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Bob never dreamed he’d have a chance with Tilly once Landry entered her life. Now, he’s faced with the chance of forever with not only Tilly, but Cris and Landry, too. He’s never wanted anything more, and will do anything to convince them he means it.

Cris always knew Landry was sneaky, but this takes the cake. He enjoys watching the metaphorical chess game between Landry and Tilly. Meanwhile, he’s determined to forge his own bonds with Bob.

Tilly knows Landry is an ethical sadist, but still isn’t sure why he’s so okay with adding Bob to their family. She can play the game as well as the sneaky sadist can. As Landry works to convince her this new world order won’t destroy their carefully balanced dynamic, she knows they have to get things right or risk not only their hearts being broken, but their daughter’s, too. Is this really perfection? Or is heartache hiding just out of sight?
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Chapter One

 

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

 

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

And since Aunt Tilly won’t be at the kids party this time, Leigh promises there’s a good chance they won’t be converted into super-villains. At least, not this night…

 

—Tony

 

June 1…

 

Dear Friends,

 

Independence Day is approaching. (The pun just writes itself, sorry.)

Landry, Tilly, Cris, and Bob would like to invite you and your significant and non-significant others to their home for a kinky 4th of July party. (I know saying it’s kinky is obvious, but I wanted to be sure you understand it’s not a family event.)

 

IMPORTANT NOTE: Due to the privacy requirements of our hosts and other attendees, invitees are forbidden to mention this party, or any details about it or its attendees, to ANYONE without clearing it with Tony or Cris first. Failure to adhere to this requirement will get you banned from ALL future private parties. Also, there will be a “no cellphones out” policy at this private party. (Stop bitching, most of you go to Venture, that’s the rule there anyway.) Tony, Cris, Ross, and Cali are the designated photographers. If you have something you want a picture of, you must get one of them and hand them your phone/camera to take the picture for you. Otherwise, leave your cell phones in your bags/pockets, and do NOT take them out, even to check the time.

If you need your phone monitored, we will have a person designated to monitor it and get you if it rings or you get a text. They will also field any calls from Leigh for parents of children she’s watching. Sorry for the super-secrecy precautions, but if you’re on this list, you should already know why. Consider yourselves part of the “circle of trust.”

Now…for the deets!

Dress up (or undress) for an evening starting with a cookout and followed by whatever the hell you want to do as long as it’s consensual.

No rigging contest, but we’ll have a suspension frame available for those who wish to avail themselves of it.

The event takes place Sunday, July 3rd. (Note: that’s a SUNDAY, since Monday is the holiday.)

RSVP to Tony BEFORE Monday, June 27th. Directions and gate access code will be sent to those who RSVP on Tuesday, June 28th.

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

Arrive after 4:00 p.m.

Dinner will be at 5:00 p.m.

Stay and play until???

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

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

HOUSE RULES:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two

 

Bob sat on the large porch swing on the lanai and stared at the e-mail on his phone. He couldn’t help but smile as he read and reread the invite Tony had sent out only an hour earlier.

The beginning portion of it was what held his interest and made his heart swell with love and pride.

Landry, Tilly, Cris, and Bob would like to invite you and your significant and non-significant others to their home…

His own mental emphasis on that word.

Their.

Sometimes, Bob still had difficulty believing he wasn’t stuck in a dream, until one of the others walked through a room and he realized no, this was his life.

What a damned good one it was, too.

He was currently watching Cris and KC playing in the pool. Bob, Tilly, and KC had returned from his first trip to London yesterday.

Landry currently had Tilly…distracted in the bedroom.

Bob reached up and rubbed the top of his shoulder, where Cris had bit him that morning before allowing him out of bed.

Even in this way the three were different, in how they’d marked their ownership of him. Cris found ways small and quiet, and yet loud and clear in their meaning. Usually by picking a spot Cris had discovered made Bob react by shivering in good ways and simultaneously hardening his cock—when it wasn’t already exhausted—to bite and suck. The tops of his shoulders, the back of his neck.

Along his inner thighs.

Usually somewhere shorts or a shirt could easily hide the mark, because Cris liked to leave ones that would last for days and they didn’t want to have to explain them to KC if she saw them. Sometimes, that meant Bob wore a swim shirt when he went in the pool.

If Bob was home, Cris was…bitey.

Landry was bitey, too, but not in the same way. He didn’t bite to mark as strongly as Cris did, normally. Landry’s true ownership marks were the collars Bob willingly wore. Which one depended on the circumstances. Not only the collars, but also the marks Landry’s implements left on his ass or other body parts.

Tilly left her marks where no one could see them, on his heart and soul, and were far more permanent. All she had to do was look at him with her hazel eyes, or call him sweetie, and he was hers.

Always and forever.

Today, Bob would be in the pool with Cris and KC, except the sadist had no sooner closed the bedroom door last night when he’d pinned Bob down on the bed and locked his cock and balls in a chastity cage. No way even his baggy swimsuit would hide that.

Then Landry and Cris had taken turns fucking his mouth as a welcome home celebration, and Landry had made him sleep with a large butt plug in place while the sadist spooned around him.

Bob loved it.

He knew once the sadist deigned to give him relief, likely that evening, it would be well worth the wait and the discomfort he endured to receive it.

That, and Tilly had made him come three times in the twenty-four hours before they’d left London, knowing damn well the sadist would deny and torment him upon their return.

Bob knew part of Landry’s “funishment” for him was because Bob hadn’t yet coaxed Tilly into dropping her final restriction on no sexual intercourse between them and Bob until their year anniversary of the latest form of their dynamic.

That was a private aside the sadist had revealed to Bob the night before Bob had left with Tilly and KC for their trip to London, his first to the city.

Bob now found himself delightfully caught between Tilly’s rock-solidish rule, and a very hard sadist.

The -ish coming from seeing firsthand how the sadist had already skillfully steered Tilly toward the outcome he wanted.

As Tilly herself had stated many times, the sadist was an evil, sneaky, tricky damn fuck.

But the three of them loved him in spite of that.

Or was it because of it?

Damn, it’s good to be home.

He’d loved the UK, but it’d been an intense, crazy trip, trying to simultaneously learn his way around the studio, the city, do his job, take care of KC and Tilly, and working in a quick sightseeing trip to Cardiff, thanks to Lucas making a couple of phone calls, so KC could get a private, behind-the-scenes tour of the BBC studios.

All because the sadist had promised their little princess that Père would take her to Cardiff.

Her voice from the pool drew his attention.

“Père, aren’t you going to come swimming with us?”

Cris, standing close behind her so he could grab her if she had problems, smirked at him. “Yeah, Père, don’t you want to come swimming?”

Cris winked at Bob.

Cris knew damn well why Bob couldn’t come swimming. He’d helped Landry lock the cage on Bob last night.

“No, I need to get lunch started in a little while.”

He heard the sliders from the kitchen open behind him and glanced back to see a very tired-looking Tilly emerge from the house with an unmistakable smile on her face. She sat on the swing next to Bob.

The men had warned Bob that she didn’t handle drastic time changes very well the first day, and it was best to keep her in bed, sleeping or well-orgasmed, or both.

Everyone was happier as a result.

They’d had to hit the ground running in London, but their first night there, once KC was asleep, he’d pinned Tilly down in bed and used his tongue on her to give her several good, hard orgasms, before she’d ordered him to turn around for a sixty-nine for the last one so she could give him some relief, too.

“Hey,” she said.

He draped an arm around her and pulled her close. “Hey. Feeling better?” He suspected Landry had fucked her into a blissful state. Earlier, Cris had whispered to Bob that was Landry’s plan.

“Mmm-hmm. It’s good to be home.” She tipped her head onto his shoulder.

“Until next week.”

“Ugh, don’t remind me. I’m sick of LA.” Bob hadn’t been out there yet. Well, he had been to the city before, but not with Tilly, and not as her work and life partner, either.

They’d be out there a week, home three days, then off to London again for a week, and then home until after the 4th of July Day play party.

Off again just days later, back to London for nearly three weeks.

And so their schedule would play out for a while.

So, no, Bob didn’t mind Landry and Cris having moments alone with Tilly. Not when he got to hog her and she relied on him and had given him so much trust and responsibility in her life. Maybe one little thing didn’t happen between them—yet—but that was inconsequential when compared to years of loving her from afar and then her being within his grasp, just for Landry and Cris to appear and sweep her away.

Now, she was his, every bit as much as she was theirs.

And he was theirs, too.

All three of them.

It had been worth the wait. Looking back, despite the pain he’d gone through, it’d been well worth it.

Never too late.

The sliders opened again. “Bob.”

Landry had a way of saying it that almost made it sound like boy. Partly due to his slight French accent.

Partly due to the fact that he was a fricking sadist and knew it would harden Bob, and cause him discomfort in the chastity cage.

Tilly smiled and gave him a quick kiss. “Have fun, sweetie,” she whispered. “He’s still in a mooood and wants to play with his toy.”

 

* * * *

 

Bob scrambled to follow Landry inside. The sadist was almost all the way down the hallway and had reached the door to the master bedroom by the time Bob caught up with him.

Landry locked them in the bedroom. There, he grabbed Bob, winding his fingers through Bob’s hair as he kissed him, crushing his lips over Bob’s. A low growl rolled from the sadist, stubble scratchy against Bob’s face while the sadist orally ravaged and reclaimed his newest pet, bending Bob backward as he kissed him, forcing him to dip at the knees to keep his balance.

“Bathroom,” Landry ordered. “Naked. Now.”

Bob pulled off his shirt as he jumped to follow Landry’s orders. He was naked seconds later when Landry snapped his fingers and pointed at the bathroom counter. “Up.”

Bob sat on the counter and propped his heels on the edge, thighs spread wide and his hands gripping his knees. Not the first time the sadist had put him in this position.

Landry had a tube of lube. He pulled on a nitrile glove and coated his first two fingers of his right hand with lube before leaning in and immediately probing Bob’s ass. Inside the chastity cage, Bob’s cock protested the confinement, pressing almost painfully against the restraint, knowing what was coming.

Bob. Bob would be coming.

“You have one minute, boy,” Landry said before leaning in and kissing him.

Landry’s fingers sank deep inside Bob’s ass, probing, curling and hooking against Bob’s sweet spot, where they started stroking and shooting Bob straight toward the goal.

Bob wished it was Landry’s cock fucking him. Now that he knew that certainty was in his future, he dreamed of the day it was Landry and Cris’ real cocks fucking him, not strap-ons.

The other side of that being it meant he’d finally be able to fuck Tilly.

Everyone a winner.

He wouldn’t deny he was looking forward to being able to fuck Cris and Landry, too. They’d told him they were definitely looking forward to that permutation.

Landry had already warned Bob that being DP’ed by Cris and Landry was on the list of activities to check off, as well.

Over the months since Bob had started playing regularly with Landry, after being collared to him as his submissive, Landry had immediately started training Bob, reprogramming his brain with sexy stimuli. Bob had willingly—eagerly—given full control of his sexual limits to Landry.

Was he now gay? Still straight? Bi? Pan?

Bob no longer knew and didn’t care what label he was “supposed” to have.

He belonged to the triad, and was happy to be there.

He was theirs.

That was the only label he needed.

Pressure built in his balls, and in his cock, as Landry’s tongue fucked his mouth and his fingers probed Bob’s ass.

Without breaking their kiss, Landry reached down with his other hand and grabbed Bob’s sac, where it protruded from the chastity cage.

That was enough to shove Bob over the edge. His body tensed when the climax swept through him, his cock painfully squeezed inside the chastity cage as Landry’s devilish fingers rubbed his prostate, milking him.

These kinds of orgasms weren’t as satisfying as the regular kind, but it was better than nothing.

And it meant at least a little respite, his cock already starting to soften inside the cage.

Landry lifted his head and smiled down at him. “With seconds to spare. Excellent, boy. Your training is coming along nicely.”

“Thank you, Master.”

“Do you understand why I’m torturing you like this?”

“Because you’re trying to encourage me to speed up Tilly’s timeline, Master. You won’t make me wear the cage as much once she drops her final restriction.”

The sadist’s smile widened. “You are a brilliant boy. That’s one of the reasons I love you so much.”

It didn’t matter what Landry did to him, within their hard limits. All Landry had to do was say those three words to Bob, and it melted any irritation he might have at the sadist.

Or good boy.

Either way, he loved belonging to the sadist.

“Do you know how much I’m simply dying to fuck this sweet ass of yours and be the first real cock you’ve ever taken in it?”

“Yes, Master, you’ve made that clear.”

Oh, shit. Landry started wiggling his fingers inside Bob’s ass, slowly started fucking him with them, lightly tugging on Bob’s sac as he did. The sadist alternated between finger-fucking him and lightly milking his prostate, building him up a second time—

And then he pulled his hand out, leaving Bob gasping, needy, empty, his cock confused and leaning toward wanting more, semi-hard and once more pressing against the confines of the chastity cage.

But Landry replaced his fingers with a different butt plug—

Oh, fuck.

The vibrating one. It had a remote control, too.

Landry stripped off the glove and washed his hands. “Clean up, boy, and make us lunch, please.” He picked up the remote, smiled, and turned the butt plug on to what Bob knew was the lowest setting.

If he came without permission, even like this, he’d be punished.

Shaky and trying to adjust to the renewed discomfort—and the pleasure of the butt plug doing things to him—Bob put his feet down and held on to the counter for a moment until he was sure he wouldn’t fall over. “Yes, Master.”

Landry smacked him on the ass, hard. “Welcome home, boy. I missed you.”

Warmth filled his heart. “Thank you, Master. I missed you, too.”

 

* * * *

 

Landry smiled to himself as he left the bedroom, closing the door behind him. He knew how to motivate his boy—both of them. With Cris he could simply order him to do something, and done it would be.

He was still in a distinct training phase with Bob. Landry hadn’t yet had time to set triggers with him, either, like Tilly and Cris both possessed.

Triggers to come on command.

Not out of the clear blue, of course. The desire had to be there, but with triggers set, it was far easier to drop them into subspace and get them to the point of begging for release.

Now if they could simply move their Redbird along at a faster pace, it would make life perfect.

Landry had opted not to bring Cris in on his plan, knowing Cris would have silly, logical objections to it.

It wasn’t like Landry wanted to force Tilly to let them drop all restrictions regarding sexual intercourse with Bob. He simply wanted her to see the benefits of doing so.

Not to mention she’d openly admitted to Landry, in their private conversations before he’d initially collared Bob to them as a house, that she wanted Bob to join them. He’d asked for honesty and she’d given it.

Which had worked to Landry’s advantage.

He wanted Bob as badly as she did, but for different reasons. Cris wanted whatever they wanted, and was not only attracted to Bob, but had come to love him over the past months.

Landry sat next to Tilly on the swing. Earlier, he’d fucked her brains out in bed after making her beg to stop coming with a Hitachi vibrator. Tonight, he’d let Cris fuck her while he further tormented Bob and made him watch.

That’ll pinch his prick.

He pulled her against him and nuzzled her neck. “Perhaps you could ease up on the movie schedule, love.”

“I already told the gang that. But this latest batch were scheduled and backed. We can’t just say, ‘Sorry, producer needs a month off with her family,’ and reschedule. I do that, somebody better be dying.”

“I thought Nick was going to take a more active role behind the camera instead of in front of it?”

“He is, but he’s contracted for the picture he’s currently in, and two others. They’re part of that movie franchise he’s in, so he didn’t want to pass up the roles. So there’s twelve months of his life spoken for. At least they’re filming them all pretty much back-to-back and it’s the post work that’ll be spread out.”

“Ah. And then?”

“Then I’m going to make Venice our base of operations. The gang is on board with that, too. We’re already talking to the staff in London about moving some of them to the States, either here or LA. Lucas is talking to a contractor about building a studio here, FX garage and everything, so we can not only make our own films but hire out to other companies. We can build our own cottage industry right here in Venice. When you add in the facilities available up in Orlando, and we have Ringling to draw new talent from, it’s a no-brainer. Just need to find the right piece of land, and see what kind of tax deals the county commission will give us for being job creators.”

“Poppa, are you coming into the pool?” KC called.

“No, love. Not right now. Later this afternoon, perhaps. Daddy and I need to place a work call after lunch, which Père will have ready soon.”

He glanced over his shoulder, spotted Bob in the kitchen, and thumbed the small remote control in his hand. Tilly had also watched and saw Bob grab the counter for support for a moment before straightening and getting back to work making lunch. Landry chuckled and bumped the controller back to the original setting, smiling and blowing Bob a kiss through the glass doors when he looked their way with an aggravated smile on his face.

Bob blew a kiss back.

Tilly softly snickered. “Take it easy on him, huh? Don’t go scaring him off.”

“My sweet pet,” he whispered in her ear, “I would have no reason to cage his cock were I able to freely ride it. The temptation is simply too great for me to bear. That is as much for my benefit as it is his. As you said yourself, he’s still very much like a new toy I’m enjoying playing with.”

“Uh-huh. Try again.”

He smiled. “Love, I’m hurt. I think you don’t believe me.”

“Of course I don’t. That’s because I know what a sneaky, evil fuck you are.” 


Chapter Three

 

Sure, Tilly knew Landry—and Cris, and Bob—wished she hadn’t left that one tiny restriction in place. In the grand scheme of things, she really didn’t want it there either.

Yet she wanted to be careful. That was a final borderline that could not be uncrossed. She needed to be certain. It wasn’t only her own heart at risk, but her men…and her daughter.

KC loved Bob, already considered him family, a third dad. And having known him for most of her life, she would never remember him not being a part of it.

For KC, this would be a “normal” life, as close to normal as their household was, anyway. Three loving dads who’d help raise and protect her. A damn sight better than Tilly went through as a kid. Bio father up and leaving when he found out Tilly’s mom was pregnant—at only seventeen.

A step-father who’d molested and raped her.

Yes, KC had started life behind the eight-ball with her bio mother, Cris’ younger cousin, Sofia, being a recovering addict who ended up dead in jail due to a gang hit.

Tilly would always feel at least a little guilty that they couldn’t do more to protect Sofia at the time. Sofia had been the pawn of the state attorney’s office, who’d wanted her to give testimony against her gang-banger ex-boyfriend and his fellow gang members. All Sofia had wanted to do was change and better her life, move to Florida with them and her baby, and rebuild her life away from her ex-boyfriend.

The lawsuit award the triad settled on KC’s behalf with the county over Sofia’s death went into a trust fund KC could use for college or trade school, if she chose to do so, or to buy a house, or whatever she wanted it for.

But they would raise her with a good work ethic. To never stop trying.

And they’d raise her to be open-minded and accepting, unlike most of Cris and Sofia’s biological family.

There was one other tiny little reason Tilly left the restriction in place…

She was, after all, a bit of a sadist herself. She was really interested in seeing to what lengths Landry might go to try to get her to drop the no intercourse rule early. She suspected he’d likely use Bob for that purpose, because after what had happened between her and Cris in the past, Cris was far too cautious of doing anything to violate Tilly’s trust. Cris would shut Landry down if he thought Landry was trying something sketchy to manipulate her.

Okay, not exactly sketchy, but just like she had let Landry think he’d scored two victories already by getting Tilly to let Bob go down on her, and her to go down on Bob—both times by working her into a desperate sexual frenzy and not letting her come until she did—she wasn’t exactly beyond a little gamesmanship herself to fuck with the sadist. Landry would never outright break her rule. She totally trusted him and the other two men.

She would, however, completely expect the sadist to find any and all loopholes he could to try to nudge her closer to the goal line as quickly as possible. If he didn’t do that, it would sorely disappoint her and make her wonder if something serious might be wrong with him.

“What are you thinking, love, hmm?” Landry asked as he stared into her eyes.

Those damned green eyes of his. He had an intense gaze, very expressive eyes. For a man who’d claimed to be gay when he’d met and married her, he sure as hell could drop her soaking wet panties without an ounce of effort on his part.

“About how fricking busy I am and both loving and hating Leigh for suckering me into this job.”

He smiled. “It is good to have you all home.” He dropped his voice. “I’m sure Cris is thankful to have you both home, as well.”

She snorted. “That’s because you were probably chasing him around here like a horny dog the past couple of days.”

“Love, I’m crushed. I didn’t have to chase him.” He grinned. “He spent a lot of time tied up. Made my job much easier.”

 

* * * *

 

Landry had given Cris carte blanche to use Bob whenever and however he wanted today—within the stipulated rules, obviously.

Except Landry had also at every turn managed to get Cris deep into taking care of KC, or playing with her, or siccing KC on Cris in fun just when Cris was about to stalk down the hall and trap Bob in their bedroom for another face-fucking session.

And Cris knew Landry was doing it deliberately to fuck with him.

Making him wait.

Yes, Cris loved Bob, was in love with him. The months they’d already spent with him had shown Cris how devoted Bob was to the three of them and KC, how well he’d integrated with the vanilla parts of their lives, not just the kinky ones.

KC loved Bob, and Cris could see Bob loved her as the daughter he’d never had.

There was one little safety net Landry had put into place, of course, to guarantee Cris had it bad for Bob.

Sneaky damn sadist.

Now that Landry had Cris hooked on Bob, Bob was like a goddamned drug Cris couldn’t get enough of. It didn’t help that the fucking sadist used his sneaky wiles and skills with NLP and hypnosis during Tilly and Bob’s absence to make Cris crave fucking Bob’s mouth like a heroin addict overdue their next fix.

As in Landry had set a couple of new triggers in Cris. Triggers he said he’d remove in a few days, but literally, Cris was horny if he didn’t have his goddamned cock inside Bob’s fucking mouth.

A creative sadist with time to play and only one willing victim to inflict his fun upon was a dangerous thing.

Except Cris wasn’t complaining. This was the lightest their house and family had felt since after Sofia’s death.

And even then, it was the brightest Landry’s soul had seemed since marrying Tilly.

If for that alone, that it made Landry happy, Cris would agree to go along with it. Because he knew Landry loved Tilly as much as he did. Cris could focus on the sadist, not on worrying if the sadist was going to hurt Tilly’s heart.

Landry would sooner amputate his own leg than hurt Tilly.

And the even better surprise of what a fantastic father Landry was never failed to bowl Cris over in good ways. A silly, playful side had emerged in the man that Cris had never seen before. Landry had never shown much of an interest in children or babies while they were together. It wasn’t that he’d been anti-kids, but he’d never expressed any great interest in having any of their own, before Tilly.

Now, they had a family. The kind of family Cris had honestly given up hope of ever having, from when he was a teenager and his father threw him out, the kind of family he’d known Tilly had always wanted and had never been able to give her.

Cris would always mourn Sofia, because she’d been his younger cousin and he’d loved her and at one time felt like she was his only ally in the world.

But he’d never tell Tilly, even if Landry hadn’t already sworn him to secrecy, about the talk Cris had with a friend of Sofia’s when KC was about six months old. Sofia had once stayed with her for a few weeks, and had left a small box of mementoes behind. The friend had located Cris through reading about the lawsuit in the newspaper, and had tracked him down at their office in LA.

A talk that had left Cris doubting every word Sofia had said during her short time with them. The only things Cris could be sure of were that Sofia had wanted her baby to have a good life, and Sofia had been clean when she died. There were no traces of drugs or alcohol in KC’s system when she’d been born, either.

But the last time Sofia’s friend had seen her was when Sofia was about five months pregnant. She’d run into Sofia while out grocery shopping.

And Sofia hadn’t acted like a woman in fear of her life that day. She’d been totally alone and had bragged about her boyfriend coming up with a new scam that would put them in the money and away from dealing drugs.

Maybe, at the end, Sofia had truly been in fear of her life from her boyfriend. Maybe something had happened between that encounter with Sofia’s friend, and when Sofia had called Cris’ cellphone and Tilly had picked up because he’d forgotten his phone in the car.

Maybe Sofia hadn’t staged her injuries and really was what she’d said she was—a woman in fear for her and her newborn infant’s lives. Maybe the boyfriend Sofia had been with at that time was a different one, because the friend had also said Sofia changed boyfriends more often than her underwear, and there was no true way of knowing who her baby’s father had been.

Cris never had been sure why, if Sofia had been so scared of her boyfriend, she hadn’t signaled the nurses at the hospital for help when KC had been born. At the time, he hadn’t been completely sure he believed her excuses that there was always someone from the gang with her, preventing her from signaling for help.

Or, maybe Sofia meeting Typhoon Tilly and realizing she was far outclassed had scared Sofia into a different course of action, ditching the boyfriend and going with the story she’d told Tilly, Cris, and Landry, because she knew her boyfriend was going to go down, since Tilly wasn’t a person to fuck with when the safety of a baby was at stake. Maybe realizing their original plan would never work because of the vast resources available to the triad, Sofia had gone rogue and decided she did want away and didn’t want to share the wealth with her boyfriend.

That also meant Sofia might have lied, and that KC’s biological father might not really be deceased after all. That was yet another can of worms Cris refused to touch, because the biological father had apparently also been in a gang.

Sofia’s friend had cautioned Cris that he should watch his back for any possible scams that might be played on him by “long-lost relatives.” Relatives who might be willing to go away if the price was right.

So far, none had appeared.

He didn’t want to believe that about his Sofia, but he was also a realist whose own father had thrown him out and sent him to live with an uncle who’d beaten him—Sofia’s father.

Except if the friend’s story had been accurate, wouldn’t Sofia’s boyfriend have used that as an excuse to try to discredit her and get himself out of jail?

There was no way to know, because even admitting that much might have been against their “no narcs” gang code. Or if the boyfriend thought Sofia was still with him and it was part of the greater plan to use the baby to extort money from Cris, he would have stayed silent. Maybe they hadn’t expected Tilly, and her calling the cops on the boyfriend skewed the plan and turned him against Sofia, thinking she’d screwed him over, and he’d ordered the hit. Maybe someone else from his gang had taken initiative if they hadn’t known about the plan and ended it all before they could cash in.

Cris would never know. That was something that ate at him. The truth had died with Sofia in that jail. It had taken Tilly long enough to deal with her guilt and loss in the face of her having her biggest wish granted. Her feelings of failure that she hadn’t been able to keep Sofia safe.

He refused to upend Tilly’s emotions again. Not again. Especially not over an uncertainty that left them in the same damn place after covering a galaxy’s worth of emotional territory in the process.

It was easier to weed through the shoebox-sized plastic container of pictures and other things, saving only what he knew KC might want when she was older, pics of her mom, her high school diploma, her graduation photo.

The rest he shredded and tossed.

For now, they stayed locked in the bottom drawer of his desk in the LA office. Until Landry thought it was okay to bring them to Florida.

Most likely by mailing them from LA to their office there, using a fake name and address and a computer-generated note claiming they were a former schoolmate and friend of Sofia’s who wanted to see these given to KC, setting the groundwork of the story so neither Cris nor Landry had to directly lie to Tilly.

It would speak for itself.

KC dove under the water, splashing Cris as she kicked. She swam like a dolphin, the swim classes they’d put her in as a baby paying off. She was happy, bright, and had a fantastic future waiting for her to seize it and make it her own.

As he glanced over at Tilly leaning against Landry on the swing and smiling as she watched them together in the pool, he knew there was no way in hell he was going to ever let her know the full truth about Sofia.

Especially since he didn’t even know the full truth. It would always and forever be a mystery.

Maybe that was for the best. 


Chapter Four

 

Bob seriously thought he was going to come right there in the kitchen when Landry had, without warning, bumped up the setting on the butt plug. It’d started rolling and humming and nailing him in the sweet spot and Bob literally had to grab the counter for support.

Then Landry turned it down again. When Bob looked, he spotted the sadist’s playful smile from where he sat in the swing on the lanai with Tilly.

Landry blew him a kiss, and Bob blew one back.

He couldn’t feel too aggravated at the sadist. That the man was paying him attention meant he’d missed Bob and wanted to play. Wasn’t like he could take Bob into the pool house right now and beat his ass with KC awake and in the pool.

Taking a deep breath, Bob went back to work preparing their lunch. He knew from experience that once KC was inside the house, Landry would shut the butt plug off, not wanting to risk doing anything like that in front of her.

But while KC was distracted out in the pool…

Bob suspected at least a couple more instances would happen before he called them all in to eat.

Then again, a few minutes later, as he finished preparations and walked over to the sliders, he thought maybe Tilly had scolded Landry to ease up, because there hadn’t been any more instances and the butt plug shut off as he’d turned from the sliders after calling them inside.

Whew!

After lunch, Bob sat at the table and worked with KC on one of the early learning reading books she was devouring at a scary rate. By the time they put her in school, she’d likely be reading at a second or third grade level. They all took an active role in helping her with her schoolwork, but Landry and Cris were both involved on a conference call with their LA office, and Tilly was also on the phone with someone in London, leaving Bob.

He didn’t mind. He loved helping her with her schoolwork and spending quality time like this with her. They also had math workbooks they were using, but language seemed her natural calling. As she easily read her way through another section, when she finished she smiled up at him.

“Père, why don’t you wear a ring?”

The question threw Bob for a loop. “What do you mean?”

She pointed to his bare left ring finger. “You don’t wear a ring like Mommy and Daddy and Poppa do.”

Oh, shit.

His first instinct was to yell for backup, but he couldn’t. He wouldn’t interrupt a work call unless there was blood or broken bones or fire or an imminent zombie invasion.

The current plan, as he knew it, was at the one-year anniversary of him being officially collared to them, they would then make things “official.” More “official” than they already were with the paperwork they had in place. Including presenting him with a matching wedding band. Maybe even him legally marrying Cris, if that was what the triad wanted him to do.

Lying was forbidden in this house. Obviously, they kept any explanations age-appropriate, perhaps skirting or diverting around some topics as needed, but never, ever to lie.

Not even to KC.

All this flashed through his mind in a heartbeat, and he finally said the only thing he could think of.

“I have a necklace. See? Exactly like Daddy’s. Poppa, Daddy, and Mommy gave it to me. It’s just as good as a ring.” He showed her.

She knew about it because how many times had she played with his, or Cris’, while sitting in their laps? She’d even commented once on how they matched, grabbing both and pulling the men by the necklaces to lean in until she could compare them side-by-side. At the time, Landry had smiled and told KC it was because he wanted them to match.

Through their actions, Bob and Cris and even Tilly, to a certain extent, had shown KC that Landry was the head of their household. That it was his word that ruled. Even to the point of deliberately deferring to Landry when it wasn’t necessary, just to illustrate the point, responding to KC when she asked certain questions with a reply such as, “I don’t know, let’s go ask Poppa.” Asking Landry things like what to have for dinner, or if they could plan a trip to the movies or the beach, or…anything. Just to demonstrate the fact that Landry led their house, and the other three adults in the house were happy with that structure.

“But you need a ring. You’re married to Mommy and Poppa and Daddy,” she pressed, undeterred. “You’re my dad and need to match and have a ring.”

Oh, boy.

She wasn’t diverting as easily as he’d hoped she might.

He started with what he thought he could best deal with. “Yes, I am married to them.”

That had been the planned response to KC by the adults as a whole for if or when she asked similar questions. They made no differentiation between Tilly’s legal marriage to Landry, and Cris and Bob’s relationship to each other or them.

They were all “married” to each other.

“Then you should have a ring, too. Married people wear rings.”

He hoped this answer wouldn’t get him punished later. “Not all married people, sweetheart. Besides, that decision’s up to Poppa. I don’t need a ring to know they love me, or to prove how much I love them, and that we’re a family. A ring doesn’t make a family—the people and love do.”

She still wasn’t satisfied. “I should ask Poppa when he’ll get you one. I want you to match. You should all match.”

Shit!

The last thing Bob wanted was the sadist thinking he’d set her up to do that.

On the other end of the spectrum, he didn’t want Landry giving him a ring simply because Landry could rarely say no to KC. Landry would give her anything to make her happy if the three of them didn’t gang up on the sadist and keep him reined in.

If Landry gave Bob a ring, Bob wanted it to be because Landry wanted him to have it, not because Landry wanted to make KC happy.

“Sweetheart, you shouldn’t. That’s Poppa’s decision to make. He might have plans for it to be a surprise, and we wouldn’t want to ruin that, would we?”

Her eyes widened and she shook her head. “No! I wouldn’t want to ruin Poppa’s surprise!” She placed a finger over her lips. “Shh!”

Nervously relieved, he burst out laughing. “That’s right.” He mimicked her gesture. “Shh!”

Tilly chose that moment to walk in, smirking. “What are we shushing about?”

KC glared at her and shushed her. “Never mind, Mommy.” She nodded her head at Bob.

Tilly leaned in to ruffle his hair and kiss his ear.

“Nice save, sweetie,” she breathed, and he realized she must have overheard their conversation.

Usually, he was pretty good about tracking people in the house, but KC’s left-field question had so focused him he hadn’t even heard the master bedroom door open where Tilly had been having her phone conversation, since Landry and Cris were closed up in the office on theirs. And since she was barefoot, she’d made no noise on the tile floors as she’d approached.

 

* * * *

 

Tilly went to pour herself a glass of iced tea and tried not to laugh. She’d stopped at the end of the hallway, listening, when she’d heard KC ask Bob about the ring.

Frankly, she’d been curious to hear his response.

Once she knew she wasn’t going to burst into happy tears like an idiot at how he’d answered KC—and that he’d obviously been deftly trying to defer to Landry and figure out a way to get KC to drop the subject, his response both touched and tickled her.

He considered himself married to them.

They considered themselves married to him, too.

Why, exactly, am I waiting?

The more she thought about it, the more she knew damn well it wasn’t likely she’d make it the full year, Landry’s interventions or not.

She didn’t want to wait the full year if she was honest with herself. Hell, she was still kicking herself in the ass that she had introduced Bob to Kim and Kylee in the first place. Maybe if she’d done what she’d really wanted to do at the time—tell Landry she’d like to collar Bob to them permanently—they’d be long past that stage already.

At the time, she’d been too caught up in the fact that Landry had reached a secure place in his cancer recovery, and they were still getting their mojo together as a triad. Both she and Cris had put their feet down with Landry about three being the maximum capacity their crazy funhouse ride of a life could support.

And there was the fact that Bob and Cris weren’t exactly best buds at the time.

Still, that was past, and nothing could be done about it except put it behind them.

But she did want time with Bob first, more time alone. Without Landry and Cris around. Just to make sure.

She’d lived years with Cris before he’d left her. They’d been together nearly six years at that point, between dating and living together.

She’d been married to Landry for several years already.

Tilly wanted time with Bob before crossing that last borderline with him. Even though she knew what her heart wanted, and she knew what Bob wanted. Even if she never let that restriction drop, she knew Bob would stay, because Bob loved her, was in love with her, and had fallen in love with the sadist and Cris in the process.

Tilly also wanted something special with Bob for a little while. To have him all to herself without Cris or Landry around.

A short period of time to figure themselves out, what their dynamic would be without the others involved or any trappings of BDSM.

Just Tilly and Bob.

But she also wasn’t sure how fair that was to Cris and Landry—or even to Bob—or if the men might have an issue with that plan. She didn’t want to demand alone time with Bob, because she knew they’d agree because she’d demanded it.

She didn’t want that, either.

And Tilly knew Bob was just as eager to be fucked—and to be able to fuck—the two men as they were to fuck and be fucked by Bob. So it wasn’t only her feelings in play. She couldn’t say, “Yeah, I get to fuck him, you guys don’t.”

Well, she could say it, and no doubt the men would agree to it, but again, she didn’t want to be like that.

It was a topic over which she was still trying to sort her own feelings, much less be at a place where she was ready to discuss it with the two men yet. And Bob.

Add the fact that if she did bring it up right now, no doubt the sadist would go into hyperdrive trying to find sneaky loopholes to help her make up her mind.

She didn’t want that, either.

Sex didn’t make them “married,” though. And it soothed her soul to hear Bob explain things to KC like that. Because it emphasized that he was really all in, not just involved with the men because he thought he had to be to have Tilly as part of the deal.

He had accepted his place in their family and understood they all loved him.

Let me get through the next few months of craziness at work so I can think. Maybe Bob and I can take a long vacation alone in Europe while Cris comes and gets KC and takes her home to Florida. Two or three weeks alone somewhere quiet for us to have our “honeymoon.” Then I can turn him over to Cris and Landry so they can do the same.

That was a plan she could get behind.

Whether or not her other two men would support it remained to be seen.

And she needed to figure out how to approach it in such a way as to not make them think they were forced into agreeing just because.

It’s not like Bob’s going anywhere. He’s here for life, regardless. We’ve got all the time in the world. I’d rather do it right than rush it and have someone resent it later.


Chapter Five

 

“So, Bob, huh?” Loren smirked at Tilly over her glass of iced tea during their lunch the next day. “How’s it going with him? You’ve been so busy lately we’ve rarely seen each other outside of Facebook.”

Tilly had built time into her schedule this period back in Florida to visit with Loren. She missed her bestie. While they texted nearly every day, and exchanged PMs on Facebook even more often, it wasn’t the same.

This woman had seen Tilly at her worst more than once, and had always had Tilly’s back. Her and Ross, both.

If it hadn’t been for Loren and Ross taking care of her, Tilly knew she likely would have died after Cris left her. They’d picked her up and kept her going. Them, but also Kaden, and Tony, and others. Everyone who’d stood watch over Tilly at the hospital during those first critical days, talking to her, letting her cry on them. Later, mentoring and guiding her when she told them she wanted to be a Dominant.

“It’s really good,” Tilly said. “I know everything had to happen the way it has for it to work out this well, but I wish it’d happened sooner.”

“Landry talk you into dropping the restriction yet?”

Tilly rolled her eyes. “Not for lack of trying on his part.”

“Ross told me Tony said the RSVP list has almost filled up already.”

Tilly’s eyes widened. “He literally just sent the e-mail yesterday!”

Loren grinned. “I know, right?”

“Usually it takes, like, a couple of weeks to fill up.”

“You’re popular, apparently. Everyone loves your parties.”

“I kind of feel bad I’m not hosting the kids party, but Leigh said she wasn’t feeling up to doing the main party.”

“It’s okay. I’m helping coordinate the volunteers for her. I’d like to play some and switch out. Plus Brandon, Jeff, and Stuart? Well, Brandon’s daughter, Emma, is sixteen. So is her girlfriend, Grace. They’ve volunteered to babysit. And Emma is a certified lifeguard, and they’re both certified in CPR and first aid.”

“Outstanding.” Tilly smiled. “From what I’ve heard from Cali, it looks like those two girls are going to give those three men a run for their money until they’re finally out on their own at college.”

“At least they can’t get each other pregnant.”

Tilly fist-bumped with her. “Word.” She sighed. “Listen to this.” She recounted KC’s ring question conversation with Bob.

Loren arched an eyebrow at Tilly. “So when does he get a ring?”

“That will wait for the one-year anniversary.”

“You think he and Cris will get married?”

“It’d make things a little simpler, in some ways. But I laid down the law to Landry that he can’t order them to do it. Because if he does, they will, and that might go badly. If the two of them talk and decide they want to get married…well, I guess we’ll need Laurel to be the flower girl.”

“Don’t ever give Abbey and Gilo grief again about their dynamic being ‘complicated,’” Loren teased. “They look practically vanilla next to you four.”

Tilly snorted. “I know. At least this proves one thing.”

“What’s that?”

“It’s never too late for love.”

“Better late than never, honey.”

 

* * * *

 

Tilly needed to run to the mall to buy a few things. Considering all the time they’d be spending in London over the next several months, she didn’t want to have to keep hauling a suitcase back and forth with all her clothes in it. It’d be hard enough doing that with KC, who’d be constantly outgrowing clothes.

Underwear, bras, comfy shoes, PJs, T-shirts, jeans—stuff she didn’t want to buy in the UK, because she knew the styles and brands she wanted and the sizes that fit her. She could ship the box to the London studio office, and one of the aides there would deliver it to the flat for her.

Probably should have Bob do that, too.

Their flat had a small washer and dryer unit, so doing laundry wasn’t a problem, fortunately.

Did it make her a horrible person that now that she had this great job, and got to literally fly around the world and meet and work with A-list celebrities, all she really wanted to do was stay home and be a mom and wife?

I’m in nesting mode.

Another reason she knew she couldn’t last the full year without sleeping with Bob. Once that borderline was crossed, they’d all be settling into a new dynamic with each other. The sooner that could happen, the sooner life would finally shake out to what she wanted it to be.

Except she had responsibilities. With Leigh pregnant and out of commission because she didn’t want to travel as much now—not to mention Leigh was having far more morning sickness lasting far longer into her pregnancy with this baby than she had the first—she’d swapped duties at their production company with Tilly. Tilly was now a full business partner and a producer. Her name would forever be stuck on the film credits in that manner.

That was…uber cool.

Tilly was a success story, and she knew it.

It also meant she couldn’t simply shrug off her responsibilities.

It’ll get better once we move the headquarters to Venice.

But the basic infrastructure had to be in place first. Securing property for the campus, building out sound stages, offices, editing facilities, FX, sound, and Foley studios—everything. She could tough it out until then. Once that happened, there wouldn’t be nearly as much foreign travel. They could do a lot of filming on the Florida sound stages, or at US locations. Trips overseas would be location shoots, then back to Venice for post.

By the time KC was enrolled in school, Tilly wanted to be home most of the time. Wanted to be there to drop her off and pick her up. To help her with her schoolwork and volunteer for room parent and field trip gigs.

Be a mom.

It was the only thing she’d wanted to be, the one thing she’d long agonized over when she’d realized she would never have children of her own due to the injuries she’d suffered from the abuse by her step-father.

Now, she was a mom.

But she also loved what she did for a living.

When Tilly returned home, she found Cris on his hands and knees in the living room, giving KC a horsey ride while Landry was laughing himself red in the face and looked close to pissing himself as he egged KC on.

Bob emerged from the back of the house. Tilly handed him the bags in her hands and gave him a kiss. “There’s more out in the car.”

“I’ll get them. Where do you want them?”

“Bed in the guest room, for now. I need to get all the tags off and wash them and get them ready to ship.” He headed off to handle all of that for her while she returned to the living room to enjoy the sight.

Bob had wanted to go with her and be her bag sherpa, but she’d needed alone time as well as bestie time.

Now she would let him do what he loved to do—be helpful. He would gladly take care of unloading her purchases, and he’d probably have all the clothes washed and neatly folded by bed time.

And she’d thank him and give him a good boy, and she’d enjoy the smile that always curved his lips when she did, the way a little pink would rise in his cheeks when he felt appreciated.

It wasn’t difficult to keep Bob happy and fulfilled. He lived to serve them, and it was one of the things the three of them desperately loved about him.

Also why she was so desperate to be careful and not fuck things up, so he would want to remain with them for life.

Tilly sank to the couch next to Landry, knowing exactly why he was so freaking amused. While they hadn’t engaged in pup or pony play to a great extent, it didn’t take a GPS to follow her sadistic hubby’s amusement back to the source.

He was laughing his ass off to see Cris being a pony, even if it was completely innocent.

“You’re such a perv,” she muttered to Landry.

He grinned. “If you understand why I’m laughing, love, then I’m not the only one.”

 

* * * *

 

It was good to have them all home again for a while. And even though Cris knew Bob would be giving him a back rub later after Cris finished giving KC rides around the living room, Cris wouldn’t trade this for the world.

All five of them were home—counting KC—and all was right with the world for now. Cris knew there were several work e-mails he’d have to deal with shortly, when he handed KC over to Landry for some quiet time, them watching TV in the living room, which would quickly leave her falling asleep for a needed nap.

And probably Landry, too.

He hoped.

That meant he could grab Bob, drag him out to the pool house for a few minutes, and release a little tension.

He’d also free Bob from the chastity cage and give him some relief. Landry hadn’t said Cris couldn’t do that.

Landry only told Bob he couldn’t remove it himself, unless, obviously, it was harming him or causing the bad kind of pain that meant there was something wrong.

And their Bob was a very good boy.

Cris finally splayed himself on the rug, flat on his stomach. “Okay, sweetheart. Pony is tired. Go see what Poppa wants to watch on TV. You need quiet time, and Daddy needs to answer some work e-mails.”

“Okay, Daddy. Thank you.” She leaned in and kissed his cheek before jumping off him and launching herself into Landry’s lap, where she almost nailed him in the nuts.

Cris smirked. It always amused him when that happened.

Landry wasn’t the only sadist in the house.

After seeing to his e-mails, Cris quietly stalked through the house, seeking Bob.

Not wanting to draw attention to his search, either, knowing Landry would intervene simply to fuck with both of them.

He located Bob in the utility room, putting clothes in the dryer and loading the washer with another load. Cris grabbed him and pulled him close, smiling as he ground his hips against Bob’s.

“Meet me in the pool house when you’re done with this. Go out the side door so he doesn’t hear the sliders. I think we have mutual itches needing scratching.”

Bob smiled. “Yes, Sir.”

Cris could barely walk, because his erection now lay thick and heavy against his skin, pinned in place by shorts that suddenly felt three sizes too tight.

All he could think about was getting Bob in that damn bed and fucking his mouth.

Cris headed out and hoped Landry wouldn’t notice that Cris had left the vertical blinds in the living room partially closed today, at an angle that would make seeing across the lanai and pool to the pool house door impossible.

It was a game for the sadist, and Cris knew that.

He also knew that the newer, kinder sadist would, if Cris asked to drop protocols and talk about it, let Cris and Bob have uninterrupted time alone.

But it was a game the sadist enjoyed, and Cris enjoyed trying to beat him at his own game.

The added element of naughty fun it brought to the party was a bonus.

Cris was barely through the pool house door when he stripped, grabbed the key he also carried to Bob’s chastity cage from his pocket, and sat waiting on the bed. He didn’t bother turning on the lights, not wanting to draw attention to them, and the afternoon light filtering in around the edges of the window blinds plenty enough to see for this.

Bob arrived a moment later, slipping in and quietly shutting the door behind him.

“Lock it,” Cris said, already stroking his cock.

Bob did, smiling.

“Get naked and get your ass over here.”

Bob yanked his shirt off as he walked, dropping it onto the floor, soon followed by his shorts. “He won’t beat us for this?”

“Do you honestly care?”

Bob grinned. “Not really, Sir, no. I’m so fucking horny I can’t see straight.”

“Come here.” Cris rid him of the cage, Bob letting out a soft moan as his freed member immediately sprang to life.

“Fuck, yeah!” Bob moaned.

“Want me to kiss it and make it better?”

“If Sir wants to.”

“Cris and Bob.”

Cris sensed the shift in him, the way his gorgeous blue eyes darkened. He grabbed Cris by the head. Slanting his lips over Cris’, a gentle scrape of teeth against his lips, hard sucking, nibbles, the rasp of stubble over flesh.

Cris shoved him onto his back on the bed and knelt between his legs. “Hold the fuck still, baby. Don’t you pop yet.”

Bob’s fingers twined in Cris’ hair as Cris went down on him, licking and sucking and stroking his tongue up and down Bob’s shaft. Then he worked lower, paying attention to Bob’s balls, before back to his cock.

Bob’s soft moans of pleasure left Cris’ cock throbbing, aching to be inside him.

“Let me suck you, please?” Bob asked.

“Hold on.” Cris wanted to give Bob what he could right now. He suspected Landry had a plan to try to use Bob to entice Tilly to drop the final restriction, but Cris honestly didn’t want to know. If he confronted Landry and his suspicions were confirmed, Cris would feel obligated to tell Tilly. Tilly was smart enough, and had spent enough time with the sadist, to watch for manipulations like that.

Just like Cris knew Tilly had given in to Landry’s earlier machinations regarding Bob because she had wanted to, not because Landry had tricked her.

He knew his Redbird. She was enjoying playing the sadist’s game right back at him, and Cris could see both sides of it.

For once he wasn’t caught in the middle of it, and it was all in fun.

It was nice having this bit of time alone together with Bob, just them, equal footing. Sure, the two of them had a rocky start, and Cris didn’t hold it against him.

Frankly, he still couldn’t believe Bob had fallen as hard for him as Cris had for Bob. Had their positions been fully reversed, Cris didn’t know if he could have felt so generous.

Except…this was Bob.

And Bob was extraordinary in more ways than one. It didn’t stop at his gorgeous blue eyes or his nice body. It was his heart and soul, his sense of humor and easy, patient personality.

It was the way Bob had fallen for KC as a dad, and how Cris knew Bob was as dedicated to being a parent to her as he was being a partner to them.

He held Bob’s cock in one hand and played with the man’s balls with the other. “Watch me, baby.” Cris stared into Bob’s eyes as he used his tongue to tease the slit, slowly circle the head, rub the little spot under the glans Cris knew would drive Bob crazy.

He’d enjoyed learning this man’s body, teaching him how to enjoy his in return. Landry had done well by orchestrating this. The tricky bastard got to be poly, both Cris and Tilly—and Bob—had fun in the process, and everyone was a winner.

Landry was no idiot. He was the oldest and fully recognized that. Two fights with cancer and surviving the car wreck had changed him.

Cris also knew that while Landry both loved Tilly and enjoyed making love to her, there were times, he’d admitted to Cris, that he’d conjured memories or fantasies of Cris or Bob—or Cris with Bob—to make sure he could finish with her. Not all the time. For example, if he was tired after a day of work, or playing with KC.

The man was gay, after all. Cris would never forget his own mix of shock, lust, greed, and envy on their wedding night, as he lay tied up and helpless, watching Landry fuck Tilly. He knew the sadism part of it—inflicted on Cris—had helped Landry perform that night. The new toy energy Landry then had with Tilly, and the love Landry grew to feel for Tilly.

Cris also didn’t miss how there’d been more frequent times lately, before Bob joined them, when Landry would use triggers to get Tilly over the edge while fucking her, then pull out and start fucking Cris and finish inside him, mouth or ass. Landry hadn’t been saving it for Cris—Landry had needed him.

Bringing Bob in would take even more pressure off Landry, helping both mentally and literally. Bob could take up any slack in that department. Cris had initially planned to not engage Bob beyond anything Landry ordered, in terms of sex or play, not wanting to force himself on the man.

Except Bob had quickly grown to like, then love it.

“Please!” Bob begged.

Without releasing Bob’s cock from his mouth, Cris turned around into a sixty-nine on top of Bob. Cris moaned around Bob’s shaft as Bob’s mouth engulfed his cock.

Eager, needy, Bob sucked Cris deep and hard and it took everything Cris had not to start fucking the other man’s mouth and blowing his load.

He wanted this to last, for both of them.

Bob’s hands gripped Cris’ ass, holding him in place. This wasn’t a man being forced to service another—this was a man eager to reciprocate.

Cris rocked back and forth on top of Bob, savoring every sensation, the hot, wet heat of his mouth, how he’d learned to use his tongue on a cock as if he’d been doing it all his adult life—how each moan rolling from Bob vibrated through Cris’ cock.

It wouldn’t take much to turn around again and impale his own ass on the gorgeous, thick cock he was sucking, except he’d never violate a rule like that. He could dream, though, and eagerly anticipate it.

After several minutes, Cris’ need was too great. He plunged his cock into Bob’s mouth, his load building and balls growing tighter as his orgasm built. Twisting like wire close to snapping, before he deep-throated Bob to muffle his own moans and shot his load down Bob’s throat. Bob almost immediately came, and Cris swallowed every salty drop of cum pumped into his mouth.

When they were both finished, Cris turned around again and held Bob, breathing easy and feeling sated for at least a couple of minutes.

“Thank you, Sir,” Bob mumbled against his chest.

“Still Cris and Bob.” He rubbed his chin across the top of Bob’s head. “I might have to fly out to LA next week, too.”

“For work?”

“No, to dodge Landry. I swear I spent most of the last three days before you guys got back tied up and either sucking his cock or being fucked. One time, he put a TV table in front of the spanking bench with my laptop on it and tied me to the bench so my hands were free to type so I could work. Spent nearly six hours there, him coming by and fucking me when he felt like it, usually with a damn strap-on.”

Bob laughed. “I don’t know if I should be worried or turned on.”

“Yes.” Cris nuzzled his head again. “I’m sure you’ll spend time like that with the sadist, too.” He sighed. “Would you like a break from the cage?”

“He didn’t offer me one.”

“I’m offering you one.”

“I thought you said we’re Cris and Bob right now.”

“Exactly. I’ll tell him the truth, you were starting to get some red marks, and it’s time to give you a rest. Oh, that reminds me.” He rolled Bob onto his back, found the last spot he’d bit, already fading, and bit him there again.

Bob’s fingers dug into Cris’ back. “Fuuuuck.” His cock started to harden again.

Cris growled against Bob’s flesh as he bit and sucked. Some day, hopefully soon, Cris would be able to throw the man’s legs over his shoulders and then Cris could fuck his ass while biting him.

Marking him.

Maybe it was Landry’s collar, but until their ring was also on Bob’s hand, he wanted the man to know he was owned in more than one way.

As he eased up, Bob’s hands traveled lower, fingers tracing the spot on the back of Cris’ left ass cheek where his kanji character tattoo was.

“I do want one,” Bob said. “I meant it when I told you guys that. I want to be marked like you.”

Cris stared down at him for a long moment before gently kissing him, a brush of lips, sweet and easy. “When we get to a year, you think you might want to marry me?”

Bob nodded.

“Because you want to, not because you have to.”

“I want to marry you.”

“Fair warning, we do that, I’m gonna ask Lan and Til to let me have you to myself at least for the night.” Cris smiled down at him. “That’s only fair considering what happened on their wedding night.”

“Okay.”

“Why are you so okay with all of this?”

“Like I keep telling you, you had your issues, I had mine. When you met Landry and moved in with him, you felt like you were finally loved and wanted and understood and appreciated, right?”

“Yeah?”

“It just took me a lot longer to find you guys. Honestly? If I’d never met Tilly, and somehow I’d met you and Landry first, and you guys had started playing with me, I might still be in this exact same place right now.”

Cris settled next to him again with Bob draped over his chest. He twined a hand in Bob’s hair, lightly scratching, petting him.

“Let’s snuggle for a few minutes, boy, see if we can get it up again, and go for round two. Cage stays off for the rest of the day. I’ll take it inside and put it away.”

Bob’s lips pressed against his chest, a series of kisses. “Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir.”

“That’s my good boy.” Bob melted against him. “Such a very good boy.” 


Chapter Six

 

Tilly stood in the kitchen with a smile on her face and watched Bob slip into the pool house. Cris had gone in first a few minutes earlier.

Good for them.

She returned to the living room, where KC was almost out and Landry was comfortable on the sofa. Tilly sat on the other end of the couch and propped her feet in Landry’s lap where he could reach them, wiggling her toes at him.

He smiled and started rubbing the right one for her. “Tired, love?”

“Hard day’s shopping, you know.”

And her plan was to keep him settled there and not moving around the house just to realize he couldn’t find either of his boys, which would send him looking for them.

She could play the sadist’s games against him, too.

And she knew Cris and Bob needed alone time.

Plus, Landry was damn good at giving foot rubs.

“Maybe Cris and I should fly out to LA with you next week.”

“Why? I didn’t think you needed to come out.”

He shrugged and glanced at the movie on the TV like he was paying attention to it. “We do have some matters needing my direct supervision.”

“Uh-huh. Last time I asked, you said that wasn’t until August. Try again.”

He rolled his eyes and returned his focus to her. “Cannot fool you, can I, love?”

“And yet you’re still not answering the question.”

“I am reminded how lovely it is when we’re all under the same roof. It’s not as easy for us to leave for the UK, but we could spend time in LA with you.”

She thought about it and slowly nodded. “One condition.”

“Yes?”

She leveled her gaze at him, well aware that KC could snap back fully awake at any time.

“A certain set of titles get left behind. It’ll be Landry, Tilly, Cris, and Bob in LA. Not…you know.”

Although sadist was who he was, not what he did. It was ingrained in his personality and everything he did, both subtle and large.

“You think you can handle that for a week?” she asked.

 

* * * *

 

Landry studied Tilly. She never failed to fascinate him. When he’d first met her, it’d been Cris who’d provided the pivot their dynamic hinged upon, whether she could forgive Cris and accept him back into her life, and whether Cris could accept Landry’s place in Tilly’s life—and his place under Landry as Tilly’s husband.

Now, their future hinged upon Tilly as the pivot with their life with Bob.

Landry would be a liar if he said it wasn’t like a dream come true. Not that he’d originally wanted one more person to make them a quad, but Bob had been the perfect person and the perfect opportunity and the perfect circumstances, and Landry agreed he wanted no others in the future.

Maybe the four of them together, spending time vanilla—as much as they could be vanilla—wouldn’t be a bad thing. The condo in LA was small enough to be impractical for escapes like what Landry suspected Bob and Cris were currently engaged in, either in the pool house or in what had been Bob’s bedroom before he’d been permanently added to their bed.

He also suspected Cris had rid Bob of the chastity cage. Not only did Landry want Tilly feeling protective and territorial of Bob in some ways, so did he want Cris to feel that as well.

One of the things Landry had discovered early on about Bob was that the man developed a strong bond with someone who felt like that about him. He longed to belong, to be owned, to be useful and appreciated.

Landry had no problem doing that and had earned the man’s love and obedience. Then there was Tilly, of course, for whom Bob already felt that. For this to truly last, Bob needed to feel that from and for Cris.

And they would have few opportunities over the next few months to all be together at the same time.

“I believe I could handle that quite well, love,” he said. “And I do like to keep the office out there on their toes. I don’t wish them to grow too complacent that we might not stop in at any time.”

She smiled. “Aaaaand there it is.”

“My dear, you did not say I couldn’t bring that persona to work.”

She snickered. “No, I did not. Feel free, those poor bast—um, poor guys.”

“Language, love.” He grinned.

“Hey, I caught myself.”

He worked on her foot, relaxing her. “So they retired to the pool house, then, I take it?”

From the way her entire body went rigid, he knew he’d guessed correctly.

He smiled. “You also did not say I had to stop being me now, love.” He blew her a kiss.

She stifled her laugh so as not to awaken KC, and he was pretty sure she mumbled, “Frickin’ sadist,” under her breath.

 

* * * *

 

Landry didn’t get up and stalk off after his boys like he knew Tilly assumed he’d do. Actually, he was content to let them play for now, because that kind of play would be rare out in LA.

He switched to rubbing Tilly’s left foot after a time. Eventually, he heard the utility room door open and close. Whoever had returned hadn’t tried to be quiet this time.

Then the master bedroom door opened and closed.

Ah, my sweet Cristo.

After another long moment, the utility room door opened and closed again, but this time took longer, like someone had a heavily laden laundry basket in their arms and had to stop and turn to catch the door and pull it shut behind them.

And there’s Bob.

The master bedroom door opened, but didn’t close.

Cris finally reappeared in the living room and settled in one of the recliners.

“Work all done then, love?” Landry asked.

“For now. I might need to call in on the afternoon conference bridge.”

“He busted you,” Tilly said.

“Huh?”

“Technically, darling, you busted them for me,” Landry corrected. “I wasn’t even sure. I suspected you saw them, and then you came to me looking for a foot rub to keep me distracted. I simply guessed, and from your reaction, I knew.”

She stared at him. “Wow. You’re sneakier than I thought.”

“I have to be, with you three around. Otherwise, you’d all run roughshod over me quite easily.” He smiled. “Though I didn’t say I don’t enjoy the game, darling.”

Cris slowly shook his head, the handsome, amused smile Landry had first fallen in love with so many years ago creasing his face. “You’re something, Lan.”

“And did you have fun?”

Cris’ smile widened, and he nodded.

“Good. Love, would you like to tell him the plan?”

“Let’s get Bob in here first.”

Landry wouldn’t deny a little jolt of sadistic satisfaction when he knew from Cris’ face he—erroneously—assumed Tilly would be announcing a drop of that final restriction. Except that wasn’t something they’d discuss with KC around, obviously.

Bob joined them a moment later, looking adorably flushed in the cheeks, the way he always did for a short time after having had a couple of orgasms.

“Good, we’re all here,” Landry said. “Love?”

She looked up at Bob. “Landry and Cris are coming to spend the week in LA with us,” she said. “He’s got stuff he can do out there. Bonus—it means you have extra backup for KC and can spend more time with me at the office focusing on learning operations out there.”

Landry studied Cris as she made the announcement, glad to see a little disappointment on Cris’ expression that he quickly schooled into agreement.

Good.

Landry had wondered at first if Cris would have a problem seeing Bob with Tilly. Cris’ reaction had just confirmed to Landry that wouldn’t be the case. Add in the fact that being able to also play with Bob, once that restriction was dropped, would help bring them all closer.

As much as he wanted that restriction to end, he didn’t want it to fall at the cost of creating a chasm between any of them.

Now they simply had to wait Tilly out.

 

* * * *

 

Bob hoped Landry wasn’t too disappointed in them going off alone for a little while. It would be nice having him and Cris in LA with them, able to help with KC and help reassure him he wasn’t letting Tilly down.

When Bob walked to the kitchen to get dinner started, Landry followed, pressing against him at the kitchen sink, one hand circling around him to cup his groin.

Bob froze despite knowing what Cris had said.

The sadist let him spin in silence for a moment before he chuckled and gave Bob’s uncaged and temporarily satisfied junk a gentle squeeze.

“How many times each, then?” Landry murmured against the side of Bob’s neck.

“Twice, Master,” he whispered.

“And did you ask for release, or did Cris take the initiative?”

“Cris, Master.”

“And the other…item?”

“Cris, Master.”

“Good boy.” With that, he wrapped his arms around Bob in a hug from behind, resting his head between Bob’s shoulders. “You are our very good boy. That pleases me, you two getting along so well.”

“How will LA work, Master?”

Landry turned him around and stared up into his eyes. “While we are out there, Tilly has asked for no formalities. Just…us.” He lightly tugged on Bob’s necklace, indicating Landry wanted him to lean in for a kiss. “I still insist on you calling her ‘Ma’am.’ Understood?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Good boy.”

Landry looked around Bob, presumably at the time displayed on the microwave’s clock. “After dinner, while Tilly is bathing KC, meet me in the bedroom for a shower, hmm? Just you and I.”

Bob smiled, nodding. “Yes, Master.”

“Good boy.” One more kiss before Landry released Bob’s necklace. “Get dinner prepared.” He started to step away. “Oh, and boy?”

“Yes, Master?”

Landry smiled. “You’d best have at least one left in there for me or I shall be very cross indeed.”

Bob grinned. “I’m sure you can coax at least one out of me.”

“You’d best hope so.” 


Chapter Seven

 

When Landry got up to follow Bob—likely to suss out exactly what had happened, if Tilly had to guess—Cris moved from the recliner to the sofa to take his place.

KC still slept, lightly snoring, from her place on the rug. She was spread out on her nap quilt and her pillow, where she’d started falling asleep almost as soon as the movie had started.

Cris put Tilly’s feet in his lap and started with the left. “I warned you he’s sneaky.”

“You never warned me he’s practically psychic.”

“Regretting it?”

“Heck, no.” She smiled. “Did you…” She pointed at her crotch and mimed unlocking the chastity cage.

“Of course I did.” Cris smiled. “He’s a very good boy.”

She giggled. “Softy.”

“Hey, I never tried to pretend I was up to Fussypants’ standards when it came to that side of things.”

They had their own code for talking about things around KC, even if she was sound asleep.

“Was LA his idea or yours?” Cris asked.

“His. But my…condition,” she said. “Apologize to your office peeps for me, though. I didn’t say Fussypants couldn’t show up at work.”

He shrugged. “They’re used to that side of him. They actually think that’s the way he is all the time. They don’t see the softer side of the sa…” He glanced at KC’s sleeping form. “The softer side of Him. Not like we do.”

She heard the capital H. “I’m surprised he hasn’t pissed people off.”

“Oh, he has. But they also know he’s consistent and doesn’t always move the goal posts on them. And he is fair. He’s as eager and willing to reward achievement and success as he is punishing avoidable failures.”

It felt so good having his hands on her feet. Even though Landry’s foot rub had been amazing, she’d be stupid to turn down a second one by someone equally capable.

Because Cris had learned from Landry.

If someone—anyone—had told her before Landry walked into her life and brought Cris back to her that she’d be sitting here with him, like this, she’d have decked them.

That it was impossible.

Now?

She couldn’t imagine her life without him.

Without any of her three men.

Wasn’t that the point? That she loved them? They were different men with different personalities and each fulfilled something different in her.

And in each other.

“You really happy?” she asked.

He stared at her foot in his hand for a moment as he kneaded her flesh, the smile playing across his lips.

“Yeah. I don’t think I’ve ever been happier in my entire life.”

 

* * * *

 

Bob and Cris were loading the luggage in the minivan Sunday afternoon. They’d park in the long-term lot at TIA since they’d only be out in LA for a week. They’d pay more hiring a shuttle van to drive them all the way up there and back again.

Cris was looking forward to more time with all of them together, even if it was in LA.

Landry set the alarm and locked the house while Tilly got KC buckled into her car seat.

“Bob, you may drive,” Landry said. “I’ll ride up front.” He reached for the passenger door handle.

Tilly snorted. “Didn’t even make it out of the dang driveway.”

Landry glanced at her over his shoulder while he reached for his seatbelt. “No, love. Would you prefer a different arrangement?”

“Does Bob mind driving?” she asked.

“No, Bob does not mind, Ma’am,” he playfully replied from behind her.

Knowing KC couldn’t see, Cris reached over and smacked Bob’s ass, giving him a grin.

Once the luggage was stowed, Cris climbed into the seat behind Tilly. “Okay, we’re loaded.”

“Onward,” Landry said. “If that’s amenable to everyone?” he added.

“Smart aleck,” Tilly snarked.

KC had become a seasoned traveler, even at her young age. She was asleep almost before the plane left the ground in Tampa. When it came time to decide who sat where, since they were in first class and the seats were only two per row instead of three, they’d put Tilly next to KC, and Cris and Bob together across the aisle. Landry sat in the row ahead of them, and they could all change seats as they wanted throughout the flight.

Cris reached over to lace fingers with Bob as the engines revved for takeoff.

“Here we go,” Cris said. “You ready?”

“Not sure how I’ll deal with the paparazzi. Tilly said it’s worse out there than in the UK.”

“It can be sometimes. Hopefully you won’t have to deal with too much. Just remember not to say anything to them. Don’t react. They might try to provoke you to get a reaction.”

Bob laid his head on Cris’ shoulder as the plane picked up speed and rumbled down the runway.

 

* * * *

 

Flying was not his favorite activity, but Bob knew getting used to it was mandatory.

Something he hadn’t had trouble getting used to was no longer feeling alone in the world. Unwanted.

Not understood.

Just when he’d resigned himself to spending the rest of his life alone and unfulfilled, enter Landry and Cris, with Tilly.

His family.

The contractor would be starting on the addition to the house next month. They’d pulled the permits for the job, and Landry and Cris had finalized the plans after checking with Bob. He’d have his own mini suite with a bedroom, office and sitting room area, and a bathroom as big as the master bath.

A place for all his stuff, a place to retreat to.

A place where if two or three of them wanted to retreat to it and still be in the house, yet unable to be overheard by KC, they could.

The plane climbed and then gently banked toward the west. This was a direct flight to LA, no layovers or stops or plane changes.

Bob had a thought.

“Is the place you got your tattoo still there? In LA?”

Cris had deep, expressive brown eyes, sometimes intense, sometimes playful. Right now, those brown eyes studied Bob.

“Why?”

“You know why, Sir.”

Yes, it was supposed to be vanilla time this week.

Bob wanted Cris to know how serious he was.

Cris still studied him.

“He took you,” Bob added. “You can take me.”

Cris squeezed his hand, hard. “I’ll check when we get there,” he quietly said. “If not there, I’ll find someplace.”

Was it selfish to want to match Cris? Maybe.

Maybe if Tilly saw he was all in for real and not going anywhere, it might help her drop her restriction faster. It was a visceral need quickly growing in Bob to prove to them he was fine with this new world order.

He had no concerns about his future, because he’d planned for retirement. He was renting out his condo and wasn’t selling it. So all he’d have to worry about was the sixty-day escape clause if he had to get renters out because he needed to move back there. This wasn’t about not wanting to lose them because of materialistic reasons, or feeling insecure about his financial future.

He didn’t want to lose them because he knew it’d break his heart, and he was tired of having his heart broken.

Bob had special things with Landry and was developing more all the time. He had special things with Tilly—including getting to have swaths of time without sharing her.

Bob needed this tangible connection to Cris, the one who risked getting short-shrifted in terms of time spent together.

Cris and Landry took KC with them to work on Monday while Bob spent the day at Tilly’s office with her, getting to know the people he hadn’t yet met in person, even though he’d e-mailed, Skyped, and talked with them on the phone.

Cris and Landry had made it home first and had dinner underway when Bob and Tilly walked in.

He felt exhausted, mentally drained, but in a good way. The job would get easier once he was more familiar with it and the people, and he knew that.

They exchanged greetings with each other and KC. As Tilly took KC to go give her a bath before dinner, Landry followed, leaving Bob and Cris in the kitchen. Cris glanced down the hall after them, then pulled Bob in for an X-rated kiss that started Bob’s cock throbbing and left him feeling not nearly as exhausted as he had before.

“What’s your schedule Wednesday night?” Cris asked.

“About like today.”

“Guy’s still in business. He’s moved, though. He’s in Pasadena now. I’ll pick you up from Tilly’s office. We’ll grab dinner after. Landry’s conditions are that I film it and take pics, and that he will be the one to tell Tilly.”

The good kind of fear rippled through him. “Yes, Sir,” he whispered.

This was really going to happen.

Cris palmed his cheek. “My good boy. Any questions?”

“Just one.”

“Yes?”

“You’re sure that means what you said it means, right? He didn’t, like, get soup tattooed on your ass, did he?”

Cris grinned. “I thought about that later and checked. It’s accurate.” He pulled Bob in, foreheads touching. “She’ll own you, he’ll own, you, and I’ll own you, boy.”

Along with the fear ran relief. The more they did, the less likely they would be to want to reverse this and say good-bye to him.

“Yes, Sir. That’s what I want.”

 

* * * *

 

The ride in to work that morning had been…interesting.

Fortunately, KC had fallen asleep in the back seat. Cris knew the only way to deal with it was to deal with it, deal with it quickly, and head-on. Landry had been thumbing through e-mails on his work phone while Cris drove.

“Need a quick…discussion, Sir.” Cris knew they were supposed to be vanilla.

Something like this, he needed the protocol.

Landry turned to look at KC, then back to Cris. “Yes?”

“Bob made a request of me on the plane ride out. He wants to get his tat this week.”

He hadn’t needed to look at Landry to sense the intensity of his green gaze on Cris.

“He did, did he?” Landry drawled.

Whew. Amusement.

The sadist wasn’t upset. If anything, he sounded pleased. “He did. Requested I take him to the same place you took me.”

“That was his specific request?”

“Yes, Sir.”

Cris risked a quick glance. Landry had tilted his head and was watching him. “And your feelings on this?”

“He wants it. I’d like to take him.”

“Why you?”

“You know why, Sir.”

“Symmetry of dynamic?”

“Yeah. Something like that.”

“He wants to match you.”

“That, too.”

Landry fell silent, and Cris knew this was the point where he had to let the sadist mull it over.

“One condition,” Landry finally said after a few minutes.

“Yes, Sir?”

“Well, two. Take pictures and video of the process for me. And neither of you are to say a word to Tilly. I shall tell her.”

“Yes, Sir.”

 

* * * *

 

Landry followed Tilly to help her with KC. “Oh, by the way, love,” he said while they were elbows deep in bubble bath and a giggling toddler, “Cris and Bob are going to go out alone Wednesday evening. Cris will pick Bob up from work, and you and I and our little princess are going out for sushi after you come home and get me and her.”

“I want sushi!” KC squealed, happy.

He knew from the tilt to Tilly’s head that she knew something was up. “What are they going to go do?”

“They don’t need my permission to go out together, love. Do they?’

“I don’t know,” she said, sarcasm seeping into her tone. “You tell me.”

He smiled. “Bob told Cris there was something he wished to do while we’re all out here. Cris is going to take him to have it done.”

Her gaze narrowed and he could almost see her brain working like a computer, trying to puzzle it out, in child-friendly terms, what Landry was telling her.

He spotted the instant she figured it out because her eyebrows nearly launched off her forehead. “What?”

He pointed at KC and smiled, raising a sudsy finger almost to his lips. “Steady, love.”

She looked torn between wanting to storm out of the bathroom after the two men to confront them, and wanting to chew Landry a new one.

He was no idiot. There was a darn good reason he did it now, in front of KC.

“Are you sure that’s…wise?” she finally managed, sounding like it was taking every ounce of control she had not to shriek.

He shrugged. “Bob’s an adult and can make that decision for himself. In fact, he already has. I won’t tell him no.”

“But did you tell him he needed to do it?”

“Absolutely not. Go ask Cristo. He brought it to me this morning on our ride out of…courtesy.”

She sat back on her heels and stared at the ceiling for a minute while KC happily splashed with her set of marine animal floaties and made them race each other.

Tilly blew out a long breath and stared at him. “Swear to me you didn’t order him to.”

He raised both hands, so she could see he wasn’t crossing any fingers. “I did not. It happened exactly like that. Bob asked him on the plane ride out.”

“And he didn’t order him to?”

“Absolutely not. No orders, no suggestions. Bob asked Cristo, who asked me.”

She seemed lost in her head for a moment. When she next spoke, her voice thick with emotion, he could see the way her hazel eyes looked a little too bright, how she blinked harder than normal.

“He’s not going anywhere, is he?” she softly said. “Ever?”

Landry nuzzled her ear. “He’s ours for life, love. That’s all he wishes to be.”

She nodded. “Okay.” More nodding. “Okay. If he really wants it, yeah. Okay.” 


Chapter Eight

 

Cris had called to let Bob know he was just blocks away. He packed up and went to Tilly’s office. “Cris is almost here.”

She crooked a finger at him to come in, pointing at the office door, indicating for him to close it behind him.

She hugged him, staring up at him. “This is what you want, right? No orders, no ‘suggestions’ or screwy manipulation like, ‘Wouldn’t it be nice if my boys match?’”

Bob had been warned by the men Tilly was concerned he was making this decision of his own free will.

“This is me. All me. I’m really in this for life, and I liked the idea of the same guy doing mine, and Cris being the one to take me.”

“How’d you get from wanting to pound his ass to wanting to fuck his ass?”

“If I knew, I’d tell you. All I know is this is home, with the three of you, and I like the idea of matching.”

“I’m not getting a tattoo. No offense.”

“I wouldn’t expect you to, Ma’am.”

She sighed. “Still can’t call me Tilly, huh?”

“Landry did tell me that was a rule he had for this week, before we left Florida.”

“I should have known.”

“I like calling you Ma’am.”

“Tilly and Bob time.”

“Okay.”

She led him to the couch in her office, had him sit, and curled up in his lap, her arms around his neck. He loved holding her like this. It felt every bit as right as snuggling with either of the men.

“What if I never drop the restriction?”

He shrugged. “I’m still here, and I still want the tat.”

“What if you regret this in a couple of years?”

“Do you regret marrying Landry?”

“No.”

“You knew him for less than a week when he proposed. I’ve been wanting and ready for some iteration of what we have right now for years. Before I ever met you or them.”

She ran a hand through his hair. “Are you happy?”

“Absolutely.”

She nuzzled her mouth against the side of his neck. “I’m thinking out loud here, so don’t go passing this to the two of them yet, okay?”

“Okay.”

“I might start looking at booking us a vacation. You and me. Alone. As in KC stays with Landry and Cris while you and I go. If you see a block of time show up as being booked on the calendar, rest assured I know about it and have arranged it. And that’s all I’ll say about it. Okay?”

“Okay.” He tipped her chin up so he could kiss her, savor her.

Love her.

A knock sounded on her office door. “Come in,” she said.

Cris stuck his head in, smiling. “Am I missing something?”

She crooked a finger at him and he closed the door behind him, walking over to sit next to Bob. He first kissed Tilly hello, then Bob.

“Do not come back with soup or something stupid tattooed on his ass, okay?” she said.

Cris laughed. “I promise.”

“Good. Go have fun.” She got up, shooing the men out of her office.

Bob grabbed his things and a thrill raced through him as Cris held his hand while they awaited the elevator.

“Ready?” Cris asked.

Bob nodded. “Ready.”

“Nervous?”

“Fuck yeah.”

“Good. I’d be worried if you weren’t. It’ll hurt, but probably less than half the shit Landry’s put us through on a bench. Oh, and fair warning.”

“Yeah?”

Cris grinned, dropping his voice. “The sadist has trained us both. I’m sure the pain will make you as horny as it did me.”

When the elevator door opened, Cris stepped in, leading Bob inside by the hand. Once the doors slid shut, he nibbled Bob’s ear. “And I promise I’ll take care of you the same way Master took care of me after.”

Bob’s cock stiffened, throbbing and now aching harder than he had in a while. “Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir.”

Bob wouldn’t deny he felt mild terror grab hold as Cris deftly wound his way through Los Angeles traffic toward Pasadena. Another city Bob would need to learn to navigate on his own.

The tattoo studio looked to be high-end, classy artwork hanging on the walls, what appeared to be operating-room-clean standards, and the guy was nice. They were the only ones there, and Cris handled the talking. The man didn’t specifically remember doing Cris’ tat, but considering how long ago it’d been, and how simple it was, that was understandable. He took a look at it as Cris bent over a table, slacks down far enough for the man to see it and take a picture while he had Bob hold an L-shaped ruler next to it for scale.

Thirty minutes later, Cris had paid, Bob had filled out the forms, and the man had printed out a template that was identical when laid over Cris’ tat. Bob lay facedown on the table, his left ass cheek being soaped and shaved while Cris stood at his head, holding him and whispering to him, dropping him hard into subspace the way Landry had done to Cris so many years earlier.

Bob barely felt the needle, more feeling Cris’ fingers cupped around the back of his neck, his mouth pressed to Bob’s ear.

With his other hand, Cris took pictures and video with his phone.

It was over almost before it had started. Bob was reluctant to sit up, because his erection screamed for relief. Cris stepped around to the foot of the table to go over care instructions with the artist. Then the man left, pulling a curtain around the table to give them privacy.

Bob rolled onto his right side, trying to stay off the tattoo, which put his back facing the front of the building.

Cris grabbed a handful of his hair and whispered, “Stay.”

Then he leaned in and sucked Bob off.

Bob didn’t even try to hold back. The only thing he tried to do was not make noise. He was so fucking horny from the pain, and blissfully deep in subspace, had Cris tried to fuck him right then he might have allowed it just to get relief.

When Bob finished, Cris straightened, whipped out his own cock, and quickly face-fucked his orgasm down Bob’s throat. Cris fell still when he finished, holding Bob’s head in place, Cris’ thumbs caressing Bob’s cheeks.

“Mine,” Cris whispered down at him. “Always and forever.”

“Yours, Sir,” he mumbled around Cris’ cock, his soul feeling light and free.

 

* * * *

 

Cris helped Bob onto his feet and couldn’t help smiling about his boy’s subspacey expression.

He now understood this was what had amused Landry so much that evening so many years earlier.

The love.

The pride, knowing Bob had trusted him so much to allow a permanent mark be placed there.

Possessive.

And the kinky thrill of checking “tattoo parlor” off their bucket list of sexual locations.

Although now Cris had earned a second check mark there.

Cris took him out to dinner to a French place he hadn’t been in far too long. In this the ritual differed, because Landry had taken Cris out to a Thai restaurant they enjoyed that had sat three doors down from the artist’s previous studio. Which was how they’d found the tattoo artist in the first place.

Cris wasn’t going to take things to that extent.

Besides, this was for him and Bob. Something that was theirs.

They found Landry and Tilly chilling on the sofa when they returned home a little before eleven that evening. KC had already been put to bed for the night, and Landry smiled as they entered the living room.

“Well? Let’s see.”

Bob set his laptop case in the chair, unfastened his slacks, turned, and pulled them and his briefs down to show them.

“Nice,” Landry said. “A matching set.”

Cris studied Tilly’s face. He wasn’t sure he didn’t see a little flash of something that disappeared just as quickly before she smiled. “Very nice.”

“And after?” Landry asked, grinning.

Cris nodded. “Continued the tradition. Or made it a tradition. Or…something.”

“What?” Tilly asked.

Landry kissed her. “They blew each other right there,” Landry said. “Because if Bob felt a fraction as horny as Cris did after he got his, it would have been cruel to make him wait for relief.”

“Ahhh. Because you’re a sneaky bastard who has them trained to get horny over pain.”

“The brain wants what the brain wants, love.”

“The brain is easily trained and manipulated.”

“Complaining, love?” He nuzzled her throat. “Or would you like me to train you as I trained them?”

She laid a hand on his chest. “Uh-uh. Cardinal’s Rule—”

“She who must be obeyed,” the men said in unison before breaking into laughter.

“I’m not that bad.”

They all laughed again. Landry stood and scooped her into his arms. “Of course you’re not, love. You’re a beautiful treasure. Come, let’s go to bed and we shall show you.”

He carried her into the bedroom, Bob and Cris following. A few minutes later, naked and in bed together, Cris was already wanting round two. Landry turned Tilly over to Cris to play with while he took Cris’ phone, called up the video, and then stuck his cock into Bob’s eager mouth.

“Yeesss,” Landry cooed. “Such a good boy you were for him. Look at you staying so still there on the table.”

Cris wanted something different tonight. He sat propped up against the headboard so he could watch Landry and Bob together. He had Tilly sit on his cock, facing away from him, her back pressed against his chest and her legs spread wide and hooked over his thighs. He reached around her and played with her nipples with one hand, her clit with the other, quickly building her arousal until she was trying to rock back and forth against him to encourage him to take over.

She felt amazing, her sweet cunt gripping his cock and trying to get him to fuck her, or get her off, to give her relief.

But he didn’t give in to her just yet.

Landry paused the video, moved so he sat next to Cris, on his right, against the headboard. Landry put Bob on his stomach in front of him to resume sucking his cock.

“Such a good boy you were.” With his left hand Landry held the phone. With his right, he stroked Bob’s hair.

Landry turned his head and stared into Cris’ eyes, winking before leaning in to kiss him, hard. “How did it feel watching that? Watching him take your mark?”

He knew how Landry meant it—the literal possessive, not as in the same kind of mark.

“Breathtaking, Master.”

A smile quirked the sadist’s lips. “Indeed.”

He set the phone aside. “That’s it, boy. Bring me over and then take care of our sweet lady. I might have teased her earlier and been mean enough not to give her relief.”

“What happened to our vanilla week?” Tilly gasped, moaning.

“I do believe this is vanilla by our standards, love.” He kissed her, then switched to French. “Do you really wish me to stop, love? Because I shall, if you ask it.”

“Goddammit,” she growled in English. “Somebody better take care of me!”

“I’m afraid I might have wound her up a little too much earlier,” Landry said. “Boy, take care of her first.” He kept his fingers wound through Bob’s hair. Landry pulled him off his cock and pushed Bob’s face into her pussy. “Do a good job, then we’ll continue in a moment.”

She moaned, her pussy twitching and squeezing Cris’ cock. “Yeah,” Cris gasped, grabbing her hips to start fucking her. “That’s better.”

It felt intense, because Bob didn’t just lick her pussy, but also Cris’ cock, what he could reach of it, down to his balls and up again, until Cris could barely hold back. Tilly exploded around his cock and Cris finally let go, filling her pussy as Bob kept licking and sucking where their bodies were joined.

Landry watched, smiling and stroking his cock to keep it hard, and Cris knew where that load was going.

Time to pay the piper.

Landry reached over to the bedside table, fished out a condom pouch and lube, and prepared.

“Cris.”

He gently dislodged Tilly, untangling himself from her so he could swing a leg over Landry and straddle him, facing him. Landry handed him the lube, and, after preparing himself, Cris slowly impaled himself on Landry’s shaft.

“Bob. Stand here and let Cris reward you. Tilly, love, you should be considerate and help.”

She knelt next to Landry, her and Cris both working on Bob’s cock while Cris rode Landry.

Landry’s gaze drilled deep into Cris’ as the sadist smiled. “That’s it, loves. Beautiful.”

 

* * * *

 

Tilly hadn’t honestly thought sex could get hotter, but yeah, Bob made it hotter. As she and Cris both sucked his cock, she gave serious thought to dropping the final restriction right then.

Except she caught herself.

That would be exactly what Landry wanted.

No, she’d drop the restriction by her rules and timetable, not Landry’s.

Still, she’d enjoy nights like this.

She was the one who, when Bob was ready to come, swallowed his cock and his cum as his hips bucked against her face and next to her, Landry also came.

Collapsing on top of each other in a sweaty heap seemed to be their new group thing. Landry and Cris got out of bed to clean up, and Bob rolled on top of Tilly to kiss her.

She smiled up at him. “It is kind of hot,” she said.

“The sex?”

“No, that’s definitely hot. I meant you getting the tattoo.”

“I wanted it.”

“I know. That’s why it’s so hot.”

Landry returned, but he reached out, caught a fistful of Bob’s hair, and made him slide down the bed so his face was between Tilly’s thighs. “Give her one more for being nice enough to swallow for you. This one will have extra flavoring from Cris in it, though.”

She was going to protest that no, she was good, when the combination of Landry’s wicked smile and Bob’s skilled tongue rendered her speechless. He didn’t just lick her clit, he worked his tongue all the way inside her pussy, and the eager way he did it left no room for mistaking how into it he was.

He really did belong to them in all ways.

Tilly’s climax boiled up fast and hard and Bob was an overachiever, not needing Landry to order him to go for another one before he finally let up, raising his head and smiling at her with that sweet subbie expression that always made her laugh and filled her with love.

“I think Bob can sleep between the two of you tonight,” Landry said as he climbed into bed. “He’s earned it. Tilly, beside me, please.”

“Oh, shit,” she giggled as she did. “That means there’s fun in my future.”

“Perhaps, love. If you’re very very good.”

Wouldn’t be the first time she’d gone to sleep with Landry spooned around her and awakened to his hard cock wedged in her pussy and his fingers on her clit. Or, if he was especially horny, waking Cris up to go down on her while Landry fucked her, then leaving Cris to wait until morning for relief.

Bob lay on his right side, facing her. She nuzzled noses with him. “Love you.”

“Love you, too, Mistress.”

She groaned. “Why did I even bother trying to go vanilla for a week?”

“I don’t know, love,” Landry drawled. “It’s like you’ve never met any of us before.” 


Chapter Nine

 

The next several weeks passed in a blur for Bob. Home, to Florida, for only three days, then back to London for a week, just him and Tilly and KC.

Once they returned to Florida, Bob was able to help prepare for the 4th of July party.

Tilly had already put her foot down and banned fireworks other than sparklers.

None of the three men dared defy her on that. As Bob’s tattoo healed and scabbed and peeled and finally started to look like it would look, he felt a deeper peace fill him. He had fully committed, and no, he didn’t need a ring on his finger.

He knew Tilly wouldn’t give him up.

He knew Cris wouldn’t give him up.

And he knew Landry damn sure wouldn’t give him up.

Anything else, Bob knew he could deal with as life inevitably threw them curveballs.

Today was their Fourth of July party. After Tilly dropped off KC at Leigh’s house, Landry ordered Cris and Bob into cuffs and collars and matching leather jocks.

For now.

The sadist made it perfectly clear that, after dark, the men would be naked.

As the afternoon progressed and guests arrived, a good, busy energy filled the house. The RSVP list had completely responded to Tony’s e-mail within a week—and it looked like they were set for a one-hundred-percent turnout rate.

As Landry made the rounds and talked to people, he’d frequently check in with Cris and Bob, flashing Bob a smile or giving him a quick kiss and ruffling his hair.

The sadist was happy, meaning all was right in the world.

During one lull in people using the suspension frame, Landry caught up with Bob.

“Go to the frame, remove your jock, and wait.”

“Yes, Master.”

Bob did it immediately, his cock twitching as he hoped that meant a scene. The last couple of parties they’d held, they hadn’t had much chance to play because they were too busy being hosts. If they played at a party lately, it was usually when someone else hosted it.

Cris joined him a moment later, not hesitating to get naked. “Guess we’re getting beaten,” he said, smiling and starting to stretch. Bob heard little pops and creaks as he did.

Landry joined them a few minutes later with one of his implement bags, which had been in their bedroom. From it, he produced two pairs of suspension cuffs. While the men helped each other put them on, Landry threw a coil of rope over the top of the swing’s frame. After looping it several times, he attached carabiners to it and then clipped their suspension cuffs to those.

Cris and Bob stood facing, pressed against each other.

“Hiya,” Cris said. “You come round here often?”

“Every once in a while,” Bob said. “You?”

Bob heard the sound of a cane zwhipping through the air.

“Motherfucker!” Cris jumped in pain, straining against his bonds.

Bob reached out and, as best he could, wrapped his fingers around Cris’.

“You’re in a mood,” Bob heard Tilly say.

“I was trying to decide how to play with them and went for simplicity, dear.” Landry stepped behind Bob, and a cane stroke landed across his ass, shoving him into Cris, who kissed him.

“That’s better, boys,” Landry said. “Soothe each other while I maul you.” The sadist went to work on them, and despite the pain, both of them were hard and horny for a majority of it, their cocks rubbing together.

Their mouths swallowing each other’s cries of pain in between moans of pleasure.

“Now that’s teamwork,” Landry said, his hands soothing their sore asses.

Bob had honestly forgotten Tilly was there. His focus had been Cris, and his eyes and mouth and body, and Landry’s impacts on their bodies as they stood there, bracing each other.

So far, Landry hadn’t stopped the two men from gaining pleasure from each other, so they kept doing it.

As long as they didn’t come without permission, hopefully they’d be okay.

What was Landry going to do, cane them?

Ha!

Finally, Landry seemed to have gotten his fill. He unclipped their restraints and had Tilly take them back to their bedroom for aftercare, which Bob didn’t understand, but didn’t question. Landry followed a moment later, closing the door behind him and already unfastening his shorts as he stalked toward the bed.

In one hand he carried a battery-operated Hitachi Bob knew had fresh batteries, because he’d been the one to check it earlier that day per Landry’s orders.

Ahhh…

Before Tilly could escape Landry, he had a hand in her hair and spoke a low, rapid-fire stream of French to her that Bob couldn’t yet follow despite his lessons. She moaned, squirming in Landry’s grip as he pulled her shorts down and off her, flipping her over onto her knees and driving hard into her pussy from behind.

“Cuddle with her, boys.”

Cris and Bob did, reaching under her shirt to play with her nipples as Landry’s cock pounded her from behind. He didn’t even bother taking off his shorts and shirt as he fucked her, reaching for the vibrator and pressing it to her clit.

She exploded. Cris turned her head toward him, kissing her while Bob continued to play with her nipples.

Landry looked like a man possessed, eyes wide and a beaming grin as he watched the three of them. Then with a series of short, jabbing thrusts, he threw his head back and emptied himself inside her. He switched the vibrator off and dropped it onto the bed.

Bob sat up and kissed him, pleased when Landry threaded his fingers in his hair and held him in place, returning the kiss while Cris kissed Tilly.

“My beautiful boy,” Landry whispered, nuzzling noses with him.

Then Landry’s hand trailed down Bob’s back, to his left ass cheek, and slapped the tattoo.

Landry smiled, and Bob knew now why he always gave Cris that same smile when he did it to him.

The sadist was pleased.

Very pleased.

That was always a good thing.

 

* * * *

 

Landry let Cris and Bob suck him while he cuddled Tilly, then sent the two of them—their cocks hard and unrelieved—back out to be hosts.

They were not to put their jocks back on, though.

“That was mean, Lan,” she mumbled.

“Whatever do you mean, love?” He didn’t try to conceal his snicker.

“Not letting them come yet and ambushing me.”

“I didn’t hear you safeword, pet. Unless OHMYGOOOOOOOD mumbled against Cris’ tongue is your new safeword. If so, my apologies.”

She laughed. “You’re lucky you’re so damned adorable.”

“You’re right. That, and I’m a sneaky damn fuck.”

“Tricky, sneaky, evil damn fuck.”

“Complaining, love?”

“Didn’t say that.”

After a good snuggle that included a well-needed conversation between the two of them, Landry felt revived, frisky, and returned to the party and his host duties. Tilly followed not long after, and for the rest of the night, any time he caught sight of his boys’ well-caned asses, he had to smile.

They were his.

Always and forever.

And so was Tilly.

The family he’d never expected to have, in some ways. Certainly never expected to include a woman or a child, but having two boys to keep him on his toes was a lovely development.

No more, though. He was not a foolish man, and knew it was sexy perfection having Bob with them.

As he made the rounds of their guests and talked, watched other people play, got new ideas for them to try out later and realized this was the happiest he’d ever felt in his life.

Thank god I didn’t kill myself in that stupid wreck. I would have missed out on how beautiful life is.

At the time, he’d despaired of ever seeing Cris again—his own damn fault, admittedly—or finding anyone to take his place. The wreck had exposed his cancer, and his friends and neighbors had managed to contact Cris.

If he hadn’t had the wreck, the cancer would have killed him, and he never would have seen Cris again.

Or had a wife and child.

And Bob.

Sometimes, even my bloody stupid ideas turn out brilliant.

Now all that was left was to enjoy their life together, raise their daughter, and be a family.

I am very blessed.

He DM’d a suspension scene on the frame and enjoyed laughing at how Wade and Glen tried their hand at rope bondage, but on the ground, not suspended, before they spit-roasted their boy, Justin.

Doyle had Mevi bent over the side of the hot tub and fucked him senseless as they watched the spit-roast in progress.

I’ll never grow weary of nights like these.

The sadist smiled, happy, and eager to see what extra trouble he could cook up for his two boys once all their guests went home.

Even now in his life, it was never too late for love to bloom, and Landry would never take what they had for granted. It was precious, rare, and so very, very beautiful.


Chapter Ten

 

While Cris tidied up the lanai and Landry helped him rehang the swing on its frame, Bob started in the living room, going through with a garbage bag to pick up any stray cups and plates that had been left behind. People were pretty good about picking up after themselves at the private parties, but, sometimes, attentions were distracted by whatever sexiness was taking place.

He didn’t mind the job.

The dining room next, then he dumped the garbage cans in both guest bathrooms and tied the bag off, sitting it in the garage to deal with in the morning.

He quickly wiped down both bathrooms and then headed for the true albatross.

The kitchen.

There was still a lot of food left over. Some they’d have to toss because it’d sat out all evening, and some that would still be good. He was working on that job when Cris walked in.

Naked, except for his collar and cuffs.

Just like Bob.

He stepped behind Bob and pressed him against the island counter, wrapping his arms around him from behind, nibbling on his neck. “We’re cleaned up out there. Why are you still in here?”

“I don’t want to leave this until morning.”

“It’s okay.”

“All this food’ll go to waste.”

Cris rested his chin on Bob’s shoulder and finally surveyed the counter. “That is a lot of food. I didn’t realize how much was left over.” He sighed. “I’ll help.”

They were working on that when Landry walked in, dressed only in shorts. “There’s my boys. Are we ready to go to bed?”

Bob knew better than to ask if he and Cris would be allowed relief tonight. If the sadist decided it would be so, then it would.

If not? The two of them could wait.

They’d have to.

Tilly wasn’t asleep when they reached the bedroom. She was sitting up in bed, propped against the headboard with pillows and wearing a long T-shirt while she browsed on her iPad.

Bob assumed she was going through e-mail. It wasn’t a holiday in the UK, and she’d want to stay on top of things there.

“Tell me you aren’t working, love,” Landry drawled.

She didn’t look up from her screen. “We promised not to lie to each other,” she snarked.

Yep. Full-on work mode. Bob knew that tone.

Landry let out a melodramatic sigh that would make some of KC’s look like fine acting. “Love, you are home, it’s Sunday, and today was a party.”

“It’s after midnight. It’s Monday now.”

“It’s a holiday.” He snatched the iPad out of her hand and managed to fend her off.

“Hey, give that back!”

“Not until morning.”

“It is morning in London, you fink!”

“Yes, and they know you’re in the States and I own your time right now.” He managed to get a hand on her ponytail and calm her down. He glared at Bob and Cris. “A little help, please, gentlemen?”

Cris snorted. He’d been standing there, watching with his arms crossed and a smile on his face. “I figured you had things under control.”

Cris got behind her and held her arms pinned back. Landry set her iPad on the dresser and then pulled her T-shirt up and over her head, an impromptu blindfold. Landry pointed Bob between her legs, all the fight going out of her when Bob’s mouth latched on to her clit. She moaned, slumping forward and trying to grind her pussy against his face.

“There, that’s better,” Landry said. “I thought I had fucked all the fight out of her earlier. I guess I was wrong.”

“Gee,” Cris said. “Ya think?”

“That was spoken like a man who doesn’t want an orgasm.”

“No, that was spoken like a man who knows it’s three against one now, and if I get really desperate we’ll just suck on your balls until we get you horny enough to be nice again.”

Landry loudly sighed. “Such a brat you are becoming, slave, now that you have one of your own to torture.”

“I’ve always been a little bit of a brat, Master. That’s one of the things you said you love about me. I’m not a doormat. Except that one time during my punishment period. Even then, that was a special circumstance, and I don’t think we need to rehash it.”

“True. I hate it when you use my own words against me.”

Bob was reduced to listening to this, his cock now hard and throbbing from what he was doing. He couldn’t see anything from his position. When he ran his tongue up inside her pussy, he tasted both her juices and Landry’s from their earlier fucking.

He flinched, followed by a moan when Landry’s hand closed around his cock and slowly pumped. “I have a special surprise planned for you two once we quiet our feisty pet. Talking to Joel and Fenton tonight, I got an idea I’d like to try out.”

“Uh-oh,” Cris muttered.

“Now why do you assume that’s a negative?” Landry asked.

All three of them, as one, even Tilly, paused and said, “Because it’s you.”

Followed by laughter.

Then Tilly’s renewed moans filled the room as Bob picked up where he left off.

“Nevertheless, I believe you two boys shall enjoy this one. We had a successful party, happy guests, great energy here all night. That deserves a reward for you both. And unless our sweet little viper”—she moaned as the first orgasm hit, grinding even harder against Bob’s mouth—“ah, there she goes now. As I was saying, unless our sweet little viper decides to remove our final restriction sooner, I need to be creative and discover workarounds that do not violate her rule. And I have. Make her come at least once more, boy, then get back up here.”

Bob was holding on to her thighs to try to keep her still. This wasn’t his preferred position to do his best job, but he was always going to follow orders.

And he’d never turn down a chance to take care of her like this.

He suspected Landry was helping by playing with her nipples, because Tilly started whimpering.

“Yes, let boy suck another one out of you. He’s earned his reward. Stop being a stubborn thing. If you make me drop you into subspace, I’ll have to tie you up and fill your pussy and ass with vibrating dildos to keep you busy until I take care of slave and boy.”

She cried out as she came, suddenly sounding muffled. Bob knew that sound—Landry had kissed her. Once she’d finished coming, Landry said, “All right, slave. I think it’s safe enough now to release her. Up, boy.”

Landry grabbed a fistful of Cris’ hair and a fistful of Bob’s. “Start kissing, and let Cris get a good taste of her on you, boy.”

Cris grabbed Bob and started to devour him.

Truthfully? Nothing against Tilly and how well she kissed, but Bob had never been kissed better or received sexier kisses than he had from Cris and Landry. Deep and raw and primal, taking and owning and Bob was happy to let them.

Cris didn’t just kiss him, he held Bob’s head in place and licked him, chin to lips, along his jawline, back up to suck on his lower lip, biting, teeth and tongues and a whole lot of need.

“On the bed, slave,” Landry ordered. “On your back.”

Reluctantly, Cris released Bob, but the dark, smoldering hunger in his brown gaze stiffened Bob’s cock even more.

And Cris’ cock was hard, ready.

Bob’s mouth watered and he hoped Landry was going to let him suck the man off. Even if Bob wasn’t getting off, he loved putting on a show for the sadist.

Earning a good boy, a head scratch.

The loving smile and snuggles that always followed hard, raw sex.

Landry made quick work of attaching Cris’ wrist cuffs to the headboard. Tilly lay on the far side of the bed, sated and smiling, watching the events unfold and looking more than a little rumpled.

Again.

Landry reached down and grabbed Cris by the ankles, hauling his legs up in a position like he was preparing him for fucking.

“Get in there,” Landry said. “So that your cocks are pressed together.” While Bob did that, throwing Cris’ legs over his shoulders and wishing he could fuck the man, Landry turned to Tilly. “Don’t fall asleep yet, pet. I have a job for you. Come here.”

She rolled onto all fours and crawled over while Landry moved out of the way. He stepped out of bed and returned with a bottle of lube and gloves over both hands.

“Hands.” She held them out and he squirted a generous amount of lube into her palms.

“Huh?”

He pointed between the men. “Hold on to them. But no moving yet.” When Landry got behind Bob and nudged his knees wider apart, Bob had an idea what was going to happen next.

Both he and Cris let out identical moans as Tilly’s hands lubed, then closed around their cocks, sheathing both of them pressed together, warm and soft and sweet.

Bob gasped again as Landry slid what felt like two fingers inside his ass. Then he felt Landry reach under him with his other hand. Below him, Cris also gasped, the man’s cock jerking against his own.

“Motherfucker,” Cris muttered, now trying to rock his hips against Bob.

“Now you may earn your rewards. Bob, you may start fucking, and you may not stop until both of you have come, and both of you are soft. If one or the other of you remains hard, or gets hard, you must keep fucking.”

Tilly snorted. “Oh, boy. That’s mean, Lan.”

“I am a sadist, pet.”

Bob started out slowly at first, fully understanding what Landry’s game was. Cris had been trained by Landry for far more years than Bob had, and was an expert at being milked like this. Cris also had a trained, ingrained response to recover quickly and get hard again. Bob had once watched as, impossibly, Landry had demonstrated milking Cris while the man wore a chastity cage. Landry forced five orgasms out of Cris in less than twenty minutes before Cris had finally safeworded. Only the first couple had resulted in cum erupting from Cris, the rest dry orgasms, but still damned impressive.

The best Bob had managed so far was three in thirty minutes.

Landry called that a starting point and room for vast improvement.

Bob took advantage of having Cris restrained to lean in and kiss him, finding his groove with Tilly’s and Landry’s hands where they were, and he started to really pound his hips against Cris.

“Fuck yeah,” Cris moaned. “Oh, god, that’s good!”

Tilly giggled. She varied her grip, always keeping their cocks pressed against each other and the lube creating a delicious slide of the underside of his cock against Cris’.

Then Landry triggered Bob first, rubbing against his prostate and forcing Bob over the edge. He forced himself to keep moving, to not stop fucking Cris, Tilly’s firm grip keeping his wilting cock corralled and still rubbing against Cris’.

While Bob had been coming, Landry had started finger-fucking his ass, pounding into him. Once Bob finished, Landry’s fingers had once again sought out his sweet spot and were gently coaxing him hard again.

And then Landry made Cris come.

The vicious cycle repeated three times over the next twenty minutes before Tilly safeworded. “Okay, Lan, this is fun, but I’m getting a cramp in my shoulder and I think my hands are pruning up.” She climbed out of bed to go wash her hands.

“You may stop, Bob,” Landry said.

Kind of anticlimactic at that point, because without Tilly’s hands there to contain their cocks, all Bob was doing was cardio.

Bob collapsed on top of Cris, exhausted and feeling a little chafed despite all the lube. He winced as Landry withdrew his fingers from Bob’s ass, heard Cris make a similar grunt below him, and then Landry headed to the bathroom, stripping off the gloves.

Tilly returned and nuzzled in to kiss Cris, then Bob. “That was cute.”

“Just imagine if I did that to both of them with one in your ass and one in your pussy, love,” Landry called from the bathroom. The sound of water running in the sink started.

“Fucker,” she shot back, smiling. She reached up and unfastened the clips restraining Cris to the bed. In a flash, he flipped Bob onto his back, pinning his arms over his head and kissing him.

“I want to be on top next time for that.” He smiled down at Bob. “That was definitely fun.”

Bob nodded, still trying to regain his ability to talk.

He thought it might have squirted out his cock around orgasm number two.

Landry appeared in the bathroom doorway, smiling. “Did I hear you say, ‘Fuck them,’ darling? Because I’m sure I could coax one more out of them tonight.”

“Ha! You wish. On both accounts.” She waggled a finger at him. “You promised not to badger me about this. Stick to being a tricky fuck.”

“I thought I was being a tricky fuck.”

Meanwhile, Cris had nuzzled his lips along the top of Bob’s right shoulder, found a good spot, and bit down, hard, sucking as he did. Gooseflesh of pleasure rippled over Bob’s body even if his cock was too exhausted to get it up one more time.

 

* * * *

 

That had almost been hot enough to make Tilly think about cancelling the restriction right there.

Almost.

She also knew that was part of the sadist’s plan, yet another reason to stay strong and toy with the man. This was becoming as much a game to her as she knew it was for Landry.

He’d as much as admitted it to her earlier when they were snuggling in bed after he’d fucked her senseless.

He’d also nailed another issue she’d been mulling over but not sure about.

“Not to pressure you, love, but if you ever decided to drop the restriction when you and Bob are away from home and without us, Cris and I would be fine with that, as well.”

She stared into his green eyes, trying to read him.

Trying to figure out how he could be so spookily prescient about the workings of her brain.

“It does not have to be an all-or-nothing event,” he’d added, and she could tell from his tone they were in “serious conversation” mode, not him pretending to be the tricky, sneaky, evil, pushy sadist they all knew and loved.

“I don’t know how I want it to be,” she admitted.

“Had we not arrived in your life, you’d likely be with him now, n’est–ce pas? At least, I know he would be with you, if you had him.”

She nodded.

“He loves us—all of us. And you love all of us. It truly does not matter to myself or Cris, as long as you are happy with it. Perhaps it would be more fitting for the two of you to be alone and unrushed when that happens. No…pressure.”

She arched an eyebrow at him.

“I mean performance anxiety, or whatever you wish to call it.” The sadist smiled. “As long as my cock is the first inside his ass, I truly do not care what or how the circumstances are. Or even if you wish to have him for yourself for a while and…nest.”

She rolled onto her side and rested her chin on her hand and stared at him for a long, quiet moment.

“How long had you been planning to add him to us?”

He didn’t answer her at first, which was her answer. She hadn’t been absolutely sure it’d been a truly long-game move on Landry’s part…until now.

She waited him out, and she wasn’t sure he was going to break first, but she knew that one weak point about the sadist that maybe no one else knew.

“The night you introduced him to Kim and Kylee.”

“The first night you got to play with him at Venture.”

He nodded.

“Did you bring him in because of me, or because you love him?”

“Both. At first because of you, but also because I am a selfish, greedy bastard, as Cris likes to point out.”

He smiled, the hand she hadn’t paid attention to along the back of her neck suddenly gripping more firmly. His voice dropped to a whisper. “And Daddy loves to give his little girl everything her beautiful heart desires. Daddy saw how much his little girl truly wanted Bob that night.” He rolled on top of her as he slanted his mouth over hers and parted her thighs with his knee, hard again.

He pinned her wrists over her head as his cock easily slid into her pussy and she didn’t want to stop him.

She wanted him to own her.

The man she knew was so desperate to keep her that he’d completely remade himself for her, from the inside out, in ways she knew she’d never fully know.

If that wasn’t true damn love, what was?

The sadist’s only weak point—he would do anything to make her happy, give her anything she wanted.

She did not take that power over him for granted.

Cris had undergone pretty damn severe punishment to be with her.

Bob had joined them, given himself to Landry and Cris—let’s not forget the tattoo—to be with her.

Landry had given up sole ownership over Cris, knowing Cris also loved Tilly.

What had she given up?

Well, she’d gone through hell over losing Cris the first time. Was she continuing to punish herself by denying herself that last step with Bob?

Landry’s lips hovered above hers as he slowly fucked her in that perfect way he had. “Tell Daddy what you want, pet.”

“I want you.”

“You have me, love. Tell me what else you want.”

“I want Cris. And Bob.”

“Aannnddd?”

The image, a fantasy, was seared in her mind. “I want them both to fuck me while I suck Daddy’s cock.”

“Then you shall have that, pet. Whenever you are ready to make it happen.” He switched to French and quickly built her up, making her climax first before he exploded and once again filled her with his cum, marking her, his comforting weight pinning her to the bed, holding her in place.

Holding her nightmares from the past at bay.

Holding her safe, loving her.

He still had her pinned under him, staring down at her with those gorgeous green eyes of his, eyes she knew she’d rather die first than see closed forever.

He might be a sadist, but from the first day she’d met him, in his own dark, twisted way, he’d done nothing but try to make every dream she’d had come true and make up for what he felt he’d unknowingly stolen from her in the past.

And he had.

He’d brought Cris back to her.

She was a mother.

She had a dream job making money she’d never dreamed possible, and living a lifestyle most people never got a taste of outside of movies.

And now…she had Bob.

Landry was the only one of her men she had this dynamic with, and not even Cris knew this between them, had never witnessed her like this with Landry. It was one thing she hadn’t been able to make herself bring back between her and Cris since his return despite the trust she had regained in him.

Landry had stepped into that role and taken over, and there could only be one like that for her, no matter how much she loved Cris.

And Bob.

Landry released her wrists and rolled them onto their sides with her cradled in his arms. “Daddy’s beautiful little girl,” he whispered as she pressed her ear to his chest and listened to his heart beat. “Do you know how much I love you?”

“Always and forever.”

He pressed a kiss to the top of her head. “Yes, love. That’s exactly right. Always and forever.”

 

 

THE END
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