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Chapter One
 
The day before the ultimatum…
 
It was a little after seven Sunday morning, and Max sat on the couch and stared at his laptop screen. Baxter, their black and white tuxedo cat, stood on the coffee table and glared at him because Max wasn’t paying him any attention.
Max was the first one awake that morning and glad of it, because it gave him some privacy to do this little chore. Currently, he was logged into their company’s employee portal for their health insurance.
For Sean’s account with them.
It was six days since they’d almost lost Cali.
All because she’d been too stubborn to do what they’d told her to do and spend money on a decent fucking health insurance policy. A decision, combined with her pride, that had almost cost her fucking life.
Over a goddamned tiny cat bite, which had led to an ER trip several days later after it got infected, which had led to Cali having a severe allergic reaction to antibiotics they gave her, which nearly killed her and put her into ICU overnight.
Now, granted, the cat bite technically was his and Sean’s fault, because the men had been the ones to accidentally spook Baxter while they were experimenting with their sparkler flogger prototype and pyrotechnic technique in the backyard.
Baxter reached out with his paw and patted Max’s knee. “Maow.”
“Not now, nip fiend.”
Compounding Max’s guilt was the fact that he and Sean had dropped the ball in following up with Cali about her health insurance. They’d assumed she’d use joint household funds to purchase a decent policy. Their BDSM dynamic didn’t extend to the men controlling things like that for her, but Max had—once again—assumed a little fucking common sense on her part would come into play.
He’d never imagined her pride and her self-imposed feelings of not wanting to be a “mooch” meant she’d put her health second and her pride first.
An idea had been brewing in his mind ever since last week, once their fear of Cali losing her life—or at the very least, her hand—had faded and she’d been discharged from the hospital.
Except he’d need Sean to go along with it.
It’d also mean being sneaky around Cali, which wasn’t even part of the problem.
Baxter grew more insistent and patted his knee again. “Maow.”
“Not right now, Baxter.”
He made seven thousand more a year than Sean did at Sarton, the builder they worked for. His insurance was slightly more expensive than Sean’s only because he was a year older than him.
When he heard their bedroom door open, he quickly closed out the browser and shut the laptop lid, sitting it on the coffee table and heading for the kitchen. Baxter immediately stepped onto his laptop and settled there in catloaf energy-saving mode.
Sean emerged from the hallway, naked and still half asleep, his hair all wonky.
And still missing part of his right eyebrow, which was, fortunately, growing back.
His eyebrow having been another unfortunate casualty of their sparkler flogger experiment.
Max pulled him into his arms. “What are you doing awake so early, buddy?”
Sean snuggled against him, his head tucked under Max’s chin. “I woke up and saw what time it was and realized you were gone.”
Max nuzzled the top of Sean’s head. His guy was absolutely adorable in vulnerable moments like this. “Sorry. Wanted to do some stuff this morning.”
“What stuff?”
“Research.” He heard the bedroom door open again. “We’ll talk tonight after Cali goes to sleep,” he whispered.
That earned him a sleepy frowny face, but Sean knew better than to question him.
Cali emerged from their bedroom, wearing one of Sean’s T-shirts that fell past her ass—and the sling for her arm. “Please tell me there’s coffee.”
Sean immediately set about making her a mug while Max kissed her good-morning. “You don’t need to be up yet.”
“Well, I am. Going to bed early messes with my internal alarm clock. Plus you two weren’t in bed.”
Her meds made her sleepy, and both men had felt exhausted last night after a day spent out in the workshop to catch up on packing orders and making more implements. That was in addition to doing all the housework Cali wasn’t allowed to do right now after none of it had been done since last Monday, when all hell broke loose.
Except for scooping Baxter’s cat pan, of course.
As a result, they’d all been sound asleep by eight o’clock last night, which for them on a Saturday night was a miracle in and of itself.
Usually, that’s when their evening was just cranking up, their Saturday nights frequently becoming really early Sunday mornings. Especially when they were volunteering at the club.
“Ah. Sorry, sweetheart.” He tried to avoid looking at her right hand, which was wrapped in a huge, gauze-covered contraption they’d dubbed the Frankenhand. She’d been discharged home Thursday, and had an appointment tomorrow morning for a follow-up with the surgeon, which Essie would take her to. Cali had a drain in her index finger, where they’d had to go in and flush out the infection, but it seemed to be healing now. She’d still be on medicine for a while, to make sure the infection didn’t return.
At least she was using the sling this morning like the doctor had ordered her to.
But seeing her wounded hand, it made his stomach roll, knowing how close they’d come to losing her. They’d never had a near-miss like that before, and it’d terrified not only him, but Sean, too.
She snuggled against him. “Why are you up so early?”
“Sorry, sweetheart. I woke up and couldn’t go back to sleep, so I was researching something for work tomorrow. I didn’t mean for both of you to get up, too.” Technically it wasn’t a lie, although he hated bending the truth to her or Sean, even for a reason as good as this one.
“I thought I was the workaholic.” A yawn escaped her.
“You are, sweetheart. No one’s going to take your title away from you there.”
Sean handed her a mug of coffee. “Damn sure not me.” Sean waited to let go of the mug until he was sure she had it secure in her left hand. It wasn’t her dominant hand, and sometimes she fumbled and dropped things, being limited to the one hand for now. “I’ll go scoop Baxter’s pan.”
“Thank you, buddy,” Max said, leaning in for a kiss.
“Where is the nip fiend, anyway?”
“Coffee table.”
Sean headed off to do it, leaving Max in the kitchen with Cali.
Her gaze had followed Sean and returned to Max once they were alone again. “You realize I can do things, right?”
He upshifted straight into Dom mode.
Do not pass GO, do not collect a damn cent.
“What did we tell you?” While phrased as a question, his tone definitely indicated it was more a declarative statement.
She looked like she was working on the start of a good pout. “I’m not allowed to do anything.”
“So what does that mean?”
“That Max is a big meaniepants.” She sipped her coffee.
He snorted. “Sorry, babe, but neither of us are budging on this. You’re going to let your hand heal, and Essie is going to sit on your ass during the day while we’re at work. I hear from her you aren’t obeying the doctor’s orders or our rules, you’re going to see the bad side of me and Sean both.”
“I feel useless.”
He got it, why she felt that way—especially after what her ex did to her—but Cali didn’t seem to see the bigger picture. “If you try to do too much and either re-injure your hand, or the infection doesn’t heal right, you could lose your hand. Now, what makes more sense? Taking it easy for a few weeks, or going through life called Stumpy Junior?”
She snorted. “I’m not wearing the T-Rex outfit.”
One of the things he and Sean both loved and adored about Cali was her fiercely independent streak.
On the flip side, one of the things that irritated Sean and Max, in cases like this, was her fiercely independent streak.
Except they’d never had a case like this before. Not really.
And he’d damn sure make certain they never did again.
But that would require a chat alone with Sean.
And a whole lot of Dom ’tude from himself.
 
* * * *
 
Sean was in the process of scooping Baxter’s litter pan when the nip fiend himself strolled into the guest bath where they kept it, ignored Sean, and stepped right into the pan and started digging around.
“Great, Baxter. Thanks.”
Baxter squatted, looked up at him, and gave him the kitty half-blink as Sean heard him taking a piss.
“Maow.”
“Maow yourself. Lucky we love you.”
No, he wasn’t upset at Baxter for what happened. He loved the little furball. If anything, Sean felt guilty Cali had gotten bit.
It could have been worse.
He didn’t want to go there in his thoughts, but when one is standing and waiting for a cat to finish his morning constitutional while you’re in the middle of trying to scoop his cat pan, it’s not like one had anywhere to go but up.
Thank god Essie saw her hand and forced her to the doctor.
More guilt, that he and Max hadn’t paid closer attention to Cali’s hand, much less that they hadn’t followed up with Cali about her health insurance situation a long time ago. They worked all week, and after work were either playing hard with her, or making stuff for their Two Crafty Bastards Toys website, or volunteering over at Venture.
Making sure Cali had health insurance hadn’t been at the top of his mental list.
But it damn sure was now.
Baxter finished peeing and turned to bury the clump.
“Dude, really? I’m just going to scoop it out.”
Baxter paused, looked up at him, and then continued to try to bury it.
“Okay, quit digging to China. It’s buried.”
Baxter paused, gave him a slow blink, and resumed burying it.
“Now you’re just fucking with me. Move.”
Baxter finally got out of the way and Sean scooped it. He was tying the bag closed as Baxter climbed back into the litter pan—
—and proceeded to take a ginormous, stinky shit.
“Oh, come on!”
Baxter looked up at him from where he squatted. “Maow.”
“Goddammit. Dude, light a fricking candle.” He untied the bag and waited, flipping the fart fan on to suck the smell out. “We only feed you kibble. How can your shit smell so foul?”
“Maow.”
Finally, Baxter finished doing that and Sean scooped it.
Again.
After carrying it out to the garbage bin in the garage, he washed his hands in the utility room sink and returned to the kitchen. “I swear, sometimes I think he fucks with me on purpose.”
“What’d he do?” Max asked.
“He waited until I was done scooping the pan to take a leak. I get that, but then while I’m tying the bag closed, he climbs back in to poop. Nearly ran me out of the bathroom, it smelled so foul.”
Cali laughed. “Welcome to my world. He does that to me all the time.”
“Sonofabitch.”
The little sonofabitch in question strolled into the kitchen and started twining himself around Sean’s legs.
“Maow.”
Cali giggled. “I personally think he’s paying you back for startling him, which ultimately led to Mommy spending several days away from home. Meaning an interruption to his daily schedule.”
Baxter primly sat, coiled his tail around him, and slow-blinked at Sean.
S’up.
“It wasn’t on purpose,” Sean muttered.
Yeah, he felt guilty about that, all right, although he knew Cali wasn’t trying to lay a guilt-trip on him.
He didn’t need her help doing it to himself.
She set her coffee down and walked over to Sean, snuggling against him. “Love you, doofus.”
He kissed the top of her head. “Love you, too, sweetheart. That mean you’re going to quit fighting us about taking it easy so your hand can heal?”
“You were busy scooping cat crap and missed out on the part where Max already ultimatum-ed me again for the day.”
He glanced over at Max. “Good. Because if he didn’t, I totally would.”
“Meanies.”
“How are you supposed to jerk us both off at the same time if you’re one-handed, huh? Think about us for a change, why don’t you?”
The only thing better about her reaction would have been if he’d waited until she took a drink of coffee to say that and got a spit-take out of her. She leaned against him as she laughed.
Laughter was a great sound to hear, something that had been missing from their house for too many damn days.
Especially with them as worried as they’d been about her.
He glanced over at Max, who dropped him a playful wink.
Now if he could just get himself laid today before he was too exhausted to so much as think about sex, that’d be even better.
Cali finally recovered and picked up her coffee. “I’m going to grab my tablet and read e-mail in bed.” She headed for the kitchen doorway and paused, looking back with a playful smile. “I’m not feeling in the mood, but if you two would like to have sexytime next to me, watching you wouldn’t bother me at all.”
“Pitcher,” Max called out. “I’ll be along as soon as I refill my coffee.”
“Maybe I wanted to pitch,” Sean said, planting his hands on his hips.
Max arched an eyebrow at him and stared him down, Sean’s cock hardening and giving him away.
“All right, fine, I’ll catch. Not fair using the eyebrow on me.”
“At least I have two full ones.”
“Fucker,” Sean muttered, flipping him off as Max grinned.
She nodded toward Sean’s stiff cock. “It’s like you have a built-in lie detector for sex,” Cali teased before she headed down the hall.
Max shrugged, wearing that sexy smile of his. “She’s right. You do.”
Sean rolled his eyes and followed Cali.
 
Chapter Two
 
One of the worst things about being stuck in the hospital—besides almost dying and it costing her a metric crap-ton of money—had been the nights spent away from her men.
Sleeping alone.
There were few nights all three of them weren’t tangled together in their bed. Like when she recently attended a whip-making workshop in Arizona and the men had stayed behind because of work. At least that had been a willing choice and for business purposes.
Even if she wasn’t in the mood to get frisky with her two men, she loved watching Sean and Max together. They were two sexy guys, and what made them sexy wasn’t their bodies, but how honest and raw they were with each other.
How unapologetically in love with each other they were.
No fake macho bullshit with them.
Sometimes they acted like clueless, stupid guys, but they were never fake.
Not with her, and not with each other.
That’s what made them so goddamned hot and sexy to her.
Sean wasn’t far behind her when she settled into bed on the far left side. Logistically, she might be better off on the right side, which would help prevent her arm from being accidentally bumped, but knowing her luck she’d take a header off the edge of the bed while trying to reach her coffee with her left.
Coffee first. That meant left side of the bed, where she could set the mug on the nightstand next to her.
Sean snuggled close and batted his crisp blue eyes at her. “Did you take your morning meds yet, babe?”
“Aw, crap. No.” She started to get out of bed again, but he stopped her.
“I’ll go get them for you.”
“Thank you, sweetie.” She leaned in for a kiss from him, then he bounced out of bed, passing Max in the bedroom doorway.
“Where are you going?” Max asked, pressing Sean back against the door frame with his body.
“She forgot to take her morning meds. I’m fetching them for her.”
“Ah.” Max stepped back, allowing him to continue. “Carry on, then.” He slipped off the boxers he’d been wearing and climbed into bed with her. “Hey, sweetheart.” Another kiss.
“Hey, yourself.” Even if she had been in the mood, the fear of her hand getting bumped would prevent her from relaxing and fully enjoying it. Because she’d painfully learned it hurt like a motherfucker when she bumped it.
Which was the main reason she wasn’t arguing too much with Max and Sean about not doing anything around the house. This was the bad kind of pain. Nonconsensual pain.
Owie-that-really-fucking-hurts kind of pain.
Not the kind of happy-funtime pain they usually dealt each other in their house.
Max could almost spookily read her mind sometimes, it felt like. “How’s your pain levels this morning?”
“Somewhere between yellow, and ow, you motherfucker.”
“Ow, you motherfucker is not a safeword,” Sean called from the kitchen.
Max smiled. “Lucky for me, or I wouldn’t have been able to do a fraction of the stuff I’ve done to him over the years.”
She laughed. “True story.”
Sean returned with her meds and a glass of water for her, walking around to her side of the bed to hand them to her and wait while she finished so he could take the glass from her and set it on the nightstand.
At least his eyebrow was growing back, bless his heart.
Then Sean rounded the bed once more, ducked into the master bath for a brief moment, returned with a towel, lube, and condom, and climbed into bed next to Max.
Oh, who the hell was she kidding? She’d be watching them and not reading her e-mail, because watching them was infinitely more fascinating than responding to yet another e-mail from someone who obviously didn’t bother to read their website, where their shipping charges and other commonly asked questions were already answered.
At six-two, Max was only an inch taller than Sean, but he was built lean and lanky, her more quiet, broody man, with dark blond hair and expressive brown eyes she’d seen run the gamut from soft and needy while in the depths of his submission, to hard and angry when he talked about the hell their ex, Lydia, had put him and especially Sean through, and everything in between.
Sean was naturally built a little stockier, not a gym rat, either one of them, and Sean’s dark brown hair showed a little grey around the temples. Combined with his blue eyes, Cali had seen many women—and more than a few men—look green with envy when they realized she and Max firmly held Sean’s heart and full attention. He was their talker, their sweet, lovable goofball, but she knew that was just a small fraction of who he really was. At the office he was all engineer, smart and sharp and good at what he did, a man who could unplug and play nearly as hard as he worked.
Max stretched out on top of Sean, Sean’s legs hooking around the backs of Max’s knees. They kissed, a sweet, slow, teasing burn she knew was Max gently dropping Sean into a bottom headspace.
She knew it because countless times she’d been on the receiving end of kisses just like that, and that was exactly the effect Max was going for.
Sean’s hands came to rest on Max’s ass, kneading his pale flesh, using the hold to rock his hips against Max. Max deepened their kiss, slanting his mouth over Sean’s, slowly devouring him a breath at a time.
Max paused their kiss. “Hands over your head.” His voice sounded deep and throaty and she knew if she could see a bit of space between them, she’d find his cock as hard as Sean’s and both of them leaking pre-cum all over each other.
Sean softly moaned, but he released Max’s ass and complied. Max resumed kissing him and reached under Sean’s shoulders to grip and hold the other man by the wrists.
A sensuous ripple washed through her, raising gooseflesh along her skin as Sean moaned again. Need filled Sean’s expression, pure and raw and building like a tropical system in the Gulf.
Gone, man. Those blue eyes were lost to Max’s hunger and Top energy right now. She knew Max could ask anything of Sean at that moment, and he’d do it without question.
She eased her right foot over to them and used her toes to caress the back of Max’s calf, where Sean’s foot pressed.
Max cast a sultry wink her way before refocusing on Sean. He rose up a little without releasing Sean’s wrists and nipped his way down the man’s throat, to his left nipple. Sean’s back arched when Max took the sensitive pink nub of flesh between his teeth and lightly tugged before wrapping his lips around it and sucking hard. Now Sean was actively trying to hump his hips against Max.
Every whimper and moan escaping Sean’s lips seemed to run straight to her clit, which was throbbing. Yeah, her hand still hurt, but dammit, she was missing sexytime with her men. When Max switched to Sean’s right nipple, Sean turned his head to look at her but she wasn’t even sure if he was really seeing her right then.
She couldn’t help it. She carefully leaned in for a kiss from him, loving how he desperately sucked on her tongue, her lips, looking for an outlet and temporarily helpless to Max’s control.
But she didn’t want to stifle them, either, knowing Max would hold back if he thought they were at risk of bumping her hand, so she ended their kiss and leaned against the headboard again, smiling as Sean made playfully pitiful fish lips at her.
Max lifted his head, saw it, and then smiled at her. “I think our boy has achieved subspace.”
“I think you’re right,” she said. “You’re not going to torture him this morning, are you? He worked his ass off yesterday. And he did clean the cat pan.”
“No, I’m not going to torture him. I’m too fucking horny.”
Max released Sean’s hands and sat up. “Hands stay there.”
Sean obeyed.
Max made quick work of lubing Sean’s ass and rolling the condom down his own cock. He wiped his hands on the towel and then grabbed the tops of Sean’s thighs and hauled him a little farther down the bed.
Both men let out a sexy, needy groan as Max easily buried his cock inside Sean’s ass.
Reaching under Sean’s knees, Max hiked his legs up to his chest and then slid his hands under Sean’s shoulders again so he could grab his wrists once more.
With Sean now immobilized like a sexy pretzel, Max sucked on Sean’s bottom lip. “Come if you can. If you can’t, I’ll jerk you off after I come.” He slanted his lips over Sean’s again, swallowing the other man’s moans.
She watched the way the muscles in Max’s ass and thighs bunched and flexed as he fucked Sean, mesmerized and now feeling really fucking horny.
Maybe I can ask them to get me off when they’re done.
She wouldn’t interrupt them, though. Not now. They were too fucking sexy to watch to derail their fun.
Max knew his guy’s body almost as well as he knew his own. He alternated slow, deep strokes with short, jabby ones, fast, pounding thrusts and lazy long-stroking, all designed to prolong his own pleasure and make Sean work even harder for his own. The only sound filling the room was flesh slapping, their heavy, ragged breaths, and sexy, low moans.
Now she wished she had chosen the other side of the bed, because at least then it would have been easy for her to sneak a hand between them and give Sean some relief.
Before life with these two men, she hadn’t realized sex could be so much damn fun or feel so mind-blowingly good.
Life without them wasn’t something she even wanted to contemplate. Not when they were still relatively young and had a lot of great years ahead of them.
Max lifted his mouth from Sean’s. “I’m getting close, buddy. You gonna give it to me like this?”
“Please fuck me harder and bite me. I’m so goddamned close.”
“You got it.” Max plowed him, cocking his head so he could bite the top of Sean’s right shoulder, below where his work shirts would cover it.
Sean’s eyes squeezed closed, his head tipping back and body tensing, back arching. He cried out, which only made her clit throb harder.
A deep, throbbing growl rumbled from Max as he finished off with several hard, pounding strokes before falling still. Max released his bite and kissed Sean again, this time tenderly, slow and sweet, before his eyes fell closed and he pressed his forehead against Sean’s.
She didn’t break the silence.
She didn’t want to.
She hung on their every breath, every rise and fall of their bodies as their breathing slowed and deepened.
“Love you, you bitey bastard,” Sean whispered.
A smile curved Max’s lips, but he didn’t open his eyes. “Love you, too, buddy.”
They finally untangled and headed to the bathroom and Cali realized she’d been holding her breath. Too late she wished she’d thought to film them like that with her tablet, or at least take a picture of them in post-coital bliss, the gentle calm that always fell over them like that.
She listened to them in the bathroom, Max chuckling over something Sean said that she couldn’t hear over the water running in the sink. She could imagine Sean had looked at the mark on his shoulder now, just one of countless ones he’d worn over the years, and he probably made a comment to Max about it, which would have prompted Max’s proud, amused laughter.
Just like she loved to look first thing to see what marks she had after undergoing a round with them.
When they emerged from the bathroom a few minutes later, Max had bent to retrieve his boxers from the floor, but then froze as he met her gaze.
“You all right, sweetie?”
She nodded.
Sean stood there, still naked, but his hands on his hips. “Why the pouty lip?”
Had it been pouty? She sucked it in and shook her head. “Not pouty.”
“That was a pouty look.” Sean exchanged a knowing glance with Max and walked around the bed to sit on the edge next to her while Max climbed in on the right side.
“What’s wrong?” Max asked.
She wasn’t expecting to burst into tears and felt utterly stupid for doing so. “My stupid fucking hand. That was hotter than hell, and now I’m horny as hell, and my hand fucking hurts like hell.”
Max glanced at Sean. “Well, sweetheart, we can take care of the horny part for you, if you want. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to leave you out. I thought you weren’t in the mood.”
“I wasn’t in the mood, until I watched you two being delicious together.”
Sean grinned. “We’re delicious, huh?”
She reached up to touch the new mark on his shoulder. “Yeah. Totally yum.”
Max nuzzled noses with her. “Then you tell us what you want, baby, and we’ll take care of you. I don’t want to hurt you in the bad way. You want us to go down on you—”
“Dibs!” Sean called out with a smile.
Max playfully rolled his eyes, but he wasn’t fooling her. “Or do you want us to get the Hitachi or nail driver out and use one of them?”
She wasn’t sure she was up for the nail driver today. The older model vibrator, which was actually designed for someone to use on their own back and shoulders, sounded like a piece of industrial equipment, hence its nickname.
And it damn sure could drive her over the edge.
“Sean,” she said.
Max sat against the headboard and cradled her against his body while Sean lifted the T-shirt’s hem and buried his face between her legs. Both of them sported morning stubble, Sean a little more so because he hadn’t shaved yesterday, and it felt deliciously scratchy against her thighs.
Max’s warm breath washed over her ear. “Bet he’s burying that sweet tongue of his inside you, isn’t he?”
That’s exactly what he was doing, and she whimpered in reply.
He tipped her head back onto his left shoulder and wrapped his arms around her, holding her left wrist and trapping that arm against her body, but with her wounded righty resting on top of his, safely out of the way.
“Flick her clit, Sean.”
He did, a light, steady motion that made her gasp and whine and try to grind her hips against him, but held immobile against Max’s body, she couldn’t do anything but take it.
“Our poor baby,” Max evilly cooed loudly enough for Sean to hear. “If we knew you were this horny, we would have taken care of you first. I guess that just means we’ll have to take care of you longer and make it last to make up for you having to wait, hmm?”
Uh oh.
I’m fucked.
Sean shouldered her thighs wider apart and clamped his hands around the tops of them, now completely pinning her in place.
Now they had her. With Max keeping up a sexy narration, Sean played with her like a toy, teasing, driving her close to the edge just to cool down.
“Please,” she finally begged. “Please let me come!”
Max kissed her shoulder. “I don’t know, baby. I’m not sure we’ve made it up to you enough.”
“You have! Please get me off!”
“Hmm.” Max kissed his way down the right side of her neck where the neck of the T-shirt gaped and bared her flesh, to her shoulder, about the same place he’d bitten Sean. “I think you know what I want in return. Ask me nicely, and maybe I’ll have him make you come.”
There was always a price to be paid to the sadist, and she and Sean were always happy to pay it, just like Max was always happy to pay it when he was on the receiving end of one or both of them.
She tipped her head to the left to give Max more room and better access. “Do it!”
“You heard the lady, Sean.” That was the only warning she got before Max’s teeth clamped down, hard, the good kind of pain. The kind of pain she craved and loved from either man.
Mixed with the way Sean was swiping his tongue up and down the length of her throbbing clit, it drop-kicked her over the edge. Her orgasm rolled through her, hard and sharp and even sweeter when mixed with the pain Max was giving her.
Sean and Max stayed with her, reading her body, both men easing up when she’d crossed over from oh-so-good into too-much-stimulation territory. Max’s bite turned to gentle sucking and kisses while Sean rained kisses along her inner thighs.
As she recovered, sucking in deep breaths, Sean finally lifted his face from between her legs.
“Better, baby?”
She closed her eyes and nodded. Now she felt sleepy again, her meds kicking in, the pain meds and sweet endorphins easing the pain in her hand to a dull, nagging throb.
Max waited for Sean to move before carefully untangling himself from her and kissing her. “Love you, sweetheart.”
“Love you, too.”
Sean tasted like her juices when he leaned in to kiss her, and she licked him from chin to lips, his morning stubble scratchy against her tongue, before kissing him. “Love you.”
He smiled. “Love you, too, sweetie. Going to go back to sleep for a while?”
“Yeah. I think I can, now. If you want to eat breakfast, go ahead.”
“Door closed?” Max asked.
“Yeah. And TV on, please.”
He turned it onto NatGeo for her, the volume down low, and she snuggled under the sheet and closed her eyes, sleep already dragging her down.
 
Chapter Three
 
Sean and Max pulled on shorts and carefully let themselves out of the bedroom as quietly as possible. He was going to talk to Max about what he’d meant earlier, except before he could, Essie called Max to confirm what her schedule was tomorrow with Cali’s doctor appointment, and then they got busy cooking breakfast, and then Cali was up and awake again, and the day got away from him.
They spent the day working in the house and out in the workshop, trying to catch up the latest batch of orders that had come in and figuring out their next production schedule.
“This shit always looks easy when Cali does it,” Sean muttered low enough she couldn’t hear them from the office, where she’d gone to update the website.
He smiled. “Isn’t that what they usually say about experts in any field? That they make what they do look effortless?”
“I don’t think I truly processed exactly how much she does around here until this week. We need to give her a raise.”
“Like you really think she’d take it?”
“True. She goes out of her way to put everything and everyone before herself.” Sean sighed. “And that’s one of the things I love so much about her.”
“If it’s any consolation, I’m sure Marcia will be swearing when she realizes how much Cali’s been doing there, too. Our girl is kind of sneaky like that.”
“Maybe she’ll give her a raise.”
Max snorted. “How much is twenty percent of nothing?”
Sean laughed. “Still nothing.” His smile faded. “Never been so glad we got the vasectomies, either. Can’t imagine trying to deal with all of this and juggle a child, too.”
“You ain’t kidding,” Max muttered.
 
* * * *
 
Late that evening, it was well past dark when Max waited until Cali had fallen asleep in bed between him and Sean to ease himself from under the covers and head to the lanai. He didn’t bother putting clothes on and grabbed a beach towel from the guest bathroom on his way out. He hoped Sean wasn’t too far out of it to take the hint and follow him, but he didn’t want to wake him up if he wasn’t. They could always discuss this in the morning on their way to work.
He, however, wasn’t anywhere close to falling asleep yet, and he didn’t wait to toss and turn and wake Cali up.
Without turning on the pool lights, Max slipped through the sliders, making sure Baxter didn’t get out behind him. Then he left the towel next to the stairs and eased into the warm water.
The pool felt perfect tonight, a couple of degrees warmer than the air temp and plenty warm enough to keep him from feeling chilled. He slowly stroked down and back for a few laps before rolling onto his back and floating in the middle of the still water.
Closing his eyes, he tried to relax and clear his mind for a few minutes. He loved this house, a house made even better by adding Cali to their hearts and lives.
Yes, and Baxter, too.
Persnickety little nip-addicted furball.
He didn’t even look when he heard the sliders open and close a few minutes later. The sound of a towel hitting the concrete, followed by soft ripples against the side of the pool as someone joined him.
Hands circled his ankles and pushed his legs apart, warm breath soon washing over his sac and cock, hardening him instantly.
Then Sean pulled him into his arms and Max wrapped himself around his guy. “Sorry it took me a few minutes. She’d rolled over and had her arm around me. I didn’t want to wake her up.”
“That’s okay.” Sean’s hands settled on Max’s ass, holding him in place, their hard cocks now rubbing against each other in the water.
“So let’s finish our earlier conversation,” Sean started. “What were you researching this morning?”
One of the things Max loved about Sean was his ability to flip into whatever mode was needed, sometimes faster than Max could. This was serious Sean, the man who was all business. “Health insurance.”
“For Cali?”
“Yeah. You’re going to marry her. And let me rephrase that so my meaning is clear—I am telling you that you are going to marry Cali.”
Even in the dark, he could see Sean’s blue gaze, piercing and looking almost like midnight in the dim light.
Although the partially missing eyebrow added a little humor to his expression. “Doesn’t she get a say in that?”
“Nope. Not anymore. I’m pulling rank. I’m going to order her to marry one of us.”
“Buuut, I’m pretty sure you just gave me an order to marry her.”
“I did. She won’t be able to choose, so I’m making the choice now.”
He knew he needed to let Sean have this conversation at his pace to avoid him trying to argue about it later, so Max waited him out through the next silence.
“How can you be so sure she’ll even say yes, much less choose me?”
“We won’t give her a choice to do anything but say yes. She loves us. She’s never going to leave us, and you know as well as I do that’s the truth, not me being an asshole. I’ll give her an ultimatum with two options—she picks, or we pick for her. She won’t be able to pick. She’ll default to letting us choose. That means you marry her.”
Sean made a motion, waving his fingers in a circle. “Instead of me wasting our time where I could be fucking your brains out, I’mma just gonna let you say it all at once, instead of me playing twenty questions with you, m’kay?”
“Your insurance is a little cheaper than mine because you’re a year younger than me. You’re going to marry her, both of you will change your last names to add Trendle, and I’ll eventually hyphenate Dennison to mine. And we won’t tell her which one of us is marrying her.”
“Okay, dude, you’ve lost me. How does she not know which one of us she’s marrying?”
“We have Loren marry us. All three of us. We all take vows. But your name is on the license, and we hide that from her. When we go to apply for it, we both stand at the counter and make her stand back, away from us. We cover the sheet whenever she has to sign it. Hell, take Ed with us. I mean yeah, eventually she’ll find out she married you, but by then she’ll have realized that no, it doesn’t matter which one of us it is. Which will prove my whole point—it doesn’t matter which one of us she marries.”
Max spotted the hint of sadness in Sean’s gaze. “Guess I’ll never get to marry you, now, huh?”
Yeah, this was the only downside to the plan, and another reason Max had never pushed for something like this sooner.
Max leaned in and kissed him. “In my heart and in my life, you became my husband in everything except name the first night the two of us made love after evicting her from our house.”
Max kept his tone soft and gentle and knew he didn’t have to clarify who “her” referred to. “That was way back when us getting married wasn’t even a legal option we had the luxury of taking. You can take my name when you marry Cali. She can add both our names. It’s easier to do when you get married. I’ll have Ed file paperwork for me to change my name.”
Another long, achingly painful silence followed as Sean processed that. “But that still leaves you out.”
“Do you trust me?”
“Of course I do.”
“If this was me asking you if I could marry her, would you tell me no or feel left out?”
“No, but—”
“Do you think I’m ever going to leave you?”
Sean sighed. “No. Of course not.”
“If I was going to leave you, do you really think a piece of paper could stop me?”
Another long pause. “No,” he said, but this time it sounded sad.
Max cupped Sean’s face in his hands. “Here’s the thing—I’m stepping up and taking charge. For good. You and I both know this is way overdue, now that we have Cali. We can still flip back and forth like we always do for playing around. Nothing changes with that.
“But she almost died because one of us wasn’t focused on the big picture. That’s not a slam against you,” Max quickly added. “That’s just a statement of fact, and it’s as much about me as it is about you. We both took things for granted, we both dropped the ball, and that ends now.”
He kissed Sean deeply, the way he knew his guy liked. “Now, you can either safeword and fight me on this and we spend the rest of the night hashing this out and still end up in the same place, or you can skip the wasting time part, admit I’m right, and submit to me and move straight to fucking my ass. Pick.”
Sean’s eyes dropped closed even as his grip on Max’s ass tightened. “I submit.”
Max wrapped his arms around Sean again and held him tightly. “That’s my good boy,” he whispered. “Doesn’t that feel good, to finally be able to admit what you really needed?”
He practically melted in Max’s arms, all tension draining from his body. “Yes, Sir.”
He tenderly nuzzled Sean’s cheek. “I never wanted to push the issue before, because everything was running so smoothly. But this is how it needs to be from now on.”
Sean nodded. “Yeah.”
“All the proof I need that you love me, trust me, and are my husband for life is for you to do what I tell you to and marry Cali and take my name.”
“That’s if she’ll go along with it.”
“Oh, she’ll go along with it. She won’t have a choice. And she’ll know it, too.”
 
* * * *
 
Yes, Sean trusted Max with his life, and with Cali’s. And Max was absolutely right that if one of them had been the de facto “top dog” in their triad, this mess never would have happened in the first place. Equal partners was fine when it was only the two of them, and in the early days with Cali before they knew for certain she was all-in for good. Long-term, however, there had to be a leader.
Max was that leader, and always had been.
Sure, Sean could fall back on false pride and bravado and try to challenge Max for that position, but who the fuck would he be fooling except himself? He was happiest in those times he knew Max was there, having his back, taking care of him, watching out for him.
That was the only thing that had gotten Sean through the darkest days of Lydia, before they’d shed her like the dead, reptilian skin she was, and in the emotionally bloody aftermath that followed. When they’d started over, just the two of them, it’d been Max who Sean always turned to for help through his pain.
Who understood his pain, because he’d been there right by his side when they’d suffered through it all.
It’d always been Max who stood there, his rock, his lighthouse, never bending in the face of the insane forces of Sean’s emotional storms.
Always Max.
A piece of paper was just that.
But that piece of paper would allow them to take better care of Cali—their wife—for the rest of their lives.
Max was absolutely right. It didn’t make Max any less Sean’s husband for not having his name on the marriage certificate.
“So when do we tell her this?” Sean asked.
“Tomorrow after work. I don’t want to drop this on her in the morning when she’s not fully awake yet. Plus she’s got a doctor’s appointment tomorrow. I’m sure she’ll be feeling pretty damn vulnerable and guilty later in the day, anyway.”
“What? Why?”
“That goddamned co-pay. If it was on our policy, it’d be, what, twenty-five dollars? It’s eight times as much for her co-pay tomorrow because he’s an out-of-network specialist. I already looked, and her surgeon is in our network. If she was on your plan, a couple of visits to him would nearly pay for itself in savings over what it costs for her damn monthly premium. That’s before we start adding up all the charges we’re out-of-pocket from this whole thing because her plan is shitty. If nothing else, I hit her in the wallet. She’s practical. She can’t argue there’s not a monetary reason to agree to this.”
“You’re not going to make me call you Sir all the time now, are you?”
Except his cock twitched against Max’s body at the thought of doing just that, and he knew damn well Max had felt it.
They were right—it was a lie detector.
Max smirked. “No, buddy. I’m not going to do that to you.” He nibbled on Sean’s ear. “Unless you want me to.”
Sean’s cock twitched again. “Dammit,” he muttered.
Max laughed, a sexy, throaty chuckle. “Go grab the lube and meet me at the stairs, and I’ll let you fuck my ass and seal the deal.”
Sean kissed him. “Deal.”
He released Max and raced for the pool stairs. Yes, he should have known better and grabbed the lube on his way out there, but he didn’t think of it at the time.
He’d been more interested in sating his curiosity, which had been humming in the background all day long while knowing Max wouldn’t have broken his silence until after Cali was safely asleep anyway.
Moments later, he had Max bent over in front of him and was lining his cock up with Max’s freshly lubed ass.
Max kept his arms braced against the steps and thrust back, impaling himself on Sean’s cock.
Sean grabbed Max’s hips. “That’s what I’m talking about, man. This is going to be hard and fast and dirty, so hang on.” With that warning, he plowed Max, pounding his cock into him, all while thinking about happily kneeling at Max’s feet and awaiting his next order.
Yeah.
It spoke to his soul, having Max in charge. Wouldn’t have worked if he didn’t trust him and love him like he did.
He finished with several hard, jarring thrusts, remaining buried deep inside Max’s ass as he filled him with his cum, marked him once again, claimed his ownership in his own way.
Then he pulled Max up along his body, one hand around Max’s throat and the other fisting his cock. “Your turn, Sir.” He licked Max’s cheek as his hand stroked Max’s cock.
Then he pressed his lips to Max’s ear. “It is so fucking hot knowing I’m the only guy you’ve ever let breed that gorgeous ass of yours, Sir.”
When Max moaned, Sean knew he had him in the zone.
He continued pumping Max’s cock. “And it makes me even hotter, Sir, knowing I’m the only guy who ever got to feel this sweet cock of yours fucking them.”
He squeezed same-said sweet cock, slowing his strokes as Max tried to rock in time with his motions. “I can’t wait until our girl’s all healed up so we can put her right between us and reclaim her all over again. Been too long since we’ve both fucked her pussy at the same time. So damned sexy feeling that cock of yours sliding back and forth along mine while she’s begging us to make her come—”
“Ah!” Max’s cock exploded and Sean stayed with him, finishing him off and only slowing his strokes once he was sure Max had gotten all the way over.
Then, still holding Max, he eased him out into deeper water and wrapped his arms around him. Max’s head lolled back against Sean’s shoulder, his man’s eyes closed and looking quite contented.
“Okay,” Max finally said. “I have to admit the way you were saying Sir was really fucking hot.”
Sean giggled. “Not too sarcastic?”
Max rubbed his head against Sean’s. “Not if you meant every word you said, no.”
 
Chapter Four
 
The men had Monday morning meetings and project status updates to work through, meaning both of them hit the ground running as soon as they walked into the office.
It wasn’t until just before lunch when Max finally had more than two minutes to breathe and think about something other than work.
That’s when he closed his office door, grabbed his personal cellphone, and called Loren.
“Hey, you,” she greeted him. “How’s Miss Gimpy Paw doing? She chewing at her dressing or end up in a cone of shame yet?”
“I don’t have the details from her morning appointment, but Essie texted us that the doctor says Cali’s hand is looking good.”
“Excellent news. So what’s going on?”
“Sean and I have a very…unusual favor to ask of you.”
“I’ll hear you out, but you know Señor Sadist gets the final ruling, if I need him to.”
“Well, for starters, I’d like you to not mention this to Cali, and why will soon be apparent.”
“Oookay?”
He outlined what they wanted her to do. This wasn’t a plan he’d run past Sean yet, simply because he didn’t want him being too disappointed if Loren said no. But he knew the kinky bastard would readily agree to it on general principles, if for no other reason.
It took Loren a moment to stop laughing. “Yeah, I think that’s a doable plan. Let me clear it with his royal kinkiness first, but I don’t think he’ll have a problem with it. Especially if he’s there with me.”
“That’s a given. We’d also need his signature as a witness.”
“I’ll ask him when I get off here. He’s out mowing the yard right now. I’m sure if Ed isn’t free to go with you to the county clerk’s office that Ross would probably love a chance to get in some guilt-free sadism of his own.”
“Excellent. Please feel free to tell him we’d be happy with that, too. I don’t know what days this will all take place, but I’m pretty sure part two will go down later this week, or maybe next week, at the latest. I’m done screwing around.”
Loren snorted. “You mean you’re done waiting. I’m sure you’re both going to be screwing around with her literally and metaphorically for the next several decades.”
“Lord, I hope so.”
He’d just finished the call with her when he heard Sean’s signature three-beat knock on his door.
Rap-raprap.
“Yeah, come on in.”
Sean slipped in and closed it behind him, then realized Max wasn’t on the phone and walked over. “Lunch? Totally forgot about it this morning.”
“Yeah, let’s go.”
Sean arched his half-regrown eyebrow at him and Max giggled, reaching out to brush his finger along it. “In the car, buddy.”
Once they were in the car and safely away from coworkers, Max had started to tell Sean about his conversation with Loren. They’d taken Sean’s car today, and he was driving. Before Max could finish the telling, or Sean could ask him any questions, Max’s cell rang and he held up a finger when he spotted it was Ross.
“Hey, there. Your wife talk to you?”
“You mean your accomplice? Yes.” He laughed. “Count me in, too. I know Ed’s tied up in court the next couple of weeks. I’ll be happy to help you guys out. I take it the actual nuptials will be taking place at your home?”
“Yeah, and that works out even better if you’re there to be the second witness.”
“If she agrees to it.”
“Oh, she’ll agree to it, all right.” Max reached out for a fist-bump from Sean. “The only question remaining is when all this will take place, exactly. The trip to the clerk’s office could be as early as tomorrow morning, or as late as next Tuesday morning, depending on when she folds.”
“That’s fine. Just shoot me a text and I’ll meet you there. My schedule is clear.”
“Thanks, buddy.” After ending the call, Max grinned at Sean. “Ross is in. You’re one step closer to having a name change.”
 
* * * *
 
“Are you going to fill me in, Sir, or are you going to keep me waiting?”
Sean didn’t even need to add the sarcastic emphasis. It felt right calling Max that.
His only problem would be slipping and doing it in front of coworkers.
Max rested his hand on Sean’s thigh while he drove and filled him in on the plan, leaving Sean giggling. “Man, she’s going to kill you.”
“Me? Don’t you mean us?”
“Well, yeah, but heavy is the head that wears the crown, and all that bullshit, right?” He glanced at Max. “You’re in charge—you bear the brunt.”
Max threw his head back. “Motherfucker,” he muttered.
Sean pulled into the parking lot of the sub shop they tended to favor.
The irony did not escape him.
“Do you have a backup plan just in case yours somehow manages to fail?”
“Yep.” Max unbuckled his seat belt as Sean shut the car off.
“Care to enlighten me?”
He shrugged, smiling. “We gang up on her, get her so horny she can’t see straight, and lock a chastity belt on her and take the key and bolt cutters with us when we leave for work tomorrow morning.”
“So…finesse?” Sean rolled his eyes.
“Seriously. What’s the longest she’s ever held out before?”
“Ugh. Four miserable goddamned days I hope none of us ever have to live through again. I was pretty sure she was ready to bite my balls off, and that was before we’d had the vasectomies.”
 
* * * *
 
Later that evening, Sean tried not to stare at Cali as they sat on the couch and ate dinner. She’d actually taken the ultimatum better than he’d thought she would.
The two of them had presented a united front that they’d practiced on the way home. Neither of them could show the slightest bit of waffling, or she’d pounce on them over it and they both knew it.
Only if they acted grimly resolute and unbendable would she buy into the idea in the first place.
And for Sean’s part, he was damned resolute.
They could beg and plead all damn day long and she’d find ways to wiggle around and out of their arguments.
But if they teamed up and double-Dommed her?
She couldn’t resist them. Especially when they used logic on her.
Although they had fudged things just a smidge. They had told her they’d tell her which one she was going to marry.
Sean knew once she gave in, she’d go along with the little mindfuck.
I mean, honestly, how hard would it be to top that story at the next munch?
After dinner, while he and Max were cleaning the kitchen, he couldn’t resist arching an eyebrow at Max to see if he had a read on her, but then Max started laughing.
“Dude,” he softly said, “quit doing that until your eyebrow grows back.” He reached up and touched it. “It’s cracking me up.”
Sean reached out and poked the bare spot on Max’s chest that had also been singed. “Asshole.”
Max rested his chin on Sean’s shoulder. “Don’t you mean ‘asshole, Sir’?”
Sean’s eyes fell closed as his cock hardened. “Motherfucker,” he mumbled while Max giggled.
 
* * * *
 
Oh, Max planned on using this newest psychological lever to move Sean’s soul—and his cock—every prime chance he got. This was just too much damn fun not to.
Like Sean would expect any less of me.
His read of Cali and her mindset was that she would give in sooner rather than later. What they had to do was give her the space to make the decision. Neither of them would bug her or harass her about it, not even mention it before next Monday.
If it went that long.
Honestly? His money was on her telling them tomorrow morning that they could pick.
Which was why they’d already told work they would most likely be late tomorrow, maybe not in before lunch. They’d been open at work about them being in a poly triad, and had told them what happened when Cali was in the hospital.
It was easier to let them believe the reason for their tardiness tomorrow might be because of a doctor appointment.
The irony of the whole situation was with work knowing about Cali and what happened, they wouldn’t ask a lot of annoying and uncomfortable questions about Sean marrying Cali and adding her to his health insurance. They’d immediately get it, because even the head of their company had suggested one of them should marry her when he heard them griping about how shitty her insurance was.
Cali had already gone to bed, and the two of them were in the bathroom getting ready to do just that when Max held out his hand for a fist bump.
He wasn’t ready for it when, instead, Sean pulled him in for a hard, desperate hug.
“Thank you, Sir,” he whispered, without a trace of sarcasm used with the title.
Max held him. “You’re welcome, boy. I’m always going to take care of you two. I promise. Just be careful how and when you call me Sir around her, until she cracks, or it’ll tip her off.”
They stood like that for several minutes, Max in no hurry to make Sean let go and knowing he needed this time.
It was one of Sean’s tells that Max knew all too well from the countless hours he’d spent holding the man in the immediate wake of what they’d endured before.
Finally Sean nodded, patted Max on the back, and stepped away. Max didn’t miss how he brushed at his eyes.
Max pretended not to see, and Sean pretended to not know that’s what Max was doing.
When Max left the bathroom first to climb into bed, he knew Sean would have to blow his nose and take a moment to pull himself together.
That was his boy.
And fuckin’ A, he loved him.
Absolutely he’d take care of him and Cali both. They were his life.
All they needed was to stick a period on the end of this and call it a happy-ever-after.
 
Chapter Five
 
Tuesday morning, Cali awoke when the men’s alarm went off.
Sean groaned. “Motherfucker. I hate mornings.”
Max slowly sat up, yawning. “Yeah.”
“Hey,” she said.
Max saw she was awake and leaned in to kiss her. “You don’t need to be up yet, sweetheart. We’ll wake you up and bring you your meds before we go.”
“You pick,” she said before she lost her nerve.
She didn’t have to say it twice, or explain what she meant. She could see the sleep leave Max’s system, the way his expression shifted.
He smiled, cupping her cheek and leaning in again, this time to press his forehead against hers. “Thank you, baby.”
Sean rolled over, facing her. “I’ll call work if you’ll text Ross,” he said to Max.
“Ross?” she asked.
Sean smiled. “Yeah. We have a little surprise for you this morning.”
“What kind of surprise? And I thought trying to make me brain before coffee was a hard limit.”
“You’ll see,” Max said.
Since the men weren’t going to work, Sean got the coffee going while Max cuddled with her in bed. “We’ll help you take your shower this morning,” he told her. “Then we’ll all get going.”
“Get going where?”
“You said no braining before coffee.”
“Stop using my words against me,” she muttered.
But they had her…curious. She knew they wouldn’t let Ross actually do anything to her. While he’d helped the men with rigging and shibari before, he didn’t actually play with her. So it couldn’t be that.
She also knew he was an attorney. While his practice had primarily been IP and copyright law, he was semi-retired now and frequently helped Ed take up the slack with anything having to do with one of their Suncoast Society friends.
Hmm.
Max turned on the early morning news for them to watch while they waited. Sean returned a few minutes later, carrying a tray holding their mugs of coffee, as well as a glass of water for Cali, and her morning meds.
“We also need to tell Essie that we won’t need her as early today,” Sean reminded Max.
“Ah, you’re right. Can you please do that for me?”
“Sure.” Sean left the room to get his phone.
“You guys are sure acting weird,” she noted.
Max arched two intact eyebrows. “You mean weirder than normal?”
She snorted. “Yeah.” Her hand throbbed and she’d be glad when her morning medicine kicked in. The sling helped that, but it wasn’t worth putting it on right now when they’d be getting showers soon. “What’s next?”
“Once Sean’s back, we’ll all take our showers, then we need to get you dressed in appropriate going-out wear.”
“That means real pants?” Clothes had been a pita to manage with her dominant hand useless to her right now. She’d defaulted to a long T-shirt and panties when she didn’t have to go anywhere, and Essie had helped her get dressed before her doctor appointment and their errands yesterday.
“Yeah, babe. Jeans and a shirt, nothing fancy.”
“Well, that’s a relief.”
They waited until after they had securely taped a plastic bag over her hand to protect it from getting wet and they were all in the shower to reveal the plan to her. Sean led the way by just saying it.
“We’re not telling you which one of us you’re marrying.”
Maybe she hadn’t had enough coffee yet. Or maybe it was the pain meds messing with her brain. “What?”
Max’s sadistic smile helped her start processing a little better. “Eventually, sure, it’ll come out. Either accidentally or unavoidably. But for this process, we’re going to hide it from you.”
“How, exactly, do you plan on doing that, genius? We have to fill out forms for the marriage license.”
“Exactly. You’ll fill the form out first, with our help because gimpy hand, yo. And oh, the pain meds are messing with your eyesight and making things blurry, we’ll tell them, and we’ll take it from there. We’re both going to be standing there at the counter, and you stand off to the side. Ross, as our attorney, will help out, of course.”
“Of course.” She stared at him, grudgingly admitting it was pretty genius. “But what about when I go to get my name changed on my driver’s license? That’ll be a dead giveaway there.”
Max’s smile widened. “You’re taking both our last names. You’re going to be Cali Dennison-Trendle. I’m adding Dennison, and Sean’s adding Trendle. Ross can go with you to help handle the driver’s license issue so you don’t see the paperwork.”
“How long do you plan on trying to keep this a secret? And why?”
“The why is, in part, because we’re sadists, duh.” His smile faded. “But mainly because we’re hoping by the time you find out the truth that you’ll have come to the realization that whoever is legally your husband, it doesn’t make a damn bit of difference in what the three of us have together. Promise us you won’t try to find out or look it up, please?”
“For how long?”
“Six months,” Sean said. “If it doesn’t come out before six months, we’ll tell you.”
“How did you two decide this?”
“Does it really matter?” Sean asked. “We love you, and we love each other. In a perfect world, we’d be able to marry each other, the three of us. But we’ll settle for one of us marrying you so we can check one goddamned worry off our plates that shouldn’t have been a worry for us from the beginning.”
 
* * * *
 
Sean loved the plan, but honestly wasn’t sure how they’d really be able to pull it off. Surely someone would spill the beans, or the truth would come out sooner.
At least Cali was going along with it and not putting a halt to things.
Less than two hours later, they were waiting just inside the county building’s front entrance for Ross to arrive. He’d made a quick trip past Ed’s office to pick up a POA form for them, just in case the clerk’s office tried to hassle them for his presence. They didn’t think there’d be a problem, but Ross was a well-prepared man and preferred not to take the chance.
Max stood there, holding Cali’s back pressed against him, his arms around her. Outside her hearing, Max had told Sean to follow his lead this morning because he was going to try to fake her out a little and drop some red herrings.
Like acting as if Max was the soon-to-be groom.
Again, Sean found himself going along with it. Mostly because he knew Max was right. As they stood there and he studied Max’s profile, he struggled against the tears he felt pricking his eyes and threatening to fall.
The better part of fifteen years together in total, and most of that spent thinking he’d never get a chance to marry the man. By the time the gay marriage ban fell, they had Cali, and Sean shoved that one little fact to the back of his brain. She had been adamant that she wouldn’t choose between them, wouldn’t marry only one of them.
Frankly, the paperwork and trusts that Ed drew up for them was better than a legal “marriage,” anyway.
While Sean been content with that arrangement, there was always the little germ of hope that maybe, one day, she’d tell the two of them to tie the knot and he could look into Max’s eyes and know that, in the eyes of the law, the man really was his husband.
Yes, they wore wedding bands, all three of them. People, even close friends, already assumed two of them were “legally married” to each other.
It’s just a piece of paper.
A piece of paper that would allow them to stick Cali on his insurance and hopefully prevent a future preventable incident. They’d maxed out one of their credit cards that had been paid off to pay for Cali’s medical expenses. That pissed him off.
At himself, not at Cali.
I should have pushed for this sooner.
While he and Max had always considered themselves equal partners, yeah, he mostly defaulted to Max’s wishes, will, and opinion on any given subject, unless it was a particularly dear hill he wanted to die upon and get his way. Most of the time, he was in agreement with Max anyway.
The discussion about health insurance had happened not too long after they’d had their “collaring” of her at the club. “Partnering” would be a better word for it.
They’d talked about health insurance, she assured them she’d shop around for the best value and get something, and…
That’d been the end of it.
Cali was an independent woman perfectly capable of taking care of herself and their business. They’d never had a need to ride her ass—metaphorically—over anything before. In fact, it would have pissed her off if they had. And in many areas—especially regarding their business—they deferred to her to make the decisions, with or without their input.
They trusted her.
She more than worked her ass off for them as a family and as a business.
Never would Sean have dreamed she’d skimp on the one damn thing that, had they known about it, they would have immediately put their feet down over it and forced her into this sooner. At the very least, they would have shopped for a new plan for her and ordered her to pay for it out of their joint funds.
Max had missed it, too, but Sean wasn’t going to pretend he held the moral high ground and let Max bear the sole responsibility for this. It was too easy for Sean to default to letting Max get his way, and he knew it. Max was the better fit to take charge. The only thing changing, other than Cali legally becoming Sean’s wife, was Sean officially admitting to Max what they’d both known all along.
All Sean had ever wanted was to belong to someone.
 
* * * *
 
Max didn’t want to overdo the lovey-dovey stuff. He was trying to strike a balance, like he was pretending to hold back and yet hint at a hair of friskiness to his actions.
Cali was smart and observant, even when she wasn’t at the top of her game, as she was right now.
If he played it too hard in either direction, she’d immediately grok what he was doing and likely call him out on it. At the very least she’d figure it out and store that knowledge away.
Even if all they managed to do was get through the actual wedding on Friday night and filing the marriage certificate on Monday morning without her finding out, it’d be a win.
Ross and Loren arrived a few minutes later, Ross carrying a folder and wearing a sneaky smile.
Loren was just plain grinning.
“So you’ve come to help divert my attention?” Cali teased. She sounded a little…off, though. The pain meds made her sleepy, not to mention some pain still made its way through.
“Ooooh, yeah,” Loren said. “You honestly think I’m not going to be an accessory to one of the greatest mind-fucks to ever be pulled in the history of our group? This is Landry-worthy territory, right here. I can’t wait to tell Til about this. She’s going to love it.”
“Are you going to do a bestie a solid and tell me what they have planned for me for the actual wedding?”
Loren snorted. “Nope. I’ve been sworn to secrecy. Let’s just say I’m pretty damn sure you’re going to enjoy the hell out of it, and you’ll only have me and Ross to watch.”
They were third in line to file for the license. Ross had already gathered their IDs and other paperwork they needed—for all three of them—and tucked the items into his folder. When it was their turn, Ross stepped forward and Max watched as he had a quick and quiet conversation with the clerk, who nodded and quickly started typing.
We might actually pull this off.
 
* * * *
 
Ross turned. “Max, Sean.”
Max released Cali and the two men headed over to join Ross. Cali didn’t even bother trying to overhear what was going on as she watched Sean drape his arm around Max’s shoulders while they both leaned in close, listening as Ross talked in low tones. She wasn’t going to spoil her guys’ fun. If they wanted to go through this trouble even after she’d so quickly caved, she’d let them do it.
Loren tipped her head to the side, her gaze narrowing. “I honestly thought you’d be a little more…stubborn about all this.”
Exhaustion had set in, as well as her pain meds were threatening to pull her under. “I’ve already had more than enough excitement of the bad kind to last me a lifetime. They’re right. If I’d been married to one of them already, I would have gone to a walk-in clinic on Sunday, been on weaker antibiotics that likely wouldn’t have caused me any problems, and only been out maybe a hundred dollars, if that.”
Cali nodded toward where the three men were now huddled at the counter. “This is making them happy. They settled it between them. I love them, and they’re happy with whatever it is they’re doing. I’m not going to fight them.”
Loren gently hugged her, mindful of her hand. “That’s the spirit, sweetie. Those two boys are happier with you than I ever remember seeing them before. And so are you. You guys have earned this happiness.”
Ross called Cali over to sign, and had his folder laid over most of the form, only exposing a line for her to sign on. Trying to sign with her left hand would be nearly as impossible as scribbling with her wounded right. So she clamped the pen between her right thumb, ring finger, and pinky, and scrawled a signature.
She held her hand up so the clerk could see. “Not exactly a John Hancock, but I hope that’s good enough.”
“It’s fine,” the woman assured her.
Cali turned and stepped away from the counter, back to Loren.
“I’m really proud of you.”
Cali stared at her. “Me? Why? For being a dumbass who nearly died over a damn cat bite?”
“No, for letting them take care of you and not being stubborn about it.”
“There are battles to pick and choose from aplenty in life,” Cali said. “This doesn’t need to be one of them.”
“And think, the three of you get to live crafty ever after.”
Cali moaned. “Oh, no, you didn’t.”
“Hey, I love a good pun.”
“That was not a good pun.”
Loren stuck her tongue out at Cali before grinning. “Says you.”
They were out of there twenty minutes later. Ross handed the folder to Max. “I’m assuming you want to hold on to that?”
“Yeah, thanks.”
Once the three of them were back in the car, Max drove and Sean called Essie to let her know they were inbound. Sean dug Cali’s driver’s license and birth certificate out of the folder, and once they had her back in the house, he left those on the counter for her.
She noticed he left the folder out in Max’s car.
Obviously they weren’t going to trust her with it for now.
Or, more accurately, they knew Cali might talk Essie into taking a peek and Essie would no doubt spill the beans.
“So do we get to come over for the wedding?” Essie teased the guys.
Max leaned in and whispered something to her. Her eyes widened, and she started laughing.
“What?” Cali asked.
“You don’t need to know,” Sean said. “It’s a surprise. Come on, babe. You agreed to go along with it. Please?”
Cali rolled her eyes. “Okay, fine.”
“Don’t make us call her men to order her to keep it a secret,” Max said. “You’ll find out everything Friday evening.”
Friday evening.
Then she’d be California Raleigh Charleston Dennison-Trendle.
Ugh. That was a lot to try to fit on a driver’s license.
Hey! She realized she could drop both Raleigh and Charleston. She’d never been fond of her middle name anyway.
Cali Dennison Trendle, no hyphen.
Cali Trendle.
Both men were going to be Dennison-Trendle anyway, and probably use Trendle for everything except Sean’s professional certification stuff, to save him the hassle of having to get all his records and licensing changed.
The men had told her they’d decided that last name order because it was both alphabetical and they both liked the sound of Dennison-Trendle over Trendle-Dennison anyway.
It was…tidier.
Yes, she’d play along.
Eventually, she’d learn the truth.
But her men got massive points for creativity.
And no one had to lose part of an eyebrow this time.
 
Chapter Six
 
“I can’t believe you aren’t grilling me like a filet mignon,” Essie snarked as she drove Cali to her doctor appointment Friday morning.
Cali had cut back on her pain meds even sooner than the doctor had recommended, and was beginning to regret that bravado. She hadn’t factored in that the doctor might be poking and prodding her hand this morning, but she’d wanted to try to be as awake and aware for tonight’s festivities as possible.
“I’m a good sport. If they want to play this mind-fuck to its natural conclusion, I’m willing to go along with it.”
“Is it technically a mind-fuck if you know about it?” Essie asked.
“Yeah, I’m calling it one. Besides, I don’t need a fire extinguisher for them to do it, and the final result is a logical one.”
“Sean’s eyebrow’s starting to look normal again,” Essie noted.
“Thank god. Never thought I’d have to make open flames a hard limit with those two.”
Sean had made sure to check the joint household bank account before they’d left for work that morning and transferred money over from savings so there’d be plenty in there for her to make her co-pay with her debit card.
A co-pay that was increasingly sticking in her craw since Max and Sean sat down with her Wednesday night and showed her what her new plan expenses, co-pays, and premiums would be.
Sure, she’d pay more money a month than now, but not that much more, and with far better benefits.
Including free annual exams.
Yesterday’s Essie-supervised task had been making sure Cali called her OB-gyn and scheduled an appointment for an annual, called the men’s GP to get her in for a check-up, and all that good stuff. Her first appointment wouldn’t be for eight weeks, to make sure she had her new insurance plan in place.
After that she’d be getting a mammogram, too.
At least they knew from all the blood she’d had siphoned from her in the hospital that stats like her cholesterol were fine, and her blood pressure was perfect. Other than the infection, she’d been pronounced healthy, as far as they could tell.
That was the only reason the men weren’t insisting on her getting appointments made sooner.
At the appointment, the doctor unwrapped Cali’s hand and shot her finger full of local anesthetic. Then Cali kept her eyes closed from that point on as he did whatever it was he had to do while Essie took video of it to show the guys later.
“You are enjoying this way too much, bestie,” Cali grumbled.
“Hey, former vet tech, lest ye forget. This is nothing. Oooh, that’s neat.”
Cali wasn’t falling for that. She wasn’t about to look. Yeah, she had a pretty damn strong stomach, normally, but not when it came to stuff happening to her.
She’d made the mistake of looking last Monday and had nearly fainted.
But the doctor was happy with how it was healing, so that’s all that mattered. The drain came out and he re-dressed her hand.
“I still want you to keep it dry,” he said. “I’ll see you back here next Wednesday to look at it. Keep taking the antibiotics. If I need to write you a new prescription next week, I will, but we might be able to discontinue those.”
“Good.” She’d also been taking probiotics to help counter the effects of the antibiotics on her stomach and elsewhere.
Once he was finished, Cali opened her eyes. Frankenhand was now more like Bride of Frankenhand—not quite as horrible to look at, but still not something you wanted to make love to.
Essie made careful notes of the doctor’s instructions on how to check it and re-dress it, and he gave them some extra supplies. Then Essie, who had charge of Cali’s purse, took care of handing over the debit card for the co-pay and making the next appointment for Cali.
Back in the car, Cali broke down and took a dose of pain meds before they returned to Cali’s. “The painting party still on for tomorrow?” Cali asked. Sean and Max were supposed to help.
“Yeah. The guys already painted the bathrooms, so those are done. They’re painting the kitchen tonight and hoping we can move the first load of stuff over on Sunday.”
“I still can’t believe you found a way to move even closer to us.” Cali smiled, loving it.
“I can’t believe it either, but I’m not complaining. I was not looking forward to house shopping or trying to build a new house.”
Once they were back at Cali’s, she lay down to take a nap and slept until late afternoon to awake to a throbbing hand. She opted to take a half-dose of pain meds as a compromise. By the time her men arrived home early from work, received their updates from Essie, and the three of them were alone, the throbbing in her hand had returned to manageable levels.
And now her nerves jangled with tense anticipation.
“Loren and Ross will be here at six,” Max told her. “Plenty of time to get you ready.”
“Get me ready?”
Both men smiled, in the most sinister and Domly of ways.
“Just what he said, pet,” Sean said.
Oh, boy.
 
* * * *
 
Sean fought the urge to giggle. They’d agreed they’d both go hard and heavy to drop Cali as deeply as possible into subspace. If their original plan didn’t logistically work out as they hoped it would, they had a plan B already in place that they knew would work.
It all depended on how much they could prepare ahead of time.
They started with a shower, the three of them, Cali’s arm well-protected so it wouldn’t get wet.
They just wanted other parts of her wet.
They took their time, taking turns kissing her and running their hands all over her body, sucking and biting her nipples, teasing, working her up until she was begging to come.
It wasn’t any easier on the men, either. Sean’s stiff cock deliciously ached at the thought of what lay ahead of them.
Then they started playing with her pussy, taking turns working their fingers into her, one first, Max doing that while Sean held her pressed against his body and playing with her nipples.
Max quickly worked up to three fingers, then broke out the lube and started testing the waters with a couple of large toys.
Cali was so horny at that point Sean wasn’t even sure if she was picking up on what they were doing.
Max worked an inflatable dildo into her and pumped it as large as possible, leaving it in place while he started fingering her ass.
By the time the water started going cold, they’d nearly driven her to tears she was so horny, and Max had worked a decent-sized butt-plug into her.
Then they took her to bed, blindfolded her, and took turns edging her with their mouths. When the doorbell rang at five ’til six, Max and Sean exchanged a grin.
“Here we go,” Max said. He grabbed a pair of shorts and went to let them in.
That left Sean with Cali squirming on the bed in front of him. He kept her on a medium simmer by licking her clit, which drew a needy whine from her every time he stopped.
Max returned with Loren and Ross. Max had already handed Ross a pen and the folder with the marriage certificate in it. Max signed as the first witness, and Ross signed as the second one.
Then Max’s gaze met Sean’s. He leaned in and kissed him, then whispered in his ear. “I love you, buddy. Thank you for doing this.”
“Love you, too, Sir,” he whispered back before signing the form.
Max shucked his shorts and climbed onto the bed. He helped Cali hold the pen but didn’t remove her blindfold before he guided her hand for her signature.
Then it was time for the fun to begin.
 
* * * *
 
At that point, Cali didn’t fucking care what the hell they did to her or who was there to watch them do it. All she wanted was a damned orgasm.
Her men had a natural talent when it came to tease and denial, and they’d driven her nearly mad with horny desire.
Yeah, the blindfold made it hotter.
Way hotter.
One of them removed the butt plug and inflatable dildo. Then they got her sat up and repositioned her, on top of Max, she realized.
She could easily tell her men apart like that, even blindfolded.
With a happy moan, Sean held Max’s cock as she impaled her pussy on it. Max pulled her down on top of him and kissed her.
“If you can’t take it, baby,” Max softly said, “just say plan B. Okay?”
“Okay.” She had no idea what he meant but had a suspicion she was about to find out.
When Sean knelt behind her, their plan snapped into clear focus, especially when the preparations they’d taken were added to the mix. They hadn’t done this permutation in a while, but it was always hotter than hell when they did.
She felt the head of Sean’s cock press against her cunt, where Max’s cock was already embedded. Plenty of lube, of course, and she breathed through the sensation of being filled, stretched, almost too much except Max held a vibrator pressed against her clit, turned to the lowest setting but still enough to distract her.
Cali couldn’t really rock against them with only one arm to brace herself on, so she lay there and squirmed, knowing if she waited it out their cocks would find their best arrangement on their own and then things would feel fucking fantastic.
Inch by slow inch, Sean’s breathing came in ragged gasps as he forced himself to hold back and take his time. Finally, when he was seated all the way in, he let out a grunt.
“Dude, I will not last. Let’s make this fast.”
Sean removed her blindfold and she found herself staring down into Max’s gorgeous, sexy smile.
“Loren, the fast version, please,” he said, his gaze never wavering from Cali’s.
“Roger roger. Marriage is an institution, yadda-yadda, love is patient and kind and tolerates a lot of bullshit. Cali, do you take Max to be your lawfully wedded husband, promise not to kill each other, all of that?”
“I do.”
“Max, do you promise to take Cali as your lawfully wedded wife, et cetera, et cetera?”
He smiled. “I do.”
“Sean, do you take Cali for all that same stuff?”
He nuzzled the back of Cali’s neck. “I do.”
“Cali, do you take Sean?”
“I do.”
“Max, do you take Sean?”
“I sure as hell do.”
“Sean? You want Max?”
Sean laughed. “I do, for the rest of my life.”
“Insert obligatory Gilo aside here,” Ross said. “Then again, you boys have already done the inserting.”
Loren laughed. “By the powers vested in me by the state of Florida, I do declare this is by far the weirdest ceremony I’ve performed to date—not that I’d expect any less of you three—and pronounce two of you legally married, and all three of you husbands and wife. Go ahead and fuck your bride, gentlemen.”
Max flipped the vibrator over to high as he and Sean started fucking Cali.
Cali’s eyes dropped closed as the orgasm slammed into her. With her pussy clamping down on both their cocks, it made it even more intense and rolled through her like a tsunami.
“Fuck, yeah!” Sean gasped, coming after only a few strokes. Max wasn’t far behind him and let go of the vibrator to hold on to her hips with both hands and finish inside her.
“There,” Max whispered. He kissed her. “You’re legally ours.”
Sean nipped the back of her left shoulder. “Ours.”
It was Sean who pulled out first. Apparently Loren and Ross had stepped out after she’d pronounced them wed, because Sean pulled on a robe and she heard him talking with them out in the living room but couldn’t hear exactly what they were saying.
Max kept Cali tightly snuggled against him as he gently rolled them onto their sides. “Now, see how easy that was?”
She didn’t want to open her eyes. “Thank you.”
He nuzzled the top of her head. “You’re welcome. Now you’re never getting away from us.”
She gently nipped his nipple, which was right by her mouth, making him flinch. “Wasn’t planning on getting away anyway.”
“Good.” It was like he’d…relaxed now. More than just the usual post-coital zen.
Like all the tension and worry had bled from him.
She heard the front door open and close, then Sean returned moments later, shed the robe, and carefully snuggled behind her, along her back, draping his leg between hers so he could also touch Max’s.
“So what was plan B?” she asked.
Sean chuckled. “If you couldn’t take us both on such short notice like that, we were going to resort to standard DP.”
“Ah. Out of curiosity, why was that so important to you guys?”
Sean deferred to Max. “Both of us at the same time,” he said. “No difference. All three of us together as one. Literally and metaphorically. Just a nice bit of symbolism.”
He laced fingers with her, his left hand twined with hers. Sean slipped his left hand under hers, all three of their wedding bands together.
“This is us,” Sean said, gently squeezing both their hands in his. “The way it has been since we got together. When we wake up tomorrow, there’s nothing different.”
“Ross will go with you and Essie on Monday to file the papers and walk you through getting your new license,” Max said.
“What about you?”
“What about me?”
“Or should I ask what about Sean?”
Sean laughed. “Oh, no, you don’t. We’ll hit the DMV later next week. Together.”
“Can’t blame a girl for trying.”
“I think I would have been worried about you if you hadn’t tried,” Max said. “But you promised six months.”
She sighed. “I know.” She tipped her head back to look into Sean’s blue gaze. “Love you.”
He kissed her. “Love you, too, baby.” Then he kissed Max. “Love you.”
“Love you, too, buddy.” Max kissed her. “Love you, baby.”
“Love you, too, you crafty bastard.”
Sean snorted. “He’s definitely crafty. He’s managed to keep me in line all these years.”
They untangled and helped her clean up in the shower, then got her settled on the couch in one of Max’s T-shirts while they fixed dinner for her.
As she lay there and processed the good kinds of aches and pains currently clammoring for her attention, she smiled and knew it didn’t matter which guy it’d been.
She’d already been married to both of them, the same way they’d already been married to each other, and her.
That was good enough for her.
 
Chapter Seven
 
Six weeks later…
 
Cali leaned back in her office chair and stretched, feeling joints creak and pop from spending the morning hunched over her computer.
Damn, it’s great to be able to type with all ten fingers.
At her movement, Baxter, who’d been lying curled on the end of her desk, lifted his head.
“Maow.”
She reached over and scratched him with her right hand.
A hand she was glad wasn’t Frankenhand any longer.
I’ll never take it for granted again.
Checking the time, she realized the mail had probably arrived, and it was past time to stretch her legs anyway. She carried her coffee mug out to the kitchen sink, Baxter on her heels, and then stepped outside to walk down to the mailbox.
Sure enough, the mail was in. She sorted through everything, pausing at an envelope addressed to her, from the health insurance company.
Not her old one—the one Sean and Max had through work.
She returned to the house, to her office, and opened it.
Inside, she found a cover letter and her new insurance card. Except…
Cali smiled, tracing her finger over the policy holder name also printed on the card, along with the policy number and other info.
She giggled, shaking her head. “Dumbasses.”
After peeling the card off the blob of adhesive holding it stuck to the cover letter, she added it to her wallet and removed the old one.
And those two engineers think they’re so fucking smart sometimes.
Boy, how she loved them. At least it’d proved her intuition correct yet again when it came to Sean and Max.
She’d guessed right.
 
* * * *
 
Later that night, Cali was out in the workshop packing orders before heading to bed. Sean had laid down a little while earlier and was likely close to falling asleep in front of their bedroom TV.
Max poked his head into the garage. “You coming to bed, babe?”
“In a few. I want to finish pulling these first.”
He stepped inside and closed the door behind him. “Need any help?”
“I wouldn’t say no if you want to join me.”
He picked up an invoice and started pulling merchandise for her.
As good a time as any.
“By the way, I’m curious why you ordered Sean to marry me instead of you doing it.”
His head snapped around. “What?”
She couldn’t help but smirk at the unmistakeable shock on his face. “You heard me.”
He knew that she knew he knew he’d been found out. She could see it on his face.
Resigned, he sighed. “I thought you promised not to look it up.”
“I didn’t look it up. I didn’t have to look it up. The proof came to me.”
“Huh?”
“My new insurance card arrived in the mail today. Sean’s the policyholder, so his name’s on it, too, brainiac.”
His eyes dropped closed and he tipped his head back. “Sonofabitch,” he muttered.
It made her giggle. “So, Mr. Maximilian Roscoe Engineer Sadistic Genius Type Trendle, again I ask, why?”
Another sigh, and he set the invoice aside to turn to face her. “Does it matter?”
“So you did make it an order?”
He nodded. “How’d you know it was an order?”
“Because you two didn’t accidentally kill each other going through some jackass battle of wills to work it out between you. When you gave me the ultimatum, Sean said you two had already settled it. To be honest, I’d already figured that’s what you did. One of you had to order the other one to do it. Under the circumstances, I cannot see our Sean going Dom on you to do that. That meant it had to be you Domming up on him. And when did this happen? Where the hell was I when this was getting hashed out?”
He leaned against the workbench. “The night before we gave you the ultimatum. We were having pool sex after you fell asleep.”
She smirked. “Ah, pool sex. I should have known. He’s always a sucker for that.”
“Are you upset?”
“No. I just wanted to know why you did it. Out of curiosity. Your thought processes.”
“For starters, his insurance is a little cheaper. Not much. In retrospect I realized it probably wouldn’t have mattered because they would have given me a price for you based on your age, not mine. Secondly, he’s Sean. You saw how he was after Lydia was murdered, and he hated her guts. He’s a goofball, but inside, he’s a marshmallow. Shit hits him hard. Good shit and bad shit.”
“Yeah.”
“Almost losing you nearly killed him.” His tone grew soft, serious. “You weren’t the one in the waiting room with him, watching the grief on his face. You weren’t the one who had to help him up off the floor in the ICU after they finally let us back to see you, when he collapsed and cried in my arms.”
They hadn’t told her all this. The thought of putting her men through that made her heart ache in bad ways. “I’m sorry.”
“I’m not trying to get an apology from you for it, babe. I’m not guilt-tripping you. It was a stupid fucking accident.” He scrubbed his face with his hands. “I also know he wanted to be the one, but he would have let me do it, if I’d told him I wanted to be the one. I think he’s happier this way, though. I think he feels more secure.”
“Probably. But I also know how stubborn he can be. I do think he’d hoped one day to marry you.”
“He did.” He walked over and draped his arms around her. “I told him the truth—that either he trusted me and my feelings for him and you, or he didn’t. That he should know I wasn’t going anywhere, in the same way I trusted him and knew he wouldn’t use a piece of paper between you two against me.”
“Aww. That’s sweet.”
He rested his forehead against hers. “I told him that I loved him, and you. That he could either fight me on it, or he could admit how much he loved and trusted me—and show me how much he really wanted to submit to me—by doing what I asked and by taking my name.”
“Ah, so you didn’t change your name.”
“I will, eventually. Ed’s working on the papers. But it’s a drawn-out process when it’s not part of a marriage or divorce. I told Sean that him taking my name, right now, was all the proof I needed about what he felt for you and me both.”
“That mean you’ve shook out in the pecking order as top dog between you two?”
He smiled. “I guess so.”
“That mean I don’t get to spank your ass on occasion anymore, Sir?” Just a hint of teasing snark.
His smile widened. “Now that’s just crazy talk, babe. Me owning him and you doesn’t mean I can’t let you both spank my ass when the mood strikes me.”
“I don’t get a vote in this, then?”
“A vote in what?”
“You being top Dom?”
He arched an eyebrow at her. “You really want to go there, sweetheart?” he quietly asked. “Because I’ll be happy to show you who’s in charge, right now.”
She studied his expression and sighed. “Yeah, no. Who the hell am I kidding? Long as I get to play Top when I want to play one, you crafty bastard.”
He chuckled. “Absolutely. You know I love that.”
She snuggled closer. “I’m kind of glad you’re the top dog.”
“Yeah? Why’s that?”
“Because you’re the really crafty bastard between the two of you. Things are a bit more interesting for all of us when you’re in charge.” She kissed him. “I think he’s happier that way, too.”
“I know he is. That’s another reason why I did it. And here I thought we’d get at least a few more months out of the mystery before you learned the truth.”
“Then you should have ordered me not to open any mail. Except I’d have seen it the next time when I went to the doctor’s office.”
His brown gaze studied her for a long, quiet moment. “Thank you, babe.”
“For what?”
“For going along with this. For giving yourself to us. For letting us take care of you. For taking a chance on us in the first place and taking that bet.” He smiled. “For being a damned good sport when we won.”
“Yeah, well, the two of you kind of snuck right into my heart way back then. Not that I’m complaining, because you know I’m not.”
He grinned. “We are sneaky bastards, aren’t we?”
“You can say that again.”
Max’s hands settled on her ass and he squeezed hard. “Do you really have to pack all these tonight?” He ground his hips against her and she felt his erection grow.
“Why?” she teased. “You have a better offer for me, Sir?”
“I think I do, baby.” He leaned in and grazed his teeth along the side of her neck, under her ear. “We could go tag-team Sean. Wake his ass up, slap him in a chastity cage, and leave him horny until tomorrow night while you ride his face and I fuck his ass.”
“Mmm. That might earn you a spanking from him when he flips up next time.”
“I know it will. If I’m lucky.” He bit her, hard, just below the curve of her neck, on top of her shoulder. A delicious shiver rippled through her as he sucked to leave a mark.
His mark.
A soft, deep rumble escaped him and she felt her clit throb in harmony, her nerves on fire.
Her eyes fluttered closed and now she was holding on to him to remain upright.
These were the times she loved best. These sweet moments when one or both of her men could unplug her brain and run their souls up and down hers, like talented fingers across a keyboard, making a melody only their mutual demons could hear and dance to.
This was them. This was what brought them together in the first place. What made them so damn good together.
He lightly stroked his fingers up her arms, down again, soothing the bite with tender licks as he laced fingers with her.
Max and Sean didn’t code as kinky freaks when they were in work mode. Khakis or jeans, button-up shirts or pull-over collared shirts with the Sarton logo on them. Two engineers, nice guys. Nothing that would signal anyone that they had deep wells within them, filled with beautifully dark and dangerous ideas.
Only she got to see this primal side of both men. Sides even their friends didn’t get to see. Sometimes others got a glimpse of them, but only the most fleeting of glimpses.
He kissed his way back up to her ear. When he spoke, it was the low, shadowy tone of the Dom. “Maybe I should wake him up and the two of us should fill that sweet pussy of yours with our cocks and not let you come, hmm?”
She knew the whimper escaped her, but she was helpless to hold it back.
He knew as well as she did that if he dropped her deep enough, she was as helpless against him like this as Sean was, willingly picked up and tossed along on the rapids of his sadistic glee.
Nothing wrong with that, because their demons loved to play with each other, and fun was always had by all.
Cali wasn’t expecting it when he spun her around, her back pressed against his body, his left hand clamped around her throat just tightly enough to remind her who was in charge, and his right slipped down the front of her shorts, inside her panties, unerringly finding her clit.
She ground against his hand and against the rock-hard cock now pressing against her ass through their clothes.
“That’s what you really want, isn’t it?” he whispered. “You want both our cocks filling that sweet cunt.” His hand slid farther down, two fingers easily gliding over her clit and into her pussy. “Look how wet you are for me, baby.” He nibbled on the shell of her ear. “Tell Sir what you want.”
“Please let me come, Sir.”
“Aw, you beg so nicely. But shouldn’t someone have to suffer today? It’s not sadism if I’m not making one of you suffer, right? And if you want our cocks fucking you, that means I should let Sean come. I know I’m not stopping once my cock’s wedged up in there. So that leaves you.”
Sure she could safeword.
What was the fun in that?
He obviously had a goal in mind or he wouldn’t be dangling negotiations over her head like some dick-shaped, vein-covered, realistically flesh-toned Sword of Dildocles.
Max chuckled. “You are just trying to grind one out of me like this, aren’t you?” He pulled her body more firmly against his. “My poor girl. So horny.” He slid the two fingers all the way inside her pussy. “So needy.”
He pulled the fingers from her, out of her shorts, and held them up to her mouth where she eagerly sucked them down, swirling her tongue around them.
She knew this game. He was going to make her work for it.
She was good with that.
Game on, motherfucker.
 
Chapter Eight
 
Max kept the hand cupped around Cali’s throat and side-walked her out of the garage and down the hall to their bedroom. Sean had rolled onto his side facing away from the door and lay sprawled, naked, on top of the covers, the TV playing unwatched. She took in the curve of his back, the muscles in his calves, the cute dimple right at the top of the seam of his ass.
These two men were her life. That man might be her husband in the eyes of the state of Florida, but both of them belonged to Max.
The fading bruises across Sean’s ass from a caning last week proved that.
If she was truly honest with herself, she preferred that arrangement anyway. She liked knowing Max was in charge and taking care of them.
She wouldn’t want it any other way, because Max belonged to both of them, too.
Max reached around her, unfastened her shorts, and shoved them and her panties down her legs. “Up on the bed, sweetheart, and suck his cock. Wake him up.” Max smacked her on the ass, hard, which drove a pulse of need straight to her clit. If her pussy wasn’t wet already, that would have done it.
Sean flinched at the noise. “Huh?”
She nosed in there and Max released her so she could swallow Sean’s cock.
It took maybe two heartbeats for his cock to stiffen in her mouth, hard and warm, pulsing as it inflated against her tongue. Sean moaned and rolled onto his back, grabbing her head and fucking her mouth. He buried his fingers in her hair and held on tight.
Max quickly shed his shirt and shorts and climbed onto the bed. “On second thought, Sean looks really happy like that, baby. I think we’re going to go with a spit-roast.”
Sean moaned again, which she took to mean was agreement. Max nudged her knees apart and she felt him swipe the head of his cock along her pussy. He shoved in hard and bottomed out, pushing her deeper onto Sean’s cock and making both of them moan.
“Oh, that’s what I wanted to hear,” Max said. “Don’t let her up, Sean. I want her to swallow every drop.”
Between Sean’s grip on her head, and the way Max’s fingers dug into her hips, Cali felt herself doing a head-first dive straight into subspace.
Maybe the man driving his cock into her pussy wasn’t her “husband,” but she loved him every bit as much as her husband, and knew they both loved her and each other just as much.
Those damn brilliant men of hers.
Yeah, with the last few bits of coherent brain cells she had, she knew Max had been smart to do what he did. He proved his point beyond a shadow of a doubt.
She was theirs.
And they were hers.
And everything was perfect—
Until Sean let a loud fart rip and Cali spit out his cock. “Red!”
He started laughing. “I-I…I’m so-sorry, b-babe!”
Max pulled her up onto her knees, her body pressed against his. From the way his body shook she could tell he was trying not to laugh.
“Oh, dude,” he said. “That was just…wrong.”
Sure, they’d had plenty of near misses in their time together, but she’d hard-limited Dutch ovens, and they were supposed to self-red and give her a chance to get out of the way if they felt a fart coming.
She tipped her head back to look Max in the eyes. “Beat him. Now.”
Max tried and failed to keep the smile off his face. “But that was so funny, sweetheart.”
“He violated a hard limit.”
“He” was still laughing. So hard that another one ripped free and he rolled onto his side with renewed laughter.
Max snorted.
“That’s it.” Cali pulled free, getting a pained oof from Max when she threw herself sideways, which ripped his cock out of her pussy and made him let go of her.
“I warned you after your last near-miss, Sean. That’s not fucking funny!” She climbed out of bed while Max kind of slumped sideways while clutching his groin and moaning.
Good.
She stormed down the hall to the spare bedroom that also did double-duty as their playroom and where they stored most of their personal-use implements. She snatched a riding crop from where it hung on the implement stand and turned.
“Maow.”
Baxter.
He slow-blinked at her.
Even better.
“C’mere, you little nip fiend. Follow me.” She ducked into the office and grabbed the large plastic container of catnip she kept for him on the top of the file cabinet.
She shook it and Baxter’s head popped out of the spare room doorway like a spring-loaded meerkat.
“Come on, buddy.” She shook the container again and headed for the bedroom.
Sean was laughing even harder now, and Max still lay flopped over on his side and softly moaning in pain.
She took several hard swings at Sean’s ass with the riding crop, making him yelp and curl up to cover his balls and cock, which made Max start laughing.
“Maow.”
“Come and get it, buddy!” She twisted the top off the nearly full catnip container and dumped its contents all over Max and Sean, making sure to get it in their hair, making both men shout.
Baxter launched himself at the bed like one of those fighter jets being slingshotted off an aircraft carrier.
“MAOW!”
“Ow, Baxter, goddammit!” Sean screamed as the cat landed right on him.
She tossed the empty container and lid onto the bed.
Mic drop.
She turned on her heel and stormed out of the bedroom, back to the spare bedroom. There was a Murphy bed in there.
Fuck it, she’d sleep in there.
Behind her, Max’s gales of laughter turned into screams of his own. “Baxter, no! Not my fucking balls!”
She wasn’t sure if that next noise was Sean laughing or screaming, or maybe both.
Take that, geniuses.
She locked the door behind her.
The nail driver lay on the couch that was out and usable when the Murphy bed was folded.
And the vibrator was still plugged into the extension cord.
Excellent.
She grabbed it and stretched out on the couch, determined she’d get her goddamned orgasm one fucking way or the other.
Just as she got started, she jumped when someone pounded on the door.
Knock-knockknock.
“Go away, Sean! This one’s all mine!”
Oh, there’d be hell to pay on the other end of tonight, of that she was certain.
But Max had wound her up, and by god, she was going to unwind that spring, even if she had to fucking do it her damn self.
She was working on building up a good one when the door burst open, startling her. Sean wore a predatory smile as he reached down and yanked the extension cord out of the wall, making her whine when the vibrator died in her hands. He threw the extension cord onto the floor.
He held up the little skeleton key thingy they kept tucked on top of the molding over the hallway bathroom ever since Eddie accidentally locked himself in there one time when she was babysitting him and Cali had to call Sean to come home from work and get him out because she couldn’t find anything the right size to fit in the knob hole to pop the release catch.
Max came stumbling into the room, clutching his balls. “You stop her in time?”
“Yeah.”
She tried to scramble away from Sean, but he dropped the skeleton key and caught her by the ankle, yanking her toward him.
Uh-oh.
She knew that look in his blue eyes all too well. She’d played this hand just a little too far and flipped him into Dom mode.
Oh, shit.
Now she had not one, but two pissed off Doms to placate.
He grabbed her other ankle and shoved her legs apart, climbing up her body and pinning her onto the couch with his full weight.
“Think that was funny, huh?”
She snorted. There was still catnip in his hair. “Yeah, actually, I do.”
“That was not funny,” Max said. He pulled his hand away from his scrotum and looked at it as if checking for blood.
She giggled. “Yeah, it was. You should have seen the looks on your faces.”
“I think the little bastard got me. I had one vasectomy. I don’t need another, thank you very much.”
A noise like a plastic container hitting the floor filtered in from down the hall.
“MAAAOOOOOOW!”
Max glanced back at the doorway. “And now we either need to fight Baxter for the bed, call Animal Control to come tranquilize him for us, or sleep in a different room and hope he wears himself out by tomorrow night so we can change the damn sheets. He’s fucking possessed. What the hell’d you lace that catnip with, anyway? Meth? Crack? Bath salts?”
Sean pinned both her hands over her head with one hand and reached between them with the other. She felt him stroking his cock, obviously needing to put a little starch back into it after the…distractions.
“Well, I know I, for one, am going to sleep tonight with empty balls,” Sean said, his gaze narrowing. Then she felt him notch the head of his cock against her pussy and push in.
It felt…
Who the fuck was she kidding? It felt great. He switched his grip to hold both of her wrists and give him better leverage as he started fucking her.
Max stood by her head and took one of her wrists from Sean, making room for Max to get his cock in there by her mouth.
She kept her mouth closed.
Until Sean shoved her T-shirt up and pinched her right nipple, hard, making her scream and allowing Max an opening to shove his once again stiff cock between her lips.
No, she wouldn’t bite him.
She was a SAM, not stupid. They’d caught her fair and square.
And she couldn’t deny she’d enjoyed the struggle a little.
Okay, a lot. Takedown play was one of her favorite things, and her men knew that.
Note to self, next time, grab the skeleton key and put a chair under the doorknob.
From the angle Sean was fucking her, he hit her clit with every stroke and drove her close to the edge, making her moan around Max’s cock.
Then Sean kicked it into overdrive and from the grin on his face, she could tell he was planning on getting his before she got hers.
She whimpered.
Max laughed. “Oh, now she wants an orgasm after that little temper tantrum. What do you think, Sean?”
His gaze narrowed even more and a predatory smile quirked his lips. “Nope.”
But Max was in the groove, too, and she knew they were going to settle this once and for all. Cali was only along for the ride as they didn’t even try to get her off—the rat bastards—while Sean and then Max quickly got their nut, filling her at both ends.
Cali tried squirming against Sean as she swallowed Max’s cum.
“Oh, now she’s all needy, Sir.” She realized that was the first time she’d heard Sean call Max that and mean it, not with a bit of snark thrown in, and not tied to the two of them in an actual scene.
It was also hotter than hell.
Max was still catching his breath. His grip had loosened in her hair and around her wrists and now he stroked her head.
Except his gaze narrowed. “Hmm. I don’t know if I should let her behavior go unpunished, even if just on general principle.”
“He violated a hard limit!” she protested.
“It was an accident, babe. I said I’m sorry. And you laid a few good stripes on my ass and nearly got my fucking balls in the process. I think you got your revenge.”
“Yeah,” Max said. “The catnip was over-the-top. Bad form. Great execution, I’ll give you style points for that, but baaaad form.”
“Yeeeeah,” Sean said. “See, I think she crossed a line with that one. What do you think, Sir? Chastity belt with a vibrating butt plug inside her all night?”
“Hmmm.”
“MAAAAOOWWWWW!”
Sean’s softening cock was still embedded inside her and she kept trying to squirm against him to rub her clit even though she knew they weren’t going to let her get off like that.
Max started to speak when Sean let another fart rip. This one was particularly loud and reeeeeallly smelly.
Max glared at Sean. “Okay, dude. Seriously. What the fricking hell?”
“I’m sorry! It must have been something I ate for dinner. I can’t help it!”
“We ate the same food for dinner, and neither of us are farting.”
“I don’t know! I’m sorry, Sir.”
“Go take something. We have medicine for that. I’m about to stuff a butt plug up your ass.”
Cali burst out laughing.
“What’s so funny, sweetheart?” Max snapped. “You’re in a lot of trouble.”
She snorted and snickered so hard over the mental image she had a difficult time trying to get it out. “Be careful what direction he points that thing, if you load one in his ass.”
Max gave up all pretenses of trying to be strict and laughed so hard he had to brace himself against the back of the couch.
He waved Sean out as she continued laughing over that last mental image of a fart-fired butt plug ricocheting around the living room.
Once they were alone again, Max sat next to her on the couch and pushed her thighs apart. “Now, where were we?”
“MAAAOOOOW!”
She pouted. “He farted on me! Hard limit.”
“We don’t fight fire with gasoline, babe. Not in this house. Not without fair warning, at least.”
His right hand slowly slid up her inner thigh. “Now, the riding crop, okay, that was fine. You nearly broke my boner bone with that ninja sideways move, though. A little warning next time, please.”
“Sorry.”
His hand came to rest on top of her pussy, his thumb over her clit and stroking so lightly it was teasing torture.
“Sorry what?”
“Seriously?”
He arched an eyebrow at her.
Maybe I could shave half of one while he’s asleep…
Oh, wait, that might backfire on her if one of them did it to her.
“Sorry, Sir,” she finally said.
“That’s better.”
Actually, it did feel better saying it and meaning it.
He leaned in and took a long, slow swipe up her clit with his tongue. “And you’re going to have to go wrangle the possessed pussy.”
“Worst supervillain name ever.”
“Or best porn star name.” He took another swipe along her clit with his tongue, and that was starting to loosen her brain again.
Thankfully.
By the time Sean returned, Max had her right at the edge and was making her beg for it. Sean leaned against the wall, arms crossed.
“Oh, sure. Let the feral pet misbehave and she gets her pussy licked. I accidentally fart and nearly lose my goddamned balls.”
But the playful smirk on his face told the truth.
Sean was loving this as much as they were.
He finally walked over and knelt next to the couch, where he leaned in and sucked on the nipple he’d pinched earlier.
That shoved her over the edge. Max kept her coming and coming, wave after wave of pleasure washing through her until she finally had to safeword.
Sean leaned in to kiss Max, licking his chin clean for him.
“MMMMAAAOOOOOW!”
“Now what?” Sean asked. “We still don’t have a bed. And I’m not going back in there right now.”
Max and Sean looked at her.
She rolled her eyes. “Oh, okay, fine. I’ll go change the sheets.”
She untangled herself from the men, climbed off the couch, and promptly fell face-first into the implement stand when her feet got tangled in the extension cord where Sean had dropped it earlier.
“Oh, shit, Cali!” Max jumped off the couch, followed by Sean, and helped her up. “Are you okay?”
She had a shallow gash in her upper left arm from one of the hooks on the stand, and it was oozing blood.
They both glared at Sean.
He threw his arms up. “Okay, fine. I’ll go fight the feline. You doctor the pet. Gawd.”
Sean headed for the door, muttering the whole way. “I was just laying there falling asleep, and my cock got sucked, and suddenly, I’m the bad guy…”
Max snorted, then his amusement faded as he looked at her arm. “Let’s get that cleaned up.”
“I just have one thing to say.”
His gaze met hers. “What?”
“If you order me to the doctor, one of you damn well better take me, because no way in hell am I explaining how this happened.”
“MMMAAAOOOWWWW! Ma-maaaoooOOOOOWWW!”
“Ow, goddammit, Baxter, that’s my dick, not a cat toy!”
Cali and Max looked at each other and started laughing.
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