “I swear I won’t violate your trust. I’m not going anywhere. I won’t hurt them, or you. But I understand if you need more time to get to know me better, to build trust in me, and I won’t hold it against you.”

Bob felt Tilly’s gaze on him, even as he stared into Cris’ brown eyes. They were almost the same height.

That first night, he’d wanted to beat Cris for what he’d done to Tilly, and for returning to complicate her life just when Bob had finally been given a lucky break, happiness within his reach. He would have beaten him…if not for Tilly stopping him.

Except…he wanted Tilly to be happy.

And she was.

Bob reached up and laid his hand over Cris’. “If they trust you, I trust you.” Nothing the triad had ever done had violated his trust.

Cris smiled. “Thank you.”

Landry took the smaller box from Cris, opened it, and withdrew a stainless steel necklace. “This is a big step for us. I certainly never envisioned ever collaring another. But your history with Tilly predates me. You’ve known her longer than I have. We’ve discovered your absence leaves us missing you. And it feels like our family is complete with you around. While I do not wish for you to deny yourself what we cannot give you at this time, I wish to give you what we can—a symbol that you belong to this family, and a promise that we will never knowingly or willingly violate your trust or your limits.

“In accepting this collar, it also means you’re willing to accept my training and control. And I will be training you. You’ve seen me play with Cris, and some of the things I do with and to him. Many of those things you will be learning yourself, within the confines of our limits. If you wish to accept this collar, it means you willingly accept my authority over you, and you willingly accept both Tilly’s and Cris’ authority over you as well. We will be giving you a few protocols and rituals to do, both here and when you’re not with us. It will be expected of you to follow through, or face punishment for not doing so. Accepting this collar means accepting all aspects of this dynamic as you have agreed to them.”

“But you need to ask for it,” Tilly said. “This is Landry’s collar, not mine.”

Bob nodded. “I want to wear your collar, Sir. I want to be trained by you. Being with the three of you feels like family, and I want to be a part of that.”

Landry pointed at the floor in front of him, and Bob needed no verbal command to drop to his knees.

Landry fastened the necklace around his neck, then pressed a long, lingering kiss to the top of his head before playfully ruffling his hair. “Our sweet boy. You are, of course, free to ask any questions of any of us. We only ask for honesty in return.”

“This means,” Tilly added, “all discussion topics are on the table, no matter how difficult they might be. You will never be punished for honestly answering a question, unless it’s you confessing to breaking a rule.”

“I cannot tolerate lies,” Landry said. “I reiterate, you are allowed to date. But because of the nature of our play, and that it puts our health at risk as well, you need to discuss it with us if you sleep with someone, before it happens.”

“Yes, Sir.” He stared up at Landry.

Landry took the other box from Cris and handed it to Bob. “These are from me. You are collared to this house, but you are collared specifically to me. When KC is around, obviously, you cannot wear these. But from now on, you will not wear the collar Tilly gave you. You may keep that, of course, but I have bought these for you, and only you will have ever worn them.”

Bob unwrapped the box to find a gorgeous, supple set of matching wrist and ankle cuffs and a collar. The edges were wrapped with leather lacing, and scrollwork Celtic designs were embossed in the black leather.

These were obviously expensive.

Landry had shopped for these for him?

He blinked back tears as Landry dropped to one knee and took the collar from the box. Bob’s soft moan escaped him before he could help it as the scent of leather wafted to him when Landry buckled the collar around his neck.

He cupped Bob’s face in his hands and pressed a kiss to his forehead. “Our sweet boy. We shall take good care of you, I promise. I wish I could leave those on you all evening, but we need to go get KC and start dinner. Those will come with you, however, on every visit here, even if you can’t wear them. Failure to bring them will result in punishment. And, of course, you may wear them when at home.”

Landry hooked a finger under the necklace and gently tugged it. “You may always wear this and know we are with you, and you with us, even when apart.”

Now Bob was crying. “Thank you, Sir.”

The sadist smiled. “Oh, you thank me now. You can ask Cris and Tilly what a vicious bastard I can be at times.”

“Yeah,” Tilly said, “but you have your good points, Master Fussypants.” She grinned.

Landry’s gaze didn’t leave Bob’s. “She, of course, can get away with talking to me like that. You, however, would be punished for it.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Landry stood, offering Bob a hand up. Then he engulfed him in a long, strong hug. “Welcome to our family, boy.”

Tilly and Cris hugged him from either side, and as Bob rested his head on Landry’s shoulder, he drew in a deep, shuddering breath. “Thank you, Sir,” he whispered, overwhelmed. “I had no idea you were going to do this. Thank you.”

Landry finally ended the embrace first. “I wanted to make sure this was the right move. If you’ll look back, you’ll see I was having you over even more for non-play. To see how KC reacted to you, and you to her. You’re not simply our toy, although you absolutely are our toy.” He smirked. “But I prefer my pets to be part of my household, not just a plaything to take out only when convenient.”

Bob nodded, brushing his eyes with the backs of his hands.

Landry reached up, unbuckled his collar, and tucked it back into the box. “You may go put those in your car so you don’t forget them. For now, if you wish to put that you are in service to the three of us on FetLife, you may do so. But that is not a requirement. I do not wish to scare off any potential romantic partners for you. That isn’t fair to you.”

“I want to list you, Sir.”

He smiled. “Then you may do so. And we’ll list you on ours as such.”

As he drove, Bob played with the necklace again. His life, in this way, at least, had felt peaceful, fulfilling. Even though not with the triad every night, it felt like they were with him.

Like he wasn’t alone anymore.

 

* * * *

 

Bob forced his thoughts back to the present. He texted Skye when he got off I-75 and was waiting for the light at the exit ramp to change. She was ready when he arrived, dashing out the door with her backpack before he even shifted the minivan into park.

He barely had time to get out, walk around, and open the passenger door for her.

“Hey!” she said.

“Hey. Ready?”

“I hope so. I don’t know what I’m going to do if Axel can’t…” She didn’t finish.

He closed the door and returned to get behind the wheel. “Try not to think about that. Landry’s smart. He and Cris have been working on a plan for tonight. Trust them.”

“I love Axel so much. It’s going to break my heart if we can’t get through this.”

Bob found it ironic that he had come to love Cris, in a way, and yet he wanted to punch Axel, a man he barely knew.

Mostly because of how Axel had bailed on Skye at the club several weeks back. Okay, so Axel couldn’t stand there and watch Walt scene with her. Fine. But come in and do her aftercare, at least.

And Axel’s actions had pissed Tilly off.

Cardinal sin, in Bob’s mind.

Anyone who pissed off his Mistress, they might as well be dead to him.

He already knew he’d be in formal mode tonight around Axel, not allowed to speak to him. Landry had laid those plans out last night as he talked with Cris and Tilly about the best approach to hopefully break through Axel’s mental block about playing with Skye.

Hell, Skye could handle Landry at nearly full-tilt. It wasn’t like Axel was going to break her.

Over the past few weeks as Landry had worked with Skye, training her alongside Bob except with far less physical contact and modified to nearly eliminate any sexual overtones, Landry had privately explained to Bob he was trying to find a combination of things that he might be able to teach Axel that would be less strain on the nearly vanilla man.

It also meant once Skye had left the premises that Cris and Landry usually had frustrations to unleash on Bob.

And he loved it.

Sure, he got that it was also a way for Landry to reward him for agreeing to let him work with Skye, to make sure there was no jealousy.

It didn’t hurt that they’d given him veto rights. That if he thought what the four of them had was being negatively impacted, he could speak up and Landry would stop working with Skye.

Once again, the three had validated his trust.

When Bob parked near the front door, he walked around to open Skye’s door for her. That wasn’t a submissive thing, although Landry had asked him to do that for her. He was not subordinate to Skye. Actually, in the hierarchy, Bob was above her, because he was part of the household, involved in her training as…well, a trainer, not just someone else being trained.

He also knew, as they approached the front door, that Landry would be opening it and immediately taking Skye in hand and dropping her hard into subspace to keep her there all afternoon.

Again, part of the plan.

In a way, Bob felt this was his chance to pay the Universe back for finally spinning the cosmic wheel around to his favor. To help Skye and Axel hopefully find their level of play that would meet Skye’s needs while not freaking Axel out. It felt good being able to help someone for a change.

He felt secure with the triad.

He was their good boy.

He was where he belonged, and even if nothing else ever happened between the four of them beyond what he currently had with them as friends and as play partners, he was happy.

Because he trusted them.

The door opened just steps from it, Landry ready, Cris standing right behind him.

Here we go. 


Chapter Ten

 

Back then, post-Tilly…

 

Sometimes—frequently—Bob would head to Venture, even when he knew he wouldn’t play with anyone. No one in his vanilla life knew about this side of him.

No one knew the loss he still mourned.

Not like he could ask for recommendations from his vanilla friends for a new Domme, either.

On that Saturday evening he headed for the club. He didn’t expect to see Her there. He’d heard through the grapevine—mostly Loren—that Landry had been going through cancer treatments, which was why Tilly hadn’t been around much.

He hoped she was happy. That Landry could make her smile.

That Landry wouldn’t let her ex hurt her again.

That the men would treat her right and truly take care of her.

He took a deep breath before walking into the office.

Here we go.

It stunned Bob when he walked into the dungeon and saw Her standing there, talking to Loren.

He couldn’t help it. Like the thread-worn tale of the moth and the flame, he willingly went, knowing he’d still get scorched.

“Hi, Tilly.” He glanced around, looking for any sign of Landry or Cris.

“I’m here alone,” she said. “Well, I came with Ross and Loren, but just me. So what are you doing here?”

He relaxed, shrugging. “I come here sometimes.” His gaze flicked down to his feet. “You know. Just…hanging out.” He felt a warm rush roll through him when he realized she was staring at his collar.

Rather, Her collar.

She sees it!

“Are you meeting anyone tonight?” she asked.

“No. Just thought I’d cruise in and hang out.”

She seemed to be mulling something over. “Would you like to play? As friends,” she added with a smile. “Tilly and Bob.”

He nearly burst into tears of relief. “Yeah. I’d like that a lot.”

When she tried to grab her gear bag, he beat her to it and carried it for her.

She led him to the far corner of the dungeon where few people were playing yet and staked out a bench.

Maybe this was wrong. Maybe he was setting himself up for more heartache.

He didn’t care.

If he could play with her tonight he would, and damn the consequences later. He’d had perfection within his grasp when it had once again been wrenched from his fingers.

He’d learned from his past and the mistakes he’d made with Charlene. He could have been everything Tilly needed, the way she would have been everything he needed. He could have been strong and in charge when she needed him to be, knowing it was what she needed and yet still serving her.

He rarely made the same mistake twice, except, here he was, laying his heart out to be butterflied and flambéed before everyone.

He didn’t care. He’d been alone for so long, it didn’t matter anymore. If all he could have of her was this, he’d gladly take it and the consequences.

Damn everything but right now, right here, with Her.

He stood awaiting her instructions, desperate to be her good boy.

“Get undressed,” she softly told him. He smiled and started unbuttoning his shirt.

She dug through her bag and came up with a pair of wrist cuffs he recognized all too well as ones she’d used on him in the past. Once he’d stripped, he patiently stood still while she fastened them on him.

She hooked him to the bench and started massaging him with her hands, in a way she never had before. He relaxed under her touch, quickly falling into subspace.

Welcoming its tug.

She felt different…and yet it was better. She took her time, stepping him up and back time and again, sensual sadism instead of her usually vicious way with him.

Not that he’d ever complain about her viciousness. He’d always sensed it was a need she had as well, burning off anger or pain, or a little of both. He’d felt honored back then that he was one of the few people she would scene with at the club, able to help her sate whatever needs she had.

Tonight, he felt connected to her in a way he never had before.

She leaned in and whispered in his ear. “Do you want to be my good boy?”

“Yes, Mistress!” There was nothing he wanted more, not breathing, not life.

He’d do anything she asked of him.

“You want to come for me?”

He wasn’t sure he’d heard her right, but hoped he had. “Yes, Mistress!”

She reached under him with her left hand and grabbed his stiff cock. With her right, she spanked him bare-handed. “Come for me, boy.”

His hips frantically worked in time with her motions, until he let out a cry and his hot juices coated her hand, slicking his cock even more. But she didn’t stop, spanking him with more force, milking him, forcing his cock to stay rigid until a few minutes later he was begging her to stop even as she pulled another, smaller orgasm from him.

Only then did she stop. She wiped her hands on a towel and unhooked his wrists. Grabbing a few wipes from the canister by the bench, she cleaned herself and him, then helped him sit up.

He trembled in her arms, desperately clinging to her even as she wrapped him in her embrace, her eyes closed. He’d been so close to perfection with her, and it felt so close again.

She stroked his back, his hair, as she held him. Then she kissed the top of his head.

“You’re a good boy,” she softly told him. “Thank you for letting me play with you tonight.”

“Thank you.” His brain was trying to tap on his heart, where it had locked common sense out of the room. She couldn’t be his, no matter what he wanted.

Still, he couldn’t deny himself a chance to play with her. To spend whatever time he could in her orbit.

Eventually, he felt steady enough to get dressed. They both cleaned up and met at one of the corner sofas to sit and talk for a while.

“Anything new in your life?” she asked before he could start.

“No, not really. Work, home, Rotary. Hallmark ornaments.” That made her smile, he was happy to see.

“Not dating?”

He shrugged. “No.” When the silence weighed heavy on them, he spoke. “Thank you for this, Tilly. I appreciate it.”

She offered him a smile. “I’m glad you came tonight. No pun intended.”

He rested his arm on the back of the couch. His fingers brushed her arm. “Are you doing okay? He treating you well?”

Maybe it made him a shit to hope there was a chance, but if it did, he’d own it.

“Yeah. Still abusing my ex.”

He used a grin to hide his disappointment. “Good. I’m glad.” His smile faded. “You happy?”

“Landry’s a good man. I love him. The doctors are pretty confident he’s going to beat the cancer.”

His fingers didn’t leave her arm. “He’s not jealous of you being here?” He met her gaze. “I can’t say I’d be happy about my wife being with another guy like this.”

“He’s not a jealous man like that.” She smirked. “He probably would have enjoyed watching me do that to you. Landry and I have something in common, you know.”

“What?”

“We both enjoy naked men.” He must have looked confused, because she elaborated. “Landry identifies as gay, sleeping with me notwithstanding. I’m sure he’d think you were hot.”

Bob laughed. “So if I run into you here with him, I shouldn’t be surprised if he offers to play with me, too?” Hell, he wasn’t really even kidding. A chance to play with her?

He’d take it.

However he had to take it.

She grinned. “Maybe I could get you a twofer if you wanted.”

His eyes widened a little as his cock thickened in his jeans. “Holy fuck,” he muttered. “I’m not gay, but I have to admit the thought of that made me hard.”

She leaned in and brushed a kiss across his lips. “I’ll talk to him about it.”

 

* * * *

 

They talked late into the night, and when the club closed, he watched Tilly leave with Ross and Loren while he sat in his car for a few minutes, trying to mentally digest their conversation.

He could very well be a regular play partner with her. She’d said once more before they’d parted ways for the night that she would talk to Landry about it.

She’d meant it. It wasn’t merely polite conversation.

No, he wouldn’t push, wouldn’t bug her. She had a lot on her plate, and despite the circumstances, he wasn’t enough of an asshole to intrude on the man’s cancer treatments just so he could get his own ass beat.

Finally, driving home, he replayed their scene in his mind. Tilly had definitely felt more…there tonight. Like she had during their few brief times together, when it was Bob and Tilly and not Mistress and boy.

Who am I kidding? I’m in love with Her. I always have been.

Another reason he knew dating was useless. Every woman he dated would be measured against Her.

He thought about Melissa. No, he wouldn’t give up seeing Tilly, no matter how infrequently, just to make some woman happy who had no clue about what he really needed to make him happy.

He’d even thought about contacting Louise and seeing if maybe he could fly up and see her, but when he’d looked her up on Facebook six months ago, there were plenty of pictures of her with a guy, and she looked happy.

He wouldn’t bother her. It’d been, what, twenty years?

Who knew if she even remembered his name?

Besides, he realized even though Louise had been his gold standard before meeting Tilly, Tilly had surpassed her. Given him even more than he’d realized he needed.

Not just the dominance, but the service, the strict control.

He’d left his collar on after leaving the club, and when he walked into his condo, he stripped immediately after locking the front door behind him. In the bathroom, he looked in the mirror at the marks on his back, ass, and thighs, and thought about all the previous times he’d done that after spending time scening with Tilly.

How he would have been happy tonight even if doing nothing more than kneeling at her feet and listening to her talk with others.

How his life had a huge, gaping, Tilly-shaped hole in it, and maybe he needed professional help to get over her, because he sure as fucking hell wasn’t doing a very good job of it on his own.

 

* * * *

 

Bob dreamed about Tilly that night, disturbing thoughts, of trying to get to her, to save her, only for her to slip out of his reach. Dreams that left him crying and waking up to find his pillow wet from tears.

He couldn’t remember how they went, only that it felt like he’d let her down.

There was still part of him that wished he’d taken a swing at her ex that night. That he’d gone out there and beaten the shit out of Cris. Not just for the pain he’d caused her, but for coming back right when he’d seriously had a chance to be happy, to have his perfect life with the perfect woman.

Even more when he discovered in retrospect that, for all those years, Cris had been with someone else while she’d suffered alone. Worse, Cris had basically lied to Tilly about who he was when they’d been together. Hadn’t told her about Landry.

Pot, meet kettle.

And yet…that fucker still got the girl, and all he got was a handful of heartache he couldn’t even do anything about.

While he had a gym membership, he didn’t feel like going that morning. Instead, he opted to stay home and clean the condo, top to bottom, even though it didn’t need it.

Maybe, at some point, he’d be able to wear himself into exhaustion and stop thinking about Tilly for more than five minutes. 


Chapter Eleven

 

Present…

 

Cris buckled Bob’s leather collar onto him while Landry worked with Skye in the foyer. As soon as she’d walked through the door, Landry had ordered her to strip, and she had been cuffed and collared. Now, Landry had her on her hands and knees in a formal bow, his hand fisted in her hair, and was talking to her. It looked like she’d already fallen hard and fast into subspace.

Before Cris stepped back, he dropped Bob a wink.

Long before now, Bob had reached a place of peace where that man was concerned. Cris and Tilly had talked to Bob, individually and together, to give him the story of before. More talks with Landry, about the details of Cris’ return. Bob knew there were still pieces of the story he was missing, because the men outright said they were Tilly’s parts to tell, if and when she chose to tell them.

It wasn’t a choice Bob would have made, abandoning Tilly, but if she had forgiven the man, it wasn’t his job to hold a grudge in her place, either.

She was his Mistress, and he was her good boy. She wanted him to get along with Cris, and so Bob did.

It didn’t hurt that Cris was a nice guy, once Bob had got past the wanting to pound Cris’ ass into the pavement feelings over him.

Now, they had a special, shared bond—they were both collared to Landry, although Cris obviously occupied a far deeper space in Landry’s life and heart than Bob did or ever likely could.

As Landry talked to Skye, telling her what a good girl she was, Bob tried to tune it out.

He had a job to do tonight, and it’d be too easy for him to fall under Landry’s spell, to want to drop to his knees and give himself to his Master. Landry had tasked him with focusing on Skye. She would be the only one Bob would be able to talk to—unless he needed to answer Landry or Cris in a way he couldn’t through gestures. He’d take care of her, keep an eye on her needs, alert the men if there was a problem they hadn’t noticed yet. During the scene, he and Cris would help Landry with implements and handling Axel.

Then Bob would handle her aftercare if Axel squirreled.

Again.

Hopefully, that wouldn’t be necessary. If all went according to plan, Bob would be the last one in the room with Axel and Skye after the scene ended, just in case he was needed. Landry and Cris would step out and, hopefully, Axel would have gotten his head on straight.

In some ways, Bob knew he was lucky. First Tilly, and now Landry seemed able to read his mind, more than willing not only to meet his needs, but figure out puzzles he didn’t even know existed inside him, unlocking doors previously hidden to him.

Pushing him in ways he’d never realized he’d needed to grow.

As much time as he spent with them, no, he didn’t need a relationship in addition to them. He had one—heck, he had three. It was a romance, in many ways. He knew they felt affection for him.

Notwithstanding the fact that he had no guarantees about his place in their lives, he enjoyed what they had. Fuck, he had keys and an alarm code. He babysat their daughter. He’d driven Tilly’s brand-new car that probably cost as much as his condo was worth.

He didn’t contemplate what the future might hold, because the future wasn’t guaranteed regardless. He’d take each day as it came and feel grateful.

Being with them always felt like home.

Family.

After about twenty minutes, Landry moved them to the living room, where Cris took over putting Skye through formal poses while Landry had to deal with a serious issue that had cropped up with work out in California.

Bob’s mind wandered. Six weeks ago, the night of Axel’s freak-out at Venture, Tilly had put Bob into formal protocols at the very start and ordered him to remain silent and not speak to Axel, or anyone else, for that matter. Only Skye during aftercare, or herself. Later, in the car on their way home, she finally gave him permission to freely vent.

“Does he not understand what he has with her?” he asked. “It’s not like she’s poly and wants to go sleep around on him. Why is this so hard for him to grasp?”

Then she smirked. “Like your ex-wife?”

He blew out an aggravated breath. “That was my fault, mostly. I’ll own that. I didn’t communicate my needs to her early on. I’ll admit it. I put expectations on her without talking to her about them first. I was young and stupid.”

“Why are you so pissed off about this?” But her tone sounded light, like she already knew the answer.

“Because Skye was upset.”

“Hmm, try again, sweetie.”

“He acted like a dumbass! Why didn’t he do her aftercare? He left her.”

“Yes, but that’s not why you’re pissed off. You’re pissed off because he pissed me off, aren’t you?”

He’d been about to object that she was wrong when it slammed him between the eyes that she was absolutely right.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he mumbled.

She patted him on the thigh and left her hand resting there. “You’re adorable, sweetie. You know that?”

“Because I got pissed off, Ma’am?”

“Because you and Cris are a lot alike. It doesn’t matter he was my Master and you’re my boy. You both have that protective streak in you. Makes a girl feel wanted.”

He wasn’t sure how to respond to that, so he settled for, “Yes, Ma’am.”

She patted his thigh again. “I’m glad you don’t hate him now. He really likes you. They both do.”

“I like them, too. But how does Skye fit into what we have?”

Now Tilly turned her head toward him again. “Do you need to safeword?”

“No, Ma’am. I don’t think I need to, do I? This will only be temporary with her, right?”

Her hand remained on his thigh, stroking. Not sexually, but lovingly. “Temporary. We’re already over capacity on submissives in our household, and Landry made it perfectly clear he’s not willing to give you up, I’m obviously happy with the status quo, and Cris is having a blast. In other words, don’t worry, sweetie.”

“Landry said…wait, he did?”

“The sadist is crazy about you, sweetie. Not just for the kinky reasons. You’re family. Skye is sweet, but she’s just a friend. The goal is to train her dumbass boyfriend to be a Dom. Well, I think he’s got it in him to be a Dom. We need to help him figure out what kind of Dom he wants to be, and how to get him there. We’re kinky facilitators.”

He laughed. “Is that a thing?”

“It is now.” She sighed. “I hope you weren’t planning on going to sleep early tonight.”

“Why?”

“Ohhh, the sadist wants to play when we get home.” She caressed his thigh. “Truth be told, now I have a little aggravation I’d like to vent on that gorgeous ass of yours, too.”

Warmth filled him. “Yes, Ma’am.”

He couldn’t help the excited shiver that raced through him. Cris was out of town that night. KC would be asleep when they returned to Tilly’s, meaning the adults could play.

Lately, Landry’s favorite game was to follow a scene by jerking himself off, and then jerking Bob off while he cleaned up Landry’s cum. Usually while sucking it off a dildo. If Cris was around, he got to contribute to the cause, too.

The sadist’s plan to condition Bob to get horny from giving oral was working. Bob couldn’t so much as think about that without getting hard as a rock.

Landry had definitely conditioned him to get horny over the taste of cum.

Which had, of course, also been one of Landry’s goals.

“Are you really happy?” Tilly softly asked.

He glanced at her. “With what we do?”

“Yes.”

“Absolutely, Ma’am. Why?”

She shrugged. “I worry we’re not being fair to you.”

“I don’t understand.”

She patted his thigh again. “I feel like sometimes we do nothing but take from you. I don’t want to burn you out.”

“Tilly and Bob mode for a minute?”

“Sure.”

“In all honesty, I could spend every damn night at your house and it wouldn’t be enough to satisfy me. I hate going home. I’m not trying to creep you out or anything, but if you want full honesty from me, that’s it. I love this with you guys. Please, do not feel guilty about what we’re doing. At all. I’m good. If I feel I’m being short-changed, I’ll safeword and tell you.”

“Really?”

“Absolutely.”

She stroked his thigh. “Hmm.”

“What?”

“Nothing. Just…thinking. Let’s get through helping Skye and Axel. I won’t be here for all of that. You need to let Landry take the lead, and he’s going to need your help. Trust in Master Fussypants.”

Bob laughed. “I’m sorry, but I am never going to feel brave enough to call him that, not even if I know we’re in casual mode and we’re joking around and there won’t be any payback later.”

“You’ve never had to deal with him acting like a grumpy three-year-old because he feels like shit, either. Trust me, that’s one of the least offensive things I’ve called the man over the past couple of years.”

 

* * * *

 

Focusing on what they were doing now instead of thinking about the past, Bob wished Tilly was here tonight to help them with Axel. She was always so good with newbies, patiently explaining, or giving just the right amount of “suck it up” ’tude, whatever approach was needed. She was a natural teacher and mentor. She’d used a hard-hitting shock-and-awe approach with Axel that night at Venture, to jolt him into opening his mind, which seemed to have worked.

Now, all that remained was to see how open Axel would be to taking command of Skye.

They took a break from putting Skye through poses to eat dinner. While they ate, Bob was allowed to freely talk to Cris and Landry, even as he hand-fed Skye her dinner. She currently sat on the floor next to his chair like a two-legged puppy.

Landry had explained to Bob that he wanted her kept as far down in a submissive headspace as possible ahead of Axel’s arrival without having to put her through an impact play scene to get her there. Because Landry wouldn’t do anything sexual with her, which would be the fastest and easiest way to get her there, he resorted to this.

Actually, Bob was now glad that he wouldn’t be allowed to talk to Axel. He wanted to ask the guy what kind of fucking idiot he was. Here Skye had divorced a cheating asshole, was a beautifully trained submissive with a slave’s heart and a deep desire to serve, and Axel couldn’t find his nuts and at least try some basic play with her? While she was a masochist, it was more the heavy control aspect she needed than the pain. That was something Landry had quickly sussed out during his sessions with her.

All Axel had to do was man up and take her in hand and she’d be ecstatic.

It was like the guy was trying to sabotage his relationship on purpose.

Then again, Bob had been on the back end of trying to force someone into a role they didn’t want in the first place, and it had exploded.

During the past several weeks, Landry had both worked with Skye and Bob together for training, as well as brought Bob in as an assistant for scenes, like he was tonight. The past several weeks had also assuaged Bob’s fears that he might be easily tossed away and replaced.

Landry had held planning sessions with Bob, and with Tilly and Cris, when they were around for them, before working with Skye. Even if Bob was going to be in submissive mode instead of helper mode, Landry took the time to go through what he planned to do that night, and the goals, and to ask for input.

Bob felt…included.

Was he Landry’s submissive? Absolutely. Bob considered himself Landry’s slave, even if that wasn’t the label Landry had used.

He also felt like a partner, not simply property.

Although he was perfectly happy to call himself property, too.

As the evening progressed and Axel arrived, Bob defaulted to his orders. That helped him stay objective and in the moment and not break protocols to give Axel a piece of his mind.

He understood why, too. Landry didn’t want Bob to say or do anything to put Axel on the defensive and derail the scene. Silent judging would go more toward helping Axel realize he needed to keep his mind open than directly attacking him.

And Landry was a master at verbal manipulation, which he employed on Axel in their pre-scene chat, and they got to listen to in the pool house via a baby monitor.

A conversation Landry had wanted Skye to hear.

It warmed Bob’s heart that Landry talked about him. Landry wasn’t exactly fully honest with Axel about the circumstances of why Bob was now collared to them, but Landry had also warned him and Cris ahead of time about that. Landry’s approach was designed to pry Axel’s mind open as wide as possible, and to present Bob and Cris in as non-threatening a way as possible, so Axel would focus on Skye, not on any perceived encroachment from the other men.

The guy’s a fucking evil genius.

Which…was exactly why Bob now begged to give simulated oral sex and loved the taste of cum.

That made Bob smile.

Fortunately, as the scene started in the pool house, Axel appeared to be paying attention. Learning.

Bob didn’t fail to notice Landry went easier on Skye in some ways than he normally did when he played with her. And by the time the big finish happened—Axel actually stepping up and taking charge—Landry had smiled and winked at Bob.

Success.

Bob stayed behind as planned, turning off the overhead lights and retreating to the far corner of the room to stay out of the way. Through a window, he watched as outside on the lanai, Landry sat in a chair and called Cris over to him.

Cris dropped to his knees and, even in the darkness, Bob knew what was going on.

Landry was enjoying having Cris worship his cock.

Bob suppressed the slight envious pang that wanted to creep in. One day, maybe, that would be him. Hell, maybe even servicing Cris. At this point, Bob was fine with that.

Maybe that was a goal Landry was working him toward.

He wouldn’t question it, or push for a faster timeline.

He would simply…be.

He trusted the triad completely and knew they weren’t toying with him in bad or malicious ways.

Once Axel and Skye left, and Bob had all the implements cleaned and the pool house tidied, he walked out to stand near the men, behind Cris, awaiting the next order.

One of Landry’s hands rested on the back of Cris’ head. Landry lay stretched out in the chair, one leg propped on a hassock, his jeans open where Cris was worshipping his cock.

Landry held the other hand out to Bob, waving him around to his other side, where he pointed to the concrete deck.

Bob knelt next to him.

Landry plunged his fingers into Bob’s hair and gently pulled his face against his thigh, petting him.

In his jeans, Bob’s cock had completely thickened, throbbing, wanting more.

“My sweet pet,” Landry said. “I bet you wish you were in Cris’ place, no? Servicing my cock?”

“Yes, Sir,” Bob mumbled.

Why argue or deny? He’d never had fantasies about other guys before, but Landry was wicked smart and had reprogrammed Bob’s body to enjoy certain stimuli.

With any other men, no, this wouldn’t have happened. It wasn’t a magical turning of straight to gay. He was still straight.

It was a specific man opening his mind to the possibilities that lay out there, waiting to be claimed and enjoyed.

And he wanted it all.

He wanted them, Landry and Tilly and Cris.

“Would it concern you if I admitted I have future goals in mind for you? Long-term goals?”

“No, Sir.”

“Why is that?”

“Because I trust you, Sir.”

A contented sigh. “Such a good boy, pet. Ease back, Cris. I am too close.”

Cris stilled his movements, waiting.

The sadist chuckled. “I was trying to make up my mind how I wanted to expend my energies tonight, and it amuses me to realize I cannot easily make up my mind about this.”

Bob didn’t speak, since he hadn’t been directly addressed.

“So many delicious permutations we could engage in. Decisions, decisions. Cris, sit up.”

He did, waiting.

“For starters, both of you need to strip. You are wearing far too many clothes. Wrist and ankle cuffs for both of you. If you need a bathroom break, take one.” He stood, not bothering to tuck in his stiff cock. “Meet me in the pool house. Maintenant.”

That was one French word Bob knew, thanks to Tilly telling him. Both he and Cris jumped to their feet and raced for the house to prepare. In less than five minutes, they were back out there with Landry.

The sadist had stripped and pulled back the covers on the bed. Bob had already changed the sheets following Axel and Skye’s departure. The king-sized bed was used both for guests as well as play time, like this.

The scars from Landry’s car wreck and cancer surgeries marred his otherwise trim body. When they were hidden under his clothes, it was difficult to remember how close to death the man had come, multiple times.

Cris ended up on his back, tied ankles to wrists and spread wide open, knees bent. On the bed, Bob spotted the dildo Landry had been most fond of making him suck lately, larger than the one he’d started Bob with and closer to the size of Landry’s cock.

Obviously, that’s on the menu.

His mouth started watering, even as his rigid cock throbbed. Cris was hard, too, many years of previous conditioning making it difficult for him to beat down his body’s trained responses to the sadist.

Landry grinned. “Excellent.” He handed Bob the toy before he knelt between Cris’ legs and started jacking both his and Cris’ cocks. “Pay close attention, boy. You know what I want you to do.”

Bob did. He dropped to his hands and knees next to Cris and started bobbing his head up and down on the toy, trying to take it as deeply as he could. This one still gagged him every once in a while, but he’d almost gotten it down perfectly.

“Such a good boy.” Landry’s voice had already dropped in tone. Bob knew that meant it wouldn’t take him long to get off. He was a little surprised Landry hadn’t face-fucked or fuck-fucked Cris. Usually either Cris or Tilly got that after a scene.

Cris was close, apparently, because as Landry started to come, he barked an order at Cris in French and twin streams of cum exploded all over Cris’ abs.

Bob couldn’t take his eyes off of it, realizing he was softly moaning with them.

Eager.

Waiting.

Licking his lips.

Once Landry caught his breath, he released Cris’ cock and held both hands in front of Bob.

He needed no command. He released the dildo from his mouth and started licking stray splashes of cum off Landry’s hands. When Landry deemed that done, he moved, making Bob straddle Cris, Bob’s head toward Cris’ feet.

That put his cock right over Cris’ mouth, and it took every ounce of will Bob had not to drop onto him and fuck his mouth.

Landry smeared the dildo around in the puddle on Cris’ abs. “Get busy, boy.”

Bob lowered his head, licking the dildo and the mess, Cris making soft noises below him.

And Cris’ cock twitched.

Apparently, Cris was enjoying this, too.

Landry reached under Bob and fisted his cock. “You are free to come, but you may not stop what you are doing until you have cleaned up every drop.”

Bob didn’t stop to think about what Landry was doing and the obvious implications. He eagerly laved his tongue over Cris’ flesh, deep-throated the dildo, and listened as Landry spoke in low tones in French to Cris.

After a few minutes, Landry shifted position slightly so he could also jack Cris’ cock, which had grown hard again. Now, under Bob, Cris was trying to rock his hips in time to Landry’s movements and Bob felt hot breath wash over the tip of his cock.

Nearly every trace of cum was gone when Landry started stroking Bob’s cock harder, faster. And just as he felt the explosion hit, Landry barked the command in French for Cris to come.

Bob was ready, mouth open, eyes closed, as he felt it hit his mouth, getting most of it.

“Swallow, boy.”

He did.

Landry released Cris’ cock and Bob immediately cleaned his hand for him.

“Excellent, boy. Move.”

He did, climbing off Cris’ other side.

Landry leaned in and kissed Cris, deeply, himself licking up what didn’t end up in Cris’ mouth and then kissing Cris again, back and forth.

Bob’s cock twitched at the sight.

They wanted him.

And the sneaky sadist was doing everything he could right up to the outer stretching point of that borderline without crossing into forbidden territory.

He untied Cris, then stretched out next to him. He patted the far side of the mattress. “Here, boy.”

Bob rounded the bed and climbed back in, sandwiching Landry between them. Cris rolled on his side to face Landry, and Bob didn’t hesitate to snuggle in, his head tucked in the crook of Landry’s arm.

They both draped their arms over Landry’s stomach.

“My sweet, sweet slave and my delicious pet.” He kissed Cris, then kissed the top of Bob’s head. “Sleep. We’ve earned it. A good night’s work helping true love along, and we deserved that reward.”

Bob didn’t argue. Usually, at the end of the night, after a long, sweet, good-night hug, he went to his bedroom while Landry and whoever else was home went to theirs. He’d not been invited into their bed to play or sleep, although one other time, he and Landry had spent what little was left of the night together after playing in this bed when Cris and Tilly had both been out of town.

Cris’ hand curled around Bob’s and gently squeezed.

Bob squeezed back. 


Chapter Twelve

 

Back then…

 

Bob didn’t want to get his hopes up when he headed to Venture. Tilly’s FetLife account had lain dormant for months. Then again, the last time he’d run into her there she hadn’t marked she’d been going to the club.

He spotted her almost immediately when he entered the room, drawn to her by that magnetic pull he always felt when in her presence…and his hopes crumbled when he saw that she wasn’t alone tonight.

He was pleasantly surprised when she walked over and hugged him without hesitation. “Nice to see you here,” she said.

“Nice to see you, too.”

She arched an eyebrow at him. “Alone?”

He smiled, not wanting to admit he was always alone when he attended. “Yeah.”

She pulled him off to the side and pointed at Landry and Cris, who looked like they were winding down their scene. “I talked with Lan. I can scene with you, or if you’d like, he can, too.”

His cock thickened, as if on command. He wanted Her hands on him. And watching Landry play…

Yeah, sure. It’d be hot.

He licked his lips to form spit. “I don’t want your ex to help.”

She squeezed his hand. “He won’t.”

“Okay,” he softly said. “If it gets too intense…”

She offered him a smile. “I’ll call the scene if you safeword.”

“Even if he doesn’t use one?”

“We’ll play by Cardinal’s Rule—She Who Must Be Obeyed.”

It felt good to laugh again and mean it.

 

* * * *

 

Cris sat along the wall nearby, watching them. Wrapped in a light blanket, he was still recovering from the intense scene he’d just had with Landry.

Bob wondered if Cris would feel jealous that the two of them were topping him.

He hoped Cris would feel like that, at least a little.

Maybe that made him petty, but…Cris had left Tilly alone. The man’s return to her life had crushed his own dreams.

An uncharitable thought was not exactly unexpected.

Tilly took over getting Bob ready while Landry leaned against the wall, arms crossed over his chest, and watched. She stared into Bob’s eyes before she blindfolded him.

“Just me and Landry. I promise.”

He trusted her.

He always had, always would.

Maybe that was the problem, he couldn’t find that trust with anyone else.

“Thank you, Mistress,” he quietly said.

She gave him a smile before buckling the blindfold around his head.

Once he was blindfolded and bound to the bench, he felt not just her hands on him, but Landry’s. They started with massaging him, Bob understanding exactly what they were doing—trying to relax him, make sure he wasn’t going to have a bad reaction to Landry touching him.

He wouldn’t deny it was hot, having two sets of hands all over him. It could quickly become addictive, he could see that already. Tilly stepped to the front of the bench, to stand by his head and massage his back while Landry started bare-handed spanking him.

Bob moaned, with pleasure, pain, and need all rolled into one. Just in case, he wiggled his hips, making sure they understood he was good with this.

Fuck, this is hot!

As the scene progressed, Tilly used implements on him while Landry took over massaging him and keeping his sexual tension amped up. Bob could tell from the feel of the man’s hands that it was him and not Tilly.

He was beyond the point of caring. Need and loneliness and subspace felt too overpowering. This felt right, even more right than it had the last time Tilly scened with him.

Tilly built him up, vicious and sadistic in contrast to the sultry, promising heat of Landry’s hands. She had him begging to come by the time she reached between his legs and stroked his cock while Landry pinched his nipples. He exploded with a loud cry, the pleasure overwhelming him, his body arching off the bench as far as his restraints would allow until he collapsed again.

As he lay there trying to catch his breath, he heard Landry murmur something to Tilly in a soft voice he suspected wasn’t meant for him, so he didn’t pay attention.

If they wanted his attention, they’d get it, he was sure.

Surfing his Zen, echoes of pleasure still rolling through him, he was barely aware of it when they unfastened the restraints and helped him sit up. Tilly sat with him by the wall, giving him aftercare while Landry cleaned up their toys and the bench so other people could use it.

Later, as the four of them sat on a couch in the social area, Tilly next to Bob, they talked.

Bob stared at Cris. “I guess I can’t kick your ass now,” he joked.

Landry grinned. “Oh, no, you absolutely can, if you wish. I’ll even hold him down for you.”

Tilly laughed. “Stop. No ass kicking, and no holding anyone down.”

Bob didn’t take his eyes off Cris, who wasn’t bad looking, truth be told. But when he spoke, he directed his comments at Landry. “I’m not complaining, but you’re really okay with this?”

Landry nodded. “As long as you remember she’s married to me, and respect me as her husband, I don’t have a problem with it. I trust Tilly. The question is, can you be okay with this?”

Two women walked over, and Bob uncomfortably realized they were both eyeing him. One was short and petite, almost slinky in the way she moved. The other was a few inches taller, rounder curves and just as pretty as her friend. He’d seen them around before, remembered they were friends of Tilly, but he didn’t know them very well. He thought their names were Kim and Kylee, but he hadn’t seen them around the club in months.

“Who’s your friend, Til?” the petite one asked. He thought she was Kim. “Are you getting greedy?”

Tilly rolled her eyes. “You’ve met Bob before. He was one of my clients.”

Kylee opted for brazen. “I saw you playing with him. You back in business, or is he a free agent?”

Tilly laughed. “Bob, you realize a target just appeared on your forehead, right?”

He forced a smile, not wanting to be rude. “I wondered what that feeling was.”

Kim slithered into Bob’s lap and draped her arms around him. He’d ignore the protocol violation since the woman had glanced at Tilly first and he’d spotted Tilly’s slight nod.

“So, Bob. You single?”

“I should warn you,” Tilly said, “they like playing with submissive men. And I personally vouch for them.”

Landry looked on, but Bob wasn’t sure he could interpret the expression the man wore. Almost as if Landry…didn’t approve?

Bob wasn’t sure he wanted to get to know the two women this well this soon, but if Tilly vouched for them…

Hell, she had two men. Maybe what he needed to get out of his head was to take a risk or two.

Kylee seemed to be more in charge of the two. “I guess since Tilly’s already played with you tonight we can take that off the table.”

“Yeah, sorry. I’m already tenderized.”

“I’m guessing if you’re vouching for us, Til, then you’re vouching for him, too?” But Kylee’s eyes never left Bob’s face as she said it.

“Yes, I vouch for him. He’s a good guy. Fair warning—you hurt him, I’ll kill you.”

“Hurt, or harm?”

“Don’t be a bitch. You know what I mean.”

Despite Kim basically wrapping herself around Bob, he tipped his head toward Tilly. “Is this a hint from you?”

She shrugged, offering him a smile. “Maybe this is your lucky night? Sign from the Universe?”

Tilly slid over on the couch, making room for Kylee to sit next to him. He’d almost wanted to ask Tilly to stay…

But maybe she was right. Maybe this was a sign.

“So, Bob,” Kylee started. “Feel like getting to know each other a little better?”

Why not?

His other option was to reject them outright and make it weird for everyone.

“Sure.”

 

* * * *

 

By the time he’d left Venture that night, he found out both women were pretty decent kissers and he had their address and phone numbers.

He’d be going to their place tomorrow for dinner and more talking.

In his head, he tried repeating the mantra that Tilly had okayed this. It wasn’t sticking quite yet, but he’d decided he would try.

For Her, if nothing else.

The women shared a small apartment in southern Bradenton, not too far from the beaches. It wasn’t the newest complex around, but he didn’t hold that against them. He wasn’t that shallow.

More importantly, the apartment was neat and tidy, even if a little sparse.

Again, he wasn’t shallow. Had it contained two lawn chairs and a milk crate for furniture, as long as it was clean, he’d be fine with that.

He’d been a starving college kid once, even though Kim and Kylee were older than that. Old enough they should have probably pulled themselves together a little better than they had at their age.

I hope I didn’t make a mistake.

Then again, Tilly wouldn’t have let him get anywhere near them if she didn’t trust them, right?

He trusted Tilly. If she knew them and signed off on them, they had to be at least trustworthy. Not that he’d blame Tilly if it didn’t work out in the future.

Besides, didn’t most guys claim they wanted to be in bed with two women?

Now’s your chance to make that happen, buddy.

Not something he ever thought would happen, that’s for sure.

Then again, he’d never thought he’d be involved in BDSM, either.

Nothing about his life had ever pinged his radar when he was younger. He’d thought he’d be married, have a kid or two by now, not…

This.

Alone once he’d divorced Charlene, up until now. He’d thought she would be the woman he spent the rest of his life with.

In retrospect, it was probably better she had divorced him when she did. He hadn’t been obligated to pay her alimony, and she’d gone on to be happy with another guy, had kids.

After dinner, they sat on the couch and talked, about vanilla and BDSM stuff. He wasn’t interested in being collared to them in a formal way, but they outlined play and service and other things.

He was even proud of himself for remembering to discuss sexual history.

As he thought the evening was coming to a close, Kylee smiled. “Kim, sounds like the man’s had a rough couple of years. Why don’t you help him out a little?”

She was like a zipper ninja or something. Next thing he realized, Kim was between his legs and had fished his cock out and had it down her throat.

Torn between shock and lust, he hesitated, then finally grabbed her head and held on for the ride while she gave him the best blowjob he’d had since Louise.

Kylee leaned in to kiss him. “Yeah, we’re going to have a lot of fun playing with you. I can see that already. She took care of me earlier, so I’m good, and she’s not allowed to come until tomorrow night, because she got mouthy with me and got in trouble earlier today.”

She held his chin, making him look her in the eyes as Kim seemed determined to suck his balls through his dick from the inside out. “Don’t worry, we’re not looking to take over your life, just a few nights here and there as time allows.” She nibbled on his lower lip. “You don’t have to be in charge with us, either. In fact, you’re not allowed to be in charge with us. We won’t put up with that.”

He’d hoped to hold back longer, but Kim was just that good. She let out a happy moan when he filled her mouth with cum. When Kim sat up and moved, Kylee straddled his lap, facing him.

“That’s a gimme,” Kylee told him. “Quid pro quo. You busy Wednesday night?”

He hadn’t quite regained the power of speech yet, so he shook his head.

“Excellent,” she said. “We both get home from work around five. Plan to be here about six, and you can cook us dinner. Then we’re going to go in to the bedroom, tie you up, and take turns riding your face and your cock until we get bored or can’t get your cock hard again. How does that sound?”

He swallowed hard. “What would you like for dinner?”

She grinned. “Such a good boy. I’ll let you surprise us. We don’t have any food allergies.”

“No liver,” Kim said. “Blech.”

“Yeah, that.”

He nodded, still wondering if he was imagining this. They were both cute, in different ways. Younger than him, but not stupidly young, at least. Kim was thirty-three and Kylee was thirty-two. He was over ten years older than them.

“Condoms for fucking, always,” Kylee said. “We’re both on the pill but we don’t want any accidents. Unless you bring your own, you’ll use what we give you, but you will use one.”

He nodded. “Okay.”

That was his preference, actually. He didn’t want to get slapped with a paternity suit down the road.

“And you can even still play with Tilly and Landry, if you want to. A lot of times we have to work Fridays and Saturdays. But if we’re going to be having sex, it’s just the three of us. No, I don’t count them jerking you off in a scene as sex.”

More nodding. This felt…wow. Weird, odd. Bizarre. But not in a bad way.

Like maybe he’d hit a metaphysical lotto jackpot or something.

As he drove home in a daze that night, he wondered what the hell he’d just gotten himself into.

And for the first time in a long time, he realized he felt like smiling again. 


Chapter Thirteen

 

Bob settled into an odd sort of routine with Kim and Kylee. After nearly eight months, Bob couldn’t say he was in love with the women, but it certainly felt…comfortable.

Neither woman was interested in trying to lock him into a committed relationship beyond what they had, either. Play, and sex, and fun, and friendship were all they were interested in, because the two women had been together for eight years.

Bob wasn’t interested in anything more than what he had with them, either.

They hadn’t “collared” him. He could still play with Tilly and Landry—and had, several times. Kim and Kylee weren’t a fraction as heavy in play as Tilly and Landry, and he was a little surprised to find he missed the heavier levels of play.

And Tilly was the only one he called “Mistress.”

One Wednesday, Bob wasn’t sure what was going on, but he hadn’t heard from Kim or Kylee at all that day, even after he’d texted them both good-morning the way he always did now.

And they were supposed to be meeting that evening, for him to go over to their place, cook them dinner, and then play after.

Except…neither responded. Which was odd. Usually, at least one of them responded within an hour, depending on their work schedules.

By late afternoon, and after two more texts to each woman had gone unanswered, he finally called Kim when a call to Kylee went straight to her voice mail.

She answered with a terse, “Hello.”

Taken aback by her tone, he wasn’t sure how to proceed. “Is everything okay? I was starting to worry about you guys.”

A very exasperated-sounding sigh escaped her. “Listen, I don’t have time to talk right now. I’m sorry, but tonight’s off.”

A chill started congealing in his gut. “Was it something I did?”

“No, you didn’t do anything wrong. She’s an asshole.”

Relief and fear warred within him. “Could you please give me at least a hint about what’s going on? I don’t like being left in the dark like this.”

A moment of quiet before her voice broke as she talked. “She’s been seeing a guy. Not you, another guy. Behind our backs.”

Shit.

“I only found out about it this morning. I grabbed her phone by mistake and saw the texts from him. Check this out, she’s his fucking submissive. I guess this has been going on for over a month. Longer, probably, but they first slept together a month ago.”

He was going to ask a series of questions that might get him labeled an asshole for his callousness, except he wanted to know if Kylee had been using protection, if there were more guys, and what the ever-loving fuck?

But Kim kept talking, so he held his tongue.

“I’m really sorry, Bob. I’m going to move out when I get home today. I already talked to my brother and I can crash there for a few weeks while I get shit straightened out and find a place to live on my own.”

“Do you need help moving?”

“No, he’s going to help me. He’s got a truck, but thank you.”

Bob noticed she didn’t ask if she could crash with him. Which both relieved him, because it saved him having to tell her no, and bothered him that she hadn’t sent him texts about this whole situation as it unfolded.

Or that neither of them had at the very least given him a heads-up about it earlier in the day.

“What does this mean?” he asked.

Although he already knew.

He needed to hear her say it.

“I’m sorry, but I’m going to step away for a while. I need space, and I need to get my head on straight. I really like you so friggin’ much, but we’ve talked about this. I can’t call something love until I know for sure it’s love. I loved her, would have fucking married her ass if they ever quit being pricks in the government and get rid of the gay marriage ban, and she’s basically shredded me. I don’t know if you want to have anything to do with her now, but I wouldn’t blame you if you didn’t want to have anything to do with me, either. I hope you can understand.”

He closed his eyes as he rubbed his forehead. “I do. I’m really sorry.”

Now her tears started. “Me, too. You’re a great guy. I’m so sorry it had to end like this. She told me she was going to call you and tell you this morning, but I guess I should have known better than to trust a damn thing she says now.”

Tilly’s face swept through his mind.

She was going to be reeeeally pissed off when she heard about this.

He wouldn’t go running to her to squeal, though. He was a big boy. He could deal.

Except it was like Kim could read his mind. “Tilly is going to want to kill her. You might need to help Cris and Landry hold her back. That is, if Kylee’s stupid enough to go to Venture any time soon. Which, who knows, she’s so fucking stupid to throw eight years away between me and her, god only knows what the fuck else she’s done behind my goddamned back. Jeez, I feel like a moron.”

“You didn’t know.”

“I should have. There were probably clues and red flags all over the place I didn’t see and should have. And worse, you ended up collateral damage.”

Again, but he didn’t say it.

This wasn’t Kim’s fault.

It definitely wasn’t Tilly’s fault.

It was Kylee’s fault, and if anything his own fault for stupidly thinking he could find someone who’d ever measure up in his eyes.

Measure up to Her.

“Well, you have my number,” he finally said, knowing she wouldn’t call. “If there’s anything I can do for you…” He didn’t know how to end that statement, so he didn’t.

She sniffled. “You’re a great guy. You really are. If you need a reference for future play partners, I’ll be happy to vouch for you. But I just…I need to withdraw and figure shit out. Apparently, I’m an idiot. If I wasn’t, she wouldn’t have been able to carry on behind my back, and I need to deal with that. I need to deal with a lot right now.”

“I understand.”

“I’m really sorry.”

“Me, too.”

He ended the call and leaned back in his chair, eyes closed.

Tilly.

His mind always drifted to her. Sure, Kim and Kylee had been fun. Absolutely.

But…

There had always been something missing.

Someone.

Submitting to Tilly had always felt like the most natural thing in the world. With Kim and Kylee, okay, yeah, it was fun, absolutely, but…it was different than with Tilly. It wasn’t “submission” with them. It was just playing around.

A role he could easily step into and out of, but not in the same way he had with Tilly.

With Kim and Kylee, it had felt more like an ill-fitting costume than a finely tailored suit. They could scratch his itch and divert his time, but they couldn’t really fill that empty space within him shaped perfectly like Tilly.

I guess I’ll be hanging around Venture again.

At least he could play with the triad. He wasn’t looking forward to hitting the dating world again, though.

Then again, maybe I shouldn’t.

A headache threatened. After checking his calendar, he told his staff he was working on a migraine and headed home.

There, with the door securely locked behind him, he stripped, donned the leather collar Tilly had given him, and started to clean the place from top to bottom. It wasn’t exactly dirty, but he did all those annoying and extra chores he usually didn’t have time for. Dusting the very tops of shelves, cleaning ceiling fans and light fixtures, wiping down baseboards.

All the little things, in addition to the big ones, that he’d done as Tilly’s submissive.

He straightened his closet, his dresser drawers, sorting and refolding his clothes.

He sorted through his pantry and neatly lined everything up.

He rearranged his silverware drawer.

He cried.

Finally, standing in the shower a little after midnight, with the water beating down on him, he stared at the water circling the drain and let his mind drift. Exhaustion had set in hours earlier, but he’d wanted to push himself past that so, hopefully, when he hit the bed he would be able to collapse.

Kylee still hadn’t called, hadn’t responded to his texts. By now, Kim would be moved out.

Fortunately, he hadn’t left anything over at their place other than a toothbrush and deodorant. Nothing he cared about.

And they didn’t have a key to his place, either, had left nothing of theirs behind.

Thankfully.

Lying in bed, he stared up at the darkened ceiling and tried to see what he had missed. Surely there had been clues he’d overlooked.

Right?

Maybe not. If Kim had been with her for eight years, how was he supposed to see something after a few months?

Or maybe I was kidding myself.

For years, he’d felt like he stood at the edge of some invisible border, looking in at other people who were happy, never feeling like he’d honestly be happy. Louise was happiness. Tilly was happiness.

Maybe he was never meant to be happy.

 

* * * *

 

Two weeks later, on Saturday night and despite knowing he probably shouldn’t, he drove himself to Venture and in the parking lot he buckled Tilly’s collar around his neck before he headed inside. After paying his entry fee and getting a wrist band, he entered the dungeon area. Just after eight, not many people were there yet.

Tony was lead DM that night and walked over to say hi.

His playful smile belied his words. “The girls let you out alone tonight?”

He tried to smile back, but it felt too tight, not real. “There was a…complication.” He didn’t know the full story and suspected he never would.

He’d tried to call Kylee that morning, just to get some closure, and found she’d blocked his number.

When he’d called Kim, he found out Kylee had blocked hers, too. But he respected Kim’s need to be alone and wished her well.

He suspected he would never call her number again, and that she likely wouldn’t call his.

Tony’s smile faded. “Uh-oh. Complication?”

“Yeah.” He hadn’t meant to tell the story. Had sworn to himself he wouldn’t.

But he needed to vent.

He needed his friends.

He really needed Tilly, but he didn’t want to burden her with this.

Refused to burden her with this.

He also didn’t want her doing something that would require him offering to go halves on her bail with Landry and Cris.

Bob tipped his head toward the new side and they headed over there to talk away from the few people already in the dungeon. When Bob finished the quick telling—because, honestly, there wasn’t a lot to tell—he followed it with a plea.

“Please don’t tell Tilly.”

From the grim look on Tony’s face, Bob could tell that was exactly what he wanted to do. “Why not? She’ll want to know.”

“I…it’s over, I’ll never know the full story, and I really don’t want Tilly going to jail. Kylee’s not worth it.”

That finally got a laugh out of Tony. “On that point, I will concur.” He opened his arms to him for a hug, and Bob gratefully stepped in for one. “I’m really sorry, man. I thought you’d hit the lottery.”

“Me, too.” He finally stepped back. “I just thought I’d come hang out and not…feel as lonely tonight.”

“I can understand that. If you need anything, or want to talk some more, let me know.”

“Thanks.”

Bob headed back to the social area, grabbed himself a bottle of water from the fridge, and settled in at a table.

Maybe this was a mistake.

He knew damn well Tony wouldn’t tell Tilly…but he’d tell someone. Bob hadn’t sworn him to secrecy, and Doms were great at finding loopholes. Almost as good as subs.

And whoever Tony did tell, the man would make sure they were someone who would immediately go running to Tilly.

As much as his soul ached right now, Bob still couldn’t throw himself at her feet like a pitiful shipwreck and beg her to toss him a bone. She was a busy woman with a life, a hectic job that frequently took her out of town, two husbands who loved her, and on top of all of that, a new baby they’d just adopted.

He was just…Bob.

Gilo and Abbey walked in, and she was obviously in Top mode tonight.

She also noticed Bob was there alone. And after Bob spotted Tony whispering in her ear when she hugged him hello, her quick glance in Bob’s direction, accompanied by her murderous expression as Tony talked, told Bob all he needed to know.

After she and Gilo got their stuff settled, they not-so-nonchalantly ambled on over to him and settled in at his table.

“Here alone, huh?” she asked, homicidal rage now replaced by a kind smile.

He could play the game. “Yeah. Long story. Free agent again.”

She looked at Gilo, who nodded. Then back to him. “I’ve got a couple of aggravating work days’ worth of mean to vent tonight. The big baby here kind of wrenched his back and isn’t up for more than a little slap and tickle. I can’t give you a happy finish, but I’d be happy to play with you, if you’d like.”

Bob considered it. He’d played with her a couple of times in the past, before she and Gilo got together, and before Tilly had started playing with him again. Another Tilly-approved play partner.

And he’d watched Gilo carry their damn toybags through the door. Neither one of them were light packers when it came to implements.

If Gilo had a bad back, Bob was Harry Houdini.

He also wasn’t going to turn down a chance to shove conscious thought from his brain. “Only if you promise to give me a Gilo-worthy beating,” he tried to joke.

Gilo let out a low whistle. “Damn, boy. You are brave.”

“Hell, you can help take a whack at me, too, if you want,” he said. “I trust you.”

“I might just take you up on that. I’ve watched you play with Landry. About that level?”

Bob smiled. “If you think you can.”

“Heh. Aww, looky here, honey, he thinks he’s a SAM. Isn’t that adorable?”

She smiled. “Hey, I’m not going down that rabbit hole. Landry’s fucking mean as a Top.” She nudged Gilo with her elbow. “I don’t see you volunteering to let Landry smack you around.”

That backfired on him. “Eh, point taken.” He smiled at Bob. “One Bruised Butt special, then, my friend?”

He appreciated them trying to make him laugh, but all he wanted to do was get beat and have an emotional breakdown to vent some of the mental garbage backing up in his brain. “Absolutely. Fair warning, I might cry.”

“Don’t worry.” Gilo’s expression softened, sincere, his voice dropping. “We won’t tell.”

Although Bob knew what Gilo really meant was telling anyone if he cried.

He felt absolutely certain they’d tell Tilly.

 

* * * *

 

Late Monday afternoon, Bob sat at his desk, occasionally squirming in his chair and with his office door closed. Abbey and Gilo had delivered on the Bruised Butt special, of that there was no doubt. That morning, he’d borne purple and blue marks all up and down his ass and thighs.

And the cathartic cry he’d finally been able to let loose had helped a lot.

It was just before five. He was almost ready to quit for the day and go home when his office door opened. He was going to look up from his computer and scold whoever it was for not knocking first when he realized who it was.

Tilly slipped inside and quietly shut the door behind her, pressing the button on the knob to lock it.

Stunned into silence, all Bob could do when she snapped her fingers and pointed at the floor in front of his desk was get up, round the desk…

…and drop to his hands and knees, full formal bow.

She knelt in front of him—no, sat on the floor, he realized—and gently raked her nails through his hair.

She also didn’t speak for the longest time, slowly stroking his hair as if deep in thought.

“What am I going to do with you, sweetie?” she whispered.

He edged forward as the sobs hit, her drawing him into her lap as his arms slipped around her waist and he softly cried.

She rocked him, stroking his back, for he didn’t know how long. The sound of people leaving and the front door locking meant he was alone with her in the building now. It wasn’t unusual for them to leave and not say good-bye if he was with a client.

As far as they knew, Tilly was a client. They’d seen her, and Landry and Cris, there before in the past. Knew they were friends of his.

Finally, she stretched and snagged the box of tissues off the front corner of his desk and pressed a couple into his hands.

“Why didn’t you call me, sweetie? I shouldn’t have to find this out from Abbey two friggin’ weeks after the fact.”

Called that right. “I didn’t want you to go to jail, Ma’am.”

A hoarse laugh barked free, but she pulled him in for a hug. “Please make me a promise, okay?”

“Yes, Ma’am?”

She cupped his face in her hands. “In the future, you call me first. Okay? If Ding-Dong and Master Fussypants together can’t keep me out of jail, we’re seriously fucked anyway.”

He managed a smile for her. “I’m sorry, Ma’am.”

Another hug. “What are you doing tonight?”

“The usual. Home. Chores.”

“So you’re free?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Okay. Can you leave now?”

“I need to shut down my computer and set the building alarm.”

She stood, holding her hands out to him to help him up. “Then let’s go.”

“Where are we going?”

Her hand shot out as she reached up and snagged his ear, pulling him down to her level. “What was that?” Just a hint of edge to her tone.

“Where are we going, Ma’am?”

“Back to your place. I brought my toybag. I heard there’s a boy in desperate need of attention of the right kind. I know you got a beating, but there’s other play we can do that I’m sure you need.”

He choked back the grateful sob trying to break free. “Yes, Ma’am. Thank you.”

“You don’t have to thank me, but you’re very welcome.”

“I’m sorry.”

“For what?”

“I know you tried to help me out by introducing me to them.”

“For starters, from what I’ve found out, you are not at fault here, and I’ll snatch that little fucking bitch bald if I ever see her again. She gave me grief when Cris returned, and she pulls this shit not just to you, but to Kim as well? Fuck that noise. I told her that, too.”

“She didn’t block your number?”

“Fuck yeah, she did, after I talked to her. I found the shit she’s been seeing, gave him a piece of my mind, and hopefully fucked up that arrangement for her, too, when I finished with him. He didn’t realize she’d had not just Kim, but you as well. She told him Kim was just a friend and her roommate. I went to his work and laid into him in front of everyone.”

“You…what?”

She grinned. “You can fuck me over, but you fuck with my friends and you invite a level of Hell on top of you that you never dreamed of. If someone is stupid enough to fuck over someone I consider mine?” She let out a low whistle. “Remember, I have a rich, sadistic hubby who will pretty much give me anything I want and who is more than eager to giggle over someone else’s misfortune when it’s self-inflicted. Took me all of twenty minutes and a PI on retainer to get what I needed.”

He couldn’t help it. He pulled her in for a long, strong hug. “Thank you, Ma’am.”

She returned the hug, patting him on the back. “Guess you’re stuck with us. Next bitch I let take a whack at you in a relationship will first have to survive a security-clearance-worthy background check by the time I’m finished with them before I let them get anywhere near you just for dinner.”

She cupped his face in her hands. “You can make me dinner and I’ll give you some bottom time and we’ll talk, okay?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“And before you ask, yes, Landry and Cris know I’m here. Cris is out of town, but Landry practically shoved me out the door. He’d be here with me, if it wasn’t for the baby. He’s worried about you, too.”

“He is?”

“Uh, yeah. Master Fussypants might be a sadist, but he’s also a very conscientious guy when it comes to all of this stuff. He feels badly you got caught in the middle. Again.”

She gave him a smile. “Needless to say, he wants me to work play time for you into our schedule, his and mine, even if we need to do it at the house. So we’ll be discussing that tonight, too. As long as you’re okay with playing with just him, or him and Cris, if I can’t be there?”

He nodded. “Yes, Ma’am.” He was. Cris had never deliberately fucked him over, and had been more than generous by not objecting to Tilly and Landry playing with him.

“And we’ll have you come over for vanilla time. KC needs more willing minions. She’s already got her two dads wrapped around her chubby little hands. She’s going to need Uncle Bob around to spoil her, too.”


Chapter Fourteen

 

Now…

 

Bob knelt on a yoga mat on the floor of the pool house late Friday evening and patiently waited. Even if he had to kneel there all night, he would.

He was their good boy.

He would follow orders.

As soon as Bob had walked through the front door that night, Landry had been waiting, whispering an order into Bob’s ear to put his things in his room, bid KC good-night where Tilly was in her room reading a bedtime story to her, then to go to the pool house, strip, grab a quick shower, don collar and cuffs, and await them.

And now…he waited.

The time he had spent collared to Landry had been…amazing. He didn’t know what the plan was for tonight, but whatever it was, he knew he’d be smiling on the other end of it, as he always did. He was slated to spend the whole weekend there at the house, vanilla and kinky time. Tomorrow, they were all supposed to go to a children’s art festival down in Venice.

As a family.

Even if tonight was the only kinky thing they did all weekend, he was happy.

He was having fun being “Uncle Bob” to KC, and chilling out with the triad and their other mutual friends.

His adopted family.

He didn’t know how long he’d been waiting when he heard the pool house door open and sensed all three of them walk in. He opened his eyes, but didn’t turn his head, didn’t move.

Tilly’s bare feet stood in front of him.

“Put this on the counter, please,” she said to someone else. “Make sure I turned it all the way up so we can hear it in case she gets up.”

Cris’ bare feet came into view and then traveled away again, heading toward the kitchen area.

“Okay, KC’s asleep,” she said. “Apologies in advance if we have to interrupt this. Hence the baby monitor.”

Which explained what she’d had Cris take from her.

Bob nodded his head just a little but didn’t otherwise respond. He hadn’t been asked to speak.

Tilly knelt and he felt her fingers on his chin, gently tipping his face up so she could look him in the eyes.

“What am I going to do with you, sweetie?” she softly said. He knew from her tone that her comment was rhetorical, so again, he didn’t respond.

Her gaze seemed to be searching his for…something.

Then she released his chin and sat cross-legged in front of him.

“Please sit up. We want to talk. Get comfy.”

He changed position, mirroring her, sitting cross-legged on the yoga mat he’d been kneeling on.

She clasped her hands in her lap. “I still feel horrible about what happened—didn’t happen—between us years ago,” she gently said. “I feel even worse about what happened with you and Kim and Kylee. You’re family to us. But is this working for you, since we collared you? I mean, honestly, is it really working for you?”

He nodded. “Yes, Ma’am.”

She shook her head. “No, sweetie. Bob and Tilly right now.”

He nodded. “It’s working for me.”

“Even if we never change a thing from how we are, right now? Even if we never give you more than we currently are?”

He nodded. “I understand that.”

A soft, sad sigh escaped her, and he almost felt like he should be comforting her.

“Why?” she asked.

“Because no relationship I’ve ever been in makes me feel as happy and satisfied as serving you three. I understand you’re a closed triad. I’m okay with this. The three of you give me what I need, and not just kinky stuff. I have fun spending vanilla time with you guys and KC.”

Out of the corner of his eye, he realized Landry sat on the edge of the bed and Cris leaned against the wall, arms crossed over his chest, both silently watching.

He suspected whatever happened tonight, Cris and Landry would defer to Tilly.

After another long moment of silence he didn’t interrupt, she spoke again. “You’ve talked about retiring,” she said. “Selling your business. Maybe doing something else. You’re not even fifty yet. Are you sure that’s what you want to do?”

He nodded. “Yes. I’m tired of the business. My condo’s paid off. I have solid retirement accounts. I’ve done it for over twenty years. I’m sick of it, and I’ve had offers to buy me out.”

“If you could walk away from it—selling it—and walk into a new career you would enjoy doing, would you do it?”

She was getting to a point, he suspected, but he didn’t rush her. “In a second, but only if it wouldn’t interfere with the time I spend with all of you.”

Her lips pressed together in a thin line for a moment. “Do you have a passport?”

That was an odd segue. “Yes?”

“Current?”

“I believe so. We had a great quarter a couple of years ago, so I treated everyone to a cruise. Well, the office paid for it. I got one so I could go. Why?”

“Because you know how crazy my life and job are. I am in desperate need of a personal assistant who I can trust not just with me and my lifestyle, but with KC, and her privacy and well-being as well as mine and Landry’s and Cris’. There are times I can’t bring KC with me when I travel because I know I don’t have someone I can trust as much as Lan or Cris or you to take care of her on-site while I’m working. I could leave her with Leigh if she was there, but she’s not traveling now. Her butt’s home until she has that baby. Maybe even after. She’s seriously thinking about working out of the Venice office from now on and handing over all her current duties to me, and taking over what I do.”

She met his gaze head-on. “I trust you. Bonus, KC knows you and loves you. As far as she’s concerned, you are her uncle. She’s known you all her life. I’m talking you’d get full benefits, travel and living expenses paid, and a real, honest-to-goodness salary that’s yours to keep. There’s a few rules we would insist on.”

“Ma’am?” He couldn’t help it, it escaped him before he could stop it.

She couldn’t be saying what he thought she was saying…could she?

Tilly smiled. “You heard me. I’m offering you a job. Well, more than a job. Way more. You’d actually have job security. That would be part of the deal. You’d need to move in here with us full-time. Don’t sell your condo yet, maybe rent it out or something. We’ll also draw up an employment contract. Try this for a year. See how we all like it.”

She glanced over at Landry, who nodded. Then to Cris, who also nodded. He realized Cris wore his leather collar, even though he was dressed. He hadn’t been wearing it when Bob left the house to come out to the pool house earlier.

Tilly’s focus shifted back to him. “If at a year we’re all still happy with this…we’ll discuss…other options.”

He wasn’t sure if his heart was going to race or seize. “Other options?”

She reached over, covered his hands with hers, and gently squeezed. “Permanent options. Landry and Cris are both crazy about you. I am, too, obviously. We love you. After a year, we’ll sit down and discuss…maybe you marrying Cris. Or not even that, if you don’t want to. We can add you to the trust we have for Cris, so it’s equitable.”

Okay, heart failure was looking like a viable option right now…

She didn’t speak, waiting for his reaction.

“I don’t want you to think I’m after your assets, Tilly. I have my own money.”

“We know, sweetie. But…” She squeezed his hands again. “I’m at the point where when I think about you even going out to dinner with someone else as more than a friend, I want to test how good I’d look in prison orange. But while we’re trying to shake all this out and see what happens over the next twelve months, another condition would be that you don’t get to date. Yes, I know you haven’t been dating. And, obviously, no sex with anyone outside the three of us. I don’t want to rush into this and bork our friendship in the process, especially since you’ll also be working with me.”

For a moment, her gaze dropped to her hands. “We’d also permanently collar you to all three of us as our slave at the end of that year. And you’d wear our wedding ring.”

Cris now wore a playful smile. “One of us, one of us.”

Bob nodded. “Yes, please.”

An amused smile curved her lips, one he recognized as her trying to remain patient. “Still not done yet. There are going to be certain…restrictions,” she said. “Sexually. So don’t answer so quickly.”

“I don’t care. I turn all of that over to all of you. When we started this, I gave you full permissions for whatever you want to do with me sexually. All three of you. I meant it then and I still mean it—I want it.”

“No more masturbating allowed.” Landry wore an evil smile. “You’re going to learn a lot about chastity and milking. More than you already know. I like to train my pets well, as you have seen first-hand.”

If it was a fraction as much fun as he’d already been through, he’d take it and more. “Yes, Sir.”

“Master,” Landry corrected. “From this point forward, you will address me as Master. Cris is always Sir, and Tilly is always Mistress. Unless, obviously, you’re in a vanilla situation where you cannot address us as such. Then she is always, at the bare minimum, Ma’am. You can revert to Sir for me when around KC, or use my and Cris’ first names, but Tilly is always Ma’am to you by default, unless she explicitly gives you permission to be informal with her. That is my rule, not hers, and it is not negotiable.”

“Yes, Master.” It felt better than right finally being able to call him that.

It felt perfect.

Landry drew in a low hiss. “My cock is aching, pets. Best get this over with soon. You know I become growly when left unrelieved too long.”

Landry’s intense green gaze bored into him. Bob suspected Landry wanted to bury his cock in his ass.

Bob realized, straight or not, he was fine with that. Not just fine with it, but hoping it would happen tonight.

Tilly spoke again. “Cardinal’s Rule—until the twelve months are up, I’m taking intercourse off the table. Giving and receiving, anally, and in my case, vaginally. With real cocks. Toys are okay. Although you might get tired of these two goofballs going after you with strap-ons that don’t get soft.”

Landry’s eyebrows shot skyward in a Who, me? innocent look.

“Everything else,” Tilly added, “is allowed, if you agree to it.”

Bob swallowed hard and looked at Landry, who now wore his wicked Dom grin. “That’s right, boy,” he said. “Cris and I are both looking forward to fucking your mouth as soon as we finish this little chat.”

“True story,” Cris added with a smile.

Bob tried to fight how hard his cock had grown…and finally gave up that battle.

There had been plenty of times he’d watched Landry use Cris like that and wished it was him in Cris’ place. Because he’d wanted to be used, to be taken.

Owned.

And on the other end, praised.

Loved.

Cherished.

“Yes,” Bob said. “I want this. I agree to all your terms.”

Tilly continued. “One year. If at that time all four of us are still on board with this, then we’ll drop that one restriction and it can be our celebration.” She softly sighed. “They have my permission to do anything else with you sexually.”

“What about you, Ma’am?”

She still held his hands, and gave him another gentle squeeze. “I’m going to ask you not to pressure me—not that I think you are now, because you’re not. You’re our very good boy. You’ve always been my very good boy. But you know my history, and you know where I was when these two lunkheads turned everything upside-down in my life. I want to be…cautious. I enjoy doing orgasm play with you as your Top. That won’t change. Whether I add more in the immediate future…I don’t know yet. I’m going to play it by ear and ask for your patience.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And she has our full permission,” Landry added. “Cris and I have given her complete control in this matter. She sets and defines our boundaries. If at any time she extends them or restricts them, she has full discretion in that matter, including if she decides to lift the ban on intercourse sooner. That is at her will, not ours. Understand?”

“Yes, Master.”

“You need to sign a new NDA,” she said. “I hate to sound like a bitch, but that’s for your protection as well as ours. I don’t want you to ever worry we’re going to leverage any of this against you. Trust flows both ways.”

“And you can always revoke sexual privileges before that year is up,” Cris added. “Not interested in forcing you. Or if on a night you’re not feeling it, you can safeword for sex.”

“Hmph,” Landry said, obviously not his idea.

Cris smirked. “We have to discuss what would happen after that anniversary, though. If we do fully collar you. At that point, you are agreeing that you give full control of that over to Landry.”

“I don’t want safeword rights for sex,” Bob softly said. “If I didn’t trust you three, I wouldn’t be here. That’s kind of the point. I want you to have control over me. My only physical hard limits are you don’t harm me, permanently damage me, or let other people use me.”

“Piercings?” Landry said with an evil smile. “Because I have been simply dying to see what you would look like with your nipples pierced, boy.”

A delicious shudder washed through him. “Yes, Master,” he whispered. “Nipples or ears. Within reason. Please don’t pierce my cock, though. I don’t think I can handle that.”

“No worries. I am not interested in taking my newest toy out of action for that long.”

Bob swallowed hard. “Will you get me tattooed, too? Like Cris?”

Another thing he’d envied Cris for, that he was marked by his Master, a kanji character on his ass cheek.

Landry tipped his head as he studied Bob. “You would want that? You said nothing permanent.”

“Yes, Master. As long as it’s in the same place, and the same tattoo.”

Cris pushed off the wall and walked over to sit next to Tilly, on her right. He also reached out and Tilly slid her hands over to make room for Cris’ on Bob’s arm.

“Don’t say that lightly,” Cris said. “We don’t want to force you to be with us. We know you’re straight.”

“You’re not forcing me to do anything. I want to be here, or else I wouldn’t be here. And I don’t honestly know what I am anymore. Maybe I am bi, or pan, or whatever. Landry’s gay and loves Tilly. Why can’t I be straight and be with the two of you? Does it have to have a label?”

She reached up, cupping Bob’s cheek, her thumb tracing his lips. “Total honesty still applies. Are you in love with me?”

Bob forced himself not to look away. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Have you always been in love with me?”

“Yes, Mistress. But I really care about Landry and Cris, too. Maybe not as deeply yet, but…yeah. I love them, too. This feels like family. I don’t have any close family. And I love KC. Let’s be honest—I’m never going to have kids of my own. I don’t have nieces or nephews. I’m grateful you let me be a part of KC’s life. And Leigh and Lucas and Nick, too. Eva, and Nate and their kids. I love being able to take care of the kids for you guys.”

He nuzzled her hand. “Please,” he whispered as his voice choked. “I want this. I’ve never wanted anything more in my life. Nothing’s ever felt more right.”

Landry rose from the bed and joined them, sitting and flanking Tilly on her left side. He also reached in and held Bob’s hand.

“This is for life,” Landry said, his tone serious but kind. “Do not let yourself get caught up in the drama of this, eager to play, just to realize it is not what you want. We would not be offering this option to you if we did not feel ready to make a lifetime commitment to you.”

“I want this. I want the three of you. I’ve seen how you live. I know it’s sometimes vanilla, and sometimes kinky, and sometimes a mix. I want this. All of it. The boring and the fun and everything in between. I want the three of you. Well, four, but KC just as family, obviously.”

“As your Master, you will belong to me,” Landry said. “If he has not already, Cris can tell you what that is like, good and bad.”

“It’s not always happy fun-time,” Cris said. “But mostly it’s good. He won’t let you slide on anything. Plus, being at the bottom of the ladder, you’ll have all three of us keeping watch over you.”

That was exactly what he wanted. Bob somehow suppressed another shiver threatening to ripple throughout his body.

“You’ll be the omega slave to us,” Landry said. “Cris is, of course, my Alpha slave.”

Tilly cleared her throat.

Landry actually rolled his eyes. “Sometimes you’re my beta slave, my charming little barracuda, and sometimes I’m in fear for my very soul. There are no in-betweens with you.”

She grinned. “True story.”

That was something else he loved about them, that while they were serious, they also didn’t take themselves too seriously. Around KC, especially, they were a normal family. Sure, they still had subtle protocols and rules a child wouldn’t pick up on, but normal nonetheless.

Happy.

Like him and Landry being sat down by KC one night and letting her paint their finger- and toenails while the little girl held a very serious discussion with her father about wanting to open a nail salon of her own to make people pretty.

“You’ll need to wrap up your business affairs soon,” Landry said. “Tilly will be traveling to the UK and Europe next month, the first in a series of trips over the next year, and I wish for her to have KC with her for most of that time because before long we’ll be putting her in kindergarten. You’ll be accompanying her. Any assistance you need to handle selling your business, I’ll be happy to provide it, or hire an attorney at my expense to assist you. Of course, any monies you receive from the sale of your business, that’s your money, not ours. The same applies to your savings and retirements funds, as well as your salary you’ll be earning. You might be my property, but more importantly, you come into this as our partner.”

“Thank you, Master.”

“I do not mean for you to lose money in the process, but expedite it as quickly as feasible.”

“I’ll probably ask Ed for help. He already handles my personal legal matters.”

“Excellent.” Landry reached out with his other hand and cupped the back of Bob’s neck. “You do realize that once my sweetly vicious wife allows us to drop all sexual limits with you, you shall be spending much of the following twenty-four hours on your back.”

“Or knees, or on all fours, or riding cowgirl,” Cris added with a grin.

Bob’s cock throbbed. “Yes, Master.” Landry’s hand felt warm, firm.

And, as his thumb began stroking the back of Bob’s head, loving. “Such a good boy,” Landry said. “You always have been. Even after what happened upon our initial meeting, you never held it against us.”

“I wouldn’t say that, Master.”

Landry’s lips quirked in a smile. “I meant permanently.”

“No, Master. I’m over that. Have been for a long time.”

He stared into Bob’s eyes. “We need to hear you say it. If you want this, you must ask for it. Completely. Willingly.”

Bob took a deep breath and met Landry’s green gaze. “Master, I want to be owned by you, completely, for the rest of my life. I want to belong to you, to this house, to be a part of this family. I want to work for Tilly, and I want to help raise KC. I…” His voice cracked. “I love Tilly and I love you and Cris. I swear I will spend the rest of my life serving you and this family, if you’ll please have me.”

Tilly leaned forward and kissed him, long, sweet, and achingly good. “Done,” she whispered. “One year from today, we make it permanent.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

She sat back as Landry looked to Tilly. “May I, dear?”

She snorted. “Sure. Lay one on him. You’ve waited long enough.”

Landry leaned in, pulling Bob to him to meet halfway. He slanted his lips over Bob’s, kissing him hard, crushing, stealing his breath away.

The first time he’d ever been really kissed by a guy.

Not.

Bad.

Landry’s scorching kiss felt firm, insistent, demanding.

Tilly released Bob’s arm and leaned back on her hands to watch with her head cocked. “I should warn you, you’re the first new toy these two have had in…well, ever. Besides Landry getting to know me. Hope you ate your Wheaties this morning. You’re going to need allll the energy you can get.”

Landry’s tongue pressed for entrance, which Bob immediately granted. He’d meant it, he wanted there to be no barriers, no limits for him with them in this way.

He wanted them to own him.

Completely.

Cris slipped his free hand behind Bob’s head, lacing fingers with Landry and taking Bob from him for a kiss. Different, but equally hot and good.

“Remember how you wanted to pound my ass into the pavement when you first met me?” Cris playfully asked.

“Yes, Sir.”

“How ya feelin’ now?”

“Like I want you to pound my ass, Sir. Literally.”

Cris grinned. “Lucky for you, we have toys for that.”

“Dammit, I should have made a rule prohibiting bad puns,” Tilly snarked.

“No backsies, love,” Landry drawled. 


Chapter Fifteen

 

Bob didn’t know what to expect for sure, but as the two men stood and stripped, he suspected the only borderline left remaining after the evening ended would be the rule about intercourse.

And Tilly remained in full control of that.

She kept her clothes on and knelt behind him, pulling him against her body.

“Arms around me, sweetie,” she whispered in his ear.

He did, reaching behind her and clasping his hands together, tipping his head onto her shoulder.

Landry stepped in first, fisting his cock, slowly jacking it. “Last chance to ask for a reprieve, boy,” he said, the sadist’s tone deep in his darkest territory. “No penalties for it, either. But if you let me do this, I am fucking that mouth of yours.”

Bob opened his mouth wide.

The sadist smiled. “Excellent. I have wanted to do this for years.” He grabbed Bob by the head, Tilly tipping her head away so Landry’s hands could grip him.

Bob tried to keep his gaze focused on Landry’s eyes, the way he knew Landry wanted him to, but he couldn’t help but stare at the cock slowly coming at his mouth.

“Yes,” Landry whispered. “You know you want it, don’t you? Your cock’s throbbing already. Bet you’re salivating, aren’t you?”

He nodded, not wanting to close his mouth to answer.

As soon as the tip crossed his lips, Bob wrapped them around it and licked, sucked, loving the hiss of pleasure from Landry. A soft stream of French rumbled from him, non-stop and sounding delighted.

Tilly translated for Bob, whispering into his left ear. “My sweet, sweet pet. Such a hot, wet mouth you have. Prepare for me, boy, because I am going to finally claim you.”

Cris stood close by, slowly jacking his cock and watching with dark and hungry eyes.

Tilly’s arms tightened around him. “He is going to fuck your mouth, sweetie,” she warned. “Just relax your throat like you practiced with the toy and swallow like a good boy.”

Landry started slowly at first, letting Bob explore with his tongue for a moment, enough time for Bob to get plenty of spit worked around his shaft for lube. Then Landry picked up the pace, his fingers digging hard into the back of Bob’s skull and he started to deliver a punishing face fuck much like he’d seen Landry give to Cris plenty of times.

Landry’s green gaze burned a hole through any objections Bob might have had. Helpless and eager, he stared up into Landry’s eyes and took it, every bit of it, every hard stroke and deep thrust that went to the back of his throat, hot, steely flesh and salty pre-cum turning his world into a tiny ball of need and lust and perfection.

Master.

Tilly pinched Bob’s nipples, making his cock throb even more. “Such a good boy,” she whispered. “Look at you taking care of your Master. He’s been fantasizing about this for so long.”

Bob whimpered, close to exploding even without a hand on his cock or in his ass.

Cris edged in. “Hurry up, Lan. I want at him.”

Tilly chuckled. “Wait until you feel how Cris can give a blow job,” she whispered. “I know there are plans to spit-roast you tonight, too, with a strap-on, while they teach you how to worship Lan’s cock. They’ve been like a couple of kids with a new toy, making their plans. You’ll be a very busy boy the next couple of days and nights, at least.”

Her lips nibbled along the shell of his ear, and when she next spoke, he knew her whisper was so low only he could hear it.

“Just remember that you were my toy first, for far longer, and never forget who you really belong to, boy. Who you’ve always belonged to.”

Landry let out a long, low groan and with his cock buried deep in Bob’s throat, he shot his load. Bob’s orgasm hit even as Tilly’s words still echoed in Bob’s ear, as he tried to swallow Landry’s cum and breathe and stay upright, all at the same time.

The third only possible because Tilly held him.

Lan had barely released him and stepped away before Cris shoved his cock into Bob’s mouth and, without any fanfare, quickly fucked a second load of cum down Bob’s throat in less than two minutes.

Landry leaned in as Cris pulled out, deeply kissing Bob. “What did my evil little girl say to you to make you come without my permission, much less without a hand on your cock, hmm?”

“My secret, Lan,” she said, saving Bob from answering. “You said he’s my toy.”

His eyes crinkled in amusement. “So I did, pet. But he’s also community property, and I am his Master. Just because you get to hog him doesn’t mean we don’t get to play with him when we so desire. And I am very interested in how to replicate that response. I have not yet set any triggers in him the way I have with you and Cris. I was waiting to do that until we knew this would be permanent.”

She hugged Bob more tightly. “Mine,” she mumbled against the back of his shoulder. Bob almost expected her to start growling. She was adorable.

Landry laughed, long and hard. “Boy, I cannot bear to punish you for that if she is satisfied with your performance.”

Cris sat next to them, leaning in to kiss Bob. “Told you it’s not all bad.” He tousled Bob’s hair.

Landry’s hand shot out, caught Cris by the hair, and shoved him down toward the cum puddle. “Clean it up, slave. You had your equal moment, and if I cannot punish him, I can certainly take that out on you.”

“Shit,” he mumbled, laughing even as he leaned in to lick the splashes of cum off the yoga mat.

Tilly leaned back, pulling Bob with her. “The only one who hasn’t come is me,” she said, a little pout thrown into her tone.

“And whose fault is that, love?” Landry asked. “You have a perfectly wonderful new toy you can take advantage of. I for one would enjoy watching him service you. I’m sure Cris would, too.”

Cris, still licking, gave them a thumbs-up.

“You’re not allowed to pressure me either, Lan.”

He held up his hands in supplication. “Merely a suggestion, love.”

Teeth clamped down on the back of Bob’s neck, hard, startling him and hardening his cock again.

His eyes fell shut and he moaned. Sure, Tilly had nipped him a few times, even a bite or two here and there, but she’d never gotten feral with him the way Cris and Landry had.

She finally released her bite, licking at the spot and letting out a sigh. “I think after you two blow off steam with him that at least one of you two better save up some energy to get me off.”

She patted Bob’s arm to get him to unlock his hands where they were still clasped behind her. “I’m going to go check my e-mails because KC distracted me before dinner when I should have been working. Don’t fall asleep out here or it will take all three of you to calm me down in the morning.”

She untangled herself from Bob after one last kiss. Then she stood, kissing Landry and smacking Cris on the ass and earning a laugh from him.

She grabbed the baby monitor and headed out. She’d almost reached the door when Landry spoke.

“Love, what about the sleeping arrangements?”

“Huh?”

“Who sleeps where?”

“Uh, he’s sleeping in bed with us, right?”

All three looked at him.

Bob nodded. “Yes, please,” he managed, almost not trusting his voice.

She smiled. “Good boy. Have fun. I’ll be waiting for all three of you.” She shut the door behind her.

Landry hauled Bob to his feet and kissed him, hard, fingers digging into Bob’s ass as Cris got to his feet and stood behind him, pressed against him.

Surrounded by warm flesh, boundaries gone, it felt like a rebirth.

“I suppose since our boy got off already,” Landry said, “that he’ll be able to hold off a little longer the second time.”

“Probably,” Cris mumbled where he was kissing Bob’s neck.

“To the bed.”

Bob wasn’t sure if he walked or the other two men carried him. Next thing he knew, he was on his back and Landry was slipping a firm jelly cock ring around the base of Bob’s balls and cock, which was already trying to get hard again. The two men knelt on either side of him.

“Time to get a taste of my new pet,” Landry drawled. He leaned in and engulfed Bob’s cock, tip to base, with his mouth.

Searing wet heat, long seductive pulls—Bob gasped, shocked and amazed. Either it’d been that long since he’d had a blow job…or Landry was just that fucking good.

He had a feeling it was more the latter.

Cris leaned in, too, and as Landry pulled off, Cris’ mouth replaced his, back and forth between them and bringing him close to the edge but not getting him over. Both mouths working up and down the sides of his cock at the same time, two tongues exploring and teasing and tasting—it bordered on sensory overload.

Finally, Landry sat up with a smile. His cock had fully hardened again. Cris wasn’t far behind him.

“Get a smaller one, Cris,” Landry ordered. “I want to see you thoroughly plow his ass. Get another smaller one for me as well, slightly larger than the one you’ll use.”

As Cris went to dig the toys out of the dresser, Landry threaded his fingers through Bob’s hair and slanted his lips over Bob’s for a crushing, possessive kiss.

“By the time you collapse tonight, you shall feel you’ve been truly reamed out,” he promised. Then he sat against the headboard and crooked a finger at him. “Time to see how well the lessons have taken so far.”

Bob needed no further instruction. Being on the bed, he knew he was allowed to prop himself on his arms in that position, the way he’d seen Cris do before. He eagerly swallowed Landry’s cock, loving the pleased groans rolling from the sadist.

“Heavenly.” He stroked Bob’s hair tenderly.

Lovingly.

“You have been paying attention, boy. Excellent. That means no cage for your cock tonight. That pleases me even more, because I’m sure I’ll be waking up to play with you in the wee hours of the morning.”

Bob sucked and licked, already familiar with the taste from Landry’s previous training sessions, but loving the fact that it was now warm, firm flesh reacting to his mouth and tongue, pulsing under his attention, enjoying first-hand everything he did to the other man.

He felt the mattress dip behind him as Cris returned.

“Get in there and rim him first,” Landry ordered. “Because this will be your only chance before the fun begins.”

Hands touched his ass, thumbs separating his cheeks. The feel of warm breath against his ass, and then—

Landry’s hands settled on Bob’s head as a long, loud moan rolled from Bob, unstoppable.

The sadist chuckled. “Yes, Cris is very talented. I’m sure you shall excel under his tutelage.”

Cris’ tongue traced up and down, to his taint, mouthing his balls and back up again to his rim, licking and circling and doing things to him literally no one had ever done before. His cock throbbed, painfully hard as Bob felt himself not just physically but mentally and emotionally impaled between the two men, never wanting to get free.

“Our sweet, dear boy,” Landry said. “So much we will show and teach you. Now to wait out our cautious girl.”

He gripped Bob’s hair, pressing down on his head, making him deep-throat him. “I personally sense we don’t need a year to know this is right. If it wasn’t meant to be, we wouldn’t be here in the first place. Right, slave?”

“Mmm-hmm,” Cris mumbled into Bob’s ass, sending more wonderful vibrations through his body.

Landry eased up the pressure so Bob could pay attention to the head of his cock. Landry used his hand to pull the foreskin back and Bob flicked his tongue along the slit, tasting pre-cum. No hesitation, nothing but need burning inside him.

Wanting to please them.

After a few more minutes, Landry moved things along. “You may fuck him, Cris.” Cris’ mouth disappeared as he turned to get ready. “Which one is mine? Ah, perfect.” With Landry’s hands on his head, Bob couldn’t move to look and see what strap-on cocks had been selected.

But a moment later, fingers probed his ass, lubing him and making him moan even louder than before.

“Yes, you’ve sort of been here before, haven’t you?” Landry teased. “I was working toward this end, you see. Pun intended. You need to hold your release this time or it’ll be twenty-five with a cane. Cris is going to perform a preview of the kind of fucking he’s been dying to give you. Lucky you, once Tilly lifts our restrictions, he’ll get to do it all over again with his real cock.”

The fingers disappeared, quickly replaced by the feel of a dildo pressing for entrance. Cris’ hands settled on Bob’s hips, fingers digging in, taking control.

“Reach under you and find his cock, boy. The faster you get him off, the faster he’ll finish pounding your ass.”

Bob shifted his weight to his left arm and reached under him with his right, finally finding Cris’ balls and cock, where the harness had them pressed down. Cris had also helpfully coated his cock with lube, anticipating Landry’s order. Cris thrust hard and deep with the strap-on, drawing a loud moan from Bob as the dildo stroked right across his prostate.

“Yeah, that’s what you needed,” Cris said, slowly withdrawing. “Just one last tiny step before we can completely own every piece of you. We’re mostly there. And we’re two very patient men.” He thrust again, hard and deep and making Bob gasp around Landry’s cock.

Pleasure threatened to overwhelm him and he had to struggle to remember he was supposed to be servicing Landry’s cock as well as trying to stroke Cris’.

“Speak for yourself, love,” Landry teased. “I am not patient at all, and you well know that. But in this case, yes, it’s Tilly’s speed we shall move at.” His hands trapped Bob in place, allowing him to bob his head up and down on the cock but not totally pull off it.

He finally managed to find a rhythm with his body to match Cris’ strokes, the right angle to hold the other man’s cock and slide his mouth on Landry’s.

They’d talked about this. They’d talked about all of this in what Bob had always assumed were hypotheticals, or nothing more than sexy scenarios designed to amplify the pleasure of a scene. He now realized the men had been sounding him out. He’d admitted he wouldn’t mind being used hard some of the time. The two of them—and Tilly—taking their pleasure from him as they wanted.

Being of service to them.

Every thrust Cris took was hard, fast, possessive. The cock filled him, smaller than many dildos he’d taken in his ass under Landry’s “training sessions,” but large enough he fully felt its presence. The perfect combination of girth and width to get his attention.

Might not have been Cris’ cock fucking Bob, but Bob felt the ownership there, on both ends. Flesh slapped against flesh, Bob’s balls bouncing against Cris’ body with every thrust.

“You have permission to come, Cris,” Landry said. “At your leisure.”

“I don’t know, Lan,” he said. “I’m enjoying breaking him in. I think I want to fuck him for a while since I don’t have to worry about going soft.”

“Don’t dally too long, or I will overrule you.”

“Not too long. Just enough to get him hungry for you.”

“Excellent.” Landry made Bob deep-throat him again. Bob forced himself to relax and try to breathe, knowing from experience with the toys Landry had trained him on that he wouldn’t choke him. He would get to breathe.

Eventually.

Once the sadist allowed it.

Sure enough, Landry let him back up after a long moment. “I’m not going to let you suck this load,” Landry said. “Not yet. I wish to remain hard for a while longer.”

He felt the way Cris’ cock started growing hotter, harder in his hand. A sure tell. Seconds later, Cris fell still as he came. Hot cum pumped into Bob’s hand and he was going to be a good boy and clean it up when Landry gently grabbed his wrist before he could bring his hand to his mouth.

“Not this time, boy,” Landry said. Cris had grabbed a towel and closed it around Bob’s hand, wiping him clean even as the fake cock remained deep in his ass.

“I didn’t use the edible lube, but A for eagerness. And I don’t know if there was any cross-contamination while you were feeling around down there. Tossing your salad after you’ve had a shower is a little different.”

Cris finally pulled out, leaving Bob feeling empty. Landry made him sit up, and then Cris handed Landry the other strap-on rig before he went to clean up in the bathroom.

It only took Landry a moment to get it on and secured and lubed. Then he lay back on the bed and pointed. “I want to watch you ride me.”

Bob straddled him, bracing his hands on Landry’s chest. His own cock bobbed in front of him, rigid, as he slowly worked the large dildo into his channel. It didn’t take long until his ass was pressed against Landry’s thighs.

“Excellent.” The sadist smiled up at him and reached up to tweak Bob’s nipples. “Ride me, boy. Do not come yet.”

Cris returned from the bathroom without the strap-on harness. He knelt on the bed behind Bob, his arms around him, capturing Bob’s mouth in a kiss.

Landry sucked in a sharp breath. “Oh, yesss, my pets. Fucking gorgeous.”

This dildo still wasn’t quite as big as Cris or Landry’s cocks, but Bob wasn’t sure this one might not force another orgasm out of him from the way it pressed against his sweet spot with every thrust.

“Get me off, Cris,” Landry ordered. “Hand is fine.”

One of Cris’ arms released Bob, and he knew from the way Landry’s back arched that Cris had fisted the sadist’s cock.

“Yeeessss,” Landry hissed. “Just like that.”

Landry’s hands settled on Bob’s waist and he urged him to ride harder, faster, fucking himself onto the dildo. He could only imagine how much hotter this would be when it was real flesh fucking him.

Owning him.

When Landry’s grip tightened, Bob knew he was close. Then the man’s eyes fell closed and a shudder wracked his body, a familiar groan vibrating through all of them before he let out a deep, satisfied breath.

“Very good,” Landry softly said. “Now suck our boy off.”

Cris changed positions and it was Bob’s turn to moan as Cris’ mouth engulfed him.

Now Landry watched, stroking Cris’ head. “Oh, perhaps you should take the cock ring off him first.”

Cris lifted his head to look. “Ah, good point.” He quickly freed him from that.

“Come quickly, boy,” Landry teased. “Don’t tarry. We still have a wench to ravish.”

Bob’s gaze locked with Landry’s and he didn’t even try to hold back. The blowjob Cris gave him felt different and better than any he’d had, given by a man who obviously knew what felt good. Fast, hard, insistent, Cris demanded with his mouth and tongue, and Bob completely submitted. It only took him a couple of minutes before he felt his balls tighten and he blew his load into Cris’ waiting mouth.

“Excellent,” Landry said. “I would say let’s snuggle for a moment and talk, but I want to clean up and retire to the bedroom before Tilly locks us out.”

They untangled limbs, and on shaky legs Bob made his way to the bathroom with Landry to clean up. Instead of getting dressed, they grabbed their clothes and wrapped beach towels around them for the walk back to the house.

It felt…strange in a good way to follow the men all the way down the hall to the door at the very end. Not just in the process of doing chores for them, or to get something for one of them—or to take them something—but as a full-on household member.

Tilly lay in bed, working on her tablet. She wore an oversized T-shirt that fell mid-thigh on her.

At their entrance, she looked up and smiled. “Better?”

“For now,” Landry said. “I call dibs on having Bob between you and I tonight. Cris can be on your other side.”

“Ah, I sense a midnight molestation in your future,” she teased.

“Means I get a full night’s sleep,” Cris said with a smile.

She handed her tablet off to Landry, who set it on the bedside table. She started to say something, but then Landry grabbed her by the hair, tipped her head back, and started murmuring to her in French.

Bob froze, hypnotized by the scene. She softly whined, squirming under him as he reached down with his other hand and lifted the shirt up to her neck. Cris helped get it all the way off, and Landry only changed hands in her hair so he didn’t have to release her to get the shirt off her and discard it onto the floor. She wasn’t wearing panties.

Cris slid between her legs, pushing her thighs wide apart as he lowered his mouth to her shaved mound. All through this, Landry talked to her, low and fast and in French.

A moment later, her eyes dropped closed and her back arched, her moan muffled by Landry kissing her, long and hard.

When she tried to reach down to push Cris away, Landry caught her wrists and pinned them over her head, still talking to her.

Another command barked in French, and she came again.

I really need to learn that language.

Cris had hooked his arms around her thighs despite her trying to squirm away from him. Apparently, the third time was the charm. Landry ordered her to climax once more, and she did. Only then did Cris stop, kissing the insides of her thighs before sitting up to kiss her.

Turning, Cris spotted him standing there and smiled. He climbed out of bed and grabbed him, kissing him hard and deep. Bob could taste her on him, knew that was deliberate, and wondered what, if any, tricky machinations Landry had running through his brain in an attempt to speed things along with Tilly.

Landry patted the bed between him and Tilly. “Here, boy.”

Bob climbed in, and Landry immediately hooked an arm around his waist, spooning Bob’s body tightly against his, his hand settling over Bob’s crotch.

Okay, then.

Tilly lay facing him, a sated smile on her face. She kissed him. “Welcome to the family, sweetie.”

Peace settled over him. “Thank you, Mistress.” 


Chapter Sixteen

 

“These are fricking adorable.” Bob turned to where Tilly was sitting and going through items in the spare bedroom in his condo. It was only four days since taking that step, and Tilly was eager to get him moved before he changed his mind or Landry and Cris humping him with a strap-on every time he bent over scared him off.

Actually…it was nice having the attention.

Feeling…wanted.

She held up a box with a Hallmark kitten ornament in it. “You realize KC is going to insist we have like three Christmas trees this year to hold all of them, right? And Landry will make it happen.”

“I’m looking forward to it. It’ll feel good having a big tree to decorate again.”

She frowned. “Didn’t you put these out?”

“Not usually. I’d put out the ones I’d bought that year on a small display tree with some battery-operated lights. I didn’t have the heart to do a full tree. I used to decorate the tree for Mom and Dad, then for Mom after we lost Dad. Once she died…” He shrugged.

She set the ornament back into the plastic storage tub and rose to walk over to him. Wrapping her arms around him, she pulled him in for a kiss. “You’ll never be alone again.” She smirked. “Hope the two goobers chasing you around haven’t made you rethink this agreement.”

He shifted position slightly, the butt plug wedged in his ass slightly uncomfortable but actually smaller than the one Landry had wanted him to wear.

Tilly had interceded on his behalf that morning and overruled the sadist. Her point being if he was too distracted by being horny, it would only slow down the process of him moving.

She’d then tossed him a wink, as if they were conspirators.

“No, Mistress. They haven’t. I love you.”

He knew when he got home he’d be getting reamed out by both men with strap-ons in the pool house while Tilly kept KC distracted helping her cook dinner.

His cock kept wanting to thicken at the thought. He couldn’t remember feeling this horny when he was in college.

She stared up into his face for a long, quiet moment. “I love you, too. I hope you understand I have a history with Cris. And with the damned sadist, of course.”

“I do.”

Another kiss, then she rested her head against his chest and he wrapped his arms around her. He would have been happy with their previous status quo for life.

They’d made it even sweeter.

He nuzzled his face into her hair. “Can I ask a question?”

She didn’t move. “Of course, sweetie.”

“If Cris and Landry hadn’t shown up, would you and I…” He couldn’t finish.

She looked up into his gaze again. “I’d have probably fucked you into a coma by now.” She smiled. “I’m sorry you got hurt by Kim and Kylee, but I’m not going to complain about this outcome.”

“Me, either, Mistress.”

“Tilly. I don’t give a shit what the sadist says. When it’s you and me alone, and Cris and Landry aren’t around, you can call me Tilly unless I specifically put you in slave mode. That’s our default. Okay?”

He nuzzled noses with her. “Thank you, Ma’am.”

She chuckled. “Hard habit to break, huh?”

“Yes, M—Tilly.”

She cupped his face in her hands. “You are my very good boy, sweetie. And look at it this way, for the foreseeable future, you get to spend more time with me than Landry and Cris do. We’re going to be ramping up production on three different movies. I’ll have to bounce between the UK and LA and you’re going to help keep me sane and reasonably non-homicidal. You are, no offense, going to be more valuable to me than those two men for a while. You might get sick of me. I’m a tough boss.”

“Give me your worst. I’ll take it.”

She grinned. “Having you around to help bark orders at crew will be a plus. Alpha Bob mode—engaged.”

“Whatever you need from me, it’s yours. Anything. Always and forever.”

Her gaze softened and she leaned in to kiss him again before releasing him. “Always and forever, sweetie. I swear.”

 

* * * *

 

It was only two weeks since he’d agreed to this new dynamic with them, but his condo was nearly empty and Ed was working on the final paperwork for the sale of his business to one of the guys who’d worked for him for years. He probably wasn’t making as much profit as he might if he shopped it around, but that wasn’t the point.

Bob wanted this done, handled, out of his mind.

He needed to focus totally on Tilly, on not disappointing her, on learning his new job and making sure he didn’t drop any balls.

Metaphorical or literal.

He’d spent every night since that night in their house.

In bed with them.

For now, all his stuff would go into their garage, what wouldn’t fit in his room or the spare bedroom. Landry had already called the contractor who’d built their house to discuss adding an addition so Bob could have his own private suite of rooms to escape to on occasion. Mostly so he’d have his own home office, as well as a place for his things that he couldn’t easily co-mingle with their belongings. But, usually, he’d be sleeping in bed with the trio, unless Tilly said otherwise.

In addition to the keys and alarm code he’d already had for the house, he now had keys and alarm codes to Tilly’s Venice and LA offices. He’d receive more upon arrival in London, for the office and flat there. He had a new work laptop, corporate e-mail address, a tablet, work phone, business cards—and was already starting to learn the ropes when he wasn’t working with Tilly to empty his condo.

Or having his balls drained dry by Landry and Cris.

He’d admitted to them he was trying to learn French, which had earned him five cane strokes from Landry for concealing the info—delivered while Cris was blowing Bob as a reward for being so thoughtful.

Definitely a mixed message, but Bob wouldn’t have the sadist any other way.

Landry also ordered him sets for Italian and European Spanish, since next they would be filming in areas where those languages were spoken.

Landry had informed him Japanese would also be in his future.

Ironically, KC was proving to be a helpful tutor in French. Already fluent in it because of her parents speaking it, there were days Landry playfully asked his daughter to play a game and to not speak any English to “Père,” as Landry had told her she could call Bob. Then, Bob would have to struggle to communicate with her.

She was definitely a sadist’s daughter, although Bob wasn’t sure if that was due more to Landry’s or Tilly’s influence.

Although the immersion technique was definitely helping him.

One of Bob’s duties would be managing Tilly’s schedule and calendar. Later that evening, he was going over things on his laptop when he noticed she’d made two new entries, one for the night he’d said yes, and one for a year from that date.

When he looked back, he could see she’d added a note on the day they’d first collared him.

It also had an anniversary marker.

He couldn’t help tearing up a little.

He’d been sitting at the breakfast bar when Cris walked up and slung an arm around his shoulders, kissing him on the cheek. “What’s up?”

Cris pressed his body against Bob’s side, and Bob knew exactly what was up, since he could feel the outline of Cris’ cock rubbing against his thigh through the man’s shorts. But that was as risqué as any of them would get with KC happily babbling a story to Landry out in the living room.

He kept nothing back from the trio. He tipped his head onto Cris’ shoulder and pointed at what he’d found. “She put that in there.”

Cris nuzzled his head. “Yeah,” he softly said. “She’s loved you for a long time.”

“Are you really okay with this?” Bob whispered. “You said you left him before because he wanted to be poly.”

“Do you love Tilly?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“And do you love me and Master Fussypants?” he whispered.

Bob tried not to snort. “Yes, Sir.”

“Okay, then.” They were still whispering. “If Lan had suddenly dropped you into our laps out of nowhere without us knowing you, no, that’d be different. Yeah, I was jealous of you at first in the very beginning, even though I knew I had no right to be. I mean, when Landry and I first came to Florida and I saw you and Tilly playing that night. I got over that really fast, because almost losing him to cancer a second time put things back into perspective. Under any other circumstances, no, this would not have happened.”

Cris swiveled the barstool around so he could stare into Bob’s eyes. “For life,” Cris said. “Just promise me one thing.”

“Anything, Sir.”

“When you’re with Tilly, you protect her with your life for me. And KC. When Lan and I can’t be there, we’re counting on you. In fact, I’m going to work with you on some basic self-defense stuff, and when you’re over in London, one of the stunt guys said he’d help train you. Eliza’s going to hook us up with the martial arts studio she goes to here.”

“Really?”

“Really. We need to talk about you getting a concealed carry permit, too, for when you’re here in Florida. The production company is really taking off, and I would rather be proactive than playing catch-up.”

He brushed his hand through Bob’s hair. “I hate not being with her to take care of her. Of them. But Lan’s right that if we sell our company right now, we’ll possibly be losing out on maybe as much as a billion dollars in profit if we don’t hold out even another year or two. I know we’re well off, but I can’t ignore that kind of money. It means we’re set for life, even if we all decide to retire the next day, and we can still afford to send KC to whatever college she wants to attend.”

“What happens then? When you retire?”

He smiled. “You get your ass chased by two horny Doms when we’re all together.” He leaned in and kissed Bob, on the lips. “You do realize I’ve only slept with two people before you, right? Lan, and Tilly.”

“Really?” That was news to him. He’d had more sexual partners than Cris?

“Really. I fooled around a little before I met Lan, but I never slept with someone before him.”

Cris stepped back as the sound of voices approached and he surreptitiously adjusted the front of his shorts. Landry rounded the corner, holding KC.

“Gentlemen, our princess is in search of ice cream,” Landry said.

“Gelato, Poppa,” KC corrected.

“Ah, yes, pardon. Gelato.”

Bob smiled and immediately moved to get up, but Cris stayed him with a hand on his shoulder, gently squeezing.

He dropped Bob a wink. “You’re working. I got this.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” KC said.

Cris bussed her cheek on his way past. “You’re welcome, sweetheart.”

“Where’s Mommy?”

“She’s still on the phone with Uncle Lucas. He’s in California today.”

“Oh.” KC’s gaze fell on Bob. “Père, would you like to have gelato with us?”

Bob was still trying to get used to that, instead of her calling him Uncle Bob like she had before. Landry had decided on the term because it was French, and meant father, but it would fly under the radar around vanillas. When alone with her and Tilly overseas, people would assume Bob was her father, which would also suit their purposes.

“Père?” Cris asked as he opened the freezer.

Bob smiled, nodding. “Yes, please. Thank you.”

She motioned for Landry to let her down. When he did, she ran over to Bob. He scooped her up into his arms, sitting her on his lap.

She pointed at the calendar. “Mommy’s got a lot of stuff to do.”

“Yes, sweetheart, she sure does.”

“I’m glad you’re going to London with us. Mommy gets really busy. I want to go to Cardiff and see the TARDIS and stuff but she doesn’t have time to do things like that.”

Before Bob could process that, Landry laughed. “My precious little Whovian,” he said. “That would be my doing. I might have let her watch some Torchwood, too.”

“I want to meet Captain Jack,” she said.

Bob wasn’t very familiar with those shows, or why Cardiff was important to her.

Cris cleared his throat. “Lan, Tilly’s going to have words with you when she finds out. Torchwood’s a little old for her. Even Doctor Who’s pushing it.”

“Nonsense. It was on the BBC. It’s practically pabulum compared to most shows. I covered her eyes during the scary parts.”

Something else Bob had become privy to even more than before—on this side of the mirror, he got to see all the vanilla interactions between the triad—now a quad.

Landry sometimes got into trouble himself, and Tilly and Cris reined him in. Landry would, left unchecked, give KC any- and everything her heart desired, spoiling her rotten, sadist or not.

Bob was still trying to figure out how to ease himself into that dynamic, but the beauty of it was that he was welcomed into it in the first place.

They had flat-out told him they wanted him to take a parenting role with her.

Because as far as they were concerned, he was now one of her parents.

“Père will take you to Cardiff, sweetheart,” Landry said, meeting Bob’s gaze. “I’ll ask Uncle Lucas to call a friend and arrange a special studio tour for you.”

“Yay!” She looked up at Bob. “Thank you, Père!” She wrapped her arms around Bob’s neck, hugging him. She was small for her age, nearly four but already reading at a first-grade level.

It would likely take all four of them to raise her. Otherwise, she’d be running them ragged.

Tilly groaned as she walked down the hall from the office and joined them in the kitchen, climbing up onto the barstool next to him and leaning her head against his shoulder. “Kill. Me. Now.”

“Do you want gelato, Mommy?” KC asked.

“Sure. Why not?” She nuzzled her head against Bob’s shoulder. “I’ve earned it.”

“What’s wrong?” Bob asked.

“Stupid Foley artist showed up stoned for work today and—” She seemed to catch herself, remembering KC was sitting right there. “He’d taken some medications that had some…interesting side effects and they spent the better part of three hours trying to get him out of the Foley studio after he barricaded himself in.” She cleared her throat. “And he decided to improvise the, eh, facilities while he was in there.”

In other words, he’d shown up stoned out of his gourd, freaked out, and in the process took a dump in the room.

Cris snorted. “Oh, wow.”

“Yeah. Run a movie production company, Leigh said. It’ll be fun, Leigh said. Now Miss Preggo Pants gets to keep her expanding patookie here in Florida while I get to run all over the world.” She poked Bob in the arm. “You’re now me, and I’m now Leigh, by the way. Except you’re not allowed to go off on your own. I already laid down the law to the gang. They’re not allowed to filch you to run other projects once you’re up to speed. Your patookie belongs to me.”

It felt soooo damn good being able to kiss her temple, loving, simple gestures missing from his life for far too long.

He also didn’t miss the subtext behind her last sentence. “Can’t get rid of me that easily.”

“Thank god,” she muttered, inhaling deeply against his sleeve. He noticed she did that sometimes, to him or to the others, even to KC, as if trying to reassure herself they were there, real. As if the only borderline between that world and the nightmares of her youth were the grounding presence of her loved ones.

 

* * * *

 

Two nights later, while Landry and Cris took KC out to see a movie, Bob and Tilly had a “date night” at home alone where she’d curled up in his lap on the couch and opened her soul to him.

She’d told him about the dark stories in her past, now that they were “official.” He’d known there were hints of something, but he’d never asked before, never pressed.

He’d known she would tell him in her own time.

He never thought he’d be able to love her more, but after that tearful talk—where she wasn’t the only one shedding them sometimes—he now knew everything about her. Why losing Cris the first time, especially in the way that she had, had gutted her.

Why it had been so important to Landry to reunite Tilly and Cris.

Why she’d been able to forgive Cris and welcome him back into her life.

What her step-father had done to her.

“Can I ask you something?” he said once the worst of the storm had passed.

She nodded against his chest.

“Do Landry and Cris really love me, or did they do this for you?”

She tipped her head back, pulled him in for a kiss, and then smiled up at him. Puffy nose, red eyes, she was still beautiful.

“The sadist is a funny beast. He’s got his own personal ethos. Yes, there’s an aspect of he feels responsible. But he genuinely cares about you. Loves you. But the main reason you are here, right now, is because he knew how much I cared about you and he felt guilty that, once again, he’d created a separation by his actions.”

She reached up and palmed his cheek. “You are not a pity fuck. You are our partner. Family. And we love you.”

“That’s spooky.”

She shrugged, smiling. “It’s a Domme thing. You’ll get used to it after a few years.” She rested her head against his chest again. “Plus Landry felt the same way after he found out about me. And I had a few moments of wondering if I was that to Lan after I’d married him. So I’m short-circuiting that stinkin’ thinkin’ right now.”

He rubbed his chin against the top of her head. “I can’t believe I’m…here. It felt like for years I lived along the border looking in but would never have a chance to truly be happy. Don’t get me wrong, I meant every word I said before. But looking out from this side of it…”

She sighed. “Yeah.” She pulled his arms more tightly around her. “And you get a threefer deal on Owners.”

“I’m definitely not complaining.”

“There…is something else, though.”

“What?”

“Landry’s a lot more forward-thinking now than he was in his youth. I know he worries about me and Cris when…” She shrugged. “You know. I think he also sees you as his Seth, in a way.”

It felt like an emotional gut-punch, but not in a bad way, since Landry had basically said this to Axel that night.

Except Bob hadn’t realized this was something Landry wasn’t exaggerating. “Oh…wow,” he softly said. He hadn’t really known Kaden very well, had met him a couple of times but wasn’t close to him like Tilly and others had been.

His death had ripped out the hearts of most of the Suncoast Society’s inner circle and left an indelible scar behind.

“Yeah. Not that Cris or I would be as bad off as Leah, but with KC…shit happens. Bad things happen to good people. Look how we lost Basco to pneumonia, and he was young. Landry knows you’d help us get through it, keep the trains running around here, so to speak, while we try to…learn how to breathe again.”

Peace settled over him. Landry was not a man to make decisions lightly or in haste. If his own experiences with the man hadn’t made that clear, then how he’d handled their few weeks playing with Skye, working with her and Axel, convinced Bob of that.

If Landry considered him that vital to their lives, he knew the sadist had true feelings for him. “Thank you.”

“It’s not something I want to think about. I survived losing my mom, but barely and only through sheer pissedness. I wasn’t going to let the fucker who killed her break me in the process. I knew she wouldn’t want that. Losing Cris…that was close. I didn’t have anything to hang on to then, not really. Not something or someone who could keep me going for sure. Thank god for Loren and Ross, because they’re more stubborn than I am. They held on to me and wouldn’t let me go. Kaden and Tony and the others all helped where they could.

“But now, I have KC and Cris and you. I’m older, wiser, and know I can lean on my friends. It won’t be fun, and it won’t be easy, but I know we can make it through to the other side and I’m not too proud to admit having you there to help nudge us along will make it a fraction less…painful.

“I’m not saying,” she added, “that you won’t grieve him, too. But a burden shared, and all that crap, right? And we’ll need every bit of love and help we can have for KC when that time comes. Hopefully not until she’s much older and we’re all a lot greyer, and diaper play has become not an option but mandatory, because we can’t make it to the crapper on time.”

Finally, he chuckled. “You have a way with words, Mistress.”

She laid a finger over his lips. “Tilly. We’re alone. Or…something else.”

“Like what?”

She shrugged, smiling. “You have a little less than a year to come up with what you want, unless you come up with it sooner. Which I kind of hope you do. You’ll be getting quite a bit of alone time with me. Like I told you during our first attempt at this, I’m not Mistress Cardinal, that was just a job. Especially working together, I’m going to need decompression time. Sometimes, you’ll be the only one there for me to decompress with.”

“My choice?”

“Mostly, yeah. Although save the Mistress Sassysnark for more playful times.”

He nuzzled his nose against hers. “Cara mia.”

She shivered in his arms. “Mmm, Gomez, you beast. Très bien.”

She’d gently teased him when she’d discovered his DVDs for the TV show and movie versions of The Addams Family, because with hers, they now had a complete set of duplicates for both.

He grinned. “Tish, you spoke French!” He grabbed her arm and started kissing it from the hand up. “Say some more. Soup de jour! Pamplemousse! Bibliothèque! Gérard Depardieu!”

She roared with laughter, collapsing on him, both of them laughing as they sprawled across the couch, her on top.

After finally catching her breath, she laid on top of him, arms crossed and her chin resting on them as she stared down into his eyes. “I never could quite get Landry to grasp how funny those scenes were. We’d be in a sexy moment, and I’d say something in French, and without thinking, he’d switch to speaking French and be confused as to why I was saying random things in French. He didn’t grow up with the reruns like we did. Cris always humored me but I could tell it was more to make me happy than he really thought it was funny, you know?”

“You’ll have to teach me how to tango. I don’t know it.”

She snorted. “Someone will have to teach me how to tango first. I have two left feet. But don’t start juggling knives, please. Or smoking cigars.”

“I promise.”

They were fully dressed, too. He understood, especially now, why she wanted to take the physical part of their relationship slowly. Pick up where they’d left off, in some ways. She’d had a non-existent courtship with Landry, and she’d had two with Cris.

It wasn’t too much to ask. Not when Cris and Landry had fun going after him in bed.

Truth be told, Bob was enjoying the hell out of it, too.

He could easily settle for watching the men being able to make love to her while he held her, or while one of them made love to her and the other tackled him for some fun.

He got to share the air with her. Finally firmly fixed in her permanent orbit.

He would get her to himself for small, precious bits of time.

It was more than enough, and far more than he’d ever imagined possible. 


Chapter Seventeen

 

All the packing was completed, double-checked, and ready to go. With KC down for the night, the adults headed for bed. Tomorrow morning, Landry and Cris would drive them to Orlando for their afternoon flight to London.

Bob felt simultaneously terrified and excited. He desperately didn’t want to let them down.

Especially not Tilly.

In the five weeks since that night, Bob realized not only had he not really been living before, but that he felt like he had started life over from scratch in good ways. Was life perfect? No, but it was overall perfection. Sometimes, Landry got grouchy over work issues, and it now got taken out of Bob’s hide instead of Cris’.

Bob didn’t mind. Because on the other end of it, Landry always said those magic words to him—I love you.

And good boy.

In those moments, Cris would be especially affectionate with Bob, gently teasing him that he was glad there was a new whipping boy in the house for Landry to vent on.

The usual routine was for Bob to don collar and cuffs at bedtime. Landry sometimes had Cris wear only his collar, sometimes collar and cuffs, depending on the sadist’s mood.

They didn’t make love every night, but the number of times there hadn’t been fooling around by at least two of them could be counted on one hand with fingers to spare.

Tonight, Cris wasn’t to wear either. Landry told him to get a towel and lube and make it fast.

Tilly arched an eyebrow at him. “What are you planning?”

Landry answered by tackling her on the bed, a fist holding her by the hair and pinning her in place as he kissed her.

Bob’s cock hardened. None of the three of them tried to circumvent her rule about intercourse, because they were still having a lot of fun even with the rule in place. And two nights ago, while Landry and Cris had been teasing Tilly, each sucking on a nipple while finger-fucking her but not getting her off, she’d finally grabbed Bob’s head in her frustration and shoved his face into her pussy.

He’d been happy to oblige, her loud, satisfied moans music to his soul as he licked her clit and made her come.

One more step forward.

Landry lay back on the bed and pulled her on top of him, impaling her on his cock. Cris knelt behind her and started lubing her ass as Bob watched, wishing he was part of the tableau.

As one of the men or even in Tilly’s place, he wasn’t picky.

Then Landry smiled at him and crooked a finger for him to come closer. He snagged the D-ring on the front of Bob’s collar and drew him in for a deep kiss.

“Give me your cock, boy. I don’t want to leave you out.”

He climbed onto the bed and knelt next to Landry’s head, moaning when the man grabbed his cock and sucked him down to the root. Bob wasn’t sure if he had permission to come, though. With one hand braced on the headboard for balance, he did his best to hold back even while Tilly moaned from Cris sliding his cock up her ass.

Landry slid back up to the head, tongue circling, languidly exploring and tasting before he smiled up at Bob. “She’s not allowed to come until you do, boy.”

Bob’s moan as Landry swallowed his cock again was drowned out by Tilly’s moan of frustration.

Bob stared down into Landry’s green gaze, mesmerized. The outer edges of Landry’s eyes crinkled in a way Bob had already come to know meant the sadist had a plan.

Cris reached around Tilly and rolled her nipples between his fingers, making her whine. A steady stream of French rolled from her, needy, whining, pleading. From her tone, she sounded like she was already in subspace and begging for release.

Landry took his time, sliding his lips up and down the side of Bob’s cock.

That’s when Bob finally grokked the man’s plan. Just as Landry had driven Tilly nearly insane with need the other night, he was doing the same to her now.

The more Tilly whined and pleaded, the slower Landry went, and the more amused he appeared, until, finally, Tilly leaned in and started mouthing Bob’s cock herself.

Bob gasped in pleasure when Landry shifted his grip and moved his mouth, allowing her to swallow Bob’s cock to the root.

Landry blew Bob a kiss, followed by a wink.

Bob’s other hand came to rest on the back of her head as she went down on him, eager desperation in her every move. Landry started talking to her in French, his free hand cupping the back of her neck. With Landry’s tone stern and commanding, Bob could only assume he was ordering her to make Bob come.

And come he did. It felt like his balls might turn themselves inside out from the strength of the orgasm washing through him. A happy moan rolled through her as Cris started fucking her, his thrusts shaking all four of them.

“Good girl,” Landry whispered. “Hold him right there for me, love. If you get the boy hard again, take care of him like a good girl first before you come.”

She didn’t release his cock from her mouth, every whine she made rolling through him and threatening to harden him again.

He hadn’t felt this horny in…ever.

Sure, he supposed they’d eventually fuck themselves senseless, but this was…fun.

Sheer, happy, joyful fun.

Even the pain, even the scenes, even the sadist getting his jollies.

Because he was their good boy.

Landry released his grip on the base of Bob’s cock and his arm slid between his legs. Bob heard him snap, Cris paused his movements to do something, and then Bob felt Landry’s lube-covered finger probing his ass before easily sliding home.

Bob’s cock hardened like steel.

The sadist’s gaze narrowed, a smile playing the corners of his lips.

The man was fucking evil.

And damn, did Bob love him.

Every bit of him.

Tilly’s efforts started all over again, but Landry apparently wanted to use a little positive reinforcement on her. He said something to Cris, who paused his thrusts again to reach around her body, presumably to finger her clit.

The rolling moans from her mouth vibrated through Bob’s cock and balls just as Landry’s finger paused over Bob’s gland.

Landry arched an eyebrow at him, waiting.

“Please, Master,” he whispered, already knowing what the sadist wanted.

“Good boy.” His finger massaged Bob’s prostate, and Bob couldn’t have held back if he’d wanted to. Landry shoved Tilly’s head down onto Bob’s cock, making her deep-throat him as Landry barked an order for her to come.

Bob was barely able to stay upright between the force of his orgasm and the other two men suddenly fucking her, racing to catch up and finish.

Finally, a few moments later, they lay sprawled over each other, gasping for breath.

“You’re fucking evil, Lan,” Tilly mumbled from where her lips still touched Bob’s cock.

“Was that a complaint, love?”

“I didn’t say that.” She finally managed to sit up and kiss Bob. “Did I mention the sadist is a tricky damn fuck?”

“I kind of got that message.”

“Okay. Just checking.” She hesitated. “Sure you want to be stuck with us for life?”

He kissed her again, slowly. “Absofuckinglutely, Mistress.”

 

* * * *

 

Bob waited for Tilly and Cris to clear the bathroom before he headed in, following Landry. As the sadist washed his hands, he met Bob’s gaze in the mirror.

Electricity shot through him, the way it always did when Landry looked at him like that.

Out in the bedroom, he heard the TV go on and Tilly and Cris talking.

Landry dried his hands and stepped behind Bob, one arm sliding around Bob’s waist and the other fisting his hair. Landry jerked Bob’s head to the left and then bit down, hard, on the top of his right shoulder.

Bob’s knees threatened to give way. He had to grab the counter for support as Landry’s low, rumbling growl vibrated through Bob.

Landry kissed a scorching trail up Bob’s neck, to his ear, his gaze still piercing Bob’s in the mirror. Barely a whisper, Landry said, “You may have been Tilly’s toy first and longest, boy, but she is my wife, and I own her. That means I own you, too, by default. Never forget that.”

“Yes, Master.”

Bob felt his exhausted cock trying to wave that it wasn’t completely down for the count.

Landry bit his earlobe, then spoke again in that hushed tone. “Who do you belong to?”

“You, Master,” he whispered without hesitation.

“Very good, boy.” Landry sucked on Bob’s earlobe, easing the pain of the bite. “After tonight’s success, I’m hoping you are as brilliant as I believe you to be and can gently and subtly persuade her to drop her final rule well before the time is up.”

He nuzzled the side of Bob’s neck. “Cris and I are dying to bury our cocks inside that sweet ass of yours and completely claim you together. I shall reward my good boy quite generously if you can make that happen early. Do you understand me?”

He shivered, both understanding and wanting it now. “Yes, Master.”

Landry’s other hand dropped to cup Bob’s cock and balls. “You want to be my good boy, don’t you?”

“Yes, Master.”

Of course he did. The sadist had unlocked his brain and tossed all the keys. Landry could walk through his soul without hesitation. Bob had no desire to do anything except obey and please him.

Like he was made to kneel at the man’s feet.

He craved it.

“I’ll let you in on a little secret, just between us, pet. I decided the very first time I played with you at the club that night with Tilly that I had to have you, one way or another.” Teeth grazed his neck, down, up. By tomorrow morning, he’d have marks all along there. “That night, after we played, when Tilly introduced you to those two women? I wanted to grab you by the scruff then and drag you home with us.”

Bob’s throat went dry. “You did?” This was news.

“Mmm-hmm.” Another bite, hard and sucking, higher than the first. “I could see the look in her eyes for you. She wanted you all to herself. She only turned you over to those two because she wanted to be fair. And had Tilly fully reconciled with Cris sooner, I would have made quite the interesting argument that night as to why you should have gone home with us. My Tilly loves you. My Cris adores you. And I…” He chuckled.

“And you, Master?”

He rested his chin on Bob’s shoulder, smiling at him in the mirror. “I, my dear boy, wanted to be the lucky bastard who got to own you. You are not simply a toy to me. You are the perfection we did not realize was missing until we claimed you.”

Landry ground his hips against Bob’s ass even as he lightly squeezed Bob’s junk. “Because I truly appreciate who and what you are. Tilly thought I couldn’t hear her little statement that night in the pool house, those magic words that made you explode for her, but I did. And it only reinforced what I’d suspected ever since I saw you outside her house that night I took Cris to her for training.”

The sadist loved to play with words the way he did with implements in a scene. “Master?”

Still in that low whisper that Bob knew Tilly and Cris couldn’t hear over the TV in the bedroom, Landry’s words sliced through any remaining cobwebs that might have lingered in Bob’s heart and soul about deciding to give himself to the sadist.

“If I own you, and keep you happy, my Tilly will never want to leave us. I had not planned on you years ago, but had I known this for certain about you that very first night, I would have had you on your knees by the end of the evening and begging for my cock. I could have spared you years of loneliness and anguish. And for that, I truly regret not acting sooner to claim you.”

Bob wasn’t so sure it would have been that easy back then, but Landry squeezing his balls again erased those doubts.

Landry pressed his lips to Bob’s ear.

“Do you understand why I made the rule that you had to talk to us before having sex with someone else, if it had come to that?”

That…confused Bob. “Because we were fluid-bonded, Master?”

Landry chuckled. “Adorable. Simply adorable, but no. Because I wanted a fighting chance to claim you before I lost you to someone else. I had absolutely no intention of letting you actually sleep with another woman and slip through my fingers. Had you started dating someone else, I would have found a way to run them off, or accelerate my plan to claim you for myself.”

Bob’s heart raced. “Master?”

“You belong to me. You’re home, boy. Exactly where you belong, and with whom you belong. Cris and I can rest easy knowing you will protect Tilly the way we would, if we were there. And I cannot wait for the night I can finally slide my cock up your gorgeous ass while you fuck her brains out and I’m ordering both of you to come for me.”

His cock had finished hardening in Landry’s hand.

The sadist smiled, releasing him, one eyebrow arched skyward.

Bob turned to face him, speechless, and did the only thing he could think of—

He dropped to his knees and bowed, pressing his lips to the tops of Landry’s feet, nuzzling them.

The sadist chuckled as he reached down and tousled Bob’s hair. “That’s my very good boy. Isn’t this better? Knowing that life is now exactly as it should be?”

For the first time in his adult life, Bob truly felt completely at peace. “Yes, Master. I love you.”

The sadist sighed, happy. “I love you, too, boy. Always and forever.”

 

 

THE END
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