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Tim and Paul accidentally fell together, but it was lust at first sight with love soon to follow. They both enjoy their sexy after-hours funtime. When Kent stumbles onto their games, it adds a delicious bonus to their business relationship and redefines the phrase “strange bedfellows.” 
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Chapter One
 
Five years ago
 
Paul looked up at the knock on his open office door to find Tim Sandberg standing there.
“Yeah?”
“Mr. Sauer, you asked to speak with me this afternoon?”
Paul had to think for a moment. He’d been deep in code mode and had totally lost track of time. “Oh, right. Sorry. Come on in and close the door, please.”
It wasn’t too difficult to drag his mind into the present. Not when face-to-face with his newest hire, a guy who seemed to effortlessly eat, drink, breathe, and bleed code.
Not to mention a guy whose intense brown gaze always seemed to harden Paul’s cock without even trying.
Which was something Paul could never admit to the man. For starters, he didn’t know if Tim was gay or not.
Secondly—hellooo, employee.
“Is something wrong, sir?”
Paul felt damn glad he was sitting down so Tim couldn’t see the chub popping in his pants. He’d like their positions to be reversed for sure, with him calling Tim Sir.
“Not with or for you, but yes, something’s wrong.”
A little of Tim’s tension eased as he smoothly slid into one of the two chairs in front of Paul’s desk. “What’s going on?”
Paul sat back and steepled his fingers in front of him. “I need your honest assessment of Mike’s coding skills.”
“Mike Terrace?”
“Yeah.”
“He’s a nice guy.”
“That wasn’t my question.”
Tim sighed. “I heard about his sister.”
“I know about his personal life. This situation predates that by quite a while.”
He gave Tim credit for trying, for obviously taking pains on how to phrase what he wanted to say without torpedoing Mike. A lesser man might use the opportunity to take well-deserved potshots at the guy in an attempt to climb the organizational ladder, especially since Tim was the newest programmer in the company, hired only six months earlier.
But Mike was a nice guy. A damned nice guy.
Which was part of the reason Mike was now creating a massive fricking pain in Paul’s ass.
Paul had hesitated to put the guy on notice before now, knowing how shitty the guy’s personal life was going. His sister had been attacked by her soon-to-be-ex-husband and put in the hospital, developed a blood clot in her brain, and died after languishing for several weeks. So now there was an ongoing criminal trial for Mike and his family to endure.
Paul had opted to “counsel” Mike a couple of times, without noting anything in his personnel file about it, hoping to nudge the guy in the right direction.
Every time it’d helped a little, but only for a week or two, at most, before he reverted back to his previous habits.
But Mike was a damned nice guy.
Except his coding skills weren’t up to par to start with. He’d been the weakest member on his dev team ever since being hired in, and Paul really regretted hiring the guy in the first place.
Especially since their latest project was running behind and plagued by problem after problem. Mike wasn’t causing those delays and problems, but he damn sure wasn’t helping solve them, either.
Paul hated firing people. It was the least favorite part of his job. It’d be infinitely easier if Mike was an asshole and hadn’t been working for him for over two years now.
And wasn’t such a nice guy, someone everyone in the office loved and felt sorry for.
A guy with a horrific load of shitty-ass personal problems that were in no way Mike’s fault.
A guy who was so nice it’d reached the point that his coworkers were actually trying to help pull Mike’s share of the load and cover for him, because he was such a damned nice guy.
Hence why Paul had approached Tim to discuss this. Tim was the newest member of their team, and Paul hoped that meant he’d get the most unvarnished answer from him.
Paul waited him out.
“Mike’s…weak in some areas,” Tim finally said. “His knowledge isn’t up to par in others. If you give him a job to do, assign a specific task, he can usually do it. Except he struggles with troubleshooting his own problems, or other peoples’ code, so that’s a massive weakness. The average person, I’d say recommend some additional training for them, but…”
Tim didn’t have to finish. His assessment matched Paul’s own observations about the guy.
Paul tipped his head to the side. “If Mike wasn’t on the team, and someone else was, the project would likely benefit?”
Tim nodded. “I wish I didn’t have to admit that. He’s just so fricking—”
“Nice,” Paul finished for him. “He’s a nice fricking guy.”
“Yeah.”
“What do you think about Anderson? Or do you know enough about him?”
“He’s sharp, man. What he doesn’t know, he quickly picks up. He’s a self-starter, and he’s a decent team player. Great at troubleshooting. Sees things almost in 3-D when he’s looking at code.”
Paul picked up a pen and started playing with it. “This is between you and me right now. I’m going to pull Mike in for a talk and transfer him over to Anderson’s team. I think their project is more Mike’s speed for the time being. Then I’m going to swap Anderson for him onto your team.”
Tim frowned. “Then Mike will be their problem.”
“For now.”
“For now?”
“He won’t be the team leader on that project. That project is also a lot less stressful, and they’re way earlier in their dev cycle than your team. That means a time cushion before his weaknesses start negatively impacting the team. I’m going to tell Mike that I need him to take more time for his family since it’s hampering his job performance. Especially since your project’s team has to kick it into overdrive and start pulling some long hours to get caught up. He definitely won’t be in line for a promotion any time soon, and he’ll probably realize that.”
“I didn’t think he was team leader now. It was my impression that we don’t have one.”
“You don’t, and that’s part of the problem. I didn’t reassign one after Ruth left last year, because I wanted to see what happened, how the team dynamics shook out after she left. I’d hoped Mike would use the opportunity to step up. But you’re about to get a new project team leader.”
“Anderson?”
Paul shook his head. “You.”
“Me?”
“Unless you don’t want it.”
The deep furrows in Tim’s brow told Paul how conflicted he felt. “I do, but—”
“Mike’s a nice fricking guy, yes.”
Tim slumped back in his chair. “Yeah.”
“Is that a yes? Because the project is floundering and we can’t afford more setbacks. You’ve had some great ideas. You’re a self-starter. I think I need to give you the authority to take over and corral this before we end up losing money and the client because of it. Frankly, I don’t want anyone else on the team as leader. That’s another reason why I didn’t assign one after Ruth left, because I wanted to see if anyone stood out. You have. So is that a yes?”
“That’s a yes.”
Relief filled Paul. “I won’t make you do the dirty work, don’t worry. I’ll talk to Mike. My hope is that he’ll take the hint and call a headhunter to put out lines and, hopefully soon, put in his notice. I’ll give him a great recommendation when he moves on, and he’ll be someone else’s headache. Then I can hopefully replace him with someone better.”
“This sounds like you’re moving me into a position of trust.”
“I sort of am. I like the way you interact with people. I like how you have the ability to gently guide people in the right direction without being an asshole, but you can also be firm and friendly at the same time. Those are great qualities. I can’t personally babysit the team and run that dev project when I have a company to run and other projects going. I need someone who can take charge and make that project succeed.”
The next thirty minutes were a discussion of where Paul wanted the project to go, a revised dev timeline, immediate problems that needed to be addressed in different ways than they currently were, and related issues. By the time Tim left his office, Paul felt a lot better over his decision to give him a promotion, of sorts.
Although it didn’t leave him feeling any better about what had to happen with Mike.
 
* * * *
 
By the end of the day, Paul had his talk with Mike and with Anderson and got that ball rolling. He could tell Mike wasn’t exactly happy about the changes, but seemed to recognize that it was in his best interest to go with it, for now.
Paul thought he was the last one in the office and was getting ready to pack his stuff to head home when Tim appeared in his doorway.
“Do you have a few minutes to talk, Mr. Sauer?”
“Sure. You can call me Paul, you know. Almost everyone else does.”
Tim smiled. “Sorry, just how I was raised. And we’re the last ones here,” he said as he walked in. He carried a yellow legal pad and pen. “I wanted to talk some more about the project…”
Two hours later, Paul had ordered them pizza and they were still talking. Tim had ideas that made Paul regret not making this shift way sooner, but he hadn’t wanted to put Tim in charge of the team immediately upon hiring him and risk upsetting his other employees.
Everyone could clearly see now that Mike had been the weak link. Considering that no one else—despite Paul sitting down with them for one-on-ones in the past, several times—had come to him with these kinds of ideas, it only reinforced Paul’s certainty that this was the right decision.
It was nearly nine o’clock by the time Paul realized how late it’d grown. “Damn, I’m sorry to keep you here.”
“No, I wanted to talk. This is good. I didn’t have plans.”
Paul took a chance to drift a hint. “So who’s going to hate me for keeping you here so late?”
Tim’s wry smile hardened Paul’s cock again. “Not even a dog. I haven’t had time for a social life since I moved here.”
“Where are you from again?”
“Arizona. Born and raised in Tucson, but went to college in Atlanta and stayed there after graduation for work before I moved here. I really like it here in Tampa, though. I love being near the water.”
“Good.” Paul risked a little nudge. “I’m glad to have you aboard. I hope I can keep you happy.”
Soooo much subtext, but unfortunately, it seemed to sail over Tim’s head. “You’ve been great, and I appreciate you hiring me and trusting me as a team leader. I won’t let you down.”
Nertz.
So much for that. Perhaps for the best, anyway.
He’s an employee, dumbass.
They walked out to the parking garage together and ended up chatting about hockey for another ten minutes before splitting off to their individual cars. Paul’s company was doing well, but he kept his personal spending conservative, hence his Honda CRV. Paid for, five years old, but in great shape. He was thirty-one and didn’t need an expensive car. He needed a reliable one, and put his extra money into his business because that’s what would take care of him for retirement.
“Do you have a dog?”
Paul looked to where Tim pointed at the only sticker on his SUV, placed low on the right corner of the back window, a small, light blue pawprint. He swallowed hard, hoping his stiff cock wasn’t showing too much against his khaki slacks.
“Not right now. Used to.”
“Ah.”
Tim drove a Ford pick-up, and it looked new, or newish. Paul didn’t waste the opportunity to get a look at the guy’s ass in his khakis as he walked away from Paul.
Sigh.
Paul thought about making a stop by Ybor on his way home. He kept a bag in the backseat with a change of clothes for the club he frequented there.
Except when a yawn escaped him, he realized how fried he felt, exhausted. Mentally and physically.
No pup tonight. Although it’d been over a month since he’d been out to play, even longer since he’d gotten laid.
Much longer.
Maybe this weekend.
 
* * * *
 
The next couple of days reinforced not only to Paul, but to both dev teams, that he’d made the right call. Tim managed to use a friendly-firm hand to reshape and refocus his dev team and get the project back on track. Everyone on that team singly sought Paul out to quietly thank him for the changes.
Whew.
They were working on a pretty big job right now, a custom and integrated logistics solution to replace a patchwork system that their client was currently using. And they had some hard specifications that had to be built into the system, including scalability so the client could market the software to other companies and industries.
Kent Corwin, the head of the company, wasn’t a software guy, but he knew the intricacies of supply-line chains, from manufacturing to distribution to retail sales, and wanted to build something better from the ground up.
He was a hard-ass when it came to some things, but an easy-going teddy bear in others.
Like the invite to come down that weekend to Venice and go out on his boat with him.
No, Paul wasn’t stupid enough to say no. Not only because he didn’t want to piss off a client, but because he needed a break.
And he could bring a plus-one…
Except he didn’t have one.
Tim stopped by his office, and before the man could say what he’d meant to, Paul cut him off. “Plans this Saturday?”
Tim frowned. “I’m sorry, Mr. Sauer?”
“Plans. Are you doing anything this Saturday? And please, call me Paul.”
“No plans. Why?”
Paul smiled. “You have plans now. You’re going to come help me schmooze Kent Corwin.”
“I…who?”
“The man whose company’s software you’re currently working on.”
His eyebrows arched. “Oh. What, exactly, are we doing?”
“Going out on his boat with him. Casual dress, shorts, and bring a bathing suit. You said you like watersports, right?”
Paul realized what he’d said the moment it left his mouth, but trying to stammer a correction would only reinforce the wrong meaning…if Tim even knew what that meant.
Best to let it fly past and hope Tim either didn’t know what it could mean, or if he did, that he simply thought Paul was a clueless het dude.
Tim’s gaze narrowed slightly, the sexy quirk of his lips hardening Paul’s cock…again. “I like getting out on the water, yeah.”
“Excellent. I’ll send you the deets. We can ride down together, if that’s okay?”
“That’s fine, Mr. Sauer.”
Paul silently groaned. “Seriously, I—”
“Yes, I’ll call you Paul outside the office,” Tim said. “But in the office, I’d rather set a good example. Especially now, considering the extra responsibilities you’ve given me.”
Well, Paul couldn’t argue with that logic. “Fair enough. So what’d you need?”
“Oh, yeah…” And they were off and running again, back to work mode.
Maybe I need to just masturbate to fantasies of him to get him out of my head.
 




 
 
 
 
Chapter Two
 
Paul stopped by Tim’s apartment in South Tampa to pick him up early on Saturday. It wasn’t a bad complex. Totally appropriate for a twenty-eight-year-old at this time in their life. A starter place.
Although an apartment didn’t provide the kind of privacy a house did. Like the older house Paul owned in Town and Country.
Not that he brought people home that often to warrant the privacy, but he was always hopeful one day he’d find a guy.
For now, he’d have to settle for the occasional night out at the Ybor club as pup. Wasn’t as satisfying as a relationship, but it helped scratch his deeper itches.
For a while.
Work had to come first.
“Am I finally going to get to hear you call me Paul today?” he teased Tim.
Tim awarded him a winning smile. “Yes, I’ll call you Paul today. But I’m not calling him Kent unless he insists on it.”
“He probably will. He’s a nice guy, very friendly.” They chatted as they headed south through St. Pete and over the Skyway. Mostly about work, and especially Kent Corwin’s project.
“How much of a work day will this be today?” Tim asked.
“Probably a lot, knowing Kent. I mean, I don’t know him well like friends or something, but he’s always struck me as pretty intense about work. Once he’s on the topic, he’s very focused.”
They found the affable man puttering around at his boat slip in Venice, except it wasn’t just a “boat.”
It was a boat. More correctly, a yacht. Around forty feet long, the cabin cruiser was no doubt worth several times over and then some what Paul’s house was worth.
Easily.
Holy shit.
Paul knew Kent had money, because he’d researched the man’s company before signing a contract with him to create the software.
But seeing something like this drove it home that his little start-up software company was really playing in the big leagues now.
“Holy cow,” Tim muttered as they parked. “That’s one helluva ‘boat.’”
“Yeah.”
 
* * * *
 
Tim knew they were working for a client who had money.
It was another thing entirely to be smacked in the face with tangible signs of that money.
He’d never met Kent Corwin in person and didn’t know much about him beyond what Paul had told him during the drive down from Tampa. Except Corwin’s attention to detail and his hands-on participation in the process boded well.
Tim hoped.
And yes, he’d call Paul by his first name today. What he could never admit to the guy—his fricking boss—was that calling him Mr. Sauer while at work helped Tim hold back the sexy fantasies of everything he’d love to do to the guy outside of the office.
Hell, maybe inside it, too.
And it wasn’t very politic to tell your boss you would love to put him on his knees and fuck his mouth until he was drooling and choking on your cock before you flipped him over his desk and fucked his ass so he’d feel it into the middle of next week.
He loved this job and couldn’t allow himself to fuck up and end up weirding the guy out. Especially not now, after being named the project team leader and finally getting their team realigned and everything in their dev cycle moving on course once more.
Tim could also see the potential in Paul’s company. They had quality people doing quality work. With the contracts they now held, it wasn’t inconceivable to think they could be a huge name in custom software development in five years or sooner. He wanted to be a part of that, not just a nameless cog in a larger machine like he’d been at his previous job.
Kent looked to be in his late forties or early fifties, and was only an inch or so shorter than Tim’s five-eleven. His dark brown hair was neatly trimmed, a few hints of silver here and there proving he didn’t dye it. With brown eyes and a winning, friendly smile, the man quickly took over.
“So you’re Paul’s newest guy, huh?” Kent shook with him in a hearty but not assholish grip. “Heard a lot of good things about you.”
Tim cast a quick smile in Paul’s direction. “I enjoy working for him.”
“Glad he brought you today. A lot I want to talk to you guys about…”
Apparently there were three other guests arriving soon, all men, but either Tim didn’t catch what their relationship was to Kent, or maybe Kent didn’t say it.
Kent led them into the cabin area, showed them where they could stash their things and where the drinks and snacks were in the galley, then flashed them a playful smile. “So how long have you two been together?”
Paul looked adorably confused, and Tim had to swallow back his laugh so he didn’t freak Paul out.
“Sorry?” Paul asked.
“How long you guys been an item? Look, I want to talk work today, but it’s also a day for fun, right?” Kent dropped them a knowing wink. “Kick back and relax. All work and no play, that bullshit, huh?”
When Paul’s cheeks turned an adorable shade of pink, Tim opted to help him out. “I’m keeping things professional with Paul,” Tim said, patting the guy on his shoulder and risking leaving his hand there for a brief moment. “Wouldn’t do to piss anyone off in the office. Our team’s too valuable.”
Kent’s eyebrows arched. “Ah, mea culpa, gentlemen. I misunderstood. I thought you two were an item. No hard feelings, I hope?”
“Not at all,” Tim said. “I’m flattered you think that highly of me.”
Tim was having a hard time containing his laughter that Paul had been rendered totally speechless, something he never thought he’d see. The guy wasn’t a smooth operator, no, but this level of shock and silence was unusual for the man.
Kent’s smile widened and he pointed at Tim. “I like you, kid. I’ve been looking forward to sitting down with you and chatting in person ever since Paul told me he hired you.” He lightly smacked Paul’s shoulder. “Keep this one around, huh?”
Paul nodded, apparently happy for the diversion of the topic. “Yeah, I plan to.”
 
* * * *
 
Holy.
Shit.
Paul hadn’t felt this tongue-tied in…ever.
At least Tim wasn’t freaked out by Kent assuming they were a couple. Except…
It also didn’t answer the question one way or another about whether Tim was gay or not.
Kent looked up and waved at a car that’d just pulled into a parking space near the slip. He headed toward the stern, giving Paul a chance to try to pull it together.
Tim wore an evil smile. “You all right, boss?”
“Um, yeah. Sorry about that. I never told him—”
“It’s fine, seriously. Look, I’m not some macho dude hung up about things like that. Let’s have a fun day, talk shop, and schmooze the hell out of the guy. I’m not freaked out, Paul.” The evil, sexy smile remained firmly fixed in place.
“I forgot how intense Kent could be in person. It’s not so bad talking with him on the phone.”
“He’s going to make the company a lot of money. I’m good with doing whatever needs to be done to keep him happy. I mean, not to the extent of killing puppies or drowning kittens, but you get my drift. This?” Tim shrugged. “I’m a team player, no worries.”
That playful smirk would be Paul’s undoing, he just knew it. He was also glad he’d opted to don baggy board shorts for now, because they were helping hide his growing chub from the other man. “Thanks for understanding.”
Tim dropped his voice. “He’d have every right to be aggravated with us for the delays, and he doesn’t seem to be. Hey, it’ll make our lives easier, right? I’m on your side, and I won’t let you down. I won’t betray your trust in me, or mishandle the responsibility you’ve placed on me.”
“Thanks.”
Tim stepped out of the cabin to help the newcomer load his things into the boat while Paul tried to regain his mental footing.
Once the other two men had arrived and joined them on board, Kent had Paul and Tim help him cast off the lines as he steered the boat out of its slip and toward the channel. The vessel’s engines throbbed beneath their feet as they stood in the stern. Tim had donned sunglasses, and Paul decided to put his on as well. At least that way he could study Tim without him knowing it.
The three guys who’d joined them today were two twinks and a guy who had to be maybe late twenties or early thirties. He had more meat on him than a twink, perhaps six months’ of work in the gym beefier than the other two guys.
And Kent seemed to know the three men very well, from the way he greeted them with on-the-lips kisses.
Good to know. That Kent was gay—or at least very friendly and bi—was a little bit of a relief. Paul kept his personal life out of his work so he didn’t have to worry about some idiot client getting pissed off because he was gay. Hell, most of the people he worked with probably didn’t know he was gay. Wasn’t that it was a secret, but he damn sure wasn’t discussing his pup nights around the morning meetings.
Or with anyone at all, for that matter.
That was his closely guarded secret. And he had never run into any coworkers while there, either, or he wouldn’t be going back to the club.
 
* * * *
 
Well, shit.
Kent had always been reasonably sure Paul was gay, but since he was more in need of the guy’s programming services than he was the guy’s ass for fucking, he’d been careful not to cross a line. In fact, even inviting him to come out today would be pushing the boundaries just a little.
He’d assumed the cutie Paul brought with him was his boyfriend, not just an employee.
And from the way the guy’s gaze had scanned Kent’s body when they’d first met, he was pretty damn sure Tim was gay.
Either Paul was clueless, or firmly wedged in a closet.
Maybe that’s for the best. No messy entanglement to fuck up their business arrangement.
He wanted to get out on the water and relax today, do a little fishing, let the trio of boys he’d invited for this special day have some fun with him, and talk shop with Paul and Tim.
The talking shop part would probably happen first, on the way out to their fishing spot and then maybe again on the way in.
He’d been considering asking Paul to one of the parties he threw at his house on a regular basis, but now he wasn’t sure that was a good idea. Especially not knowing if Paul was gay or not. Wouldn’t do to freak him out.
This software would potentially leapfrog them into the upper echelon of logistics management. He’d seen what to do, what not to do, and once it was online and implemented, it would revolutionize product management from manufacturer to retail point-of-sales.
It was the perfect package they needed, and would be built flexible, scalable, and easily customizable.
Meaning both his company and Paul’s would benefit from licensing it to other corporations who needed the same kind of functionality and tracking ability.
From the flybridge, Kent glanced down at the stern. “Paul, Tim, come on up and let’s talk shop.”
Once the men were up there, Kent forced his brain into work mode. They might get scared off if the monster awakened and tried to make its presence known to them.
They spent the next hour talking as they made their way out to the reef Kent wanted to anchor on. None of this bullshit of moving around from place to place. The fishing was an excuse.
He wanted his other three guests naked and wet and ready for fun. Paul and Tim could fish while he took the trio into the front V-berth cabin and made one or more of them howl with pleasure. Once they returned to the marina for the evening, all three men would be spending the night with him on the boat. By tomorrow morning, they’d all be sporting sore asses and a hunger for more of Kent’s monster.
Just the way he liked his boys.
Too bad I can’t invite Paul and Tim to do more.
One of the cuties had been out on the boat with him before and knew how to help him set the anchor. Once that was done, Kent switched off the engines and turned on the genny. During the voyage out, they’d hammered out more details about the software, and Tim had even pulled out his phone to take notes.
Now, however, was playtime.
“Hope you don’t mind if me and my three guests get a little, eh, frisky?” Kent asked.
Paul’s cheeks pinkened in an adorable way, but he shook his head. “Not at all. I’m open-minded.”
“Ditto,” Tim said, but from his knowing smile, Kent suspected the man was more in than Paul realized.
“Needless to say, I expect a Vegas policy, huh? What happens here, stays here. Right?”
Both men nodded. “Right.”
“Excellent.” Kent rubbed his hands together. “Time to get wet.”
 
* * * *
 
Tim decided to play his cards close to the vest and keep things cool, more for Paul’s peace of mind than anything. From the hungry way Paul watched Kent and the three men together during the day, Tim could tell there was a deep, hidden well of need inside the man.
Except trying to explore that well right now would not go well.
Paul was determined to make this day successful in terms of working, so the last thing he needed was Tim stressing him out by throwing himself all-in with Kent and the triplets.
Nothing overt, at first, other than Kent smacking them on their asses, or kisses that lasted longer than merely friendly. They were all fishing and not catching much when one of the guys decided to jump in for a swim…and once in the water, lobbed his wet bathing suit up onto the swim platform.
That soon prompted the other two men to jump in—sans suits—and the three were soon frolicking in the water with each other as Kent watched.
“Hope you boys don’t mind,” Kent told Tim and Paul. “I need to get my fun somewhere, and these three are the latest. I’m a man who likes to play as hard as he works.”
Tim watched Paul, who he could tell wanted to be out there with the guys. “Doesn’t bother me,” Paul said.
“Me, either,” Tim added.
Kent seemed to study them for a moment, then shrugged. “I appreciate your attention to business details, gentlemen, but I would not think any less of you if you wished to join in. No pressure, either way.”
Kent stripped off his trunks and before he jumped in, Tim got a glimpse of the thickest cock he’d ever laid eyes on.
Holy…fuck!
He wasn’t sure if Paul had seen it from the angle he was standing. If he had, his face bore not the slightest trace of surprise.
If Kent’s a grower and not a shower, those three guys are in for a ride today.
And Tim felt the slightest twinge of envy over the three men getting to enjoy that same cock while he was standing there and trying to play a nice guy.
Except…
While it brought back many great memories of his college days, it also triggered a well of pain and heartbreak he still struggled to get over in some ways.
Sometimes it was better not to touch that stove, no matter how much fun it had been in the process.
What I need is a guy who’s freaky but who won’t run around on me.
Until he found that perfect combination, he’d need to play it safe.
Especially around his boss.
 
* * * *
 
On the one hand, Paul felt great as they left the marina in Venice late that evening. They’d had hours of fantastic discussions with Kent about the software.
On the other hand…
He wished he didn’t have to leave. That he could stay and participate in the fun evening that obviously awaited Kent’s other three “guests.”
Except having driven Tim down, he couldn’t very well do that.
Especially since Tim—helloooo—worked for him.
Not exactly the kind of thing I want getting back to anyone else in the office.
And not the kind of information he wanted someone able to hold over his head at work, either.
Paul cleared his throat. “Sorry about today.”
Tim looked his way. “What? Why?”
“I seriously didn’t know Kent was…um…” He coughed. “Sorry.”
“Hey, everyone was an adult, and they were having fun. Like I said, doesn’t bother me. And no worries, I’m not saying anything to anyone at work beyond we met with him to discuss particulars and went out on his boat with him. Not any of their business, anyway.”
Relief filled Paul. “Thanks.”
“Speaking man-to-man and not employee-to-boss, I had a blast today. Haven’t had much time for recreation lately, and this was a great day. I’d accept another invite out on his boat in a heartbeat.”
“Really?”
“Yeah.”
“I’m glad. So did I. Had a good time, I mean.”
“Any time Kent offers an invite, feel free to include me.”
Ask.
Him.
Except…
He couldn’t bring himself to do it. It would not only be unprofessional, but it could lead the way down bad paths that would not only ruin his business, but ruin him personally.
Best to lust from afar.
“Thanks,” he finally told Tim. “I appreciate that.”
“No worries.” Tim pulled out his phone. “You mind talking shop during the ride? Go over some of the points he brought up?”
More relief filled Paul, this time tinged with melancholy longing. “Great idea.”
 




 
 
 
 
Chapter Three
 
Between the day on the boat, and spending the next several work days with hours of face-to-face time with Tim, Paul had hit his limit when it came to coping with real-world stress. He desperately needed a mental vacation, a hard reset.
A very hard reset.
And he still didn’t know if Tim was gay or not. It would have been uncomfortable asking him that question outright. Tim had been a good sport, gay or not, about Kent’s little aquatic adventures.
It’d sure as hell made Paul hornier than hell, and mixing sex and his employee was not good form no matter how much money they were making because of Kent.
On the Wednesday after the boat trip, Paul planned to go to the club in Ybor right after work.
He needed…something.
Although what he really needed was a good, hard beating, followed by a good hard fucking…neither of which would happen tonight.
He could settle for the next best thing.
The private club catered strictly to gay and bisexual men. It sat north of Seventh Avenue in an old three-story building in Ybor City. You had to join to attend—and since it was private membership, anyone could be refused membership or admittance. Privacy was key.
They had a small gear shop on the first floor that had a door opening out to the street. There, they sold leather items, as well as other…goodies and accessories for kink-minded people.
Inside the ground floor they also had a full bar and dance club, but patrons could carry their drinks out through a closed foyer where a security staffer sat stationed, and go upstairs to the second floor, where rules were…looser. Since it had its own address and was technically considered a separate “business,” it was a lovely loophole that allowed them to permit more…activities.
There lay a cigar lounge, another dance area, a boot-blacking room, and a social lounge, among other spaces, in addition to a changing area. You could buy non-alcoholic beverages and snacks on the second and third floors.
The third floor had a mandatory nudity policy outside the locker and shower room you had to pass through to enter the depths of the debauchery. Once you passed through the locker and shower room, there were all kinds of dirty fun to be had, from a wide variety of play equipment and benches and sex swings, to a large sauna.
Paul didn’t go up to the third floor. Not to participate, although he had quickly showered off a couple of times before donning street clothes. He could find what scratched his itch—temporarily—on the second floor, where certain levels of activities were allowed that couldn’t be partaken of on the first floor, where the alcohol was actually sold and served.
And he wasn’t the only one. There were nearly always at least a few men running around the first and second floors dressed as pups in various types of outfits. Some wearing less than others. On the first floor you had to have at least briefs or shorts on. On the second floor, you could get away with a jock or chaps that left your ass completely exposed. And it was very common to see Tops leading guys—pups or bottoms or piggies—upstairs to the third floor to seek a more intimate level of play.
Paul had been propositioned to go up to the third floor plenty of times. Every single night he attended the club, in fact.
But he wasn’t quite ready to take things that far yet, even though he craved the submission.
Work had taken over his life the past several years, leaving his personal life out in the weeds. It was easier to come to the club periodically, where he could find a few activities to help satisfy him somewhat, than try to wade through the dating world and exert time and emotional energy he didn’t have to spare right now.
Since Paul had Tim firmly wedged in his mind and couldn’t get him out of there, he needed a reset. The next best thing would be losing himself here for a couple of hours.
He paid his entry fee and immediately headed for the second floor. In the dressing room there, he picked a locker and quickly changed into his pup gear. Latex shorts and a jock over the top of them, but a hole in the back for his butt-plug tail, and a hole in the front his cock and balls fit through, covered by the jock. Knee pads, black wrestling boots, a chest harness, and a latex pup hood with ears built into it. The leather collar with a light blue stripe.
He finished his outfit off with a leather armband with a light blue stripe tightly snapped around his right bicep, which matched the stripe on his collar. Didn’t exactly have a pocket in this outfit for a hanky, but people seemed to get the idea. He’d never had a misunderstanding about what he was looking for, so apparently it worked, or the context was clear enough by his actions for those who didn’t know the hanky code.
Once he was dressed he snapped his combination lock on the locker, meaning he didn’t have to carry a key with him. Then he pulled on padded leather mitts that both helped protect his knuckles as well as gave him the extra mental shove into a pup mindset. With his pulse pounding as it always did before he headed out, he took a deep breath, walked out of the changing room, and immediately dropped down onto his hands and knees.
Paul recognized a few of the men here tonight, some he’d “played” with before, including one well-built black Top sprawled in a chair in the main lounge area, a man who always teased Paul about trying to get him upstairs for more. Shirtless, he wore a black leather harness on his chest and tight leather pants with a codpiece that easily snapped off.
Maybe under other circumstances he’d let the guy plow him—with a thick twelve inches he was certainly hung well enough to satisfy him—but Paul needed the mental vacation this particular activity afforded him.
He opted to start there and crossed the room toward the man, his eyes focused on him, ignoring the playful ass pats and catcalls from others that met his arrival in the lounge area. He rarely spoke once on all fours, sometimes nodding or shaking his head, or giving a bark if the Top asked for it. What little he did speak, it was usually only to ask one thing of Tops he hadn’t serviced before—“Neg?”
It behooved people to be honest. Liars were summarily banned, their real name passed around to other members in case people needed to get medical checks. That was one of the club’s iron-clad rules and it was prominently posted in several places.
Guys who were pos could always find others who were, or find members who were willing to take precautions to mitigate risks, including the club hosting several events a month catering to guys who were pos. But the club prided itself on safety, and had cultivated a culture of honesty over the years.
The Top—Paul didn’t know his name—recognized him immediately and sat up, smiling. “There’s a sight for sore eyes.” He patted his thigh and spread his legs wide.
Paul moved in close between his knees, nuzzling the leather stretched tight over his muscled right thigh.
“You ever play with this pup, Charles?”
He was talking to another Top sitting at the table with him, an older white guy, a shirtless bear who was about fifteen pounds shy of being a chub. “Nah, never seen him before.”
“Oh, you’re gonna love his mouth.”
Paul had been nuzzling the inside of his thigh, the scent of leather intoxicating. He already felt the spin of subspace calling to him.
The man cupped his large hand around the back of Paul’s head and pulled him into his crotch. “I know what you want, pup. Go for it. I’ve got a load in there.”
He unsnapped his codpiece enough Paul could get in there and swallow his cock to the root. From that point on, it wasn’t a blowjob but a face fucking, and Paul was in heaven despite the brutal, nearly choking thrusts. He knew he was leaking inside his own jock, except it’d be later, after going home, when he finally gave himself relief.
The second Top stroked Paul’s flank, played with the butt plug tail a little, making Paul moan around the cock he was currently servicing. Paul knew it likely meant he wouldn’t have to look far for his second load of the night. He usually tried to go through at least ten guys, more if his knees and aching jaw muscles could take it.
He wouldn’t stand up on two feet again until he’d felt he’d had enough.
The two Tops continued talking, discussing Paul’s technique and trying to talk him up to the third floor to plow him together, when the first Top came, spilling deep down Paul’s throat.
Paul immediately felt himself pulled off the first Top’s cock and toward the second Top.
“I’m neg, no worries,” the guy said before Paul could even ask. The man had already unbuttoned his fly and was ready for Paul.
He had a decent nine inches or so, and while he didn’t fuck Paul’s mouth as hard and deep as the first guy, the man’s nonstop stream of dirty talk and the tight grip around the back of Paul’s head kept him down hard in subspace.
Tim’s brown eyes kept coming to mind, haunting Paul’s thoughts and fantasies.
Ten minutes later, Paul had swallowed his second load of the night and headed off in search of another Top. The third guy he approached, a man he’d taken on several times, was standing at a high-top and sipping a drink while talking to another guy. He wore jeans and a black, button-up shirt with his sleeves rolled to his elbows.
But tonight when Paul sat on his haunches in front of him and nuzzled his leg, the guy petted his head, even holding Paul’s face pressed against his denim-clad thigh, yet made no move to end his conversation or pay more attention to Paul, much less let Paul blow him.
Paul sat there for a good five minutes, including nuzzling his face against the guy’s crotch, when the man laughed. “Sorry, pup. Maybe next time. We’re expecting a friend in a little while. He wants to go upstairs and be DP’d, so I’m saving that for him. Unless you’d care to join us? We’d be happy to have you.”
Paul gave a little shake of his head, but leaned in and nuzzled the top of the guy’s black leather boots in a sign of respect he knew the man appreciated.
No hard feelings.
Paul turned and quickly scanned the room before his vision locked onto another man he’d serviced before. He was sitting at a table with two other guys, and when he spotted Paul approaching, the smile on his face told Paul he’d just found blowjobs three through five. The guy had already turned his chair a little as Paul approached, spreading his legs as he patted his thigh.
“This is that pup I told you guys about. Wait’ll you feel his mouth…”
Thirty minutes later, Paul blinked away tears after the deep, nearly choking throat-fuck the third guy from that group had given him, but he felt better than ever. Guy number three had clamped his hands tightly around Paul’s head and forced him to take him to the root, holding Paul’s mouth deep on his cock and obviously not a Top who wanted to hear any complaints.
Paul had enjoyed every fucking second of surrendering control to the guy and being used hard by him.
And when the guy leaned in and asked Paul to go upstairs, his intense brown gaze almost made Paul reconsider his policy and say yes.
Still, he gave a little head shake and play-bowed him, wagging his ass and butt plug tail before he turned and headed off again. He wanted to cruise the cigar lounge next. Sometimes he could find some action in the boot-black area, but unless it was someone waiting for their turn, the guys in the chairs rarely called him over, and Paul never burst in and interrupted a scene without being invited.
The cigar lounge was always a little cooler than the other areas, the self-contained ventilation system doing a fantastic job filtering the air. He wasn’t a smoker, but some of the best blowjobs he’d given had been in that room, the guys enjoying stretching out in their comfy chairs while he serviced their cocks and they puffed on a good cigar. One night, he’d ended up surrounded by ten guys before he realized it, pulled from cock to cock and thoroughly losing track of time until his knees finally protested that he’d been crouched there too damn long.
When he nudged the door open with his head and entered the space, he let the door swing shut behind him and paused so his eyes could adjust to the dimmer lighting before he headed deeper into the room. He thought about crossing to the far corner, where he spied an older Top, who could usually last the better part of half an hour, talking to another guy.
That’s when his heart nearly stopped when he locked eyes with another man.
A very familiar—and now hungry-looking—set of smoky brown eyes that were focused on him.
 
* * * *
 
Tim had joined the private club a couple of weeks ago, but this was the first opportunity he’d had to attend since that night. He’d brought a change of clothes and headed there right after work, since their office wasn’t that far away.
Except…when he pulled into the Ybor City public parking garage, he stopped and backed up a few spaces at the sight of the familiar Honda CRV with the light blue pawprint sticker on the back window, right side.
Hmm.
He thought about texting Paul to see where he was, then realized maybe his boss didn’t want to be disturbed. The city parking garage serviced the Ybor City area around Seventh Avenue. It didn’t mean someone was going the same place he was.
Tim definitely didn’t want his boss knowing what he enjoyed doing on the side. He was reasonably sure Paul was gay after the boat trip, but other than a few adorably fumbled double-entendres Tim pretended sailed over his head, the man hadn’t said anything. The last thing he needed was freaking out his possibly closeted gay, vanilla, clueless boss by revealing that he had a freaky sadistic Top working for him.
Tonight Tim wanted to enjoy a drink, a good cigar, and then wander upstairs to the third floor to finally bust some tension that had built up. He purchased a bourbon on ice downstairs and carried it up to the changing room on the second floor, where he picked a locker.
He caught a glimpse of a guy with a sweet body dressed in pup gear heading out of the changing room as Tim walked in through the opposite door. He knew it wasn’t uncommon for bottoms—pups or piggies or just good old-fashioned sluts and power bottoms—to make the rounds of the second floor, looking to suck cocks or pick up play for later upstairs on the third floor.
After stripping and removing his briefs, he changed into jeans, boots, and a black leather vest, locked his things in one of the lockers, and headed out. He had lube and condoms in his bag for later, but didn’t want to go upstairs without finding someone to play with first.
As he scanned the space, across the room he spotted a guy already on his knees—the pup he’d seen earlier—with a large black Top. Seeing from the look on the other Top’s face already sitting there that the pup would be busy for a while, Tim started for the cigar room, then hesitated, turning back for a second, closer look.
No…
Staying off to the side, so the pup’s back remained to him, Tim leaned against the wall, sipping his drink as he watched the guy eagerly servicing the large black Top, quickly followed by the other Top sitting at the table.
His gaze kept falling on the light blue stripe on the pup’s collar and right armband.
Hmm.
When the pup finished with them, he moved across the room, away from Tim, and picked up three more Tops after pausing at one guy who apparently turned him down in a friendly sort of way after petting his head for a few minutes.
It’s just wishful thinking.
Still, there was something…familiar about the guy.
His cock throbbed as he watched the pup sucking the first one of that group of three, Tim’s heart racing before he finally shook it off and headed for the cigar lounge. Tim’s cock wanted to be buried inside the pup’s mouth.
The night is young.
Instead, after Tim bought a cigar from the attendant at the counter inside the room, he picked a comfy chair along the far wall where he could see both one of the TV screens as well as the door to the room. He set his drink on the small table next to the chair that also held a clean ashtray awaiting his use. After clipping the end of the cigar he lit it, taking a few draws off it and sighing in contentment.
Only thing that would be better would be having his cock buried in a certain special someone’s mouth right now.
When another pup approached him a few minutes later, he patted the guy’s head and shook his own, sending him away with a smile. Between sipping his drink and smoking his cigar, he couldn’t help but keep glancing at the door to the other room.
That’s why, when it finally opened and he spotted the pup’s head poke through, and finally got a look at the pup’s unmistakable green eyes, it took every ounce of self-control he had not to stand, stride over, grab him by the collar, and drag him upstairs.
Instead, he waited, watching.
He spotted it the moment those gorgeous green eyes locked on his, and he knew his smile looked more than a little predatory, especially when those gorgeous green eyes widened in recognition.
And maybe just a little fear.
Probably more than a little fear. Something akin to horror, from how wide they opened.
That only made Tim’s hungry cock throb harder.
Tim crooked his finger at the man, wondering if he’d make his way over…or if he’d have to go after him.
Eventually the pup approached him, looking sexy as fuck on all fours.
Tim’s hard cock pulsed inside his jeans, this dream come true. He made no secret of it when he transferred his cigar to his left hand and started massaging his bulge with his right.
Ohhhh, it’s on.
The pup’s body almost seemed to tremble as he sat on his haunches in front of Tim. Tim patted his inner thigh and let the pup come to him. When he was close enough, Tim hooked a finger through the ring on the front of the pup’s collar and pulled him the rest of the way in, so that the pup’s cheek was pressed against the denim stretched over his cock.
Tim didn’t say anything at first, mesmerized by his green eyes, the fear and lust and longing all mingling there.
Tim took another puff from his cigar and blew a lazy smoke ring before he leaned in with a smile. “You want to suck Daddy’s cock, pup?”
The pup licked his lips and eagerly nodded.
He released the pup’s collar and eased his fly open with his right hand before reaching for the collar again, hooking his fingers around it.
“Take your time, pup. Daddy’s in no hurry. I watched you with some of those other Tops, and I want a taste of your mouth, too. You seem to be very popular around here.”
Tim leaned back, getting comfortable with his cigar, waiting.
Watching.
Smiling at his good luck.
 
* * * *
 
Maybe he doesn’t know it’s me!
But the tone of Tim’s voice drilled deep into Paul’s soul. He knew this was wrong and stupid and maybe even dangerous.
He also didn’t care.
Paul leaned in, eagerly swallowing the man’s cock, swirling his tongue around the head and tasting him before taking him to the root. Tim’s wasn’t the largest cock he’d ever serviced, but he had nothing to be ashamed of, either. He had a sweetly tangy taste Paul wanted more of.
And Paul wanted to take his time.
Maybe even all night.
Tim’s thumb stroked the side of Paul’s head through the hood, even as his other fingers firmly held the collar, trapping Paul in place.
“That’s it,” Tim softly cooed. “Make Daddy feel good, piggy. Look at me.”
He forced his eyes open and stared up into Tim’s intense brown gaze. Tim’s smile nearly made Paul come right there.
“I watched you sucking cocks out there. Eager little piggy, looking for something you haven’t been able to find, aren’t you?”
He couldn’t reply with Tim’s cock now deep in his throat, but he mumbled an assent around it.
Tim’s smile widened and he set his cigar in the ashtray before he leaned in. He cupped his left hand around the back of Paul’s head and dropped his voice to a whisper.
“Bet you’d rather have my cock up your ass instead of that butt plug, hmm?”
Something about his tone burst through all of Paul’s defenses despite knowing this was a really bad fucking idea. If he let Tim take him upstairs, no way could he pretend he wasn’t who he was.
Or why he was there.
He wouldn’t be able to keep his hood on. They had security up there, and it was required you be totally naked outside the locker room and showers. If he tried to leave the locker room in anything but a towel and shower sandals—jewelry and collars and harnesses were allowed—he’d be spun around and sent back in to strip. It kept everyone on even footing.
“Maybe you’d rather have my fist up your greedy little ass, hmm?”
A needy whine escaped Paul, along with another mumbled assent. It’d been a while since he’d had that, but yeah. While large toys were fun, it didn’t beat having a flesh-and-blood partner.
“Maybe we can find a second Top who will help Daddy DP his greedy little piggy’s ass, hmm?”
Ooooh, I am soooo fucked.
He also realized he didn’t care. He was past the point of no return as he tasted pre-cum on his tongue and was trying to lick the man’s balls with his cock all the way in his mouth.
There was no denying he wanted this. Tim had seen him servicing other Tops, other cocks. He couldn’t lie and say he didn’t want it, or wasn’t into it.
He absolutely was.
And Paul didn’t know what to think of the fact that Tim had so immediately pegged him and drilled deep into his darkest fantasies.
Tim pressed the side of his face against the hood, whispering into Paul’s ear. “Daddy’s going to love sitting there with you impaled on my cock and watching your face as another Top slides his cock inside your ass alongside mine. Maybe that first guy you sucked off, hmm? Think you can get him up again? That nice thick meat plowing you? Long as he’s wrapped. Right now, I’m the only one who gets to breed my piggy’s ass, right?”
His mumbled, “Yes, Sir,” was apparently understood, because Tim chuckled.
His next words nearly stopped Paul’s heart. “Don’t worry, you’re still my boss at work, Mister Sauer.” His grip tightened. “But suck the first load out of Daddy’s balls right now, because I want to find us a third and take you upstairs.”
His grip eased. “Or pull off now, no hard feelings, none of this ever happened, and we never mention it again. But if you swallow my load, you’re telling me you want to be mine, and I’m going to make you mine in ways that will leave you no room for doubt about how much I want this, and you.”
Paul hesitated, trying to weigh it all in his head and realizing there was only one answer.
He sucked, hard, a feeling of freedom spinning through him when Tim’s grip returned, tighter than ever. “Such a good boy for Daddy,” he said. “Daddy’s going to take good care of his greedy little piggy.”
His fingers stroked Paul’s head through the hood. “You have no idea how much I’ve fantasized about this. Daddy’s going to give his greedy little piggy every dark and delicious thing he’s ever wanted, and more.”
 




 
 
 
 
Chapter Four
 
Tim didn’t even care that he didn’t finish his cigar. When he felt his balls tighten as his climax hit, he tightly held on to Paul’s head and fucked his mouth for the last few seconds, climaxing with a satisfied grunt and holding Paul in place to suck and lick every last drop of cum from his balls.
Best.
Blowjob.
Ever.
Finally, he patted Paul on top of the head and moved him slightly so his face was still pressing against Tim’s inner thigh, but it gave Tim enough room to tuck in his cock and close his fly.
Then he sat forward, reaching down to palm the front of Paul’s jock. The hard cock under his palm made his own heart throb a little harder. He’d definitely enjoy his boy fucking his ass.
But not tonight.
Tonight he wanted to fuck his boy and claim him.
“You been fisted before?” Tim asked.
Paul nodded, his eyes wide and glazed and looking like he was close to coming right now.
Tim eased and gentled his grip over Paul’s bulge, not wanting Paul to pop too soon. “Neg, I hope?”
If not, there’d be another whole conversation to be had, a serious one, and not at the club. They’d have to cut the evening short and immediately return to his place or Paul’s to talk in private.
Paul nodded.
“So am I. Results at home, though, not here. I mean it—sucking’s one thing. For now, you don’t fuck bareback unless it’s me, or I give you permission to fuck someone bare. I’m the only one who gets to decide breeding privileges for my piggy. And you don’t suck or fuck anyone without my permission from this point on. I get to say who uses my piggy. You also get veto rights, and you can point guys out to me you’re interested in, but I choose if they’re an option or not. Understand?”
Paul nodded.
The fact that Paul wasn’t protesting made Tim’s hopes soar. He’d lusted after Paul ever since going to work for the man, but assumed he’d never have a chance with him. He knew Paul was three years older than him, but the guy looked way younger.
Lucky bastard.
That Paul was far kinkier than he’d ever dreamed was the icing on the cake. Tim couldn’t stand a cheater, but he enjoyed swinging, as long as everyone had given permission and it was safe. He’d already had one poly relationship in college, him and two other guys, but when the third had been discovered cheating on them, it was a scary few months for him and the other guy, until test results kept coming back neg.
And it’d driven an irreparable wedge between all three of them. He and Tom had parted friends after graduation, but neither of them had any contact with Dave, who’d destroyed their trust.
Since then, he’d felt a sad longing in his soul but had devoted his energies toward his career.
Maybe this was better. A guy of his own who liked to get freaky, who he could allow to be freaky with permission. It’d been hot watching Paul sucking the other guys, but would have been even hotter knowing Paul had to ask his permission first, and was putting on a show for him.
Tim stubbed out his cigar and stood, holding a hand out to Paul. Paul sat there, dazed, staring up at him.
“Don’t keep me waiting, boy,” he said. “Let’s go have some more fun. Unless you’ve changed your mind. If that’s the case, you need to tell me. If you haven’t, do not keep me waiting.”
Paul reached up a mitt-clad hand and Tim guided him to his feet. They returned to the changing room, where Tim grabbed his stuff, then had Paul direct him to his locker and he unlocked it with Paul giving him the combo.
He didn’t want to strip a piece of gear from Paul until he had him upstairs, including the mitts.
Carrying both their bags, and leading Paul by a mitted hand, he crossed the room and headed for the first Top Paul had blown, the large black guy, who looked up at their arrival.
“Need to fist my piggy and then fill his hole with two cocks. As long as you’re neg and will fuck him wrapped, would you care to join us?”
He grinned and stood. “Fuck, yeah. I’ve been trying to get a piece of this pup’s ass for months. I’ll meet you up there in a few.”
“Cool. See you there.”
 
* * * *
 
Paul wasn’t sure what he should be doing, if he should be going along with this or putting on the brakes. But as they climbed the stairs together, Tim smiled at him. “I cannot wait to see what you feel and sound and look like coming in my hand with your ass stuffed with cock.”
The good kind of shiver rippled through Paul. It was like the guy was reading his thoughts.
Tim made him wait in the third-floor locker room. Tim stripped first, grabbing his towel, lube, condoms, and a couple of nitrile gloves. He shoved all his other stuff into a locker, but then Paul realized he was going to lock his stuff in there, too.
He’d be captive, in a way. Unable to dress and leave until Tim let him.
And something about it turned him on even more.
Tim started at Paul’s feet, replacing the wrestling boots with the flip-flops he kept in his bag. Working his way up, after the knee pads he removed Paul’s mitts and harness next, then pulled the butt plug tail out and made Paul hold it while he removed the rest of his gear.
“Go wash that off,” Tim ordered.
Paul went to do it while Tim stashed Paul’s stuff in his locker. When Paul returned with the cleaned plug, Tim added it to the locker and locked everything in, handing Paul his towel.
He reached up and ruffled Paul’s hair, which was damp from sweat from his hood. “You’ve been a busy boy tonight. I hope you saved some energy.”
He nodded.
Tim leaned in and reached down, fisting Paul’s cock. “You don’t get to come without permission anymore. Understand?” He squeezed Paul’s cock, which only hardened him even more. “This also belongs to me now, meaning you need my permission to come.”
Paul nodded. “Yes, Sir.”
Tim arched an eyebrow, waiting, and Paul understood what he wanted.
“Yes, Daddy,” he said.
Tim grinned. “Much better.”
He led Paul out of the locker room and into the main space. There were plenty of private alcoves and benches of various kinds surrounding the larger central area, where it lay open with plenty of horizontal surfaces ready for fucking use, some already occupied. In one alcove, a guy in a sex swing was taking on what looked like close to a dozen Tops.
Tim gripped the back of Paul’s neck and leaned in as they watched. “I am a kinky freak,” he admitted. “You will be a well-fucked man, don’t worry. Never lie to me or break my rules, though. That will end everything immediately.”
“Yes, Daddy.”
Tim smiled before leaning in to kiss him. “You have no idea how much I love the sound of those two words coming from your mouth. Only thing I’ll like more is how you sound begging me for permission to come in a little while.”
They found an alcove with a wide, padded bench, more like a table, the perfect height for Tim to bend Paul over it. He did just that, pulling on a glove and lubing it.
When Tim’s fingers touched his rim, Paul jumped despite expecting it.
A hand came to rest in the middle of his shoulders. “Relax and enjoy it, boy. Or safeword. Either one.”
“Please don’t stop.”
“I didn’t think so.” It didn’t take Tim long to work Paul up to a full fisting. Paul writhed against the bench, his cock throbbing and leaking as Tim’s hand slowly slid in and out of his ass, his fingers brushing against his sweet spot with every thrust but not hard enough to get him off.
“He ready?” Paul realized it was the other Top’s voice.
“Yeah.”
Someone grabbed him by the hair and pulled him up off the bench. He realized it was Tim, whose gaze settled on and held his as he climbed up onto the bench in front of Paul, sitting up and facing him.
“Climb on, piggy. Time to ride.”
Tim released Paul’s hair and Paul climbed on, settling onto Tim’s cock with a happy moan.
Tim pulled him in for a long, hard kiss, while behind them, two hands settled on Paul’s ass, squeezing, then slapping his ass cheeks.
“Been wanting a piece of this pup for a while, man. You’re a lucky bastard, if he belongs to you.”
“Oh, yeah, he belongs to me.” Tim smiled at Paul. “I don’t mind sharing him under the right circumstances.” His gaze locked onto Paul’s.
Paul heard a condom pouch opened, and it was only a moment later when he felt the press of another cock against his rim and seeking entrance. He gasped at the erotic way the man’s large cock stretched him despite the fisting he’d just received.
Paul froze and must have whined a little, because Tim grabbed him by the head and kissed him. “Yeah, that’s the look I wanted to see. Wide-eyed desire and a little bit of fear. Take a look back at the size of that cock tag-teaming you, then you focus on me.”
Tim released Paul’s head so he could sit up. The Top grinned as Paul twisted enough he could look down where the guy’s cock was buried nearly all the way in his ass.
“I’d a known you wanted to be double-stuffed, I would’ve offered it the first time you blew me.”
Tim grabbed Paul by the chin and made him face forward again. “Wish you could see the look on your face right now.” He wore an evil smile. “Kind of helpless and looking like you want to explode and knowing you don’t have permission.”
Behind him, the Top’s hands settled on Paul’s shoulders as he slowly withdrew and then buried his cock inside Paul’s ass again.
Holy…crap!
It felt like his eyes were going to roll back in his head. This was nothing like using a large toy on himself.
This was soooo much better.
Tim grabbed Paul’s hips and squeezed. “Start riding, piggy, and maybe I’ll let you get off.”
Paul could barely think. He wasn’t sure how he was supposed to actually move the way he was pinned between the two men and impaled on their cocks. But he braced his hands against Tim’s pecs and slowly started fucking the two cocks currently owning his ass.
This was like a dream come true. He’d had a couple of kinky sexual experiences before, fistings and one other DP, but those two men had both been smaller than Tim and the other Top. Nothing nearly as good as this.
Tim grinned up at him. “Yeah, I have a happy piggy now, don’t I?”
Paul nodded, leaning in to kiss him and loving how Tim sucked on his tongue before Paul sat up.
The Top behind him slapped his ass again, and Paul nearly came. He’d had a couple of spanking scenes before, and it had nearly made him come just from the sensations. Between them, Paul’s cock dripped pre-cum, rigid, throbbing.
“Do that again,” Tim said. “He liked that.” Tim yanked Paul’s head down again so he could growl in his ear. “Don’t you dare fucking come without permission, or I’ll go downstairs and buy one of those chastity cages and you’ll be locked in it all week.”
The Top started smacking Paul’s ass as he fucked him, every stroke pressing Tim’s cock against Paul’s prostate. Tim’s evil grin as he watched Paul trying not to come only made the situation worse.
The Top’s fingers dug into the top of Paul’s shoulders. “Damn, this is a fine ass. Thank you for the invite. Not sure how much longer I can hold back, though.”
“Plow him,” Tim said. “Hard as you want. He can take it.”
“You got it.” His hands moved from Paul’s shoulders to his hips as he kicked it into overdrive.
Tim’s fist in Paul’s hair tightened as Tim kissed him again. His other hand reached between them and wrapped around Paul’s cock. “Hold it,” Tim whispered. “Not yet.”
Paul wasn’t sure holding it would be an option, at that point. He wasn’t even trying to fuck back now, because the Top had taken over and was really pounding his ass.
“Please, Daddy,” he begged. “I can’t hold it.”
Tim grinned again. “What’d you say?”
“Please let me come, Daddy! I’ll do anything, but please let me come!”
“That’s what I wanted to hear. Just remember that later, piggy. Come for me.” Tim jerked Paul’s cock, and he popped almost immediately while the Top and Tim both fucked him. It felt like explosions going off behind his eyelids as his balls tightened, their abs growing slick with his cum as ropes of it spilled out the end of his cock.
Tim pulled him in for another kiss as he moaned into Paul’s mouth while he orgasmed. “Fuck yeah, boy. That’s what I’m talking about.”
“Holy fuck,” the Top muttered as he ground into Paul’s ass. “I think he’s gonna squeeze my cock off. Damn!” He let out a final grunt and fell still, dropping one more ass slap for good measure.
The Top pulled out and shook hands with Tim. “Thanks, man. Any time you want a third for him, let me know.”
“Thanks.” Tim never broke eye contact with Paul, though. “Remember what you just promised me.”
Paul gulped. “Yes, Daddy,” he whispered.
Tim’s smile widened. “To the showers, piggy. I want to hear you squeal some more.”
 




 
 
 
 
Chapter Five
 
Paul still wore a glazed look as Tim led him to the showers with a hand scruffing the back of his neck. There was currently one guy in there taking a shower, occasionally reaching down and stroking his semi-chub as he glanced around. When Tim met his gaze and tipped his head toward Paul, the man appraised him and nodded.
Tim leaned in and kissed Paul’s cheek. “Daddy wants to watch you blow him close up. Yes or no?”
Paul nodded. Tim led him over to the guy. “Neg?” he asked the man.
The man was already smiling at Paul as he squeezed his cock, which had started fully inflating. “Yeah, man.”
Tim pressed on the back of Paul’s neck, indicating for him to kneel in front of the guy. “Fuck his mouth. He’s a piggy, and needs to swallow a few more loads.”
Paul’s cock had already started growing hard again as the guy grabbed Paul’s head and pulled his mouth onto his cock. Tim stood at Paul’s ass, mostly to keep anyone else from trying to get a piece of him without permission, but also so he could torment Paul by slapping his ass and reaching under him to cup his balls, squeeze, making him moan.
The guy was closer than Tim thought and only lasted about five minutes. By that time, Tim had signaled to two other guys who’d entered the showers, pulling them in for whispered conversations. Once the first guy finished, Tim leaned in and hauled Paul’s head back by the hair.
“Ready for more?”
“Yes, Daddy. Please.” Tim saw Paul’s cock was not only hard again, but dripping a continuous stream of pre-cum from the head.
He eased his grip in Paul’s hair and turned his head so Paul could see the next two. “Yes, or no? After them, I want another go at your ass, baby.”
“Yes, please, Daddy!”
Another guy started to walk over, massaging his cock and obviously wanting in, but Tim held up a hand and shook his head. Meanwhile, he stood right behind Paul, leaving no room for misinterpretation about who the man belonged to and who was in charge of this little interlude.
Tim quit counting how many other guys he had to wave off, including nearly every guy who walked into the showers and saw Paul kneeling there and getting his face fucked.
Twenty minutes later, Paul had swallowed the two men’s loads, and Tim had Paul standing bent over, palms against the shower wall as Tim plowed him raw.
“Somebody want to come again?”
“Yes, Daddy, please!”
“You beg soooo nicely, baby. Just what Daddy wants to hear.” He slowed his thrusts and reached around so he could jack Paul’s cock. “Do it fast, or I’m going to make you hold it.”
Holy shit, I’m in love with this guy.
He’d always needed more than a little raw and dirty in his private life.
It seemed he’d finally found his perfect man. Smart, handsome, kinky, and willing to go the extra mile to please.
Paul started thrusting against him harder, fucking himself frantically between Tim’s hand and the cock buried in his ass. When Paul came his ass deliciously squeezed Tim’s cock even despite the earlier fun he’d had in it. It was more than enough to send Tim over the edge, and after filling his ass he pulled Paul up and shoved him against the shower wall, where he bit the back of Paul’s right shoulder.
“Maybe I should get Daddy’s boy tattooed on your ass, hmm?”
Not really, but he wanted to explore where the limit was tonight, push him, see if Paul would safeword. He needed to know Paul would stop him if he went too far.
These would all be things he’d need to know in the conversations they’d be having after tonight.
Paul tipped his head back. “Not without a ring on it first, Daddy. And a pre-nup.”
It took Tim a moment to process what Paul said. Once he did, he burst out laughing and turned Paul around so he could kiss him. At five-eleven, Tim was just a couple of inches shorter than Paul.
He braced his hands on the wall on either side of Paul, caging him with his body, pleased when Paul’s hands settled on Tim’s hips, sliding around to his ass and pulling him closer.
Paul had gorgeous green eyes that drew him in. Hell, he’d been sporting wood in his initial interview and wasn’t even sure at first how he’d work for the guy without getting fired for perving on him.
“You’re going to keep Daddy on his toes, aren’t you?” Tim asked.
Paul smiled. “That’s one way of looking at it.”
 
* * * *
 
Right now, Paul could barely think or focus.
All he knew was this had been one of the best nights of his damn life.
No, not one of.
The best night.
Maybe that might sound weird to someone who didn’t have the kinds of needs he did, but it was like Tim got him.
And that was…not just rare, but unheard of.
He’d never met a guy before who seemed plugged into the exact same wavelength he was. He sensed Tim wanting to push him to the edge, but regardless of how Tim made it look, he was waiting there to keep Paul safely away from the actual precipice, only giving him the perception of it.
The way Paul heard Tim talking to the guys before letting Paul suck them. Giving Paul the ability to say no.
But all with that…edge.
He could lean back and know that even if it felt like he was swinging over the abyss, he wasn’t. Not really.
He hadn’t missed how Tim had stood behind him in the showers and waved off guys who wanted in, guys who would have quickly turned it into a gangbang orgy. One of the reasons he’d never wanted to go upstairs with anyone before. He’d never had…backup.
He’d never been sure if, once he really got into the groove, he could find a point to stop and say no. He craved the feelings he had when down deep in that headspace, and staying a semi-dressed pup downstairs was an easier line for him to maintain.
But Tim…
Paul knew he’d never forget the hunger on Tim’s face as he watched Paul getting plowed earlier. The way his smile broadened as Paul felt that second cock breaching his ass, and he knew there must have been an expression on his own face to trigger the one Tim wore in response.
Wonder. Lust.
Evil, gleeful joy.
Tim reached over to a soap dispenser on the wall, got a handful, and started soaping Paul’s body. Touching and sweet and slow, tender.
Paul reciprocated, and when they rinsed off they stood there for a moment, their arms around each other and Paul’s head resting against Tim’s shoulder.
He’d never felt so satisfied before. Not just satisfied…but content.
Ever.
Fuck.
Tim grabbed their towels from shower hooks and after they dried off, they headed back to the locker room. Before Tim opened the locker, he smiled. “You look like you needed that.”
“I did.”
“How often do you come here?”
“Literally or figuratively?”
Tim smirked. “Both.”
“I usually don’t come when I’m here. I’m pup, and when I’ve had enough, I get dressed, and leave.”
A thoughtful expression narrowed Tim’s gaze. “Why not?”
Paul sat on the bench and looked up at him. “Because I never had someone to have my back like this before.”
“How often do you come here, then? Figuratively. Attend,” he clarified.
“Been over a month since the last time. Usually don’t have time to do it more than once a month, although I wish I could. And it’s not everything I need, anyway.”
Tim sat next to him. “Tell me.”
“I think this is the wildest first date I’ve ever had.” Tim’s gaze burned into his, but he didn’t interrupt, waiting for Paul to continue. “I enjoy…this. And more. Like the spanking earlier. I’m not just a slut for random guys, though. I need to feel…safe? I don’t know if that’s the best word, but it’s the closest one. Which I know might sound a little odd—”
Tim cupped Paul’s cheek. “Don’t think that,” he softly said. “If it’s what you need, it’s what you need.”
“A lot of guys would have been freaked out or turned off by that. What you saw.”
“And yet I wasn’t, and here I am, a willing participant. I was right there egging you on.” Tim’s thumb stroked Paul’s cheekbone. “Maybe you’re not the only one with certain needs, hmm?”
Paul’s pulse raced again. “You’re a sadist?”
His lips quirked in that sexy way Paul had admired from afar ever since hiring him. “Sort of. Not a heavy one in terms of play, more a sexual and emotional sadist. I’m a Top, definitely, and a Daddy. But we’ll see what we can do. Feel our way through this together.”
“You sound like you want more than just tonight.”
Now an eyebrow arch accompanied the quirk of his lips. “Don’t you?”
Paul chewed on his lip before nodding.
 
* * * *
 
Tim helped Paul get dressed before dressing himself. He had given serious thought about following the man home tonight, relatively certain Paul would have been down for that.
Except…
He also suspected Paul needed time to process what had happened tonight. Especially considering their work relationship.
Before they left the locker room, Tim pulled him in for another kiss. “You good to drive?”
“Yeah,” Paul quietly said.
Tim tipped Paul’s chin up, meeting his gaze head-on. “It’s okay to need time to think and digest this. We have a lot of talking to do. But I meant it—as long as you’re honest with me, don’t fuck around on me, and you let me be in charge, this will work.”
Paul nodded but didn’t respond.
He also didn’t pull his hand away when Tim laced fingers with him and led him downstairs and out of the building. At least Tampa was a large enough city that they didn’t have to worry about being harassed while walking along and holding hands.
Tim led him back to the parking garage in silence, waiting while Paul unlocked his SUV and dumped his bag in the backseat before pulling him in again.
“You’re sure you’re okay to drive?” Although Paul didn’t have quite the subspacey glaze in his eyes he’d had before.
He nodded. “Yes, Sir.”
Tim pressed his lips together to hold back the laugh that wanted to escape. “I don’t mind that title, either,” he finally said, leaning in for another kiss. “Sir or Daddy. Although I prefer Daddy.”
Paul’s forehead rested against Tim’s. “Thank you for tonight. I really needed that.”
“I hope there will be many more nights like this in our future. But we are going to sit down and talk before the next one.”
Paul nodded.
Tim patted his ass. “No jerking off. Good boys follow Daddy’s orders.”
Paul nodded. “I’ll be good.”
After one final, sweet kiss, Tim let Paul climb into his SUV and he stood back while Paul pulled out of the parking space and drove away.
He walked down to his own truck, deep in thought.
What the hell have I just gotten us into?
 




 
 
 
 
Chapter Six
 
As Paul contemplated his deliciously aching ass and jaw Thursday morning, he gave serious thought to calling in sick.
Except…he was the boss.
And he knew he wanted to see Tim.
Craved it.
Even though he had no fucking clue what this was that they now had, Paul knew he wanted and needed it.
They’d have to be damned careful not to let anyone in the office know what was going on. Sure, it was his company, and Tim had sort of slid right into his personal life without a hint of complaint from Paul, but he couldn’t afford to alienate any of his other employees.
Especially so soon after basically promoting Tim, even if it didn’t come with a pay bump. The appearance of impropriety would be there, and it would fubar their team dynamics, which had been shaken up enough with Mike’s reassignment. The contract with Kent Corwin wasn’t one they could afford to blow.
Although I can’t wait to blow Tim again…
He breathed a slight sigh of relief when he discovered Tim’s truck wasn’t in the parking garage yet.
Then another thought hit—he hoped Tim didn’t think he could start slacking off now that they were…well, whatever the hell it was that they were. They hadn’t talked much last night.
They’d been a little…busy.
With Tim’s hand up his ass, and then his cock later, the last thing on Paul’s mind had been talking.
The only thing he’d wanted to use his mouth for after the best fuck of his life had been sucking more cocks at Tim’s order.
Last night he’d slept better than he had in…years. His mind had felt clear and calm, sated.
Content.
Damn.
Then again, Paul usually arrived way earlier than everyone else. Tim and the others weren’t due in for at least another hour.
Paul had just set his stuff down on his desk when he heard a light rap on his open door.
His heart raced when he turned and spotted Tim standing there, wearing that evilly playful, sexy smirk. “Do you have a moment to talk, Mister Sauer?”
His mouth started watering, even as his cock hardened, throbbing. “Sure.”
Tim stepped inside and closed the door behind him, locking it. He snapped his fingers and pointed at the floor in front of Paul’s desk.
Before he realized he’d done it, Paul was already on his knees.
Tim reached for his belt and had his cock out by the time he made it to Paul. “I woke up hard,” he whispered, “and knew I’d have to save it for you, baby. Sorry, but Daddy can’t wait until lunchtime to do this.”
Paul reached for Tim’s thighs, holding the backs of his legs as he went deep on Tim’s cock without even needing to be told what to do.
Tim gently cradled Paul’s head in his hands, stroking his hair as Paul blew him. “You be a good boy for me today, and maybe I’ll fuck you over your desk tonight before we leave.”
A soft whine escaped Paul, making Tim chuckle. “That’s right, baby. I’m going to take good care of the things you need taken care of. And don’t worry—when it comes to work, you’re still the boss. Just remember who’s in charge when we’re alone. We also need to come up with a codeword for you to use when you need to signal me about something around vanillas.”
His fingers tightened around Paul’s head. “Never forget—no cheating. You ask me if you want to do something. No one has breeding rights to that ass but me.” Tim took over, spinning Paul down the rabbit hole as he started fucking his mouth.
Oh…my…god…
He was a goner. No way in hell could he say no to the guy.
Not that he wanted to.
Tim lasted for about ten minutes before finally thrusting deep, hard, and holding himself in place with a quiet grunt as he fed Paul a load of hot cum straight from his balls.
Only after he’d finished did he ease back, keeping his cock in Paul’s mouth but loosening his grip on his head. “Get every drop out of there, baby.”
Paul traced the slit with his tongue, lightly sucking, swallowing, wishing he could spend all day just like this.
Finally, Tim pulled out and tucked himself in, fastening his slacks. Then he helped Paul to his feet and kissed him, holding him.
“Dinner tonight, my place. I’m cooking. We need to talk. Plan to spend the night, if you’d like. You’ll have time to run home and grab stuff first, because I’ll need to go to the store anyway. Plus, I don’t think you’ll be in a mood to drive when I’m finished with you. Not if I do things right.”
Paul nodded. “Yes, Sir.” His own cock ached, throbbing in his slacks.
He wobbled a little on his feet as Tim released him and headed toward the office door. “Oh, and Mr. Sauer?”
“Um…yeah?”
Tim turned and dropped him a playful wink. “Hope you have a productive work day today.” He unlocked the office door and slipped out, shutting it behind him.
Paul slumped into one of the chairs in front of his desk. If it wasn’t for his hard and aching cock, and the fresh taste of cum in his mouth, he wouldn’t even believe the interlude had happened at all.
For his part, Tim acted completely professional all day, from their morning meeting until the end of the day, and acting as if nothing had changed between them.
Other than the cock shot he sent Paul’s private cell phone late that afternoon, along with a short message.
 
Ready for seconds tonight.
 
And he’d just managed to finally convince his own cock to soften.
 
* * * *
 
Tim suppressed the evil giggle threatening to escape him as he slid his phone back into his pocket and fastened his slacks. He washed his hands before leaving the bathroom and avoided passing Paul’s office on his return to his own cube.
He couldn’t help it. He could see how flustered Paul had acted all day despite Tim going out of his way to remain professional. Not like a cock shot could make Paul much more flustered.
Paul had damn well better get used to it. Tim was a sadistic fuck, and while he would never pull anything that would be identifiable in front of coworkers or clients, Paul would face a fairly constant stream of things like this while they were together.
Just wait until I start making him come to work wearing a vibrating butt plug.
When he was preparing to leave, he’d planned to stop by Paul’s office, except Paul had Laura in there and was talking to her. So he simply held up a hand to wave as he passed, not stopping to see if Paul waved back. But in the elevator on the way down, he sent Paul a text.
 
I expect you by 7. Text me if you’ll be later, or face the consequences.
 
Let Paul imagine what those would be.
He was in his truck and about to leave when Paul texted back.
 
Yes, Daddy.
 
Tim grinned, relieved.
Game on.
It’d been a while since he’d cooked for anyone, much less had someone to cook with. After a quick run through Publix, he made it home and unloaded the groceries. Then he changed into shorts—and nothing else—prepared a few things he wanted to use tonight, and started busying himself with dinner.
He’d hold off on the shower because they’d likely end up in there together soon enough anyway.
Paul knocked on his door at a quarter ’til seven. When Tim answered, he smiled at how gorgeously nervous Paul looked. He carried his laptop case and a duffel bag slung over his shoulder.
“Perfect timing,” Tim said, stepping aside as he opened the door wider. “Come on in.”
“Thanks.”
Tim shut and locked the door behind him, took Paul’s things from him and set them aside in the entry, and pointed at the floor.
Paul sank to his knees the way he had earlier, without hesitation.
It hardened Tim’s cock again.
He stepped in, cupping Paul’s head in his hands as he stared into his beautiful green eyes. “We’re going to play tonight, don’t worry. But we’re going to do some talking, too. Understand?”
“Yes, Sir.”
Tim stroked his brown hair, loving the soft feel of it between his fingers. “I will end this immediately if you cheat on me. By cheating I mean you go out and do something we haven’t agreed on together. No second chances for that, either. It’s a really bad trigger for me. Understand?”
“Yes, Sir.”
Tim brushed his thumbs across Paul’s cheekbones. “I take it you have some pretty deep needs to be met.”
“Yes, Sir.”
“Get pretty horny sometimes?”
He nodded, his cheeks turning that adorable shade of pink.
“Might be times I’m not in the mood and I use toys on you. Might be times I take you to the club and direct the things that happen to you there. You can safeword, but you’re trusting me to take care of you, and I won’t abuse that trust or take the responsibility lightly.”
“That’s what I want, Sir.”
“We really should see if we can get hooked up with a gay swingers group locally. I like the club, but I don’t like having no control over who’s there. If we could find us a few trusted regular partners so I could give you carte blanche permissions with them, that’d be perfect.” He lightly raked his fingers along Paul’s scalp. “Is it going to bother you seeing me use other guys?”
“No, Sir.”
“And yes, you get veto rights, too. What if I one day hit a point where I say that’s it, no more swinging for either of us?”
 
* * * *
 
Paul studied Tim’s face. “I’d trust you to know what’s best for us and take care of me.”
“That’s a lot of trust to be putting in me so soon, don’t you think?”
“I’m not marrying you yet, Sir.”
A chuckle escaped Tim and he grinned. “That’s the backbone I want to see.” He ruffled Paul’s hair and reached for his hands, helping him stand. “Get naked, pup. Then you can help me with dinner.” He pulled him in for a kiss. “You’re always naked when we’re home alone unless I’ve given you permission not to be. Understand?”
From the second Tim had put him on his knees, Paul had felt the sweet pull of subspace. “Yes, Sir.”
He quickly stripped and followed Tim into the kitchen. Dinner was easy tonight—a pre-marinated pork tenderloin and pasta salad as the side dish. Once the meat was in the oven and the pasta salad in the fridge, Tim led him to the living room and put him on his knees again in front of him while he sat on the sofa.
“I see your cock is hard, pup.”
“It’s been that way most of the day, Sir.”
“Daddy like.” He patted his thigh, but instead of the anticipated blowjob Paul thought he’d be giving him, all Tim wanted him to do was rest his head against his thigh. “I want to talk about last night.” Paul’s eyes dropped closed as Tim’s nails once again raked his scalp.
“Sooo…I have some emotional baggage,” Tim continued, and Paul forced his eyes open to look at him. “Obviously, I’m fine with us playing around. Together.” He eyed Paul. “Consensual swinging. I got my trust shattered by a guy I thought was perfect, and with three of us in the relationship, it was times two when he cheated and broke our hearts.”
“I’m sorry.”
“Not your fault. So I’m not ruling out us swinging like we did last night. I enjoyed the hell out of that. However, that comes with an iron-clad caveat—I must be with you, unless I’ve specifically given you permission to go on your own. Which I probably would. That goes both ways. If you don’t want to go out one night and say I can, great. If you say no, you’d rather I didn’t go without you, I stay home.”
“Yes, Sir.”
“Tim and Paul time.”
“But I like calling you that.”
Tim apparently didn’t want to die on that hill, so he pressed forward. “Never lie to me. I’m talking big lies, not little white lies like what you bought me for a present. I catch you lying, we’re done, no second chances. That goes both ways, too. I’ll never cheat on or lie to you. I might mindfuck the hell out of you, but that’s different. I think we’re both adult enough to know the differences there, correct?”
“Yes, Sir.”
“You asked last night if I’m a sadist. Talk to me more about your needs.”
He nuzzled his face against Tim’s thigh. “I love being restrained, especially while being taken hard. I enjoy being used. Spanked, beaten.”
“Pain?”
“I mean, yeah, some. Not cutting my flesh open sort of pain.”
“Sitting on a well-spanked ass the next morning?”
He shivered with pleasure. “Yes, Sir.”
“Go on.”
More nuzzling as his eyes dropped closed. He wanted to work his way up to Tim’s crotch, but suspected he’d be stopped before he got that far. “It’s a mental reset for me. A vacation from life so I can…breathe again.”
“I am sadistic in many ways, but mostly sexually. I’m not a hard-core sadist in terms of doling out pain. I’ll do what I’m comfortable doing for you, and we’ll see about finding Tops who are more your speed if you need more than I can give you. Maybe trade them a blowjob or fucking for a beating, if you like them like that. Does that sound fair?”
His cock throbbed but he didn’t dare touch it. “Yes, Sir.”
“Look at me, pup.”
Paul forced his eyes open and stared up at him.
“When it comes to work, you’re in charge. I meant that. What happens between us outside our jobs, or outside the office, does not bleed into it.” Tim smiled. “Well, maybe some sexy things, like this morning.”
His smile faded. “Outside of work? I’m in charge. I’ve been cheated on, and it fucked my head and my heart. I’ve tried a couple of relationships where I wasn’t in charge and it was more an equal partnership, and neither of us were happy like that. So I’ve accepted this about myself and I won’t settle for less.
“I get that this is the real world and you need input. You will get that. I will also never violate your hard limits. But you have to be willing to accept the default that, not including your hard limits, you might not get your way about things unless I decide to let you have them. Think about that long and hard. I don’t want to fall harder for you than I already have just for you to decide in six months that this game isn’t fun anymore. This is me, who I am, all the time.”
“You’ve…fallen for me?”
He stroked Paul’s hair. “Yeah. Dude, I was lusting after you when you hired me. If I’d had the slightest inclination at our interview that you were into me? I would have had you bent over the desk and been fucking you then.”
Paul maintained their gaze, but lowered his lips to Tim’s thigh, kissing his warm flesh. “I would have let you, Daddy.”
Tim’s gaze narrowed, even as the corners of his mouth quirked in a sexy smile. “Daddy’s going to put his pup through the wringer, at first. I’ve got a lot of energy to burn off. We’re going to do a lot of things together, work a lot of things out of both of our systems, and then we can decide where we go from there long-term.”
That almost sounded like they weren’t going to be a “couple” at first. “Can you please explain that last part?”
Tim stroked his hair again. “Which part?”
“Where we go long-term. Right before that. Are we not… exclusive right now?”
“Yes, and no.” He cupped the back of Paul’s neck. “I want to be married. Doesn’t mean we can’t swing after we get married, but marriage means we’ve reached a point where we’re both certain what we have between us is for life, and that’s the primary focus of what we have.
“Right now, let’s be honest—if you could go to the club with me every night, you would, wouldn’t you?”
Paul nodded.
“And you’d suck nearly every cock I ordered you to suck, wouldn’t you?”
He nodded again.
“And that’s cool. That’s fun. I have a feeling you and I are going to have a lot of damn fun. But you’re running a serious business, and I’m going to work my ass off to do my part to make it successful. We’re going to hit a point where we have to sacrifice some of that play time to focus on work to cross a tipping point.
“Doesn’t mean we’ll never swing or play after that point, but you and I are pretty work-intense. Take Kent Corwin’s contract. I did more digging into him. If our finished software makes him happy? This could be a huge boon for the company. I’m talking it could leapfrog us to the top of a very long list of business solutions that don’t do all that ours will. Contemplate that for a moment.”
Paul already had, and had nearly hyperventilated in fear at the thought.
So he’d focused on the here and now and not on what might be, afraid he might accidentally sabotage it.
“It scares you, doesn’t it?” Tim asked.
“Yeah. Terrifies me.”
Tim took his hands, his expression softening. “It doesn’t scare me. It thrills the fuck out of me. That means you and I are maybe a perfect pair. We can balance each other. That comes through time and trust. Right now, do you have any rules you’d like to add to the ones I’ve discussed?”
“I’m not allowed to masturbate?”
Tim grinned. “Not without permission, no. That’s part of my sadism. It won’t hurt you. It’s a trust issue for me. And I like hearing you beg and grovel and make deals to earn it.”
Paul’s resistance to it melted away.
He liked begging, groveling…and was pretty damn certain he’d love the deals Tim would force from him to earn the privilege.
Paul nodded.
“So that’s a yes to it?” Tim asked. “Or do we need to negotiate?”
“It’s a yes, Sir.”
“There might be plenty of times I tell you yes, you can. Or I might be a bastard and lock you in a chastity cage, and the only relief you get is me milking you.”
“Milking?”
Tim’s face lit up, and the fear that flared and curled in Paul’s stomach in response to it only made his cock harder.
“You’ve never been milked?” Tim asked.
Paul swallowed but shook his head.
“Then I guess I know what we’re doing first thing after dinner, baby.”
 




 
 
 
 
Chapter Seven
 
Before dinner, however, was a small matter of housekeeping. Tim wanted to know Paul knew how to clean himself out, and made him take care of that. While he did that, Tim soaked a washcloth in water and stashed it in the freezer without telling him what he’d done.
Then came dinner, and while Paul cleaned up the kitchen, Tim set out what he’d need in the bedroom, including a chastity cage he’d forgotten about but had earlier found buried in the bottom of one of his gear bags. He hadn’t planned to use it on Paul tonight, but now that he had decided what he would do to his pup, Tim knew it had to make a debut sooner rather than later.
He’d spread out a couple of towels on the bed and had Paul climb up, hands and knees. There, Tim blindfolded him, put a ball gag on him, buckled leather cuffs around his wrists and ankles, pushed his shoulders down onto the bed, and attached ropes from each corner of the bed to hold him in place.
Like that, seeing Paul’s ass in the air and exposed, Tim’s cock throbbed in anticipation.
He reached between Paul’s legs, making him moan as Tim stroked his stiff cock. “Daddy’s pup is really horny, it looks like.” He squeezed until Paul let out a moan that was more pain than pleasure, and eased back. “Going to take care of that for you. I promised to introduce you to milking, though. I think you’re going to like this.”
He hurried to the kitchen and retrieved the half-frozen washcloth. After loosening it with his hands so it wasn’t stiff, he reached between Paul’s legs and wrapped it around his cock and balls, giggling at the muffled shriek the other man let out.
“Safeword or take it, pup. Part of the process.”
Paul whined but didn’t safeword.
Once Paul’s cock had shrunk, Tim worked quickly, applying a coating of water-based lube to the man’s cock so he didn’t chafe too badly. He fished Paul’s balls through the base part of the chastity cage, then attached the tube that held the cock in place. He locked the metal device together with a tiny padlock, one key to which was already on his own keyring, the other on a string he now wore around his neck.
He could play with Paul’s balls in the device, and he proceeded to do that, pulling more moans from him as his cock woke up again, this time finding himself unable to get completely hard without a lot of discomfort.
“That’s a good boy,” Tim said. “Now, let’s play.”
He didn’t have a lot in the way of implements, just a couple of paddles, one lightweight flogger that was more a toy than an actual serious implement, and one riding crop. With those, he spent the better part of thirty minutes turning Paul’s ass delicious shades of red and pink. From the moans rolling from the man, Tim knew Paul was discovering the devious side effect of the chastity cage.
Paul liked pain.
Getting hard now hurt.
Which made him harder.
A vicious cycle of epic proportions.
Finally, Tim set the implements aside and knelt next to Paul’s head, where he removed the blindfold and ball gag. Paul wore a sexy as fuck glazed look, his lips puffy, and marks from the gag’s straps at the corners of his mouth.
He grabbed him by the hair and pulled him onto his cock, where Paul started sucking Tim with more of those sweet, pitiful moans that only made Tim harder.
“Not letting that load go down your throat, as much as I’d like to,” he told him. “That one gets bred into your sweet ass.”
 
* * * *
 
Paul knew Tim was talking, putting words together in an order that would otherwise make sense, but right now, his brain just wasn’t computing.
All he could make sense of right now was worshipping the cock slowly thrusting between his lips. Even though Tim was hard and even leaking pre-cum as Paul sucked him, he wasn’t coming. And when he pulled his cock from Paul’s mouth, Paul moaned with disappointment, wanting more.
Tim ruffled his hair and Paul let his head drop to the bed. His sore ass still stuck up in the air, and the damned chastity cage holding his cock and balls wasn’t helping his situation any.
He felt the bed dip between his legs and hoped that meant he was about to be fucked.
“Relax and enjoy this, pup,” Tim said, words finally making some sense to Paul. “Let go, and you have permission to come. Sort of.”
“Sort of?” He’d started to lift his head again when he felt gloved and lubed fingers press against his ass, easily sliding in, and his head dropped to the bed once more as he moaned.
“Sort of,” Tim said. “You’ll see what I mean.” He rested one hand on Paul’s hip, and with the other felt around inside him.
Paul’s cock jerked inside its restraint when Tim’s finger touched his prostate. “There we go. That’s it. One milking, coming up.”
Paul thought his eyes were going to roll back in his head. His poor cock couldn’t get fully hard, but he felt…something trying to happen inside him. Definitely pleasure, but combined with both his body and his cock being restrained, it felt nearly overwhelming.
“Just a warning, pup,” Tim said. “The times you earn having your cock locked up as punishment? This is how you’ll be coming. Might be days or even weeks at a time. I ever catch you masturbating without permission, you might as well forget having hands on it again for a month or longer.”
It wasn’t like an orgasm. The pleasurable sensation felt intense in subtle ways that were unlike a usual orgasm, and he felt his cock leaking, but it was…different.
Tim patted Paul’s sore ass cheek with his other hand. “Just think, pup. Maybe I’ll put you in a cage and take you to the club, let you suck other cocks and let a few Tops fuck your ass without letting you jerk off. Let them watch me milk my pup like this. Show them what a good boy you are to take what I give you.”
That hot thought sent a ripple of pleasure through him, centered somewhere deep beyond the base of his cock.
“Oooh, I can see you like that thought. I’ll add that to the list of things to try.” He shifted his fingers around inside Paul’s ass and resumed the gentle massage. “I can already tell there are some toys I need to buy for you, too. Vibrating prostate massagers, things like that.”
Tim laughed. “I know! I could make you ask guys on the third floor if they’d please milk you with a vibrator, and make you trade them something for it. Would you like that?”
Paul was reduced to moaning, barely able to think again. Everything felt…sooo fucking good!
No one had ever done anything like this to him before.
Ever.
He felt more fluids leaking from his cock, and Tim noted it. “Yeah, my pup needed this after spending all day today thinking about last night, I bet. Especially after I made you blow me this morning. I have to say, starting my mornings with a blowjob from you is a great wakeup. Better than coffee.
“Make sure you’re cleaned out tomorrow morning, too, before work. When we get there, I am fucking you over your desk. I want that memory embedded in your brain every time you sit down to work. We’re going to spend the next few weeks fucking in nearly every corner of that place so you can’t walk into a single damn room there without thinking about what I did to you in it.”
Paul’s back arched as another wave of pleasure slammed into him. It wasn’t the same as fucking or being stroked or blown, but it made him moan all the same.
“I think my pup just came again. See, that’s the other beautiful thing about this. Guys can’t really have a bunch of orgasms like women can, but we can get milked. It’s almost the same thing. Not as many times in a row as women can, though. But close.”
Tim withdrew his hand and it gave Paul a moment to catch his breath. But all Tim did was add more lube, and then three fingers returned to Paul’s ass and immediately sought his sweet spot for more stimulation. Inside the chastity cage, his aching cock uncomfortably pressed against its confines. Even still, his brain processed that as pleasure, only adding to his torment.
Paul wasn’t sure how long he lay there, his ass still stinging, while Tim milked him. Pleasure and pain had mixed and merged and melted his spine and will.
All he wanted to do was keep Tim happy, to hear that delighted tone roll from his lips.
Do whatever he asked of him.
Finally, Tim seemed satisfied that he’d done it long enough. He withdrew his hand from Paul’s ass, stripped off the glove, and then Paul felt the man’s lubed cock slide balls-deep inside him.
Tim’s hands held on to Paul’s hips as he ground against the man’s freshly spanked ass. “That what my pup wanted? Daddy’s cock inside him?”
“Uh-huh!” He fisted the covers, the restraints preventing him from really being able to move how he wanted.
Tim proceeded to pound him into the mattress, a brutal, blistering fuck that made Paul come again, that not-quite-as-intense internal orgasm like he’d felt during the milking. While he was gasping and recovering from that, Tim let out an amused-sounding snort.
“Yeah, Daddy’s little piggy likes this. I can see it’ll have to be one of the top items on our menu. Imagine me making you beg other Tops to fuck an orgasm out of you, baby, because that’s the only way I’ll allow you to have one.”
The mental image triggered another wave of pleasure sweeping through him.
“Fuck, you just came again. Damn, piggy!” Tim finished off with several hard, deep thrusts before burying his cock inside him and falling still. “You can’t lie to me, either. I felt your ass squeezing my cock.” He slapped Paul’s ass. “I am going to have sooo much fun mindfucking you, baby.”
He pulled out and went to clean up in the bathroom. Paul lay there, eyes closed, pulse finally slowing as he listened.
When Tim returned, he removed the ropes and flipped Paul onto his back. Paul only opened his eyes when he felt Tim unlocking the chastity cage.
“Hold still, buddy.”
Paul winced as it came off, but immediately moaned when Tim sucked his cock into his mouth, deep-throating him and pulling one last, hard orgasm out of him that left him trembling on the bed.
Tim crawled up the bed to lie next to him. “Just think, this is only date number two, baby.”
Paul started laughing and forced his eyes open.
Tim’s smoky brown gaze was focused on him. “That doesn’t even scratch the surface of my deviant iceberg. Think you want to stay around for more?”
Paul rolled on top of him and kissed him. “Yeah, I think I could be persuaded to hang around for a while, Daddy.”
Tim smiled. “Don’t laugh. I’m too used to you calling me that now. It’s going to be a rule.”
“Good.”
 




 
 
 
 
Chapter Eight
 
One year later
 
“We packed for tonight?” Tim asked Paul when he emerged from their bedroom.
“We’re all packed, Daddy.”
Tim flashed him a smile, brushing a kiss against his lips. “Let’s get moving before we’re late for work.”
“Yes, Sir, Mr. Sandberg-Sauer.”
Tim stopped and turned, spotting Paul’s grin. “That’s never going to get old for you, is it…Mr. Sandberg-Sauer?”
“Nope.”
Tim returned to him and pulled him in for a better, longer kiss. “Sorry we’re too busy for a real honeymoon right now.”
“Hey, I’d rather not spend the money. Seriously.” They’d booked a room at a boutique hotel one block over from the private club in Ybor. It was a Friday, and they planned to spend their second night married having a blast before collapsing in an exhausted heap.
Then they would spend Saturday and Sunday recovering at home—while probably working, too—just to get back to the grind Monday morning. They were in a critical dev phase right now with the software for Kent Corwin’s company.
Tim had wanted to wait to get married, maybe plan their honeymoon trip around going to visit Paul’s parents and his.
Paul had wanted to time their wedding day to coincide with that first night at the club. And it turned out neither set of parents really acted enthusiastic about them getting married, so it wasn’t like the men were really eager to include them in their plans.
Daddy might be a sadist, but there were plenty of ways he couldn’t say no to his boy. Especially when Paul gave him the big, sexy green puppy dog eyes.
So they’d filed for their marriage license on Monday, and a friend of theirs who was a Notary came by the office yesterday and married them at lunchtime in front of all their coworkers, who’d been happy for them.
Their business was growing, and they’d added eight more programmers to their staff. Mike had long since moved on after finding another job, which made everyone happy.
Except as they were both now running the business, it meant more responsibilities for them as their workload grew. A good problem to have, especially in the current economic climate, but it meant they had to be especially careful to protect their personal time together.
Paul seemed to have two modes—working and horny. Not that Tim was complaining about that, because it was nice to feel wanted. His boy could easily come five or six times a day, especially if Tim was tormenting him in some way. There were times at night he slapped a vibrating butt plug into Paul and ordered him to go run five miles on the treadmill just to calm him down a little and take the edge off.
Considering that was the only “complaint” he had about his guy, Tim would happily live with it, and him. He knew Paul would never cheat on him. He had no reason to.
The last time they’d set aside time to go to the club, a few weeks ago, Tim really hadn’t been feeling it. He’d been working on a headache, but he hadn’t wanted to deny Paul the pup time. So they’d gone and he’d had fun watching Paul take on a sadistic Top on the third floor who tenderized his ass with canes and crops before he fucked Paul’s face while Tim fucked Paul’s ass.
Fun was had by all, when all was said and done.
They rode to work several days a week, but sometimes they drove separately, if for no other reason than to have a little healthy time apart.
Plus it was too tempting for the one not driving to tease and torment and work the driver into a sexual frenzy and risk ripping each other’s clothes off in the parking garage.
Today they were riding together because of their after-work plans.
Other than some business trips, they hadn’t spent a night apart since their second date night, as they referred to it. They alternated between Tim’s apartment and Paul’s house, before Paul finally told Tim it was silly to be doing that and asked him to move in.
Tim agreed, but only after they put a pre-nup in place to protect both of them.
So far, no regrets. Paul was the man he wanted to spend the rest of his life with, and build their business together. Tim had advanced in the company but Paul was still the boss at work. Fortunately, no one had a problem with the two men being together, and they’d faced no blowback as a result.
Kent Corwin seemed to take great pride in their personal union, though, teasing them that he’d been right and just a little ahead of his time.
Didn’t matter. Tim had never felt happier in his life.
This was his life, his love—his man. Putting a ring on Paul’s finger had been the best thing he’d ever done. Damn sure the smartest.
Whatever they had to do to make this work for life, he was there.
And, frankly, he was looking forward to wearing his boy out tonight, pushing his limits a little.
Make him make some noises he hadn’t made in a while.
Paul cocked his head. “What’s that look for?”
Tim smiled. “Looking forward to tonight.”
Paul grinned. “Me, too, Daddy.”
 
* * * *
 
“Come on, you stubborn motherfucker. Give me one more.” Tim drizzled more lube into his fist and started stroking Paul’s cock again. In Paul’s ass, the large, vibrating butt plug was cranked up to high and holding in the load of cum Tim had put there not long before.
Paul wasn’t sure his cock might not be about to fall off, but like hell was he going to safeword.
Not for this.
He lay tightly bound on a padded bench and had just come a fourth time not too long before, and had already swallowed ten loads from Tops Tim had waved in to help wear him out.
This’ll teach me to get mouthy.
Tim had already jerked four loads out of Paul’s cock. Well, four orgasms, because Paul was pretty sure he was coming dry after the third one. Apparently Tim was trying to see if Paul could beat his personal best of four in an hour.
Tim paused long enough to manhandle Paul’s bound body around so his head hung off the edge of the bench. Tim shoved his cock into Paul’s mouth and started deep-fucking his throat as he resumed jacking Paul’s cock.
“There you go, piggy. That what you needed?” He stroked Paul’s cock with one hand, and with the other he played with his balls, even reached down and started pressing on the base of the butt plug.
He must have let out a moan over that, because Tim laughed. “Oh, yeah. That’s what you need, isn’t it?”
Tim settled into a rhythmic thrusting pattern, between his hands and cock, that spun Paul down into subspace again. Before he knew it, he impossibly felt one last orgasm finally swelling, his poor balls tightening and drawing up to squeeze it out of him.
Paul helplessly moaned, swallowing Tim’s cock as he pumped a load of cum down his throat and finished jerking that final orgasm out of him.
Tim’s cock started deflating and he pulled out, then swung Paul’s body around so his head was on the bench again.
And, thankfully, he’d stopped stroking Paul’s cock.
He even reached over and found the controller for the butt plug and switched it off.
Paul lay there and tried to catch his breath.
“You want to get smart with me again, piggy?”
Paul shook his head, already starting to laugh. “No, Daddy.”
Tim’s laughter mixed with his and he leaned in, kissing him lovingly.
Tenderly.
“Happy Anniversary, baby,” Tim whispered, flicking the tip of his tongue against the end of Paul’s nose. “Two years together, and you’re not sick of me yet?”
“Not even close, Daddy.” He lifted his head to stare at his poor, wilted, now red cock. “Although, damn, I never thought I’d ask this, but please don’t touch my cock for a while.”
Tim snorted and helped Paul sit up so he could start untying him. “Should I get that on video?”
“Yes, please, if you want to.”
“Did I finally find the limit that wears you out?”
“I think so.”
“So all I have to do in the future if you get a little too bratty is hold up five fingers to remind you?”
He leaned against Tim and tipped his head back to look up into his eyes. “Sure, Daddy. That works for me.”
One year married, and two years together, and life was even sweeter now. They didn’t get out as often as they liked, but their business was growing and the software package they’d created for Kent Corwin had spiraled into an even larger project, a partnership with the man’s company backing it, that was looking like it’d make them even more money in licensing fees than they’d ever dreamed.
They’d made that realization two weeks ago, perfect timing ahead of their anniversary weekend together.
Once Paul was untied and they headed for the shower—to shower, not to fool around more—before returning to the hotel, Tim draped an arm around Paul’s shoulder. “Love you, boy. Happy Anniversary.”
He tipped his head against Tim’s. “Love you, too, Daddy. Happy Anniversary.”
 
* * * *
 
Dressed only in jeans, Tim sat in the comfortable reading chair next to the room’s sliders, which he’d left standing open. Smoke from his cigar lazily drifted outside in the night breeze as he smiled and watched the last guy finishing up with Paul. Paul lay faceup and trussed in rope over a large hassock in the hotel room they had for the weekend, and had just taken a total of ten loads, five in each end from the five Tops he’d arranged to be here. Including two of them DPing him while a third filled his mouth.
Guys Tim had met, got to know a little bit, and saw current test results for when arranging this private meet-and-greet.
Paul was still blindfolded, so he had no clue how many guys, or even who they were, or what was next on the menu. As the guys quietly dressed and left as planned, Tim stubbed out his cigar, leaving it and the ashtray out on the room’s balcony before closing the sliders and locking them.
Then he walked over to Paul and stood at his head, staring down at him. “Happy Anniversary, boy.”
Paul grinned. “Happy Anniversary, Daddy.”
Tim leaned in and kissed him. “One cock for each year together. And one for good luck.” They’d only been married three years, but they always counted the first year before that.
Four years, and still going strong.
Tim pulled the blindfold off Paul, dropped it onto the floor, then started unfastening his jeans. He smiled down at him. “Time to pay Daddy his due, hmmm?”
Paul nodded. He wore a sweet, glazed look in his gorgeous green eyes, meaning he was still deep in subspace. He hadn’t come yet—that’d been one of Tim’s rules, that if Paul came without permission everything would stop—and his cock stood up from his body, rigid, twitching, leaking pre-cum all over him.
Tim shoved his jeans down and off and stepped out of them. He’d kept the details of tonight quiet, wanting to mindfuck Paul about it. Paul had thought they were going to the club tonight, but Tim had wanted something…more for his boy. They’d been so busy lately, both of them, that some of their fun activities had slipped to the wayside.
He’d forgotten how sexy his boy looked filled with cock.
Paul had once asked him why he wasn’t jealous, and it’d been a simple answer—because he was here. Even if they’d been in separate rooms, he knew what was going on, okayed it, even arranged it, in this case especially.
He had no reason to be jealous. Especially since his boy could be a horndog, and he couldn’t keep up with him sometimes.
Spreading his legs, he lowered himself over Paul’s face, sighing as Paul laved and sucked on his balls. “Yeah, baby. You know what Daddy likes.” He settled in, bracing his arms on the hassock on either side of Paul’s hips. “Get in there, boy.”
Tim was already dripping pre-cum all over Paul’s chest when he finally stood and climbed off Paul. He pulled him up onto his feet, turned him, and shoved him facedown over the end of the bed where he fucked him and filled him. Then he rolled Paul over and grabbed the lube, slicking his own hole and slowly lowering himself onto Paul’s cock.
“Okay, boy. Do it before I get bored.”
Tim grinned as Paul frantically tried to rock his hips and fuck him, making Tim laugh at his desperation. Finally, he helped him out, bouncing up and down on his cock until, finally, Paul exploded and emptied inside him.
Tim leaned in and kissed him. “Better?”
Paul grinned. “Best. Anniversary. Ever.”
Tim was in no hurry to move, savoring the sweet, sated look on his boy’s face. “Love you, baby.”
Paul nuzzled his face against Tim’s. “Love you, too, Daddy.”
 




 
 
 
 
Chapter Nine
 
Years ago
 
Kent stared at the baseball player, a junior named Nick, sitting across the table from him in the burger joint just off their college campus. The guy’s face was as red as the scarlet in his team T-shirt he wore.
The guy had asked for his help passing Econ, and now sat there…waiting.
“Who gave you my name, anyway?” Kent finally asked after letting him uncomfortably stew for a long moment.
“Curt Stahl.”
Well, that checked. Curt had been one of his best “clients” for the past three years. Saved the guy’s ass and kept him on the baseball team so he didn’t lose his college scholarship. Now the guy had been drafted into the pros.
All of Kent’s referrals were word-of-mouth. Not like someone could advertise for services such as his. The good thing was, no money changed hands for his “tutoring” services, so it wasn’t like he could get in trouble for that.
His other business, however…
Kent glanced at his wristwatch, an expensive Rolex gifted to him by one of his other “dates” from his main gig, the one that really paid his bills. He had to leave in fifteen minutes to make it to his next appointment.
“Curt tell you how I take payment and my…training methods?” Kent asked.
The guy’s cheeks reddened even more as he nodded.
“He tell you I guarantee success if you follow my rules?”
Nick nodded again.
Kent leaned in. “I need test results. You can get them from the campus med center for free. You don’t fuck anyone bare while I’m working with you, other than me, of course. In fact, I prefer you don’t fuck around with anyone else, because you won’t have the time if you want to save your grades.”
“I don’t have a girlfriend right now.”
“Good, because you won’t have time for one while I’m working with you, between that, practice, games, and classes. You also don’t argue with me. I’ve saved nearly thirty guys from getting booted from teams for academic ineligibility. Baseball, football, basketball. Not a single guy I’ve worked with got kicked from their team, either. My method works. So prepare to ditch your pride and macho bullshit, or don’t waste my time. Got it?”
The guy nodded harder. “I can’t lose my scholarship,” he whispered. “My dad’ll kill me.” His throat worked as he swallowed hard. “He’d kill me for this, too, but I’m not telling him about this. I’d rather save my scholarship.”
Kent grinned. Desperation always helped him close the deal. “Well, good thing for you another of my requirements is you do not talk about what we do, or about me, unless you’re recruiting me another customer. And no one will ever hear from me what you did to save your grades. Got it?”
The guy nodded.
“Good.” He wrote his address on a piece of paper and handed it over. “Seven tomorrow night. You’ll be spending the night, so plan accordingly. Bring your books and notes and everything, and be prepared to give me a fifteen-minute summary of your academic weaknesses and where you need to focus the most to bring your grade up to passing. Old tests and assignments, too, if you have them. Especially the bad grades. Want to see your work and see what we’re up against.”
Once Kent was alone he finished his burger. Tonight’s “date” was a former model who’d married a state congressman. She still had looks, but because of her elderly parents, she didn’t travel to the capitol with her husband when he had to be there for work.
Meaning plenty of time alone and lonely and looking for strings-free companionship.
He knocked on the hotel room door five minutes early and she was smiling like a giddy teenager when she opened the door for him. He usually thought of her as Mrs. Congressman, because he had a sucky memory for names and other details he didn’t really need to remember.
She’d no sooner closed the door behind him when he grabbed her by the back of the head and kissed her, hard, knowing what she liked.
Part of what made him good at what he did was knowing what to give people, what they wanted.
She didn’t need to know he was already superimposing the face of the guy he’d just talked to onto her for his cock to start inflating.
Her hips ground against him as a soft whine escaped her.
“Yeah, go get what you want.” He released her hair and she dropped to her knees to fumble his fly open. A moan escaped her as she grabbed his cock with both hands and started gobbling the tip.
He had to hand it to her, she was damned eager and good. Not many could get as much of his monster into their mouths as she did. Not even after training.
He stood there for about ten minutes with her head in his hands as she slobbered all over him before he pulled her to her feet and pushed her toward the bed. “Come on, honey. Let’s see about making you howl.”
And she was a howler. After peeling their clothes off, he knelt between her spread thighs and played with her soaked pussy, working three fingers into her. That was one benefit to a cunt over a guy’s ass, they were made to fit a damn baby’s head and were self-lubricating. Less work for him. And his women didn’t care if he was gay or not—all they cared about was getting something they weren’t getting at home.
The congressman’s wife liked it hard and dirty, so as soon as he notched the head of his cock against her opening, he shoved forward, slapping a hand over her mouth to muffle her orgasmic scream as her body clenched around him.
Something else she always did, so at least he expected it and was prepared.
Fortunately, she wasn’t one who needed oral to get over first. He didn’t enjoy doing that, but keeping the customer happy was part of the gig, so the women who did need that, he pretended he was working on one of his “study buddies,” as he liked to refer to them in his mind.
He spent the next thirty minutes fucking her as she came and came, while he thought about his newest study buddy. Imagining how the guy’s eyes would widen when he got his first look at the monster, only five inches long, but literally thicker than a soda can.
He knew, because he’d compared them before.
Wondering if the guy was a moaner or not, if he’d be begging for more, to get it harder, like many of them did once they discovered their prostate and how good it felt getting fucked.
And how the guy’s eyes would likely widen even more the first time Kent really plowed his ass and ruined him, turning him into a total slut for him.
Yeah, there was something powerful in that feeling, knowing the kind of hold he had over someone like that.
Which was why he held on to his own heart.
Especially after having his stomped so thoroughly into the dust his freshman year.
Never again.
 
* * * *
 
Once Kent knew he’d given Mrs. Congressman a spine-melting fuck, he finally switched fantasies, to the guy he’d worked with last night, Trey, now in his third month with Kent. Kent had drilled him over Econ questions even as he’d had him bent nearly in two on his couch and was drilling his ass while slowly jacking the guy’s cock.
Kent finally pumped his load into Mrs. Congressman over the memory of the guy’s O-face as Kent had bred his ass for the second time that night. That guy had actually been begging for it before Kent had erupted, something Kent wasn’t even sure if the guy realized or not.
Not that he was going to tell him that. It would be something he’d enjoy replaying in his head, though.
Trey had a test that morning, and while he wouldn’t have his grade back until next week, he’d called and told Kent he felt really good about it and thought he’d passed it, meaning his place on the team was likely secure, for now.
Still, he’d asked Kent if he could keep “working” with him until he was sure he’d salvaged his grade.
Of course Kent had said yes. He wasn’t an idiot.
And Trey wasn’t the first guy who’d asked Kent to keep working with him even after the danger of failing was past.
Whatever excuses they wanted to tell themselves, he wouldn’t challenge them.
It meant he got laid on a regular basis.
As he flopped over onto his back next to Mrs. Congressman, she giggled.
“What?”
She shook her head. “Nothing. I know my husband has a girlfriend, but since I met you, I honestly don’t give a shit. I used to resent the hell out of it but not anymore.”
“You make him wear a rubber, right?”
“Oh, hell, yeah. He doesn’t know I still have an IUD, and he knows I’d fucking kill him if he brought something home to me. He also knows I don’t want kids, so we use a rubber. Perfect excuse.”
“Just remember, you give me something, you’ll never see the monster again, much less fuck it.”
“No worries. He’s careful. It’d be too expensive for him to divorce me because of our pre-nup. He cannot afford to let me know he’s cheating, and he likes my father’s political pull.”
“How do you know he won’t divorce you for cheating?”
She smiled. “My family’s money. No clause in the pre-nup about me cheating. Only about him cheating.”
“Ah. Smart woman.”
“I can be. Plus Daddy has a good lawyer and wrote it up for me before we got married.” She sighed. “Can we reschedule our date next week, though? Different day? I forgot I’m supposed to go to a Rotary thing. I can do a morning, if you’re available.”
“Sure. I’ll need to call you and let you know when, though. I don’t have my book with me.”
She rolled onto her side to face him. “I cannot believe you’re only twenty-one. You act so much more…mature than you are.”
“When you’ve been through as much as I have, you learn to quickly adapt.”
 
* * * *
 
Kent managed to get it up for round two with her, then she headed home happy and walking funny.
After a quick shower there at the hotel to wash her juices and scent off him, he picked up the envelope she’d left for him on the dresser and counted the contents.
Three hundred dollars in twenties.
He smiled and tucked the money into his wallet. She had turned him on to two other women, so he gave her a discount. Usually, his dates left him an “allowance” of five hundred, no matter how long it lasted. But the other two women paid full price for now—unless or until they gave him a referral of their own—so it more than made up the difference.
He was careful in how he negotiated with the women. He kept it on the fuzzily safe side of not being prostitution when he first discussed things with them so he could stay within the law.
Ish.
At their initial meeting, he always laid out to them that he had bills to pay if he was to keep up his grades without having to get a full-time job. Outlining ways they could help him keep his schedule open and flexible to “date” them and be their part-time boyfriend outside of classes.
That he was happy to be their sugar baby, if they made it worth his while. Made it clear that dates with him were in demand, so keeping him happy kept his schedule open for them. The larger an allowance they wanted to give him, the more open his schedule would remain for them.
It didn’t have to be cash in hand, either. Like the watch he’d been gifted. After researching how much it cost, he let the giver date him four times without needing to leave him an allowance. One of his regular weekly dates paid his car insurance for him, while another actually made his car payment.
Seemed fair, kept them happy, and they referred friends to him. Which made it even easier because they did the “negotiations” for him ahead of time, the women coming to him ready to offer him an allowance or tangible gifts of some sort if he could fit them into his schedule.
He headed back to his apartment and ran through his date book to see what would be available for her to reschedule. Since he needed to reschedule her, he could slide his new guy into her usual evening, which would work perfectly. After confirming it with a phone call to her, he grabbed himself a soda from the fridge and stretched out in front of the TV.
This wasn’t exactly how he’d expected his college life to go, but he graduated next year and needed to have as much money in the bank as he could before then. Right now, he was coming up on nearly fifty grand.
His parents couldn’t have afforded to send him to college. And even if they could, once his dad discovered Kent was gay, he kicked him out. Fortunately, his mom and sister still kept in contact with him behind his dad’s back.
But it stung.
He had a scholarship for tuition and books, and one of his cougars paid his rent and took care of all his utilities on the small apartment. That meant his Sunday mornings always belonged to her on-call, when she was supposedly going to “church.”
Considering her husband was supposedly “golfing,” yet was getting banged by his business partner, a guy ten years older than him, Kent supposed the “Oh, gods!” he got from her as she rode his monster were close enough to church to count.
She had a key and would let herself in, so he never had a Saturday night stay-over, and she never showed up unannounced at any other time besides Sunday mornings. She knew what he did and didn’t begrudge it, but by paying his rent and utilities, it meant she had easy access to him without worrying about hotels and other bullshit. Sometimes, if he had free time, he could work her in on other days, when she was available.
It wasn’t required but he liked keeping her happy, because she had no interest in anything other than hard and dirty sex with him. And trying to do what he did in a dorm, or with a roommate, would be fucking impossible.
It also meant he was in control of his life, and his heart.
No one with a hold on him who could break him again.
Never again.
 
* * * *
 
The next night, Kent’s new guy, Nick, knelt on the floor in front of the couch, naked, reading aloud to Kent from his last test in the class he was at risk of failing.
Kent stopped him. “Do you see where you went wrong on that question there?”
Nick shook his head.
“Open.”
The guy’s cheeks turned red, but he complied. He’d only had a brief moment of shock when Kent had stripped and revealed the monster to him. Kent reached forward and pulled him onto his cock, where the guy struggled to lick and suck the tip. Kent kept one hand firmly wrapped around the back of the guy’s neck, and with the other he plucked the paper from the guy’s hand and studied it.
“Right here. You didn’t factor in the rate of inflation properly.”
He held the paper where the guy could see it. “This is what you did wrong…” He recited what should have been the proper answer and how to factor it, even as he forced the guy to take a little more of the monster into his mouth.
“Relax your jaw, dude, and use more tongue. Watch the teeth.” Nick was already drooling and slobbering all over the place, which was why Kent had put down sheets and towels ahead of time.
Wasn’t his first tutoring session.
“Now pay attention.” Kent started over, reading the question from the start, and going over what should have been the correct answer. Only then did he ease the guy’s mouth off his cock. “Now you solve it.”
He held the paper for the guy as Nick stammered his way through the problem, this time getting it correct.
“Excellent. Now explain to me what you did wrong.”
The kid wasn’t stupid, he was just having trouble with some of the formulas and principles in the course. Nothing Kent hadn’t seen others do before.
“Very good, that’s right.” He reached down between the guy’s legs and held his cock, slowly stroking it.
Of course it hardened in his hand. The guy might be straight, but he was a horny jock who could pop wood in a stiff breeze. He softly moaned.
“Now work through it again,” Kent ordered, still slowly stroking him.
The kid seemed to have more trouble concentrating this time, but he made it. Operant-conditioning.
Might make them blush like a motherfucker in class while taking a test, but Kent guaranteed they’d fucking remember the lessons.
And it didn’t cost them a dime.
Just their asses and mouths.
This guy had never so much as played with his own ass, so as the evening progressed, Kent put him on his back in bed, legs spread and knees bent, reading aloud from his textbook a section he was having problems with. All the while, Ken worked two gloved fingers into the guy’s ass as he blew him to loosen him up.
It took nearly two hours until Kent could fuck him, which he did with the guy on his hands and knees and reading aloud while Kent gave him a slow reach-around. He waited until the guy came on his cock before dropping his own load inside him, and then Nick promptly fell asleep.
Sometimes that was for the best. He might retain the lesson better that way.
When Nick awakened about an hour later, Kent ordered them pizza, and then round two of studying started. And when Kent gave him a problem to work that was similar to some of the ones he’d had trouble understanding before, Nick correctly solved it the first time.
Which earned him ten minutes of Kent sucking his cock.
Stick…and carrot.
By the time they collapsed in bed late that night, Kent was worn out, and so was his latest “student.” He’d drained both of them dry in the process.
At least the guy was well on his way to pulling his grade out of the crapper, and was, so far, readily taking to Kent’s form of “training.” Some guys, it took a little longer to persuade them to let go and relax and enjoy it. In those cases, Kent took more time blowing them, rewarded them more, allowing them to let go more readily.
As he lay there and listened to the guy’s breathing while he slept, Kent struggled not to think about Vern, the guy he’d made the stupid mistake of falling in love with as a freshman, the first guy he’d ever been with, who’d been a senior.
The guy who taught him the valuable lesson that just because someone’s happy to fuck you doesn’t mean they want to spend the rest of their life with you.
Woe to the idiot who forgot that lesson, too.
 
* * * *
 
Present day
 
Kent sat across the table from a man he hadn’t seen in thirty years. They’d met at a little cafe in downtown Venice, seated on a veranda outside. It was a rare gorgeous late Wednesday afternoon, just a hint of breeze and temps in the low eighties, making it comfortable.
“You surprised to see me?” Vern grinned, and Kent hated that a little part of his heart still thumped with desire.
“Yeah, honestly, I am. What brings you to Venice?”
“Business, mostly. I was on Facebook last week in the alumni group and saw you and thought I’d look you up. You look good. Real good.”
Kent had seen him on the alumni group but had never gone to visit his profile, much less send him a friend request.
Yet he couldn’t bring himself to block him, either, even though he knew he should have.
Kent stared at him from behind the safety of his mirrored sunglasses and considered his response. “Thanks. Time’s been good to me.”
The only reason he’d agreed to meet with Vern was because he did have a lot of pull up in Tallahassee. It figured the asshole ended up living in the same state as Kent.
“Wife? Kids?” Vern asked.
“No, and hell, no. Still gay. And through with love.” You took care of that, asshole.
But he didn’t say that. Not out loud.
“Heard you built quite a side business with the cougars before you graduated.”
Kent didn’t know who Vern had been talking to, but he wanted to strangle them. Considering it’d been Vern who’d introduced him to his first cougar, and to the fine art of “tutoring” jocks, Vern’s comment shouldn’t have pissed Kent off as much as it did.
But it did. “Old news. What’s that have to do with today?”
Vern’s gaze narrowed. “What’s wrong?”
“What do you mean what’s wrong?”
“Why are you acting so defensive?”
Really? Let’s do this.
Kent leaned in and dropped his voice. “You were the first guy to fuck me, you made me think you were in love with me, then taught me a very valuable and painful lesson about guarding my heart. I haven’t heard from you in three decades, and you call me out of the blue to get together for lunch, and now you start talking about something I left in the past. I don’t know, how’s life treated you?”
“Seriously? You’re still upset over that? We were kids in college. No one takes that shit seriously.”
“Obviously some of us took it a little more seriously than others.”
Vern sat back and appeared to regard him for a moment. “Sorry. Didn’t know it meant that much to you.”
Kent sucked in a long breath so he didn’t fucking scream. “What’s today about, Vern?” He considered it a personal victory that he kept his tone steady, even.
Non-screamy.
Vern still had that playful, sexy smile he’d had back in college. Some grey in his dark blond hair, but his blue eyes sparkled with mirth even though he had more lines on his face now. And while he’d put on a little weight, he still looked good.
Damn him.
“How you spending your free time lately?” Vern asked.
“Working, mostly. You?”
“Oh, come on. We had a lot of fun. You know we did.” Vern’s smile widened. “Been thinking a lot about the monster lately.”
Oh no, he didn’t. “Yeah?”
“Yeah. I’m in town all this week and next. Wouldn’t mind getting together, for old time’s sake. Wife and kids didn’t come with me this trip. I’m free nearly every night. Would love to…catch up.” He dropped Kent a wink.
Kent shoved aside the memory of how gorgeous Vern had looked the first time he’d tackled the monster and impaled himself on it, the victorious joy as he’d thrown his head back, moaning as he rode him, while Kent stroked his cock for him.
“Sorry, I can’t.” Kent sat back and picked up the menu to scan it, hoping to contain his rage.
“Dude, come on.” Vern’s smile widened even as his voice dropped. “I used to be able to roll your eyes back in your head. You damn sure rolled mine.”
Kent didn’t look up at him. “Unlike in my broke college days, I don’t sleep with married people without their spouse’s consent. Unless you’d like to get your wife on the phone right now so I can make sure it’s okay with her if we fuck? Tell her they really don’t make condoms my size, so breeding you raw’s cool, right? Make sure she’s not fucking around on you so I don’t catch anything?”
Vern’s smile faded. “You don’t have to be a bitch about it.”
“Well, you don’t have to be a douche, dude.” He closed the menu and dropped it on the table, then reached up and rubbed at the slight ache in his chest, his angina acting up again. Probably the stress. “I have a life. I have friends and a significant other, none of whom are any of your business.”
Okay, so that last part was a lie, but fuck him. “Yet you drop in out of the blue to proposition me for sex after thirty goddamned years ago you made a fool out of me? You can order dongs online bigger than me. Get one of them and have your wife fuck you with it.”
Unable to contain his rage, Kent stood, dropped a couple of twenties on the table to cover the price of their drinks and to tip the waitress, and stared down at the guy.
I let him break my heart? “Have a good life, Vern. Please don’t contact me again.” Kent strode off, his hands trembling as he climbed into his Mercedes and pulled out of the parking lot.
He let the rage boil over on 41 on his way home, screaming at the top of his lungs inside the closed car when he was stopped at a red light. With Three Days Grace blasting at eardrum-splitting levels, hopefully no one could tell what he was doing.
Fucker.
Fucking fuckety fucking goddamned motherfucker!
How many countless hours had he cried himself to sleep over that motherfucker, all while self-medicating by fucking other guys—and married women?
Although, to be fair, technically the guys were work and it did help them, and the women were business and paid him to ride the monster.
Back then, he hadn’t thought he was hurting anyone.
With some age and perspective, he wasn’t exactly proud of himself for sleeping with married women, but they’d all been older than him, so technically he still held the moral high ground of they should have known better.
And he wasn’t trying to wreck any marriages, either, just make some money and get through college.
Motherfucker.
It was the middle of the week, and he now had a mind full of snakes to dump…somewhere.
Fuck it.
At home, he threw a few things into a duffel bag, climbed back into the Mercedes, and headed north.
He needed to vent, and he knew exactly the perfect place to fucking do it, too, on a weekday night, when he didn’t want to let the past bleed into his present.
 




 
 
 
 
Chapter Ten
 
Paul had difficulty focusing on his work all day. He’d awakened hard and horny and already under orders not to masturbate because of their plans for tonight.
Tonight!
Of course that made it more torturous. That was Tim’s intent, to mentally work Paul up as much as possible ahead of time.
Sadist.
Dammit, I love that guy.
They hadn’t been to Ybor in three months, mostly because of their workload. Despite Tim giving him spankings and devising all sorts of devious, evil torments for him at home, Paul could feel the stress pulling, weighing on him.
Last night, Tim had asked him if he wanted a night at the club, and Paul had jumped at the offer.
But only if they went together.
Going on five years together and four years married, Paul had no desire to attend the club alone, even if he knew he could more easily find the time to get over there alone and get his itch scratched. Tim had offered him that option, but the only time he’d tried it, Paul hadn’t made it out of the dressing room before turning around, getting dressed, and returning home.
The most important part of the secret sauce was Tim.
Paul needed him.
Even if all Tim did was sit there and smoke a cigar and send him out to other Tops for the evening and watch while Paul did it.
Or even if all he did was kneel at Tim’s feet all night while Tim sat there and enjoyed a drink and conversations with others.
Or if Tim took him up to the third floor, handed out condoms, and let random Tops pound their cocks into his ass.
But none of it could happen unless Tim was there and controlling it.
Paul needed the security and the release of his Daddy watching over him. There wasn’t another person in the world he trusted the way he trusted Tim, and being pup was now forever woven around and through that trust.
And he craved being his Daddy’s piggy. Even more, putting on a show for him.
Being his good boy.
Tim wore a sexy, hungry smile when he knocked on Paul’s office doorway. They’d dropped the boss and employee charade years back, not long before they’d married and became full partners in work as well as in love. “Ready to go?”
“Yes, Sir.” Paul practically bounced out of his chair and noticed Tim’s playful smile.
Tim pulled him in for a kiss. “Who’s my good piggy?” he whispered.
Paul smiled. “Me, Daddy.”
“That’s right. You’re going to be a good piggy for me tonight, aren’t you?”
“Yes, Daddy.”
Tim smiled up at him. “I love how sexy you look when you know you’re about to get used hard.”
Paul lost against the urge to rub his hard cock against Tim’s side and started humping him. “Can we go, please?”
Tim chuckled. “Sure, baby. Come on. Let’s go scratch your itch.”
They’d reserved their usual hotel room. Sure, it was a Wednesday night, but they were taking tomorrow morning off after several weeks of working late into the evenings and on weekends, and would return to work tomorrow morning straight from the hotel.
Not that anyone else in the office would know that.
They headed to the hotel first to drop off their stuff and change from street clothes. It’d save Tim time not having to change at the club, because he was street-legal in his jeans and black leather vest.
Paul had changed into baggy board shorts and a T-shirt. He’d pup out in the dressing room at the club, and those would be the clothes he wore back from the club later.
Tonight, Tim had brought a few implements to use on Paul’s ass. While Tim frequently gave him bare-handed spankings, Paul liked more.
Needed it.
Tonight, Tim would give it to him.
Once they were ready to head over to the club, Tim pulled him close and kissed him. “You’re going to be my good piggy tonight and do what I say, right?”
“Yes, Daddy.”
“Including not coming unless I give you permission to.”
Paul’s cock twitched in his board shorts. He knew Tim would make him come, but it amped up his need. He knew his tone was borderline whining now and didn’t care. “Yes, Daddy.”
“Good boy. Let’s go play.”
 
* * * *
 
Kent found a parking spot in the garage, grabbed his bag, and headed toward the club. He didn’t like this option, because the monster didn’t take well to being wrapped. For starters, there was only one brand of condoms, imported from Germany, that he’d found would even marginally fit over his cock without splitting, and even then sometimes it was nearly impossible for him to come while wearing them. Rolling them on meant the equivalent of rolling on a cockring because of the excess material at the base.
Pulling out to unwrap and whack off and squirt on a guy’s ass wasn’t nearly as satisfying as finishing inside his ass.
Kent also wasn’t fond of not having control over who was present. When he threw a party, he knew his guests, had sat down and talked to them ahead of time and found them people he could at least relate to, even if he didn’t want to fuck them personally. Knew they weren’t assholes.
Saw current test results.
There would no doubt be power bottoms here tonight who would eagerly and greedily let him plow them raw without needing a lot of prep first, but he’d be damned if he’d fuck any of them bare.
But the deep level of rage seething within him right now needed an outlet, and a willing ass to unleash it on.
Over the years, it was the only thing that worked. It’d been a long time since he’d felt this…dark.
He’d used the club as a meeting spot in the past, when he’d made a connection online and needed a neutral, populated space to get together with the other person where he didn’t have to worry about who heard their conversation.
Not having them in his home, at first.
He never invited strange guys back to his house. Especially never alone. Having them over for one of his parties was different. Plus anyone coming over for a party was referred to him by someone who knew them and who wasn’t willing to sacrifice their own party invite status for a douche.
His master bedroom and home office doors had keypad combo locks on the doors he could activate with the flip of the inside knob to keep people out. Anything he was worried about, he kept in those two rooms and locked others out. Plus, having a houseful of people meant a guy wouldn’t likely try anything stupid.
At the club, he renewed his membership and paid the entry fee. Instead of buying a drink downstairs, he headed straight for the second floor. He wanted a soda, not alcohol, and they were cheaper up on the second floor. He didn’t like to drink and play, especially away from home. That was a recipe for disaster.
Now all he had to do was scope out a willing victim for the night on whom to unleash the monster—and his aggression.
 
* * * *
 
Tim watched with a smile as Paul eagerly prepared in the second-floor dressing room. No pup butt plug tail for him tonight. One less logistics issue to deal with once they made their way up to the third floor.
He planned to make sure by the time Paul fell asleep tonight that he had a full belly, an even fuller ass—well, metaphorically speaking, because he’d make the guys wear condoms—and a very sore and well-beaten ass.
His boy had earned it and needed the mental vacation.
Paul also needed this de-stresser now, ahead of some important meetings coming up over the next several weeks and months, including several days down in Miami with Kent Corwin, talking to other companies and software vendors about licensing their logistics software package.
Tim had to stay behind for that one because of another project they were deep into. He couldn’t take that many days away from the office, but Paul could handle it without him. Paul knew the code inside and out, as well as any of their programmers. He could explain it in plain English to any corporate executives who’d also be there whose eyes might glaze over when Paul started talking specifics.
He was definitely the man for the job.
And the man was very stressed out right now.
Once Paul was pupped out, Tim grabbed the bag with their things and, with Paul following, quickly ducked upstairs to grab a locker on the third floor. It wouldn’t make sense returning to the second-floor dressing room, and would save some time later. Paul preferred pupping out in the second-floor dressing room because they didn’t have to spend time constantly waving guys off while he did.
Tim snapped a leather leash onto the D-ring on the front of Paul’s collar and led him back down to the second floor, where he ordered himself a soda and settled into a comfortable chair in one corner of the main lounge area with Paul on the floor on his hands and knees next to him.
Until they were ready to go upstairs, Paul wouldn’t stand up on two legs again unless Tim ordered him to.
Tim wanted a few minutes to sit and chill, watch the news crawler on the TV screen closest to him, survey the room. Only one or two familiar faces tonight, which was fine. Later, he would move them over to the cigar lounge, but for now he wanted to start working on burning off some of Paul’s boundless energy first, get him deep in subspace. Then the cigar lounge, and, finally, upstairs. By then Tim would have likely identified a couple of Tops he’d let have a turn at Paul’s other end.
Paul nuzzled his face against Tim’s thigh and Tim rested his hand on Paul’s head, absently stroking him like the good pup he was.
Daddy’s little horndog.
From this point on, Paul wouldn’t talk like a human to anyone but Tim—except to confirm a guy was neg—until they headed upstairs. He loved dropping hard and deep into the pup headspace and Tim loved putting him there.
After a couple of minutes, Tim noticed two Tops who’d been sitting on the other side of the room together. They’d started glancing Tim’s way, tipping their heads closer and talking while watching Paul. Obviously discussing him.
Tim leaned in. “Two o’clock, pup. The two guys over there.”
Paul looked and nodded, a soft chuff of assent.
This was the really fun part. “You want to go play, boy?”
Paul play-bowed toward the Tops, who were now smiling, and wiggled his ass. He gave a soft chuff.
“Does Daddy’s puppy want a bone?”
Another chuff.
He teased him like a person might a bio-dog, goading him, winding him up, finally reaching for the leash snap and unhooking it from his collar before slapping him on the ass.
“Go get ’em, boy! Make Daddy proud.”
Paul bounded across the room toward them on all fours. Tim sat back, smiling, and lifted his cup of soda at the Tops with a head nod. They returned the gesture and then focused on Paul.
He couldn’t tell for sure from this distance and angle, but the first guy didn’t look like he was very well hung, and Paul almost immediately had his face buried between the guy’s thighs. Tim reached down and squeezed his own throbbing bulge, turned on and amused by Paul’s performance.
He always was.
It was hot knowing he had one of the hottest guys in the room at his beck and call, and only he got to decide who had the honor of playing with him tonight.
Plenty of times he’d had Tops approach him, begging to borrow Paul for an overnight or even a whole weekend. Tim always said no, because he didn’t know the guys and refused to put Paul at risk. Sure, Paul would do it and probably love the hell out of doing it, but it wasn’t Tim’s thing. Maybe if it was a friend, someone they knew well, and he knew Paul was into them, that’d be different. Someone Tim trusted to take care of Paul and not put him at risk.
But some Top he’d just met?
Nope.
Hell, if he did have a reliable Top to loan Paul to on occasion, he’d be able to get an uninterrupted night of sleep without Paul trying to hump him at some point. Tim was definitely a guy who, once he was asleep, wanted to fucking stay that way.
If Paul woke up horny, knowing he wasn’t allowed to masturbate without permission he would start cuddling, which turned into dry-humping, which usually turned into Tim spanking Paul and jerking him off so he could go back to sleep, or even sending him out to run on the treadmill with their largest vibrating butt plug stuffed inside him, because he could frequently make himself come like that.
And if he didn’t come while running, once he finished the five miles, he was allowed to jerk off.
It didn’t seriously irritate Tim, though, because it proved one thing to him time and again—Paul wouldn’t lie to him or circumvent their rules, even when it’d be easier to and Paul knew he could get away with it.
Tim would never punish Paul for being obedient. He couldn’t bring himself to ever do that, even if it meant interrupted sleep.
His guy loved him, which was why he could do this with him.
And because it was fucking hot as hell. What was even hotter was sometimes sitting there watching Paul do his thing while another bottom or pup fluffed his cock. Tonight there didn’t appear to be any pups around to fill that role, however, which was fine.
It meant more for Paul.
From various seats around the room, a couple of other Tops had watched the exchange, especially Paul’s approach from when Tim had let him off his leash, and he sensed some raised eyebrows of inquiry, seeking permission.
They’d have to wait.
Paul would finish, come back to him for some good-boys, and then Tim would pick the next guy or guys to send him off to after making sure Paul was okay with them. Every once in a while Paul would say no, indicated by a soft, low growl and a lowered head. The happy chuff and play-bow always signified a yes.
From the corner where Tim sat, he couldn’t see the recessed entrance from the dressing room. A guy had to step out of the foyer there and walk into the room first.
Paul finished blowing Tops One and Two and happily pranced away from them on all fours. He was distracted by a wolf whistle from another Top across the room and had turned his head to look, which made him plow right into the legs of a guy who’d just walked into the room.
Tim was already up and moving toward Paul and the guy, the leash in his hand and ready to make apologies for his pup, when Paul sat back on his haunches, his green eyes widened in horror, and he plainly said, “Oh, fuck.”
Tim also pulled up short when Kent Corwin turned to him, his gaze narrowed as his lips curled in a smile. “I suppose this wayward pup belongs to you?”
Oh, fuck!
 




 
 
 
 
Chapter Eleven
 
Kent wasn’t sure what amused him more—running into the guys here of all places, or the looks of sheer, unadulterated horror on their faces.
At least his dark, foul mood had evaporated, leaving playful, eager energy in its place. If for no other reason, even if the monster remained unexercised tonight, this drive had been worth it.
Totally.
Tim quickly snapped the leash onto Paul’s collar, but before either man could say anything else, Kent leaned in and dropped his voice. “Let’s go talk in the cigar lounge, hmm?”
He turned and headed that way without bothering to look and see if the men followed.
If they vanished, he’d know to never mention this incident.
If they followed…
Heh.
He was pleased to sense the two men fall in behind him as he crossed the room toward the cigar lounge.
There weren’t many guys in the cigar lounge tonight. Kent chose a corner table and positioned himself so his back was to the door, deterring interruptions from others as he motioned for Tim to take the chair across from him.
Paul, who’d stood to walk on two legs, dropped down onto all fours on the floor next to Tim, his head pressed against Tim’s thigh but staring at Kent with that same terrified expression that was reeeeeallly turning Kent’s sadistic crank.
Kent would never claim to be a full-on sadist, but he had his moments.
Kent smiled at Tim, addressing him and suspecting Paul was mostly along for the ride at this point. “Well, let’s have some ground rules, shall we? What happens here, stays here, as far as I’m concerned. I’m sure you two are here to pursue similar, eh, interests as I am?”
Tim nodded but didn’t speak.
“Long story short, I had a shit day and was looking to blow off some steam. Now, I’m sure you two have had glimpses of the monster from the boat trips, so let’s drop the bullshit, shall we? Whatever does or doesn’t happen here, it in no way reflects upon our business relationship. Doesn’t make me think any less of either of you, and I would hope it doesn’t make you think any less of me. Don’t be afraid to tell me no, because I’m not interested in someone agreeing to play with me out of fear. Got it?”
“Got it,” Tim said. Kent didn’t miss how he dropped one hand onto Paul’s head, rubbing, stroking, soothing either Paul or himself or maybe both of them, he didn’t know.
Paul nodded, but didn’t speak.
“I caught the tail-end of your pup’s little adventure, and I can’t deny he’s sexy as fuck. If I knew you guys were players, I would have talked to you years ago about an invite.”
“Invite?” Tim asked.
“I hold parties at my house. Very…special parties. Hand-picked guest lists, guys only. Gay and the occasional bi man who’s single and not attached to a woman who’ll go batshit later if she finds out he likes dick.
“Everyone’s at least twenty-one, they have to abide by my rules, and everyone shows me current test results before their first party, as well as at least every other month after that, depending on how regularly they attend.
“Vegas rules—you’re not allowed to even talk about the parties in general without my permission. You are free to refer guys to meet me, if you are willing to vouch for them and put your own invite status on the line for them, and I’ll go with you to a public place like a restaurant to talk to them and see if I like them.
“Only I get to extend invites and tell them about the parties. Never show up with a guest who’s not pre-approved, or you get banned for life. If you want to attend my parties, we’ll discuss how you can approach and sound out potential new guests without violating anyone’s privacy. Got it?”
Tim and Paul nodded.
Kent smiled as he sat back, one hand dropping to his crotch to squeeze his bulge. “See, I have a little…problem. Very few guys who I care to fuck can take me without any prep. Yeah, I could fuck a power bottom here, or some piggy who’s loose as hell, but who knows where they’ve been? Condoms for the monster, frankly, suck ass.
“The parties are for my amusement as much as they are for my pleasure. There’s always at least one or two guys in attendance, experienced sluts or newbies, who can or want to take me on. And even if there isn’t, I have a long list of bottoms who greedily volunteer to gobble my meat. I win regardless.
“The question is, can you two separate business from pleasure? You willing to follow my house rules, keep it private, and have fun in the process?”
“Just to make sure I’m understanding you, these are sex parties?” Tim asked.
“Yeah. Sex, swing, whatever you want to call them. It’s like this place, only at my home, and with more background known about the attendees. Less risk of accidentally picking up anything. I even have a backroom dungeon for people who need more than just a good fucking. A couple of friends of mine, party regulars, are awesome Doms and love taking care of a needy sub’s more involved needs.”
Tim leaned in. “You vouch for everyone who’s there at one of your parties?”
“I vouch for them being safe under my roof, yes. I wouldn’t advise going off alone with them somewhere without getting to know them better, or taking their investment advice, but people don’t want to jeopardize their own invites. They only refer quality people to me. Guys know if something shitty happens with a party attendee outside my home, it is to be reported to me and the offender will be struck from the list, as will his referrer. So far, I’ve had no problems.
“Two firm rules at my parties are no means no and don’t be a douche if told no, and if a guy asks you to wrap it, you do, no questions asked, or else you don’t do him.
“I’ve never had anyone violate those two rules, and my guests always look out for each other. They know if they see something and don’t step in, and I find out they could have, they’re out, too. It’s not a pretty-boy, stand-and-model kind of party. These are real guys from all ages—from twenty-one up—all body types, Tops and bottoms and vers—everyday guys you might meet anywhere, and from all professions and income strata, too. It’s an all-you-can-suck-and-fuck buffet of eager cock and ass.”
Tim glanced down at Paul, who stared up at him. His wide-eyed shock now seemed replaced by something else.
Something looking more…eager.
Needy.
Wanty.
“You boys interested?” Kent asked.
 
* * * *
 
This sounded like an answered prayer to Paul. A safe place to unleash that side of himself, with pre-vetted guys he didn’t have to worry about trying something douchey?
Yes, please!
But it would depend on what Tim thought and wanted.
At least the horror that had washed through him when he’d looked up into Kent’s face out in the lounge had faded. The guy wasn’t upset or freaked out.
Yay!
“My pup is a pretty greedy piggy when the mood strikes him,” Tim said. “The challenge has been striking a balance between keeping his needs safely met while not doing anything to endanger ourselves or our marriage. I enjoy watching him play. I participate in the ways I want to, directing him and controlling who he is or isn’t with. Once he gets into a groove he kind of zones out and takes on all comers, so he needs a safe place and safe partners.”
“He’d have that and then some at one of my parties.”
“What about your Dom friends? Think they’d be interested in scening with him?”
“I’m sure they’d love to meet him. I have a pretty Domly streak in me with the right partner. I don’t consider myself a Dom, because that’s just for funsies. I don’t need it like some guys do.”
“Would you be interested in scening with him tonight?”
Paul watched Tim’s face, the way he focused on Kent. Kent’s brown eyes were a different shade than Tim’s, more amber flecks in them, a lighter shade that could almost be hazel in the right light.
“I don’t have any implements with me, or I’d say hell yeah.”
Tim smiled. “You’re in luck. I happen to have a bagful of them in a locker upstairs.”
Kent leaned back and smiled down at Paul. “Well, pup? I don’t play with unwilling partners. Not my thing at all. You’d have to be okay with it, and I’m serious when I say ‘no’ is perfectly fine.”
Paul eagerly nodded, nuzzling his head against Tim’s leg.
Tim’s hand returned to Paul’s head, stroking him. “I don’t think he’s up to speed to get fucked by that thing between your legs, but I’m sure after you reddened his ass we could spit-roast him and he’d gladly show you his appreciation like that.”
Kent reached over with a smile to shake hands with Tim. “You have yourself a deal. Were you going to let him roam a little first, or did I arrive on the tail end of the festivities?”
“He’d just gotten started.” Tim stared down at him, the harder edge returning to his gaze and voice, the hunger that always made Paul’s cock throb. “Daddy’s little piggy has more cocks to suck before he earns his reward.”
Paul wiggled his ass and chuffed in agreement.
 
* * * *
 
The three of them—Paul on all fours—returned to the main lounge area. The table Tim had occupied earlier was still free. Kent bought himself and Tim a round of sodas while Paul eagerly sat on his haunches, softly whining, eyeing various Tops around the room who’d definitely noted Paul’s return.
Kent leaned in, dropping his voice. “He seems to be very popular.”
“He usually is,” Tim said. “But we’re usually here on a Friday or Saturday when there are more bottoms. He’s kind of got the room to himself tonight.”
“Any problems?”
“Nah, not like that. But a couple of years ago I started using the leash to give a more visible clue who he belongs to.”
“Smart.”
Like the eager pup he was, Paul whined and reached up with one mitted hand and pawed at Tim’s thigh.
“Usually he has a butt plug tail he wears, but I didn’t want to deal with that tonight.”
“Damn, I bet that’s hot as fuck.”
“It is.” He grinned at Paul. “Go over and say hi to Kent properly, piggy. Don’t be rude.”
Paul’s gaze swung onto him and Kent smiled, opening his thighs and patting his lap.
Tim didn’t release the end of the leash, but Paul had enough length to nuzzle close, his hooded chin resting against the thick bulge now pressing for freedom in Kent’s jeans.
Kent cupped his hands around Paul’s face. “So you’re a greedy little slut piggy, hmm?”
Paul whined, adorable, his ass wiggling like a real dog.
Kent unfastened his fly and carefully lowered his zipper, enjoying the way Paul’s eyes widened as he finally got his first unobstructed, close-up view of the monster.
“Yeah, buddy. Not going to try to work that up your ass tonight. But I bet you can get at least the tip of it in your mouth and use your hands to jerk me off, huh?”
Paul opened his mouth, already slurping at the thick head and making Kent’s balls ache with pleasure.
“Don’t even try to get me off right now, buddy. Just say hi to it. I want every drop of that load going down your throat later while your Daddy fucks your ass.” He let Paul have a few minutes with it and loved the adorable, glazed look in Paul’s eyes when he finally forced him off it and zipped up.
Paul tried to nuzzle in again, but Tim reeled him back. “Enough, pup. He put the toy away. Mind your manners. There are plenty of other bones out there for you to earn. Guy at four o’clock with the mustache and cover.”
Paul glanced over, as did Kent. The guy, a gorgeous bear, was intently watching Paul right now.
Paul let out a soft chuff, the ass wiggle starting again.
It took everything Kent had not to laugh as he listened to Tim wind him up, like a golden retriever wanting to chase a ball across a field.
Finally, Tim unsnapped the lead. “Go get him, piggy.” He sent Paul on his way with a stinging slap on the ass.
Paul bounded over to the Top as Tim sat back with a pleased smile and sipped his soda.
“That was absolutely fucking hysterical.”
“I know, right?” Tim returned the other Top’s head tip as the man pulled Paul’s face into his crotch. “Who needs a dog? I have him, and he washes his own dishes and walks himself.”
Kent snorted. “How do you pick guys? And does he have to do anyone you say?”
“I watch the guys watching him. I’m thinking next that guy in the vest just past the guy he’s blowing now. That’s the kind of guy he’s into, and he’s been with him before. Paul safewords if he doesn’t want to do the guy.”
“How does he safeword?”
“The whine or chuff is a yes. He’ll growl and shake his head for a no. But there’s rarely a no. Last time he told me no, when I talked to him about it later, it was because he’d passed the guy a couple of times and the man had BO that would knock a horse over. I can’t fault that logic.”
“Yech. Me, either.”
“Want to wind him up next time?”
“Really?”
“Sure.”
“You’re not jealous?”
Kent observed Tim’s smile as he watched Paul receiving a brutal face-fucking from the Top. “He’s having fun, and I’m involved. He never cheats on me, never lies to me, never breaks my rules. Ever. I’ve given him permission to go off alone before, but he doesn’t like to. He likes me there.”
“Huh.”
“What?”
“Well, I’d just had a thought, but if he doesn’t swing without you, kind of negates it.”
“No, what were you thinking?”
“I was going to suggest Paul and I could travel to Miami together for our meetings and share a room and have some fun.”
Tim grinned. “I’ll ask him.”
“But you just said—”
“He knows you. I can’t swear he’ll say yes, but I bet he will. Especially if we can get together between now and then for some more…private time with you.”
“I’m having a small party this Saturday, and a larger one next Saturday. Come down early, you can stay overnight in the guest room. Not even saying I expect anything in return. ‘No’ never bothers me, and I cannot emphasize that enough. Not looking for love or devotion, just safe, fun partners I can trust to not give me something.”
Tim reached over to fist-bump him. “I’ll need a good week or so to work him up to taking you on.”
“I don’t expect—”
“Dude, seriously, I’m sure he’ll be creaming himself for a chance at you.”
“Well, in that case, I’ll send you a link to a site that sells fuck sheaths. Better than damn butt plugs, and you can fuck them while he’s wearing them. Doesn’t even have to take it out.”
“Really?”
“They’re amazing.”
“Cool.”
Kent wanted to make sure Tim didn’t misinterpret his interest. “Just to clarify, you can tell me no. Coming to the parties doesn’t mean you have to fuck me. I’m cool.”
Tim shook his head and leaned in. “You don’t understand—I have a healthy sex drive and he makes me look like a damn monk.”
Tim sat back with a smile. “Maybe this is the perfect solution for both of us. You get an eager piggy to borrow who can take that thing on demand, and I get at least a night or two of uninterrupted sleep on the weekends.”
 




 
 
 
 
Chapter Twelve
 
When the Top finally came and released Paul, Paul knelt there dazed and happy and more than a little subspacey. He shook his head and worked his slightly aching jaw, then spotted Tim and Kent smiling at him from the other side of the room.
His brain kicked in, and he returned to them. Only it was Kent who now held his leash, and Tim wore an evil grin that made Paul’s cock throb.
Kent snapped the leash to his collar and hooked his fingers around it, too, rubbing the top of his hooded head with his other hand. “Such a goooood little piggy, yes you are! Such a good boy!”
Paul nuzzled Kent’s thigh the way he usually did Tim’s and waited, loving this, knowing Tim wouldn’t have handed the leash over if he didn’t trust Kent.
Hell, he trusted Kent. They’d known the guy for years.
Kent pointed out another Top, who was now watching Paul with a hungry smile. “I see another bone for you, piggy. You want it?”
Paul eagerly chuffed and wagged his butt at Kent. If the man was into it, Paul was going to throw himself into it, too. He’d be willing to bet Tim had coached him, or else he was just that into it, because Kent was perfect. Before Paul knew it, he was whining, pulling against the leash, play-bowing, and begging with pitiful barks and moans and whines to be allowed to go to the Top.
Kent held his collar and unsnapped the leash. “Reeeeady?”
Paul pawed at the floor with one mitted hand. Now a few guys close by were watching and laughing, and Paul was nearly drooling at the thought of getting that guy’s cock between his lips.
“Go get him, piggy!” Kent slapped his ass and Paul bounded away toward his next target, a familiar Top who was now laughing and already reaching for his fly by the time Paul reached him.
I love my life!
 
* * * *
 
Tim wasn’t stupid enough to dare to hope more could come from this than friendly fucking on occasion…but that sneaky, pernicious what if thought wouldn’t go away.
What if they became regular partners with Kent? Just watching him with Paul had hardened Tim’s cock like iron, even more than watching him with the other Tops. Kent had naturally taken to the play, and he could tell the guy was having fun. Hell, his smile seemed to reach his eyes in a way Tim had never noticed before during their previous meetings.
Although, to be fair, most of those were either regarding work, or relatively vanilla-ish boat trips.
When Kent grinned at Tim, the man actually giggled. “Damn, that was fun.”
“Right? Welcome to Paul’s piggy pup play.”
“A man could get addicted to that.” Kent sipped his soda and they watched the Top stretch out in his chair, one hand on the top of Paul’s head and the other holding his drink.
“Just out of curiosity,” Tim finally said, “what have your victims reported back to you post-ruining?”
Kent chuckled. “That’s exactly what the party regulars call it, too—ruining. I’m careful, especially with the twinks, not to let one guy think he’s too special. I rotate the party rosters of the guys who can take me. I mean, you guys are married, so that’s different. But I learned early on there are some guys, especially young ones, who can fall in love too fucking easy.”
“No complaints then?”
“None so far. If a guy’s not exactly experienced, I take my time. If I can fist a guy, he can take me without any problem. Enough lube, patience, and persistence, anyone can take me.” He dropped Tim a wink over the top of his drink.
Tim had to swallow the sudden lump in his throat. “That so?”
“Invitation’s always open to both of you. Like I said, no never hurts my feelings. I might be the host, but I’m not an asshole, and that’s why my parties are always a hit. I don’t just invite guys I want to fuck. But I kind of have a method when I ruin a guy for the first time, and I never leave a guy unsatisfied when I’m finished. Guys are always eager for a repeat performance.”
Holy…fuck.
The sudden mental image of him sitting on top of Kent while Paul sucked on his cock slammed into his brain, hard enough to curl his damn toes. While Tim was on Top in their relationship, he enjoyed getting fucked. If Paul wasn’t feeling Toppy, Tim had no problem using toys on himself, especially the large vibrating butt plug, while he fucked Paul.
That one, especially, made him launch like a goddamned rocket.
Kent cocked his head as he watched Tim. “Is that curiosity I see?”
“Maybe.”
Kent chuckled and sat back to enjoy the show. “Do you have the next guy picked out yet?”
Tim blinked, pulling his brain out of the hot fantasy he’d been spinning up about the three of them in bed together. “Guy to my left, the black guy, shirtless. Paul’s blown him before, and he helped me DP Paul a couple of times. Want to wind him up again?”
“It’d be my pleasure.”
 
* * * *
 
Paul was caught up in a blur of need and pleasure. He had no idea how many Tops Tim and Kent had sicced him on by the time they took him up to the third floor, but he was begging for the ass beating Kent gleefully gave him, all while sucking Tim’s cock and being vaguely aware of Tim waving guys off who were interested in jumping in.
Then the men turned him around on the bench, across it instead of lengthways, and it was Kent’s monster nudging against his lips.
“Come on, piggy,” Tim said from where he sank his cock into Paul’s ass. “Time to pay Kent back for treating you so nicely.”
Paul was one long, needy, bristling ball of desire. He opened his aching jaws as widely as he could while Kent fed him the head of his monster and Tim slapped his hot, sore, freshly beaten ass while he fucked it.
Then Tim reached under Paul, grabbed his cock, and started stroking. “Show Kent how greedy you get when you come, piggy. Come on, be a good boy for me.”
Kent cradled Paul’s head in his hands. “Holy fuck, not many guys can get that much of me in their mouths.” He started fucking Paul’s mouth. “Oh, fuck yeah, just like that, baby.”
He held on to Kent’s hips and closed his eyes, the explosion ripping through him and taking away what little control he still had left over his body. He felt his ass clamping down on Tim’s cock inside him, and then he was choking down a mouthful of Kent’s cum.
Two sets of arms helped get him to his feet and into the showers, and two sets of arms helped dress him.
“He’s really wiped out,” Tim said. “Okay, so this has to happen again. Seriously. He’s never totally used up like this.”
“My pleasure,” Kent said. “Want help getting him to your room?”
“Yeah. Hey, want to spend the night? King-sized bed, and he’ll probably want seconds in the morning.”
Paul leaned toward Kent’s voice and nuzzled against him, hoping that translated into English in some way.
Kent chuckled. “Sure, that sounds like fun.” Kent stroked his head. “I didn’t want to drive back to Venice tonight anyway.”
Paul checked out.
 
* * * *
 
Paul wasn’t sure what time it was, but grey light filled the room and he was surrounded on both sides by warm, male heat.
He quickly sussed which one was Tim, by his scent. That meant…
Paul sat up, despite all the aches and pains protesting his movement, and started burrowing under the covers for Kent’s cock.
Tim drew him up with a sharp voice. “Ask first, pup.”
He wasn’t even sure how he got back to the room last night. It was kind of a blur, and he’d been happy to let the two men guide him out of the club last night.
He focused on Tim, who was looking at something on his phone, and let out a needy whine.
Tim laughed. “I meant ask him. I don’t think he’s totally awake yet.”
“To get my cock sucked?” Kent’s eyes were closed, his voice thick with sleep. “I’m always fucking awake for that. And even if I’m not, you never need permission to suck my cock, pup. For you, you have a standing invite. As long as we’re in the appropriate company, of course.”
Paul looked back at Tim and whined again.
Tim grinned. “You heard him—standing invite. Go for it. You have my blanket permission to play with him, if you want to.”
Kent pulled back the sheet and Paul immediately had the monster in his mouth, trying to get as much of it past his lips as he could.
Kent’s hand settled on his head, gripping his hair and totally melting him. “Dude, you are one lucky sonofabitch,” he gasped at Tim.
“Try never being able to sleep late on a weekend unless he’s completely tied up. Man, these fuck sheaths are cool. I need to order some for him.”
Paul wasn’t sure what those were, but he suspected he was about to find out, and that he was going to enjoy the hell out of them.
“If they don’t come in before this weekend,” Kent said, “I have a couple you can borrow.”
Paul felt subspace yanking him under. Being used and discussed like this, in addition to Kent’s tight grip in his hair…it was like every button being punched at once.
“Ordered,” Tim said a moment later. He sat up and stroked Paul’s ass. “Damn, you have some nice marks, baby.” He slapped both Paul’s ass cheeks. “Let me get the lube and we’ll give you a morning spitroast to start your day right.”
Paul shifted position, so he could stick his ass out and give Tim a better target. Moments later, he was filled at both ends and moaning with pleasure as Kent slowly stroked his cock for him.
“Yeah, a guy could get spoiled like this,” Kent said. “We’re going to have fun this weekend, I can see it already.”
“If he says yes to Miami,” Tim said, “you’ll have fun then, too. And I’ll get to sleep an hour later every fucking morning.” He laughed.
Miami?
But what they were doing to Paul felt too good for him to put on the brakes. It wasn’t until after both men had emptied their balls into him and Kent had jerked him off that he could finally put enough brain cells together to form words from where he lay limply sprawled between the men.
“Miami?”
“Ah, he speaks,” Tim joked. “I told Kent that, depending on what you say, if you’d like to, you can travel with him to Miami and stay with him. And, heh, take care of him.”
Paul finally sat up, wincing a little, so he could stare at Tim. “Seriously?”
“Yeah.” His smile faded. “I mean, totally your call. I’m cool with it. We were talking last night while you were occupied. I trust him. He wouldn’t share you with anyone else. Just the two of you. Oh, and we’re spending this Saturday night and next at Kent’s after the parties there. He’s going to try to arrange a Dom friend to tenderize you for me.”
Hell, Kent had done a damn good job of tenderizing him last night.
Paul focused his attention on Kent. “Seriously, no is always okay,” Kent said. “It won’t hurt my feelings. I just figured, we’re both going to be there, and you can save the cost of a room. And even if you decide no, you just want to be friends, that’s cool, too. I like talking with you guys and spending time with you.”
Back to Tim. “You’re really okay with this, Daddy?”
Tim sat up and kissed him. “I’m really okay with this. Seriously. Thank god, now I have someone to help wear you the fuck out.” He grinned. “You have blanket permissions from me to do whatever you want to with Kent. My only restriction is he can’t hand you off to someone else without my permission, and he knows that. And you need to check with me if we have plans. Don’t blow off our plans to go blow him.”
Tim kissed him again. “And FYI, unless you say no, I’m going to start working your ass up to taking on his monster. I’m dying to see him fuck you with that thing.”
Paul had never had anything that large in his ass before. Well, he’d been fisted, and they’d DPd, and had big toys.
But…
Holy cow.
He nodded. “Thank you, Daddy.”
“Okay, add this rule—you only call me Daddy. You can call him Sir, if you want. If he wants.”
“I don’t give a shit,” Kent said.
“What do you say?” Tim cupped his cheek. “Want to give it a shot?”
He leaned in and kissed him. “Thank you, Daddy. I love you.”
“Love you, too, baby. Now go kiss Kent good morning, and let’s get showered and cleaned up. I want to take Kent out to breakfast for treating you so nice last night.”
 
* * * *
 
Kent had actually planned on buying the guys breakfast for how well they’d treated him last night—and this morning—but he wouldn’t argue.
Especially not after the two fucking blowjobs Paul had given him.
And the added benefit of purging what little darkness was left by beating it out of Paul’s willing ass.
He felt like he’d received a literal mental reset, which was exactly the effect he’d been looking for.
The guys let him shower first, and he made it a quick one, rubbing at his chest as another ache hit him.
Fucking angina.
Fifty-three, and he wasn’t getting any younger.
He’d take a more thorough shower at home, where he could shave and go through his usual routine.
They had breakfast at a family-run Cuban place in Ybor. While the men studied their menus, Kent couldn’t help but study them.
Maybe…
No. No, that was a horrible trail to let his thoughts go down. There was a fucking reason he didn’t open his heart to anyone, especially the guys he fucked around with.
But they’re married. Wouldn’t that be different?
No, it’d be worse, because they had each other and didn’t need him. And they had a business relationship together. Not only could he stand to lose his heart, but a lot of fucking money.
Stupid motherfucker.
The last thing he needed to do was ruin what was literally a perfectly balanced business relationship and swinging relationship with something so stupid as emotions.
Fun, safe fucking? Sure.
But guys like him didn’t need the mushy shit. He’d gotten along fine without it all these years, built himself a damn good business without it, and had all the hot sex he wanted, practically on demand.
Especially now, with Paul added to his stable of safe fucks.
The good thing was, he could add Tim and Paul to his party lists more frequently than he might otherwise, because he didn’t have to worry about bullshit stupidity interfering and fucking it all up. They were married, not single and looking.
He was through with love—that was the safest way to live his life.
Still, it pissed him off to think Vern not only had a wife and kids, but apparently grabbed side pieces when he felt like it. He had it all, and then some, moral ambiguity notwithstanding.
Why can’t I have it all, too, when I’m doing everything else right, ethically?
Because you can’t afford to lose it all, dumbass. It nearly killed you the first time.
 




 
 
 
 
Chapter Thirteen
 
Kent surveyed his living room just before Tim and Paul were due to arrive. He’d draped sheets over everything earlier to keep the furniture from getting spooged or covered in lube. Sure, he wiped the leather down after every party, but still, it kept things…hygienic.
Nothing ruins the mood of a good orgy more than something grossing a person out.
That’s why he had the rules set up the way he did. There were plenty of wipes and garbage cans all over, bowls of condoms and gloves and individual packs of lube, and hand sanitizer, among other things. People thought he was just schmoozing when he wasn’t fucking or being fluffed, but he was actually carefully watching. Making sure his rules were being adhered to, making sure everyone was having fun, that no one was being the bad kind of asshole, chatting people up and introducing them around, if they were new.
That’s also why he carefully curated his party lists and didn’t hesitate to cut someone off if they so much as gave Kent a hint of stepping over the line.
Fortunately, those instances were few and far between. The guests were good about looking out for each other in multiple ways, from making sure someone who appeared to be alone was at least pulled into conversations, to picking up what looked like an orphaned cup or plate and tossing it when getting rid of their own garbage, to someone grabbing a canister of wipes and handing them over to a guy who might otherwise have his hands—and ass—full and be in need of one.
A pervy sort of brotherhood.
It made him feel good watching and seeing people having fun.
He was also a voyeur, in addition to an exhibitionist.
He’d told Tim and Paul to come early, since this was their first party at his place. He wanted to go over the rules with them alone and personally.
Plus he wanted time alone with Paul to talk before the other guests arrived. To see if he would be willing to meet the monster close up and personal tonight, and not just sucking on it. He’d been dying for a sample of that man’s ass ever since he’d first met him, and felt a little twinge of the friendly kind of envy that Tim was the lucky bastard who’d put a ring on his finger.
Hell, he’d be interested in both men’s asses. A cute set like that? Who wouldn’t want to tap them both?
Hmm. Talk about squad goals.
Except he wouldn’t push, wouldn’t nudge. Just put things out there, and see what happened. Wednesday night had been a delightfully unexpected encounter that he had to admit he never saw coming. What had started out as a dark and emotionally nasty evening had flipped into the best night of his life.
Which led to a damned great morning, too.
And now?
It’d opened up all sorts of possibilities between him and the men.
Between Thursday morning and now, he’d chatted on the phone and in text with both men several times. Tim had told Kent he didn’t mind if he and Paul had private conversations, as long as it was expected Tim could ask to see them at any time.
Except Kent had included Tim on all the text chats. He didn’t want the man to think he was trying to snipe Paul from him. Nothing was farther from the truth.
They were a matched set, and he wanted both of them.
He heard the intercom chime when someone punched in a gate code. A quick glance at the control panel in the kitchen told him it was the code he’d given to the boys.
Yes!
He already had the front door open and stood waiting there when they drove up. “Find it okay?”
Tim’s eyes were wide. “Dude, this place is huge!”
“Eh, it’s home. I have fun. Come on in.”
He led them inside. “Look, you can have the guest room tonight, if you want, or you can sleep with me in the master bedroom. But stash your stuff in my room for now. During the parties, I keep it locked and no one can get in.” He showed them the lock pads, and the men opted to do just that.
Then Tim smiled at Paul and pointed at him, circling his finger. “What’s with that?”
“What?”
“You’re still dressed.”
Kent had stripped down to his usual party wear, shorts only, which would be shed immediately upon reciting the rules to his guests later.
“Sorry, Daddy.” Paul flashed Kent a grin and started peeling off clothes.
“May I?” Kent asked.
Tim grinned. “You may, and you don’t need to ask permission. I meant it—blanket permissions for you, within our agreed rules.”
Kent grabbed Paul and pulled him in for a long kiss, grabbing his ass and squeezing hard, making Paul moan. “I can’t wait to play with you later, boy. Even if it’s only to feel that eager mouth of yours again.”
“Yes, Sir. Me, too.”
Kent turned to Tim and arched an eyebrow at him.
Tim stepped in and kissed him, pulling Kent’s hand onto his bulge and squeezing. “You did say cigars are allowed on the lanai, correct?”
Kent grinned. “Yeah, they are. And you’ll have to beat the bottoms off you wanting to fluff you while you’re enjoying one.”
“Who says I’ll stop them?” Tim glanced over at Paul, then met Kent’s gaze again. “My only request for tonight is I’d love to DP him with someone. Depending on the mood he’s in, he can be a party favor, if he wants. Or if you want to hog him beyond that, that’s fine, too. I want him to have fun.”
Paul blushed when Kent focused on him again. “Someone wants to play piggy tonight, hmmm?”
Paul eagerly nodded. “Yes, Sir. I’ve never been to something like this before, where I could not worry about…logistics.”
Kent revised his plan in his head. No ruining Paul tonight after all. He wanted the guys to have as much fun as possible, and would have two or three other eager guys here tonight who’d want to ride the monster anyway.
“Save a little room in that greedy piggy belly to swallow a load from me, then. That’s my request. And before we all go to bed tonight, I’ll lay a new set of stripes along your ass for you.”
Paul grinned and eagerly nodded again. “Yes, Sir.”
 
* * * *
 
Tim wasn’t sure what time it was Sunday morning, but there was bright light trying to stream through the bedroom blinds, and there was a mouth doing a damned good job sucking his cock.
He reached down and instead of Paul found Kent.
Okay, then.
They’d ended up sleeping in Kent’s bed that night—morning?—where Paul had blown Kent after Kent had spent thirty minutes using implements on him over the end of his bed rather than taking him into the back bedroom and using the mini dungeon there.
While Kent had done that, Paul had blown Tim, then blew Kent.
Kent lifted his head and smiled. “Hope you don’t mind I wanted to sample your goods.”
Tim laughed. “Not at all. Where’s the boy?”
“Getting us coffee.” Kent went deep again, rolling Tim’s eyes back in his head.
Oh, holy fuck!
Sure, Paul was amazing at oral, and Tim had been fluffed by some damn good guys last night.
But Kent…
Shhhhiiiiiit!
He hoped the guy was okay swallowing, because when Paul walked in with their coffee, Kent sent Tim over the edge.
He grabbed Kent’s head and fucked his cock deep into the guy’s throat as he erupted, and Kent stayed with him, swallowing every drop.
When Kent sat up, he took his coffee—in a Doctor Who TARDIS mug—from Paul and sipped it. “Perfect, boy. Thank you. Excuse me, I’ll be right back.” He climbed out of bed and headed for the bathroom.
Paul beamed and set Tim’s on the nightstand next to him, leaning in to kiss him. “Good morning, Daddy.”
“Let me see your ass.”
Paul turned and Tim ran his fingers over the bruises that had been hot, red welts hours earlier. “How’s it feel?”
Paul shook it at him, smiling. “Great.”
Kent returned and sat up against the headboard, putting his coffee safely on his nightstand. “Okay, boy. My turn.”
Tim sipped his coffee and enjoyed watching Paul go after Kent’s cock with his mouth and hands. After a few minutes, he set his coffee aside and leaned in to kiss Kent, wanting to be a part of this.
“I feel like a kid with new toys,” Kent admitted with a grin. “Like it’s Christmas or something.”
At fifty-three, Kent was twenty years older than Tim, but he damn sure didn’t fuck like it. “Feels like we just got the keys to the toy store,” Tim said.
Down below, Paul snorted around Kent’s cock but didn’t interrupt the blowjob.
“You guys gotta come over next Saturday. Got this one guy, Boyd, if I can get him to come out, he’s one of the Doms I told you about. Great guy, known him a while now.”
Tim pinched Kent’s left nipple, making him gasp. “I should have the boy ready to meet the monster by then.” He smiled. “I’ll just leave him here with you on that Sunday, since you’ll be leaving for Miami on Monday morning, right?”
Paul let out a needy moan around Kent’s cock.
Tim reached down and ruffled his hair. “Was that a yes, boy?”
“Mmm-hmm!”
Kent wrapped his hand around Tim’s cock and squeezed. “Think I can talk you into wanting to meet the monster?”
His cock hardened in Kent’s hand. “I’ll think about it. Let me see how he handles it first. If he can’t handle you, I know I can’t.”
 
* * * *
 
Kent was doing his best not to blow in Paul’s mouth right now, to hold back and make this last. The thought of maybe getting to fuck both of them was almost too much for him to take. “You guys are gonna spoil me rotten, you know that?”
“Hey, me getting a few nights of uninterrupted sleep will spoil me rotten,” Tim joked.
Paul again choked back laughter around Kent’s cock.
Kent reached down and shoved Paul’s mouth deeper onto his cock, making Paul moan in the needy, greedy way Kent was quickly becoming addicted to. The kid had not only gotten DP’d last night by Tim and another guy, but had been passed around to several guys for fucking, DP, and spit-roasting.
By the time Kent had played with Paul before bed, the guy had worn a sweet, glazed expression Tim had assured Kent meant he was a very happy camper.
Between last night, next Saturday, and then the several days he’d have Paul all to himself…Kent knew he would need a break from the guy.
If nothing else, to pull his brain back into his head and gain some perspective. If he spent too much time with Paul and Tim, he’d want to keep spending that kind of time with them—or more—and that wasn’t a good thing.
Not when it would eventually come to an end.
Besides, he had another prospective partygoer to talk to next week after his return from Miami, a co-worker of a guy who’d been on the list for years. Kent had already talked to him once and had a suspicion he’d be perfect for Boyd, but wanted to talk to him one more time before giving him the party deets.
He’d already set up a private small event for the newbie that Saturday after his return from Miami. Just needed to get Boyd on board to show up. Kid needed a small, intimate “coming out” party of sorts, because he was not only new to the area, but recently out of the closet and had very few male-male encounters, plus he wanted to be a submissive.
He was going to get his cherry popped in multiple ways, and Kent knew Boyd would be the perfect Dom to do the popping.
Of the sexy, kinky kind. Kent already had three other guys he’d invited, and just needed to get Boyd to say yes to make it perfect.
Plus a weekend off would give Paul and Tim time alone to rest, recover, and talk about the previous week and their time apart.
Yeah, I need some time away from them.
Because every time he looked into Paul’s green eyes, or met Tim’s intense brown gaze, he was feeling an uncomfortably pleasant sensation he knew meant he was getting in too deep emotionally.
This had to stay fun, light.
Friendly.
Besides, they were fucking married. Wasn’t like there’d even be room for him in there.
No, best to have a weekend off.
Except…
Damn, Miami was going to be a lot of fucking fun.
 
* * * *
 
Exhausted, Paul sprawled in the passenger seat for the ride back to Tampa late Sunday afternoon. Between his drained balls and his sore and well-fucked ass, he knew he’d sleep damn good tonight.
“Well?”
He glanced at Tim. “Huh?”
Tim laughed. “Did we fuck your brains right out?”
“I think so, yeah. Thinking’s hard. Everything’s hard. Well, except for my cock, which feels like it’s going to fall off.”
“Is that a complaint?”
“Didn’t say that, Daddy.”
Tim laughed again. “So…Miami.”
“Yeah?”
“You really good with that?”
“If you are, yeah.” He shifted position so he could see Tim better, wincing as his sore ass reminded him of his fun last night. “Fair warning, I suspect I’ll want a cuddle weekend the next weekend.”
“Yeah, Kent already said he’s got plans that weekend, so we’ll be able to stay home and let you recover.” He snorted. “I have to admit, I’m enjoying the hell out of this.”
“What?”
“You being exhausted for a change, instead of me needing to safeword for mercy.”
“That man can fuck like he’s a goddamned teenager. I can only imagine what he was like in his twenties if he’s, what, fifty-two?”
“Fifty-three.”
“Fuck. I couldn’t handle him ten years younger. Damn.”
Tim reached over and laced fingers with him. “Never thought I’d say this, but I think we just hit our comfortable groove to settle into.”
“Yeah, I think you’re right.”
“Just be glad he lives an hour and a half south of us.”
“No shit. I wouldn’t be able to walk if he lived closer.”
“You might not be able to walk much this week anyway.”
“Huh?”
Tim’s grin turned evil. “I’m going to do some heavy-duty ass training on you this week, mister. You’re going to meet the monster next Saturday night.”
“I’m not sure if I should be thrilled or terrified.”
Tim giggled. “Yes.”
 




 
 
 
 
Chapter Fourteen
 
The next week was filled with Paul being…filled.
Tim took his sadistic enjoyment to new heights, including tormenting Paul at work. By Thursday, he’d worked Paul up to wearing one of the fuck sheaths for several hours at a time, and had taken the opportunity to fuck him over his desk at lunch. It meant no cleanup for Tim, who could gleefully return to his office after zipping up.
Paul, on the other hand, was left muttering as he hurried to the bathroom to make sure he didn’t end up with a wet spot on the ass of his slacks.
Not that Paul was complaining, because he’d felt even hornier than normal from all the attention Tim plied him with.
By the time Saturday morning rolled around, Tim hadn’t let Paul come in forty-eight hours, and Paul thought he was going to climb the walls. He hadn’t been put in a chastity cage—yet—but Tim had threatened to do exactly that.
Except Paul knew that’d only make his torment that much worse. So he’d traded everything but his soul to Tim—and he would have traded that if he could have figured out how—to avoid the chastity cage.
Meaning Tim had received several office blowjobs, among other things.
They headed south for Kent’s after lunch Saturday afternoon. Paul made sure he’d packed everything he’d need not just for the weekend, but for the trip to Miami. He’d be riding down and back with Kent. Tim would meet him and Kent in Sarasota for lunch on Thursday and retrieve Paul.
If he was still able to walk.
Tim had already scheduled the two of them to take off from work Thursday afternoon and Friday.
Paul had a feeling he was going to need every bit of that extra recovery time.
Not that he was complaining, because he wasn’t.
“You okay?” Tim asked.
“Hornier than fuck,” he muttered. “But I’ll survive.”
Tim grinned. “Let’s see how you’re complaining tomorrow morning.”
“No, nononono. That was not a complaint. I remember five in an hour, and you can’t trick me like that again.”
Tim snorted. “Yeah, that was pretty funny.”
Paul finally laughed. “Yeah, it was. Now. I mean, what, I wouldn’t let you near my cock for two days?”
“Three. Never thought I’d ever hear you beg not to come.”
“True story.” It had certainly changed Paul’s mind about forced orgasm torture not being torture.
It was definitely torture.
“If you change your mind about this weekend, or about next week—”
“I’m a big boy, Tim.” Paul sat up a little straighter. “Are you okay with me going?”
“I trust Kent.”
Paul studied him. “That’s not exactly an answer.”
“I’m fine with you going. I’m a little envious you get to hog Kent for several days, but we can’t both be away from the office that long.” Tim smiled. “I’m sure I’m fine. Are you?”
“I wouldn’t be going if I wasn’t. I just…” Paul sighed. “I feel a little guilty leaving you behind.”
“Nope. Don’t feel guilty. I have a standing date with Netflix all this week. By the time you get back, I’ll have caught up on my sleep and will be ready to ride you.”
“I might not be ready to be ridden.”
“I’m sure your mouth will still be there.”
“Ah, I see your cunning plan.”
Tim grinned. “I’d worry about you if you didn’t.”
 
* * * *
 
Tim got the impression Kent was even bouncier than usual today. In many ways, Kent was like a big kid, from the size of his toys to his love of the incongruous. Most guys might put porn on the TV during a sex party.
Not Kent.
Spaceballs was one of today’s selections.
When they arrived, it was Tim Kent pulled into his arms first for a long, seductive kiss.
Guy could kiss, too.
“There’s my boys.” He grinned and glanced at Paul. “He ready?”
“By the time you get your hands on him tonight, he’ll be more than ready to take you.”
Kent actually giggled. “Fantastic. We’ll turn him over to Boyd for a couple of hours to warm him up. I’ve got a twink tonight I’ve been promising for a while that he could meet the monster, but we’ve missed connections. So he’ll be ride number one.”
Kent pulled Paul into his arms and kissed him, grinding his hips against him. “That means I’ll save you for last and be able to last longer. Give you the ride of your fucking life, baby.”
Tim’s cock throbbed at that mental image. He planned to fuck his brains out tonight, maybe a little in the morning, and that would hold him until Paul’s return on Thursday.
Except…
He couldn’t deny watching Kent ruin a guy last week had been sexy as fuck. Couldn’t help but wonder what he’d look like taking the guy on at least once.
Paul hadn’t been the only one working his way up the size chart that week. Tim had spent several days at work wearing huge butt plugs, which had made him hornier than usual.
That had helped when going after Paul the past several days.
He didn’t want to commit to it yet, though. Mixing business and pleasure was already dicey enough. If something bad happened, he’d be there to catch and comfort Paul’s broken heart.
But if they both fell balls-deep for Kent and it went south, who’d catch him? He was Paul’s Daddy and took that dynamic very seriously. His boy always came first in his heart and life. He was Paul’s safety net and secure rock. Tim knew he needed to maintain perspective—for Paul’s sake, if nothing else.
He’d lived through heartache once. He didn’t want to live through it a second time, especially a preventable, self-inflicted heartache.
Tonight’s party was larger than the one last week, and kicked off with a bang—a gangbang—on Kent’s living room sectional sofa. As they stood and watched from the sidelines, Tim’s arms around Paul’s waist and his chin resting on his shoulder, he nudged him out toward the lanai. Several guys had already made their way out there, to the pool and hot tub, and a few of them had caught Tim’s eye.
He also found, surprisingly enough, that he didn’t want to watch any of the guys eagerly fluffing or hanging off Kent as he made the rounds talking to his guests.
He nibbled on Paul’s earlobe. “Daddy wants to bust a nut, baby. You ready to start this party right?”
Paul ground his ass against Tim.” Yes, Sir.”
“You’re not allowed to make yourself come tonight.” That drew a delightfully pathetic whine from Paul. “I don’t want you popping too soon and not having anything left for Kent. You’re allowed to come if someone makes you come, but don’t go begging for it, either. Don’t worry, by the end of the night, your balls will be drained. But don’t you think our host deserves the chance to make you come at least once while he’s fucking you?”
More grinding against Tim, which had his own cock throbbing. “Yes, Daddy.”
“Be my good boy.”
By the end of the night and collapsing in bed with Paul and Kent, not only had Kent fucked Paul twice, but Tim had sampled Boyd’s wares, too. It also left Tim determined to meet the monster in the morning.
Especially since the experience had rolled Paul’s eyes back in his head.
That’s how, by the time Boyd bid them good-bye early Sunday afternoon, Tim was being fucked by Kent for the second time. This time, riding him on the couch in the TV room while watching a movie, with Paul on his knees under them, his breath brushing Tim’s ass as he tongued Kent’s balls.
Kent smiled up at Tim, his hands caressing Tim’s arms, his abs, playing with his nipples. “Yeah, that’s it,” he softly said. “Got you hooked, too, now, don’t I?”
Tim let out a little whine. Earlier, when Kent had fucked him in the back bedroom, he’d squirted as soon as he’d tried flexing his ass around Kent’s monster, something that had pleased and amused the other man greatly.
At this angle he couldn’t, but every thrust rubbed against his prostate and threatened to send him over the edge at any second.
And Paul’s going to have four more nights with the guy. Damn.
Lucky bastard.
Kent pulled him forward for a kiss as his hands settled on Tim’s hips. “Slow down, baby,” Kent mumbled against his mouth. “Take your time. God, you two are fucking perfect.”
Tim draped his hands over Kent’s shoulders as he slowly rose and fell on the man’s massive cock. This wasn’t like any thick toy he’d ever tackled, either. It was goddamned Nirvana, or the closest thing he’d ever felt.
Kent would occasionally squeeze Tim’s cock, not hard enough to get him off, but teasing him, making him whine, before his hands slid around him, cupping his ass. He felt totally possessed, like he’d been subsumed by the man, a part of him.
Kent grinned. “I see that look, baby. Hot, isn’t it? Now you know why your boy was moaning so much last night. Doesn’t feel like anything else, does it?”
Tim shook his head, unable to speak now. Pleasure swirled through him, riding that edge between too much and not enough, wanting to hold on to it for as long as possible before sliding over the rim and exploding.
“Come here, baby.” Ken folded Tim into his arms against his chest, tenderly nuzzling his lips along Tim’s. “Take your time and enjoy it as long as you want. I’m good for a while. You’re so fucking perfect, both of you.”
He tried to focus on Kent’s brown gaze but another ripple of pleasure made him shiver and his eyes dropped closed again.
Tim felt Kent’s rumbling chuckle through his own body. “Yeah,” Kent tenderly said in a tone Tim realized seemed reserved for times alone with him and Paul. “I’ve seen that look before. You got a taste for the monster now. Paul, get back up here, baby.”
Paul scrambled out from under them and Kent had him snuggle next to them on the couch, his arms around both of them and kissing Kent and Tim, back and forth. He and Kent sucked Tim’s nipples as Kent pinned Tim in place, holding him still for a moment with that massive cock wedged perfectly against his sweet spot. Tim felt afraid to so much as breathe for fear of blowing too fast.
“Your Daddy is as sexy as you are,” Kent told Paul, kissing him. “Makes a man want to try to claim both of you permanently. Keep you all for myself.” He grinned up at Tim. “Not like you’ll really be happy with any other cock now.”
He wasn’t sure Kent might be not right about that. There was something obscenely hot and primal about this, raw and passionate and real. More than just sex, some unnamable well of lust and desire breathed to tangible life.
Like this was Kent with his walls down, his masks tossed aside.
Like he and Paul were seeing the real man and not the guy everyone else saw, including the usual cast of players who met the monster.
Don’t go there.
Except he wasn’t too sure that maybe he already had, in his heart.
That maybe he was too far over the line of in love with the guy to turn back without consequences.
 
* * * *
 
Kent didn’t want to dissect whatever this was right now. Sure, it felt better and different fucking Tim and Paul than it had fucking any other guy.
He didn’t want to know why.
He tried to lie to himself that he didn’t need to know why.
All that mattered was the sexy look on Tim’s face and the blatant passion on Paul’s as he watched and kissed them, helping Kent keep Tim worked up to a fever pitch as the man rode him.
It wasn’t like Tim was trying to nut as fast as possible, either. He was slow grinding against Kent in a way that told him Tim had figured out exactly where his sweet spot was and realized he could make this last.
And last.
Kent could hold out damn near forever at this point. As long as Tim wanted to remain impaled on him, he’d let him ride.
Sexy.
As.
Fuck.
Paul was horny again, his stiff cock leaking pre-cum and bouncing all over the place as he loved on both of them, kissing back and forth, helping Kent torment Tim’s nipples.
“Stand up on the couch, boy. Give me your cock.”
Paul did, the perfect height for Kent to blow him while Tim’s eyes widened and he nuzzled in close. Tim cupped Paul’s sac in one hand, licking and sucking it, while Kent held on to Paul and let him fuck his mouth. All he had to do was hold still, breathe, and swallow when Paul groaned and shot a hot load down Kent’s mouth a few minutes later.
As Paul crumpled to the couch next to them, Kent pulled him in for a kiss, sweeping his tongue through Paul’s mouth. “Now take care of your Daddy so we can all go swimming and then take a nap.”
Sure, he had stuff to take care of, chores to do, and Paul could help him.
But he wanted to snuggle.
With both of them.
And that was something he usually didn’t want to do with anyone he fucked.
Now, he had two guys he wanted to snuggle with.
Paul eagerly leaned in and blew Tim. Kent held Tim’s face in his hands, making him look at him, wanting to watch his O-face as Kent felt Tim’s ass deliciously squeezing his cock when he fell over the edge.
“That’s it, baby. Give it to your boy, then I’m gonna breed you again.”
Sweet desperation gave way to relief and pleasure as Tim came. Kent released Tim’s face and started fucking him, managing to finish soon after, hooking an arm around Tim and Paul to keep them pressed against him, kissing each other, catching their breaths.
Tim’s eyes remained closed when he chuckled.
“What’s so funny?” Kent asked.
“I have a feeling I’m still going to have several nights of uninterrupted sleep even after I get Paul back from you on Thursday.”
Paul snorted. “True story.”
 




 
 
 
 
Chapter Fifteen
 
Late Sunday afternoon, Kent awoke to the feel of Tim and Paul cuddled close on either side of him in his bed.
Is this what contentment feels like?
On the heels of that, harsh reality smacked him in the face.
Don’t get used to it. This is for fun, not forever.
Guys like him didn’t get forever. Life and his own father and Vern had proven that. He could only count on himself.
And thinking he meant more to Paul and Tim than he did would only be setting himself up for heartache.
Best to enjoy the fun while it lasted and keep looking for the next guy to ruin.
There would always be more guys.
Now, on the eve of leaving for Miami and time alone with Paul, Kent was beginning to regret making this offer. He wasn’t sure if he was being smart about this or not. Tim had happily agreed to send Paul with him to Miami, with his full blessings to do whatever he wanted with Paul. The only caveat was Paul was only with Kent during the trip.
Which he really didn’t feel like sharing Paul with anyone but Tim, so that wasn’t a problem.
What he worried about was hoping he didn’t fubar their business relationship by taking things to such a personal level with the men.
He never spent time alone with a guy like this. An overnight here and there, yeah.
But several consecutive days of time alone? Especially mixing business with pleasure?
What the hell do I think I’m doing?
Except he couldn’t make himself not do it, either. God help him, he was looking forward to it.
To having…someone in his life he could talk to.
His parents were gone, he had his sister and brother-in-law—who lived out of state—but other than his employees, and now Tim and Paul, no one would miss him for a while if he keeled over. He worked from home a lot now, telecommuting with the office in Sarasota. Hell, it would take someone there realizing he wasn’t answering e-mails or phone calls to finally raise questions and think to come looking for him.
He had lots of business acquaintances and “respectable” social connections from his years in Rotary and the chamber of commerce, things like that.
His next-door neighbor wouldn’t come borrow a cup of sugar from him. Hell, he didn’t even know their fucking names, much less what they looked like.
I’ve spent my life isolating myself. What the hell am I doing now?
He didn’t know.
And it terrified him.
 
* * * *
 
After their nap, Paul and Tim helped Kent with the post-party clean-up. Laundry and walking the entire house, wiping down all horizontal—or even vertical—surfaces that had likely been fucked on, even with sheets covering them.
Kent had a method, which was thorough. Paul gave him credit for that. By the time they finished an hour later, all that was left was to finish the several loads of sheets, but you’d never know that less than twenty-four hours earlier an orgy had taken place there.
Kent had donned a T-shirt and shorts, and Tim had given Paul the option to get dressed or not.
He’d opted to stay naked, enjoying knowing both men liked what they saw.
When it was time for Tim to head north to Tampa, he pulled Paul into his arms to say good-bye. “Be a good boy for Kent.” He smirked. “I’d best hear a good report from him. You behave yourself, and maybe I’ll let him borrow you on a regular basis.”
Paul grinned. “Yes, Daddy. Thank you. Love you.”
“Love you, too.” After one last kiss Tim stood back.
Kent grinned. “Don’t I get a kiss?”
Paul felt his cock stir as he watched Kent pull Tim in and lay a long, sweet, sexy kiss on him that had Paul wanting to drop to his knees and worship both men’s cocks for them.
Jeez, I could get addicted to this.
When Kent finally released Tim, Paul watched as Tim stared into Kent’s eyes for a long moment. “Don’t let him wear you out. He will, if you let him.”
Kent grinned. “Challenge accepted.”
Once Tim left, Kent ditched his clothes. “I usually run around here naked,” he told Paul. “Saves me washing laundry. I kind of have a thing about getting my clothes dirty. Skin washes easy.”
“Makes sense to me. I’m usually naked at home. It’s Daddy’s rule.”
“I bet it is.” He pulled him in for a kiss. “I’ll take care of you later when we go to bed. Right now, I want to make sure I handle e-mails and stuff. I need to pace myself with you this week, and we have to get up early in the morning to leave for Miami. I want to be out the door by five. That’ll put us there by eight. With morning traffic, we’ll hit the hotel around nine and check in early. I reserved it for starting tonight with a note that we’d be checking in before ten tomorrow.”
“Why?”
“Because I don’t want to wait to check in, and our first meeting isn’t until two. I don’t like leaving shit in my car that long. It’s a business expense. I write it off. I know, I’m weird. I can afford to be.”
“But you’re the fun kind of weird,” Paul teased.
Kent grinned. “Glad you think so.”
It was an odd kind of comfortable settling in that they did, both of them naked and working on their laptops, handling work issues as they watched TV with towels spread under them on the sofa. Kent had thought ahead and stocked pre-made pasta and salad that only took a few minutes to put together for dinner. They ate in the TV room, and Paul realized how…normal this felt.
Like being at home with Tim.
“Thanks for this,” Kent said.
Paul couldn’t decipher the expression on the other man’s face. “For what?”
“For agreeing to come with me. This is a nice change. Not being alone, but not having to be…me.”
A sudden, fragile vulnerability flashed across the other man’s face, gone almost as soon as Paul spotted it. “Any time you want company, just to hang out, you can always call us.”
Kent seemed to be making a point of not looking at him now. “You guys are probably busy with friends and stuff during the week.”
“Not really, no. We’re workaholics. Sure, sometimes we go out for dinner with friends, but it’s not like we have a packed social calendar.”
Kent glanced his way before focusing on his food again. “Yeah?”
“Yeah.”
“Thanks. I’ll remember that.”
 
* * * *
 
If Paul had to choose between the way Kent made love to him that evening and never going to the club or another party again, he’d choose Kent in a heartbeat. This was more of the man he and Tim got to see that afternoon after Boyd left.
Sexy, eager, and not putting on a show of any kind. Even more surprising, Kent let Paul fuck him after the monster had been satisfied.
After cleaning up and returning to bed, it felt right being nestled against the older man’s side, draped over him.
“Wish Tim was here,” Kent said, almost echoing Paul’s thoughts.
“Am I too much for you already?” Paul teased.
Kent snorted. “Not quite. Not yet, anyway.” Paul noticed him rubbing his chest. “Just like spending time with both of you.” Kent nuzzled his forehead and kissed him there, a strangely tender and gentle gesture coming from the man. “Thanks for humoring me.”
He didn’t expound upon that, and since they were supposed to be going to sleep, Paul didn’t press.
They’d have the drive to Miami tomorrow for him to try to peer a little deeper into Kent’s psyche.
This was different than anything he and Tim had ever done before. Hell, most of the guys Paul had blown or fucked, he couldn’t have remembered their names if he even knew them in the first place. Most of them, he didn’t.
Didn’t want to, either. They were the means to an end, the way to get that fix he’d needed, the drug to quiet his mind and soul.
Much the way he felt now.
The only thing that would have made it perfect was Tim.
Paul slept well that night. When Kent’s alarm went off the next morning, there was no hanky-panky beyond a good-morning kiss as they grabbed coffee and showers and headed out before dawn in Kent’s Mercedes.
I-75 southbound stretched ahead of them as Kent let the car’s engine free and wound it up to eighty with Anew Revolution throbbing in the speakers.
“I like to drive,” Kent told him. “Helps me think. But I’m usually making this drive alone.” He flashed him a smile. “Nice to have the company.”
“Feel free to tell me to go to hell, but why are you single? You don’t seem to have a problem meeting guys.”
Another of those brief flashes of emotion crossed Kent’s features, this one darker. “I’m through with love. Learned that lesson the hard way back in college and never forgot it.”
“Sorry.”
“Not your fault. First guy I ever slept with, had a relationship with. Thought he was into me. Turns out he just liked the monster and didn’t even realize I was in love with him.”
 
* * * *
 
Kent hadn’t really wanted to think about Vern, especially not with Paul’s cute little ass in the seat next to him, but there they were.
Maybe it was time to rip the scab off that wound. He’d never really told anyone the full story before.
“That sucks,” Paul said.
“He played me, and I honestly don’t know if he meant to or just misunderstood what I meant when I told him I was his. He said guys played around together all the time and it didn’t mean shit. That if I ever wanted to get ahead in life, I needed to remember that. Except I learned some shit from him that helped me out. Got me through school.”
“Like what?”
“My family was broke. I was smart enough to earn a scholarship, right? Books and tuition, but not living expenses. I was broke and gay and a naive freshman who’d looked a little too hard and too long at a senior one day. He flirted with me, confirmed I was gay, and then I made the mistake of letting him meet the monster.
“Here I was, naive as fuck. I knew I was endowed but I didn’t go flashing it around in high school, right? I was in the fucking closet then. His eyes grew big and I saw the fucking dollar signs and heard the cash register. He had a couple of side businesses going, which was how he made his way through college.”
“Side businesses?”
“Tutoring jocks and keeping cougars happy. He started by setting me up with one woman, and she did the rest, telling her well-off middle-aged friends about the horse-hung-hunk who could give them the ride of their lives.”
“Wow.”
“Yeah. Vern was busy tutoring jocks on the side, especially guys who wanted to stay in the closet and were too broke to pay, so he took it in trade from the ones who couldn’t pony up cash. But I wasn’t so sure about that, because while it was easy for me to compartmentalize the women, the guys were different. And I only had eyes for Vern, who was happy to have me in his bed every night.”
“Uh, oh.”
“Yeah, I can see it a mile away now, in retrospect.” He ran a hand through his hair. “When it came time for Vern to graduate, it was like hey, have a great life, and…” He sighed. “It broke my heart. I asked him how he could walk away from me, and he said easy, because he was just fucking me and thought that’s all I was doing. And that if I wanted to survive college, I’d be better off learning that now.
“It gutted me. Because I was literally in love with him and thought he was with me, too. I damn near screwed up my grades mourning his stupid ass. One of the women I was ‘dating’ noticed I was out of it and asked me what was going on. I sort of told her, and she said I was too smart and talented to let that fucker drag me down. I decided she was right.”
He swallowed back the sour taste of the past. “So I took over the ‘tutoring’ business he’d had and made it my own. Never charged the guys, though. Not money, that is. Never let my heart into it. Decided that was how I’d live my life, fuck anyone else. I’d get laid, make a living, have fun, and keep it business.”
Paul didn’t speak for several moments. “That sounds like a lonely way to live,” he quietly said.
“It is. There’s always a trade-off. That’s the one I had to make to keep from losing my goddamned mind and heart again.”
 
* * * *
 
Once they checked into their room, Kent immediately stripped, happy to see he didn’t have to prompt Paul to do so.
A very well-trained boy, indeed.
Kent stretched out on the bed and held up the tube of lube. “I think you know what I want. Go grab a towel. I don’t bust this nut now, I won’t function through our meetings. I’ll get my seconds after we’re done with that.”
Hell, the monster had already awakened and stretched, yawned, and asked what was for lunch.
Paul ducked into the bathroom for a towel. When he returned, he smiled and climbed onto the bed, kissing Kent before taking the lube from him. “I have a feeling I might end up with thirds tonight.”
“If you’re a lucky boy, yes.” He wrapped his fingers around Paul’s cock, loving how his eyes dropped closed as Kent teased him. “For now, you need to take the edge off for me before our meetings, and I’ll take care of you, too. We need to see if we can train you to squirt like your Daddy does. That’s fucking sexy.”
Paul’s heavy-lidded gaze breathed more life into Kent’s cock as he started slathering it with lube. “Yes, Sir.”
“So you liked spending a few hours with Boyd, huh?”
Paul held Kent’s cock at the base as he rose up and positioned himself over it. “Yes, Sir.”
“Slowly, boy. Take your time. I love watching you do that.” He watched Paul’s eyes, loved their green depths. “Bet you’d like to be turned over to Boyd again, hmm?”
Paul’s gaze met his. “Only for play, Sir.”
Kent’s pulse thumped. “What?” He struggled to focus as Paul slowly impaled himself on the monster, taking his time and basically short-circuiting Kent’s ability to speak for a moment.
Paul let out a happy sigh when his ass met Kent’s thighs, and he leaned in for a kiss, draping his arms over Kent’s shoulders. “I have you and Daddy for sex. I don’t think I can handle any other cocks now. I’ve got plenty.”
Something in his heart tripped, slipped, wanted to reach out and hold on to Paul, to both men, and he frantically tried to reel it back in.
That wouldn’t do at all, to fall for them like that.
“You’d get bored with the monster after a while. Or sick of it.”
Paul slowly rose and settled on him, his forehead touching Kent’s. “No, Sir,” he softly said. “Just like when Daddy and I met, this is different.” His eyes opened, nailing Kent right in the feels. “It feels right like this. If you and Daddy want me to take care of other guys at a party or something, I’ll do it, but I don’t need it. Not anymore.”
Holy. Shit.
His mind desperately scrambled for a response. “You got the whole ‘I don’t do relationships’ memo, right?”
Paul’s gaze never wavered from his. “You don’t have to label this,” Paul quietly said. “But I’m not going to lie and say this isn’t different when it is. You can have me and fuck me. But when you’re finally ready to decide you want to take another look at life, maybe by then me and Tim will have shown you we’re not after anything other than honesty.”
 
* * * *
 
Wednesday night, Kent lay spooned around Paul, the man’s freshly beaten and fucked ass feeling sweetly hot against his thighs. He’d brought implements with him and every night had given Paul a short scene, driving the man hard into subspace and then fucking him into oblivion so they could both sleep like the dead.
The routine was too fucking comfortable, too fucking perfect.
Too easy to want to continue.
Tomorrow morning, they’d be heading back to Sarasota, where he’d hand Paul over to Tim.
Kent tried to pretend that dull ache in his chest wasn’t impending loneliness.
Because the one thing above all others this week that had repeatedly smacked him in the head was how goddamned right this felt.
Someone beside him. Not feeling lonely or longing for companionship or conversation.
Having Tim with them would have only made it more perfect. In fact, he’d called the man on FaceTime for chats, and not just so he could watch them fuck, either.
For actual conversations. Some of it work-related, yes, but some of it just chatting while they sat on the bed and ate their dinner.
It felt…
Easy.
Goddamned fucking easy.
Why did it have to feel so fucking easy? Why these two guys? Why not some other great guy at a point in his life where he was ready to settle down, had his shit together, and was hot in the motherfucking sack?
Why’d it have to be two guys who had their act together and no loose strings floating around, looking for an anchor?
Why couldn’t it have been a guy for him?
Why’d it have to be two perfect guys who could easily decide one morning they were done having a third and walk away from him?
Why?
Why’s it have to feel like I’m falling in love with them?
 
* * * *
 
Tim recognized that happy, sated, borderline exhausted look in Paul’s eyes when he arrived at the restaurant and joined them. After kissing Paul hello, Tim slid into the booth on Kent’s side when the man patted the seat next to him.
Kent greeted him with a hello kiss. “How’d you sleep this week?” Kent asked.
“Like a motherfucking baby. I fucking love you, man.” He smiled across the table at Paul. “Got a little something for you when we get home, too.”
“Do I have to be awake for it?” Paul joked.
“Nah. I’ll just lube you up and go to town.”
He gave him a thumbs-up. “Excellent. Have fun, Daddy.”
Tim had thought he might feel jealous that week and had been ready to discuss it with both men if he did…except he hadn’t.
Just like he hadn’t expected the FaceTime calls, either, apparently initiated by Kent.
After they finished eating they left Kent at the restaurant and headed back to Tampa. Kent was going to stay there and work on his laptop ahead of a lunch date with a new guy who was going to be at a small gathering that weekend. A guy he was trying to fix up with Boyd.
Tim wouldn’t deny a little relief had crept in when Kent had volunteered he wasn’t fucking that guy, because he wanted Boyd to have the honors…followed by an unfamiliar tendril of jealously knowing there’d be three other guys there that weekend Kent probably would be fucking.
Wait, what?
This weekend was supposed to be him and Paul nesting, snuggling, letting him recover.
Enjoying time alone.
Kent had every right to make plans without them. Wasn’t like they owned him or his time.
He felt guilty for even feeling jealous in the first place.
Paul’s hand settled on his thigh. “Hope you’re in a snuggling mood. I need some Daddy time.”
Tim shoved his thoughts out of his head. “Didn’t Kent take good care of my boy?”
“Oh, boy, did he. But it was work, too. Man, that one COO we dealt with was a motherfucking ballbuster. Wanted to nitpick every fucking line in the contract. I thought Kent was about to tell him to go fuck himself.”
“Really?”
“Yeah.” He turned in his seat toward Tim. “Missed you, Daddy.”
It was Paul’s tone that melted Tim. That sweet, slightly needy, contented soft edge to his words.
The tone which told Tim that Paul was baring his heart and soul to him.
Tim squeezed his hand. “Missed you, too, baby. Stocked up on groceries, and we’re going to spend the weekend snuggling and watching TV and chilling out.”
“That sounds like heaven.”
Except…Tim found himself wondering all weekend, especially on Saturday night, what Kent was doing.
Who Kent was doing.
Dammit, this is not good.
Even with a happy Paul sound asleep next to him after they’d made love, Tim lay there, wide awake and trying not to remember what it felt like sitting on Kent, feeling like he was connected to him in his soul.
Wondering if every guy who was with Kent felt like that, or if they really were special.
And knowing that, no matter what, the next time Kent wanted to play, he’d be eager and ready to answer the call.
 




 
 
 
 
Chapter Sixteen
 
The next Saturday afternoon, Kent tried not to stare at his watch every thirty seconds. It was five o’clock, and Boyd was not following the plan Kent had carefully laid out for him.
This week’s unexpected developments had totally fucked Kent’s Saturday schedule all to hell. Last Saturday, Boyd and Caleb had hit it off like a house on fire…and now Boyd was claiming he couldn’t see Caleb again.
Because Caleb worked for him. Boyd was his fucking boss at the county.
Problem was, because of how they’d set up the party last weekend, Caleb had no fucking clue who Boyd was. And when it fell to Kent to break the news to the kid that not only could “Sir” not see him again, but the guy Kent was going to introduce him to this weekend—Boyd, not that the kid knew that—couldn’t make it after all, he thought the guy was going to burst into tears.
Flying by the seat of his pants, when Caleb had asked to meet the monster, Kent had agreed. He knew he wouldn’t fuck Caleb—not that he didn’t want to, the kid was gorgeous—but he needed to stall for time to try to get Boyd’s head unwedged from his goddamned ass.
He’d told Caleb he’d fuck him, had called Boyd back and laid out a crystal clear timeline after giving the guy a chance to speak up and say no, please don’t fuck Caleb because I love the guy, and now…Kent waited.
Meanwhile, he had date plans with Paul and Tim over on Venice Island. Date plans he’d be damned if he was going to miss. It’d been a little over a week since he’d seen them, and he was climbing the walls.
Which made him even crazier for several reasons.
Even last weekend’s interlude with the three guys he’d invited to the small get-together hadn’t really scratched his itch like they usually would.
They weren’t Paul and Tim.
He’d wanted Paul and Tim.
And now?
Now Boyd was fucking up his carefully laid out plan.
Well, Kent had thought it was carefully laid out. He’d honestly expected either a phone call by now, or for the man to burst through his door just before four o’clock to put a halt to Kent fucking Caleb.
Goddammit, Boyd. Where the fuck are you?
So his date preparations had been delayed as he messed with Caleb’s head, stalled for time, talked to him, got him trussed up on the bed and blindfolded, mindfucking him the whole time.
The killer of this whole thing? He’d gotten Caleb to admit he was in love with Boyd. Boyd was the guy he’d wanted to forget in the first place, because Boyd was his boss and he didn’t even know Boyd was gay.
The two men were already in love with each other.
Dumbasses.
He needed these two men to get off their fucking asses and tell each other how they felt and get them together so he could go on his date.
Besides, there was no fucking way he could fuck Caleb. Not after knowing Boyd was in love with the guy, and knowing that Caleb was in love with Boyd, too.
The two idiots had just never found the balls to tell each other.
And Caleb wasn’t Paul or Tim.
Hell, he’d spent last weekend imagining he was with Paul and Tim just so he could perform with the triplets, who weren’t really triplets, but fuck it, close enough.
That was not a problem he usually had.
Ever.
Shit, if Paul and Tim could get their acts together and make it work while working together, no reason Caleb and Boyd couldn’t. Sure, they’d have to be sneakier and careful around coworkers since they worked for Sarasota County, but that was nothing.
Which was reason number three he couldn’t fuck Caleb—because he wasn’t sure what the hell was going on inside his own brain, but he really didn’t want to fuck around with anyone but Tim and Paul. Not now.
That was still something he needed to process, examine…
Figure the fuck out.
It was five after when Kent heard the soft, tell-tale ding of the gate chime on the intercom system, indicating someone with a custom code had driven in. Since Paul and Tim were meeting him at the restaurant, he knew without looking it had to be Boyd.
Finally, for fuck’s sake.
Kent stood waiting there in the back bedroom when Boyd came barreling down the hall moments later. If it wouldn’t have tipped off Caleb, Kent would have burst out laughing at the frantic fear filling the man’s expression as he skidded into the room.
Now I can go see my boys.
Kent walked over to a very relieved- and confused-looking Boyd, leaned in close, and whispered so low there was no way Caleb could hear him over the music he’d left playing loudly enough to mask the noise he made as he prepared for his date.
“Took you fucking long enough. I could only stall for so long before I would have had to fake a goddamned headache and send him home disappointed, and that would have reeeally fucking sucked for my goddamned image and his ego. I have dinner reservations at a restaurant over on the island at six, asshole, and you almost made me late for my date.”
Kent squeezed his shoulder. “I’ll lock you guys in, and we won’t interrupt you when we come home. You can spend the night in the guest room. Help yourself to anything in the kitchen—you know where everything is. There’s plenty of groceries in the fridge. Use the grill, whatever, just clean up after yourselves.”
He slapped Boyd on the back, hard. “Claim your boy, for fuck’s sake, dumbass. He’s already in love with you. He’s in love with Boyd. Until he played with Sir last weekend and fell hard for him. I talked to him when he got here. You’re the guy he was trying to get over. You, Boyd. He’s had a hardon for you ever since he started working for you.
“He doesn’t want me, or anyone else. He wants to try to figure out how to stop being in love with you. Well, both of you, because now he thinks Sir doesn’t want him, and he thinks you, you stupid asshole, will never notice him at work, much less want him.”
Boyd stood there, looking speechless.
“And no, I didn’t tell him who Sir really was, or that Sir was the guy I was going to introduce him to today before you cancelled. That’s for you to do. The job shit will work if you make it work. Stop being a terrified pussy and Dom up, for fuck’s sake. Life is too fucking short, and you two are perfect for each other. You’re already in love with each other, and have been. Fucking do something about it already.”
With that, Kent left the room, quietly closing the door behind him. He whistled to himself as he headed for the garage, where he slid behind the wheel of his Mercedes.
That’s my good deed for the month.
Followed by another thought.
Maybe I need to learn to take my own advice.
He’d really been looking forward to spending this weekend alone with Tim and Paul. That was why he hadn’t planned a party in the first place. Except Caleb had sounded so forlorn yesterday that he knew he had to do something drastic to move Boyd off his ass and force the man to see what was already right the fuck in front of him. When he’d quickly explained it to Tim over the phone, he’d readily agreed that they were okay with the extra company that weekend.
And Kent trusted Boyd not to run his mouth about anything he saw or heard between him and his boys that weekend.
Plus, knowing those two, they probably wouldn’t stick their heads out until the next morning. It’d be nearly as good as having the house to themselves.
Yes, his boys were great guys.
Great enough he hoped it didn’t break his heart when they finally grew tired of him and moved on.
He’d been on that side of things before and swore never again. Sure, he’d had twinks who were great fucks but not much in the personality department, who got greedy and wanted more, and he’d dropped them from the party list.
But this was different. This felt…deeper.
Like he was the one who couldn’t get enough of them.
A lot like love.
Except he was through with love. It would also be stupid, because they were married. There wasn’t room in there for a third for anything more than friendly fucking, and he was no home-wrecker.
Not since college, anyway.
That meant he had to protect his heart even more carefully. Especially since he’d been stupid enough to mix business and pleasure, something he’d never done before.
As Boyd said, there are no such things as unicorns. I just need to enjoy this as long as it lasts and try to be classy and let go gracefully when they eventually move on, because I cannot fuck my business all because I’m an idiot and feel too much for them.
 
* * * *
 
Paul let Tim drive today. He was too damned nervous, and he didn’t even understand why. This was Kent.
Except…something about tonight felt different.
Tim patted his thigh. “You okay, buddy?”
“Yeah. You?”
Tim smiled. “I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to go to sleep tonight with an assful of Kent’s monster.”
“Yeah. Me, too.”
“I hope Kent’s right that Boyd will finally come around and work things out with that guy. Boyd seems like a really nice guy.”
Paul snorted. “You weren’t on the receiving end of the non-sexy stuff. Boyd is definitely an evil sadist.”
“Was that a complaint?”
“I didn’t say that.” He grinned. “It absolutely was not a complaint, Daddy.”
“Sorry I’m not meaner.”
Paul’s hand settled over Tim’s, which still rested on Paul’s left thigh. “I don’t know, Daddy. You can be pretty mean sometimes. Like locking me in chastity with a vibrating butt plug added to the mix. I thought I’d never survive that staff meeting.”
Tim snorted. “I was seriously considering cranking it up at the end and seeing what happened.”
Paul glared at him. “You know I won’t safeword for sexy stuff between us, so that’s even meaner.”
A wide, beaming grin curved his lips. “I know.”
Paul finally laughed, his tension easing somewhat. “Can I ask you a stupid question?”
“You can ask me anything. You know that.”
“How do you really feel about Kent?”
Tim fell uncharacteristically silent for several moments. When he finally spoke again, his quiet, subdued tone told Paul volumes.
“If he asked us to be exclusive with him—not that I think he’s going to do that, because, hellooo, this is Kent we’re talking about—I’d do it in a heartbeat.”
“Me, too,” Paul softly admitted. “I love playing around, but after the parties, and after the three of us played with Boyd that weekend, and then after Miami, I realized that I really want us to settle down.”
“Settle down?”
“Like we’ve…found our groove. No more piggy pup. Not at the club with others, I mean. Maybe go just with you and hang out, yeah. Be pup with only you and Kent, or pup at Kent’s parties. I’d have fun crawling on the end of your leash and taking care of you in the cigar lounge while other guys can only watch and comment. Putting on a show is a lot of fun, but with you and Kent, I…”
He took a deep breath. “Don’t get me wrong, Boyd was fricking awesome as a Top and a Dom. But when the two of us played alone with Kent, and then after spending time with him in Miami…”
Tim squeezed his hand. “It feels like we finally found the magic sauce.”
“Yeah. Exactly.”
Tim sighed. “Okay, good.”
“Good?”
“Yeah. Because I feel the same exact way and wasn’t sure how to bring it up in a way that didn’t make me sound like a selfish asshole.”
 
* * * *
 
Relief.
That was exactly what currently flowed through Tim’s veins.
He didn’t have a huge bottomy streak, but what little he did have seemed to be perfectly Kent-sized in terms of the kind of Top who could satisfy him. Playful and the fun kind of greedy, but not needing to be Top all the time and in all ways the way Paul enjoyed Tim being his Top.
Hell, yeah, he’d enjoyed playing with Boyd. The man could fuck like nobody’s business, and Boyd’s Dominant side had sent the good kinds of shivers through Tim while they were in bed together. Watching Boyd with Paul had been sexy as hell.
But…Kent.
It had nothing to do with the monster and everything to do with the man’s attitude. Fun first. If it wasn’t fun, it was pointless. Tim could let go for a little while and enjoy it without worrying about someone trying to pigeonhole him into that box on a permanent basis.
Kent was a live-and-let-live kind of guy. Once Tim got his needs met, he could step up again and be Daddy for Paul without worrying he had to be some specific and different role for Kent.
“Why would you think I’d think you’re being selfish?”
Tim shrugged. “I don’t know. I’m Daddy, the Top. I’m the one in charge. That’s why we’re so perfect together. Feel like I’m trying to have my cake and eat it, too.”
“What’s wrong with that? I think it’s sexy as hell watching you with Kent, because I know what it feels like. It feels fantastic. I think it’s great you get to experience that, too.”
“And you wouldn’t miss being Daddy’s piggy?”
“Not now. I’ll always be a piggy for Daddy.” He squeezed Tim’s hand. “I think I’ve finally hit that point where yeah, it’s fun, but I’ve had fun. I need play to be more than fun. I need an emotional connection now. It’s getting kind of…boring without that, you know? Heck, Boyd would have been great for a third long-term for more than just the impact play, but I suspect he and Caleb getting together means he’s going to be totally off the market. And that’s fine.”
“Because of Kent.”
“Yeah.” Paul’s green gaze studied him. “No, Kent’s not as sadistic as Boyd, but he’s definitely more of a sadist than you are. Between the two of you…it’s plenty. I can see how much you enjoy bottoming to Kent in a way you don’t usually with me.”
“I bottom to you.”
“As Daddy. You’re enjoying it. And that’s fine. But I can see how you…let go with Kent in a way you can’t let go with me. Right?”
Tim felt his face heat but nodded. “Yeah,” he softly said. “I can.”
“Okay, then. That’s perfect, right? We’ve never had a guy who matches up to us so perfectly before.” He stared out the windshield. “If Kent’ll even go for it. I’d feel weird asking that of him and getting shot down.”
“I think we’re too far into the rabbit hole to turn back now, Alice.”
Paul sighed. “I think you’re right.”
 




 
 
 
 
Chapter Seventeen
 
Kent’s terror grew over the next couple of months. He had Paul and Tim down every weekend, party or not. Sometimes it was the three of them talking shop and working—when they weren’t fucking—and sometimes it was the two men helping him host a party.
Except at the parties, despite Tim and Paul not saying anything to him about it, Kent found himself not wanting to fuck around with anyone but the two men.
That’s what terrified him. That he’d somehow given them an emotional hold over him, even if they didn’t know it.
That he fucking loved them.
It didn’t escape his notice either that Tim and Paul no longer fucked around with anyone at the parties but Kent.
Two months after Miami, and Kent knew he needed to break this cycle, now, before it fucking crushed him.
He waited until late Sunday afternoon to talk to them about it, just before five o’clock, when the men were going to start preparing to leave. They’d had a nice weekend, the three of them, and it was the time they usually started discussing plans for next weekend.
He felt like shit anyway, physically as well as mentally. Woke up feeling…off.
Perfect day to get this over with.
Kent brought it up first, wanting to control the situation. “So I was thinking you guys don’t need to come down next weekend.”
Tim turned, a slight scowl furrowing his brow. “But you’re having a party next weekend.”
“Yeah, but you don’t need to be here.”
“You don’t want us here?”
“There’s a couple of new guys going to be there, not a big thing. You guys need a break.”
Not that he had any intention of fucking the new guys. In fact, Kent was pretty sure he already had guys lined up for the newbies who would be perfect for them. He loved playing matchmaker, and had already received confirmations from the regulars that they’d be there to meet the newbies.
That meant once the party broke up, he’d be alone. No one to stay over Saturday night, a Sunday to himself to decompress and…
To figure out what the fuck he thought he was doing.
“New guys, huh?” Tim darkly asked.
 
* * * *
 
So there it is.
The harder Tim had fallen for Kent over the past couple of months, he knew the more it would hurt when Kent finally grew bored with them and wanted to start fucking around again. No, they hadn’t had a “discussion” about it with Kent, just going with the flow.
But here he’d been stupid enough to think that Kent not fucking other guys, the way they hadn’t been with other guys, meant maybe he was into them as much as they were into him.
“Yeah,” Kent said. “New guys. Couple of cute twinks. Want to pair them up.” He wouldn’t look at Tim, either.
Paul had set his laptop aside and watched, listening, but didn’t speak up.
“Sure,” Tim finally said. “Okay.”
Kent scowled. “What?”
“Nothing. Your house, your rules, man.”
Kent propped his hands on his hips. “What the fuck is your problem?”
“If you’re going to fuck them, why don’t you just say so, huh? What’s the big fucking deal?” Tim stood, slammed his laptop shut, and shoved it into his bag.
“That’s not what I said I was going to do, now, is it? Is that why you’re pissed off?”
“That’s not what you said, but let’s be honest that it’s pretty much your MO. Get some new twinks on the party list and introduce them to the monster.”
“So you’re pissed off that I’m going to have cute, fuckable guys in my house?”
“I’m pissed off that you’re telling us you don’t want us around next weekend, you got new guys coming to a party, you won’t come out and say it, and I can do the fucking math, Kent. You want to fuck them.”
“Is it a problem if I do?”
Tim clamped down on his pain. “Guess I don’t get a say in it, do I?”
“I guess you fucking don’t.”
“Here I was stupid enough to think you really gave a shit about us. That maybe we were different.”
“Guys,” Paul said, “can we calm down and back up? Why are you screaming at each other?”
“You guys are fucking married,” Kent said. “Don’t think I don’t know as soon as you get fucking bored you’ll be finding excuses not to come around. Let me save you the fucking hassle.”
“So that’s how it’s going to be, huh?”
Paul stood. “Guys! Stop it!”
“Get your shit, Paul,” Tim ordered. “We’re leaving. We’ve apparently started boring the monster and he needs fresh meat.”
“Don’t let the door hit you in the ass,” Kent said, heading for the hallway and presumably his bedroom. “Knew it’d only be a matter of time before you left anyway.”
 
* * * *
 
Paul felt helpless to fix this. He didn’t know where they’d gone wrong, either. Everything had been fine, and it was like suddenly switches were flipped in Tim and in Kent, and…
Boom.
Nuclear meltdown.
Tim’s dark scowl worried Paul. In their years together he’d never seen his guy look so…
Angry wasn’t even the right word, but it was probably the closest.
“I think we need to stay and talk this out,” Paul said. “I don’t even know why you two are mad at each other!”
“No, we’re fucking leaving. Let’s go.”
“What?”
“I said let’s go. Grab your shit, and let’s go. We’re done here.”
“But—”
They heard a noise from the hallway, sounded like Kent threw something on the floor. A thick, heavy, wet kind of thud that chilled Paul’s soul.
“Kent?” Paul called out.
Tim had crossed the room, heading for where he’d left his laptop bag. “Leave him. He’s just being an asshole.”
Paul walked over to the hallway entrance and looked down it. “Kent?”
No sounds at all.
“Paul, let’s go. Now.”
Ignoring Tim, Paul headed down the hallway toward the bedroom. He was still ten steps from the door to the master bedroom when he saw Kent’s legs, where he lay on the floor. “Kent!”
He rushed in, dropping to the floor next to him, shaking him. “Tim!” he screamed.
Tim ran in. “What—fuck!” He dropped down next to Kent and checked his pulse, checked to see if he was breathing. “Fuck, call 911.” He started doing chest compressions.
“What?”
“Call 911 and go figure out how to open the gate to let them in!”
Paul scrambled to his feet, digging his phone out of his back pocket as he ran for the control panel in the kitchen, where Kent still had a land-line wall-mounted phone.
OCD Kent had a small card with his address posted there, just in case anyone ever needed to call 911 during one of the parties, along with instructions on how to override and open the gate, which Paul tried to decipher even as he attempted to answer the 911 operator’s questions.
With that done, Paul ran out the front door, leaving it standing open behind him as he raced down the long driveway toward the gate. In the distance he could already hear sirens from the fire station just down the road.
Please don’t let him die! Especially not like this!
 
* * * *
 
Tim struggled to stay calm and keep count as he performed the chest compressions. At one point his stomach rolled when he felt a crack under his hands, but he repositioned and continued, praying he wasn’t doing more harm than good.
“Come on, you son of a bitch. Don’t you dare fucking die on me and leave me feeling like shit!”
It felt like forever before he heard fire rescue roll up outside. They raced into the room, and one of the paramedics took over for him with chest compressions while the others prepped a defibrillator. Tim crawled out of the way and sat off to the side, his arms trembling and heart pounding as he watched them.
Come on, come on, come on!
Paul stood watching in the doorway, tears rolling down his cheeks and hugging himself. Tim dragged himself to his feet and walked over to him.
 “Go find his wallet, bring me his keys, and you ride with them.”
“Me?”
“Yeah.” He grabbed Paul by the shoulders and stared into his eyes, not sure what Paul had already told the rescue squad, but it could be explained away as panic. “You’re his son. You ride with him.”
Tim squeezed his shoulders, hard, hoping his words were making it through the cloud of panic swirling in Paul’s eyes. He looked young enough it would be plausible.
He finally nodded and turned, running to go do it.
Ten minutes later, and the ambulance was rolling out, Paul riding with them. They’d restarted Kent’s heart with the defibrillator and were transporting him to Proctor-Collins Medical Center.
Tim grabbed his things and felt really fucking weird locking the house with Kent’s keys.
The argument…it felt a lifetime away now.
And hadn’t he started it, anyway?
Instead of just asking Kent for clarification, he’d jumped all over him?
Fuck.
If Kent died and those were the last words he’d ever said to the man, he’d never forgive himself.
 
* * * *
 
Paul had no clue what to do except answer questions as best he could and try to remember he was pretending to be Kent’s son.
Once admissions paperwork was handled as much as he could, along with the insurance card and other ID from Kent’s wallet, Paul was relegated to the waiting room where he huddled in a corner chair and wished Tim would hurry up and get there.
This felt…surreal. They’d had a great damn weekend, and then…
What the fuck?
Tim finally arrived and sat next to him, but Paul didn’t really have much to say to him. “They took him back to the cath lab.”
When Tim draped an arm around his shoulders, Paul didn’t lean in, at first. Finally, it all hit him at once and he started crying, crumpling against him.
“Why were you screaming at each other?”
“I don’t know.” But now Tim’s voice sounded…flat. Dead. “I thought he was trying to let us down easy.”
“You didn’t let him talk and started yelling at him, then he was yelling at you.”
“I know.”
“I heard him talking to one guy last week. Kent told him he had a newbie he wanted to introduce to him because he thought they’d hit it off. Did it ever fucking occur to you that maybe he was playing matchmaker for them? Like he did for Boyd and Caleb?”
 
* * * *
 
Tim winced, not just at Paul’s words, but the wounded tone he said them in.
No, that thought hadn’t crossed his mind.
Even though, now that he thought about it, it seemed like he remembered Kent saying something about that to someone else.
“He didn’t say he wanted to be exclusive with us,” Tim muttered, keeping his voice down.
“He didn’t say he wanted to fuck someone else, either,” Paul whispered.
It was nearly nine that night when a doctor came out to update them. Tim took the lead, lying for Paul, reinforcing Paul was Kent’s son.
Kent was going to live, but he was in recovery now after having two stents placed, and he’d be moved to the CCU once he was awake.
“Can we see him?” Paul asked.
“You’re his son?” the doctor asked.
“Yes,” Tim said. “I’m his son-in-law.”
“They allow one visitor at a time in there, but it won’t be until after he’s in there and settled. A nurse will come out and get you. Just wait here. I’ll tell them you’re out here.”
They settled in again to wait, Tim running out to get them food and coffee. It was nearly eleven before a nurse emerged to get Paul.
“We both can’t see him?”
“No, the bed areas are small. Only one visitor at a time. And he’s asleep right now, anyway.”
Tim was going to tell him it was okay, that he’d wait out there, when Paul turned to him. “Maybe you should go back to Dad’s house,” he softly said.
“What?”
“You need to get some sleep. I’ll stay here with him tonight.”
With the nurse standing right there and waiting, it wasn’t like he could hash it out with Paul. “You sure?”
Paul hugged him. “Text me in the morning. I’ll call you if there’s any change. I think I need to talk to him first.”
“But—”
“Please?”
It went against his instincts, but he knew he had to let Paul do this. “Okay. Love you.”
“Love you, too.”
He didn’t release Paul yet, pressing his lips to his ear. “Don’t tell them Dad loves to fuck you or we’ll end up in trouble.”
But it worked—it finally drew the ghost of a smile from him.
As he drove back to Kent’s he tried to shove down his emotions.
Including guilt that he hoped it wasn’t their fight that had triggered Kent’s heart attack.
 




 
 
 
 
Chapter Eighteen
 
Kent wasn’t sure where the fuck he was or what the hell had happened when he forced his eyes open. His chest felt like a fucking elephant had tap-danced on him. And what the hell was on his face and arms?
He started to reach for the annoying thing under his nose when a hand closed over his. “No, Sir,” Paul softly said. “You need to leave that there.”
He finally managed to make Paul’s features swim into focus. The things on his arms were IVs, and it seemed to be a…hospital room?
“What happened? Where am I?”
“Proctor-Collins. You’re in their cardiac care unit.”
“What?”
“You had a heart attack and they did surgery on you last night. They placed a couple of stents.”
“What?”
Paul brought Kent’s hand to his cheek and kissed it, pressing it against the rough stubble on his flesh. “After the fight, you’d left the kitchen and headed to the bedroom. We were getting ready to leave and heard a noise, and you wouldn’t answer me. I went looking for you and found you on the floor in your bedroom. Daddy started CPR and I called 911 and let them in.”
This was…
Fuck.
The things he’d said to them all flooded back into his brain, filling him with shame, regret.
This was too much to process at once. “Where is he?”
“I made him go back to your place a couple of hours ago to get some sleep. He was about ready to collapse. It’s almost three Monday morning.”
Holy…
“Monday?”
“Yes, Sir.” You’ve been out of it. You came to in recovery, but then fell asleep again.” He dropped his voice to a whisper. “We told the staff I’m your son and Daddy’s your son-in-law, and they believed us. That’s why they let me stay with you.”
Kent started to laugh but that hurt like holy fuck, making him wince. “Shit.”
“You’ve got two cracked ribs from the CPR. Sorry.”
He squeezed Paul’s hand. “Don’t tell them how close we really are, or they’ll sick DCF on me for fucking you.”
Paul smiled. “Daddy already made that joke.”
He stared up at Paul, at his sweet green eyes. “I’m sorry I was an asshole. I’m sorry I said those things. I love you guys. Of course you have every right to tell me—”
“Shh.” Paul squeezed his hand. “If you’re such a fucking drama queen that you’d resort to having a heart attack to make us take pity on you, maybe we can sit down and talk and work this out.” His lips quirked in a smile. “Especially since we love you.”
“You…you love me?”
“Yeah. Why do you think Tim went off when he thought you were setting up new fucks?”
“I love you guys, too. I wasn’t doing that.”
“Then why the big deal about newbies?”
“I’ve got them fixed up with other guys already.”
“You weren’t going to fuck them?”
“I wasn’t going to fuck anyone next weekend. I didn’t want to. I know I won’t need anyone else but you two.”
“We don’t want anyone but you, either.”
“I’m tired of being alone. You guys ruined me, spoiled me. Please? I was scared of how much I’m in love with you both. I didn’t want to be the one left out and alone. I thought I needed a weekend away from you to try to get my head on straight.”
Paul glanced around, apparently wanting to make sure they were truly alone, before he leaned in closer. But the “boy” was gone. This was man-to-man, the Paul who Kent had first met years ago and gotten to know as a fantastic businessman and friend.
“I don’t want to get my heart broken, and neither does Tim. But he’s got some triggers of his own. And…I’m not getting any younger. I’ve gotten the fucking around out of my system. It’s not the sex so much as it is the play that I need and want. Between the monster, and Tim, and toys, yeah, I’m good. But are you really ready to settle down with only two guys?”
“I’ve spent my whole life keeping people at arms-length and I’m tired of it. I want snuggle nights. I want to be able to relax and know I’m not expected to act a certain way. Sure, the parties are fun, but ever since the three of us started playing, I realized they were only a temporary fix. Self-medication.”
Paul’s gaze studied him for several long minutes, enough for Kent to become aware of the beeps and noises of the machines monitoring his condition.
“We don’t mind if you want to hold the parties. But like you let Boyd and Caleb come and watch and not have to…mingle, would you be okay if the three of us did that, too? It’s fun to watch guys fucking around, yeah. But I don’t want to have to worry if you’re scoping out the next twink you want to ruin, and neither does Tim.
“We need to know we’re enough for you. This is our marriage we’re talking about. We love each other, and we love you, asshole. We want you to be a part of that with us. I’m tired of living with the anxiety about whether or not this test result will be the one that comes back pos, no matter how careful we thought we’d been. The benefits no longer outweigh the risks, for us. But if this is going to work, we need to know you’re in it the way we are.”
Kent nodded. “Yeah.” He smiled. “Can I make you wear a sexy male stripper waiter G-string or something for the parties?”
Paul rolled his eyes, but he leaned in and kissed him. “I could probably be persuaded to do that…Sir.”
“Is Tim okay?”
“He’s really upset. That’s the other reason I sent him back to your place. I knew he needed to mentally decompress for a little while. He was really hoping you were going to want to be with us permanently. Take up the slack where he wasn’t comfortable with it. He could be my Daddy and your boy, and you could be my Sir, and I could enjoy being a toy for both of you. You shot him down after he opened his heart and bared his soul to you. It really hurt him.”
Fuck.
“I was an idiot. I was scared, because I’ve never let myself fall for anyone before, and here I am in love with both of you with no guarantees you wouldn’t one day get sick of me and walk away and find someone younger or better-looking.”
“We would never play you, Kent. We’d never walk away from you. We’re in love with you, asshole.”
“I know that now.”
“We just want to hear you tell us how you feel.”
“I don’t want to lose you guys.”
Paul studied him for a moment. “You done being through with love?”
“Yeah.” His voice choked. He felt…exhausted, and in pain, but he needed to say it. “I love you. Both of you. Please don’t leave me.”
Paul lowered the bed’s side rail so he could lean in and nuzzle his head against Kent’s. “We’re not going anywhere. I promise. But you have to open up to us, stubborn.”
 
* * * *
 
Tim awakened alone in Kent’s bed a little after daybreak. Despite the fight and the aftermath, he couldn’t bring himself not to sleep there, holding the man’s pillow against him.
Fuck.
Did their fight cause his heart attack? What if they’d left and he’d died, and the last words he’d ever said to him had been in anger?
What if Kent had died without knowing how much they loved him?
What if they hadn’t been there to call 911, for him to do CPR and keep him alive?
What if, what if, what if…
He crawled into the shower and stood leaning against the wall, crying it out. Now he remembered why he preferred strings-free swinging to…this.
To the emotions and entanglements and heartache that came with adding someone else to an already perfect mix.
Once he was out of the shower and had made coffee, he texted Paul.
 
How is he doing?
 
He was a little surprised when his phone rang seconds later, Paul’s number.
Tim answered it. “Hey.”
“If you don’t bring me coffee, I’m gonna climb out of this goddamned bed and fuck someone’s shit up. These cunts in the CCU said I’m not allowed to have any, and this fucking boy of ours is refusing to go get me any.”
Tim choked back the laughing sob as he processed it was Kent’s voice, not Paul’s. “Don’t get your son in trouble. We don’t need an incest investigation on top of everything else.”
Kent’s pained laugh was a damned good thing to hear. “So I heard. Listen, before I fuck this shit up again, I love you. I wasn’t going to fuck those guys, I swear. I love you, and I love Paul, and I’m just a scared asshole who was afraid to admit it. I’m sorry.”
Tim leaned against the counter, rubbing at his eyes. “I love you, too.”
“I’m not too proud to beg right now. Can you two take a couple of days off and stay with me, please? I think we have a lot to talk about. And someone’s gonna have to save me from myself. There’s apparently a shitload of things I’m going to have to do when I’m discharged, and this fucking boy of yours is bound and determined I’m going to do them.”
“You mean that boy of ours.”
He’d swear Kent sniffled back tears. “Yeah. This boy of ours.”
Tim took a deep breath. “I know what it’s like to get burned, man. I know it fucking hurts, and I know it’s fucking scary. I swear we’ll never play you. We’ll always be honest with you. But we need something in return from you. We need to know we’re enough for you.”
“Paul and I already talked. I think maybe I’m getting too old for this bullshit. I don’t want to look like one of those guys always chasing his youth, you know? No reason we can’t hold parties, but I’m fine limiting my activities to just the three of us.”
Tim let out a breath he hadn’t realized he’d been holding. “That’d be great,” he said. “The parties are fun. I need to know there won’t be a shiny new object that grabs your interest.”
“Just you two. If you can put up with me.”
“When are they turning your cranky ass loose, anyway?”
“I tried to get them to discharge me today, but they said they want me in an extra day or two since I got pounded on and zapped. Thanks for the cracked ribs.”
“Um, you were dying.”
“I know. That wasn’t sarcasm. I meant I’d rather have cracked ribs than be dead. See? I’m shitty at talking without coffee in me. I’m thinking about getting one of those auto defibrillator things for here at the house. Hey—”
It sounded like the phone was wrestled from him.
Paul came on the line. “See? He’s not dying. You can relax.”
“Did you take the phone away from him?”
“Yeah, another doctor just came in. I’ll see you when you get here. Please bring me breakfast. If I leave him, he’ll end up in the psych ward. Love you.”
“Love you, too.” The call ended.
This time, it was relieved tears he had to wipe away.
 
* * * *
 
Tim hit a fast-food restaurant on the way in to the hospital. Paul had to come out to the waiting room to meet up with him, and after they ate Tim went back to see Kent.
Kent’s features looked pinched with pain, but he opened his eyes when he heard Tim arrive. “Hey.” He reached out a hand for him to draw him close.
Tim leaned in and kissed him, not giving a shit who saw. “I love you, asshole.”
Kent smiled. “Love you, too.” His smile faded. “No, I wasn’t going to fuck them.”
“Then why did you want us to stay home?”
“Because I was in love with you guys and it scared the fuck out of me. I thought it was only a matter of time before you guys moved on. I wanted to start the process on my terms. I was going to pair them up with other guys and then when everyone left, I was going to spend Sunday alone. I swear. That’s it.”
Tim settled into a chair at Kent’s bedside. “Just because Paul and I are married doesn’t mean there’s not room for you. But I need to know you’re not going to go behind our backs. If we’re going to do this, I need to trust you. I need you to tell me what’s in your head.”
“Snakes, man.” He smiled. “Head full of snakes.”
Tim laughed. “I mean it.”
Kent’s smile faded. “Last time I let myself love someone, he made an asshole out of me and I couldn’t trust again.”
“When was that?”
“College.”
“Uh, thirty fucking years ago. My whole fucking life.”
“Hey, no dad jokes.”
“I’m serious.” He squeezed Kent’s hand. “We’re here, aren’t we? We could have locked up the house for you and left our number for them to call after the paramedics hauled you off to the hospital. But we’re here. Give me something to shut up my own ghosts. Please?”
Kent stared up into his eyes. “I haven’t wanted to be with anyone else since we started really being together. And I don’t mean just in bed, either. I like hanging out with you two, watching TV. You’re both smart and fun to talk with, and I like being in business with you. I want to be a part of all of that with both of you. I won’t lie to you or cheat on you, I promise.”
Tim shoved the remaining fragments of his pain and anger out of his mind and locked the door behind it. He leaned in and kissed him. “That’s all I needed to hear.”
“Thanks for not letting me die.”
“Sorry I nearly killed you.”
“You didn’t. I’ve been having chest pains for months, but thought it was just angina. Doctors said this has been coming on for a while now. Guess I got some clogged arteries. My dad died of a heart attack. Runs in my family.” He rolled his eyes. “And now our boy is saying he’s going to put me on a healthy fucking diet, if you can believe that shit. I think he means it, too.”
“Yeah, well, get used to it. I’m going to make him stay with you for at least the next week or so.”
“I wish you guys would come down more often than on the weekends.”
“Yeah?”
“Yeah.”
Tim brought Kent’s hand up to his lips and kissed it. “Then maybe we can talk about that, too.”
 




 
 
 
 
Chapter Nineteen
 
One year later
 
Kent rolled over in bed and found himself pressed against Tim’s side. He draped an arm over Tim, nipping his shoulder. When his hand slid lower, he found Tim’s cock rock-hard and ready.
“Mmm, nice. That’s the kind of good-morning I like.”
“Dude, you just want a good-morning fuck,” Tim sleepily teased.
“Duh.”
Behind Kent, Paul stirred and rolled against Kent, his hard cock wedged against the seam of Kent’s ass. “Dibs on Sir’s ass.” He let out a yawn.
“Shit,” Tim muttered before he started laughing. “What happened to me getting to sleep late on weekends?”
But he still spread his thighs without question or a command needed, holding his legs behind the knees. Paul had fairly beat him to the punch, and it wasn’t like it was any hardship starting their morning like this.
“Get what I need, boy,” Kent ordered. “Then you can play with me.”
Paul bounced out of bed and returned seconds later with a towel and lube while Kent pulled the fuck sheath out of Tim’s ass.
Kent dropped the fuck sheath onto the towel and slathered his hard and eager monster with lube.
“You know the rule,” Kent said. “Let me get inside him before you lube me up, boy.”
Behind Kent, Paul chuckled. “Aw.” He already had two gloved fingers worked into Kent’s ass.
“You make me go off too soon and I won’t let you fuck me. Patience, or you won’t get your beating this morning.”
With the head of his cock pressing against Tim’s rim, Kent stared down into the man’s eyes. “Let me in, baby. Got a nut to bust. You know I love it when you beg me for it.”
Tim stared up at him, the glazed look Kent loved already appearing in his eyes. “Please fuck me, Sir.” Tim started rocking his hips a little, as much as he could in that position, offering himself to Kent.
Kent’s cock throbbed as he slowly started fucking him, taking his time, planting his hands on either side of Tim’s head once he had the tip in.
“You know what I want. We can stay here all morning until you give it to me.”
He felt Tim’s ass greedily grabbing at his meat while he flexed it around Kent’s cock as he pressed for deeper entry. Most of the time, at this angle, Tim would squirt for him if he hadn’t come yet that day.
He craved the vulnerability in the man’s expression when he did, too. Loved knowing that only he and Paul got to see Tim like this. Once he realized that about Tim, he never made him do it at a party.
Only when the three of them were alone.
Although he did enjoy having Tim ride him at a party, sitting spread-legged across his lap, his back pressed against Kent’s chest while Paul knelt between Kent’s thighs and sucked Tim’s cock. Like that, he could watch his guests having fun and enjoying themselves, and it never got boring.
Besides, he had Paul, who didn’t mind how Kent fucked him at the parties, or how many people were watching when he did it.
Sure, some of Kent’s previous partners were a little disappointed they didn’t get to ride the monster anymore.
But when Kent purchased a couple of dongs that were every bit as thick as he was, as well as longer, and put them out in rotation for guests to use, that had created lots of fun times. They never grew soft, and anyone could ride them as long as they wanted.
One night Kent, Paul, and Tim had gleefully watched while a blue-eyed twink had been spread-eagled across the couch, sucking cock after cock while another twink had sucked him off and a third fucked him with the dong.
Then they’d switched positions.
It’d been an incredible non-stop orgy that night, even by the usual standards set by Kent’s parties, and they’d all left happy and satisfied, his other guests amused by the floorshow.
But only his boys got to play with Kent’s cock—and ass—and he was the only one who got theirs.
For the past year, it’d been working for them. He’d finally talked them into moving in with him full-time a month after his heart attack.
They kept their house but rented it out for extra income. Since they needed to upgrade their office to something larger, they were looking for piece of a commercial property in the Sarasota or Bradenton areas, because their daily commute up to Tampa was getting old.
Kent would go halves with them on it. He considered it an investment, since he was buying into their company.
They needed the capital to expand and really kick ass, and he had the capital.
It was a perfect union.
Just like the three of them were a perfect union.
Once Kent was completely buried inside Tim’s ass, Paul wasted no time sliding his cock up Kent’s ass.
Yeah, he wasn’t bored at all. Between the three of them, they had more fun than was probably allowed by any laws.
But instead of going to town fucking his ass like Kent expected, Paul said, “Now, Daddy?”
Tim, whose lower lip was firmly clamped between his teeth, nodded.
“Huh?”
Paul grabbed Kent’s left hand as he rested his chin on Kent’s left shoulder.
“A year ago you nearly died on us. Daddy and I used to have a little anniversary tradition that you sort of became a part of that first time we played together.”
He slipped a ring onto Kent’s left ring finger. “Happy Anniversary, Kent. We love you.”
Tim grabbed Kent’s left hand and pulled it to his mouth, kissing it and sucking on his fingers. “Love you,” he gasped.
Kent stared at the wedding band, a match to the ones the men wore. “Wait…what?”
“We licked you,” Paul said. “That makes you ours. Many times over.”
“Uh-huh!” Tim gasped.
Stunned, Kent stared at the ring, unable to take his gaze off it. “That’s—”
He felt Tim’s ass clamp down on the monster again, and immediately, Tim came, jizzing all over himself. He squeezed Kent’s hand as he did, a needy, low moan rolling from him and leaving him gasping, laughing.
“Sorry. I couldn’t think.” He stared up at Kent. “You’re ours, asshole.” A sexy smiled filled his face. “Just like we’re yours.”
Kent leaned in and kissed him. “Thanks for the cracked ribs.”
Tim’s smile widened. “You’re welcome.”
“Okay, I really need to fuck,” Paul said. He planted a hand in the middle of Kent’s back, not letting him sit up.
Kent was okay with that, instead kissing Tim and loving the feel of being joined to these two men.
Ever since that day he’d awakened in the hospital, he’d felt the old shadows from his past retreat, never returning to haunt him the way they had.
Paul and Tim were the sunlight his soul had needed to fully cleanse and heal him.
A literal rebirth, as cheesy and stupid as it sounded. His life starting over.
With them.
Once Paul finished, it only took Kent a few strokes for him to nut, and then they lay sprawled across each other in a sticky, sweaty heap.
“You do realize the horndog is now officially fifty-percent your problem, too, right?” Tim muttered from the bottom of the pile.
Kent snickered. “Yeah. I’m good with that.”
He reached behind him and patted Paul on the ass. “Both of you are my problem, and I’ve never been happier.”
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