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Suncoast Society
Disorder in the House
Justin doesn’t regret joining Wade and Glen and becoming their slave for a second. Life with the two Doms is perfect, even if real-world pressures, like their jobs, sometimes interfere with their fun. Still, he’s happier than he’s ever been in his life.
Wade knows their finely balanced triad won’t sustain itself without careful and constant attention and relationship maintenance. So when he realizes Glen is neglecting himself to the point of exhaustion, he knows it’s time for him to step in and put his foot down, whether his stubborn Dom hubby wants him to or not.
Glen thinks his job is to take care of everyone else. But when the pressures of his job take him past the point of exhaustion and Wade issues an ultimatum, will Glen be able to give in to Wade’s demands to ease up, cede control, and throw a little disorder into their usual dynamic?
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Chapter One
 
Justin awoke before dawn that Saturday morning from a delightful dream of a sexy hunk fucking his ass to discover that a sexy hunk was, in fact, fucking his ass.
Preparing to, anyway. Either Glen or Wade had what felt like two gloved fingers poking around up in there, lubing him.
Justin didn’t even bother opening his eyes. No stranger to waking up like this at least once a week—especially on Saturday or Sunday mornings—he did what he always did—arched his back, spread his legs wider, and settled in to either go back to sleep or prepare to start begging for an orgasm of his own, depending on how long this took.
He couldn’t do much about it either way, because Wade had locked him in a chastity cage the night before after playing with him and wringing him out in all the good ways.
That meant it was probably Glen getting ready to go to town on him. Not that Justin minded.
He never minded.
It was also why he’d learned to put down a couple of large beach towels under him on Friday and Saturday nights. Otherwise, he’d be starting his weekend mornings doing the sheets.
The fingers in his ass turned and swept over his sweet spot, pausing, then gently massaging it, making him moan and shift his hips as his cock tried to stretch, just for it to rediscover the devious chastity cage he wore.
I’m not going back to sleep anytime soon.
He stretched his arms only to discover the chains on the headboard had been clipped to his wrist cuffs before he awakened.
Mmm.
A delicious shiver raced through him when a hand clamped down on the back of his neck.
Warm breath brushed against his left ear. “Daddy needs to take care of business, baby,” Glen growled, making Justin shiver again.
Called that one right.
Inside the chastity cage, Justin’s cock throbbed, unable to get completely hard and frustrating him in all the good ways.
Not that he minded that, either. He wouldn’t be kept waiting too long. Glen and Wade had too much fun making him beg, making him moan—making him come. They rarely made him wait more than a day or two if he really begged to come.
He wouldn’t deny that sometimes it was fun to be made to wait, in no way in control.
Forced to just be and enjoy the ride.
Glen bit down on the back of Justin’s shoulder, and this was no playful love bite. Hard enough to leave a bruise, maybe even break the skin a little. Justin fisted his hands and pressed his face into the pillow, biting down on it to endure. He always wore a couple of marks thanks to Glen—bites, scratches, or marks left by implements.
Especially a whip.
Glen was a master with a whip and took great pleasure in wielding it.
Justin took equally great pleasure in being the one Glen wielded it on.
The fingers in his ass relentlessly targeted his prostate. If Glen kept it up, Justin wouldn’t be able to not come, although like this it would feel totally unsatisfying. Wade loved to play with him, tease him—Glen enjoyed torture, now that he had a willing victim for all his most devious fantasies.
Including milking him.
Oh, shit.
Wade had made him come twice last night before slapping the chastity cage on him, and now Glen was…
Justin let out a low moan. He was soooo fucking close now, his cock painfully straining against the confines of the cage. Which made him even hornier. Which hurt. Which…
Which made the vicious cycle repeat itself.
Glen released his bite and licked the spot. “I know, baby. Soooo fucking mean of me to milk you right now, isn’t it.” He giggled. “Master made you come twice last night. You didn’t think that was just a little suspicious?”
Oh…fuck.
Yeah, he was in trouble now. He likely wouldn’t be getting any satisfying orgasms until tomorrow night, at this rate.
He whined.
Another giggle from Glen. “Oooh, I think you just realized what’s going on. For the record, yes, you are staying locked up all day today. And yes, I am milking you. Might as well give it up now, baby, because your only job today is to be a plaything.”
“Does the…fff…ucking have to be ssso…t…alky?” Wade grumbled from the other side of the bed.
“I’m wide-fuckin’-awake, Dub,” Glen groused. “It’s Saturday. Let me have my fun.”
Wade sighed melodramatically.
Justin turned his head to the right and opened his eyes to see Wade’s hooded brown gaze meeting his. Justin stretched his right arm toward Wade as far as the chain would allow.
Wade reached up and laid his hand over Justin’s, lacing fingers with him and squeezing. A sleepy smile curved his lips. “Settle in and…enjoy it, b-baby,” he said. “He’s in a…mood.” Still mostly asleep, Wade stuttered a little worse than he usually did when home alone with the two of them.
Again, not that Justin minded. Especially considering he’d had a long and stressful week at work, several days working until nearly nine at night to finish the last stage of a study they were running at the hospital’s lab. By day, Dr. Justin Rede was a serious research biologist, working on trying to beat cancer, on staff at a local Sarasota hospital.
At night and on the weekends, he was a well-loved slave, slut, and chew toy to Glen and Wade, two married and slightly switchy Doms who’d collared and claimed Justin.
Besides, Justin knew exactly what his two Owners were doing—forcibly unplugging his brain for him so he could spend the weekend recovering from work, and thus he’d start next week refreshed and ready to go again.
God, I love these men.
It was almost as if they could read his mind sometimes, they were that attuned to him and his needs. He never regretted doing this, not for a second.
Even in the times when either or both men had him swearing at them over whatever tortures they were subjugating him to.
He loved every bit of it.
Justin squeezed Wade’s hand and closed his eyes as he totally gave in and gave over to Glen’s demands. Justin quit trying to hold back his release, his cock protesting that ejaculation without a fulfilling orgasm wasn’t fair.
Glen even drew this out, taking his time building Justin up before milking his release from him. Justin didn’t bother trying to stay quiet, knowing Glen loved hearing his pitiful and pained groans. Back arching even more, Justin’s toes curled as his body gave over to Glen and his balls started contracting. Beneath him, he felt warmth spreading, his cum spilling from the end of his confined and protesting cock and ending up both on the towel beneath him as well as making the inside of the chastity cage’s tube all slippery and spoogey.
He lay there panting and spent but even more sexually frustrated than before while Glen’s fingers disappeared from his ass and he heard him strip off the glove. Glen rose, shoving Justin’s thighs wider apart as he knelt there. Seconds later, Glen’s lubed and condom-sheathed cock was driving hard into his ass.
From this angle, every stroke Glen took sent the thick head of his cock gliding over Justin’s prostate and tormenting him even more.
Hands clamped down on his shoulders as Glen fucked him. “That’s it, baby,” Glen’s husky voice groaned out. “Let Daddy get his nut like the good little fucktoy you are.”
Glen’s growly voice sent Justin’s brain barreling toward subspace. Not helping his situation any, Justin’s pierced nipples chafed against the covers under him. Another of Glen’s ideas. And now the chastity cage was starting to grow uncomfortably sticky around his cock.
Unfortunately, Justin knew this routine, too. Glen was settling in for a long, punishing fuck. Far as Justin knew, it’d been at least three days since the man last came. Glen had been having a long, exhausting work week himself, dealing with a bunch of problems stemming from a new computer system they were installing that was wreaking havoc on their ordering and inventory system. Glen had come home every day and done little more than collapse while Wade had more than taken up the slack in terms of chores and dinner and taking care of the two of them.
Now Glen would make up for that with interest added to the total due from Justin’s flesh.
Sure, Justin could always safeword and the men would respect it, but kind of the point in Justin’s mind was he didn’t want to. He loved giving them control of him like this. He was under strict orders to safeword for literal harm of any kind—to protect the property, even from his Owners.
Beyond that…no. Justin would never safeword for this.
Justin felt Wade shift closer with a tired sigh that told Justin volumes. The other Dom knew there was no way he’d get to go back to sleep until Glen came. People often mistook Wade for the dark and more strict of the two Doms unless they knew his quiet ways were due to his stutter, which he tried to conceal.
Glen was both an extrovert and a chatterbox.
He was also a massive fucking sadist.
In play, Wade was more tender and sensual, mixing in plenty of pleasure as a reward for taking the pain he dished out.
Glen was happiest when he could literally go primal, clawing and biting and fucking.
Which meant life was never boring.
Was Justin an equal partner to the two men? Absolutely. When vanilla life issues needed to be dealt with, that was as equals, even when Justin wanted to default to slave mode. The two older men would force him to sit down and talk as their husband—even if he technically wasn’t, by legal definition.
Other than that?
This was the only place Justin wanted to be, and it was the happiest he’d ever felt in his life.
Wade stretched out next to Justin, an arm slung over his shoulders and cuddling him against him as good as he could with the chains holding him and Glen fucking him.
He nuzzled Justin’s ear with his lips, gently nipping. “Such a…good boy for us.”
Justin shivered, the sweet fog of subspace washing over him and carrying him under. “Thank you, Master.”
Wade chuckled. “Comfy?”
“Horny, Master.”
“Poor…boy.” Another nip. “I promise I’ll let you…come tonight…if you’re our good boy to…day.”
Another sweet shiver raced through his body and he squeezed Wade’s hand. “Thank you, Master.”
 
* * * *
 
Wade glanced up at Glen, whose handsome blue heavy-lidded gaze was now focused on him.
His husband.
The love of his life, and the man he planned to spend the rest of his life with.
Then they’d met Justin, and life had gotten even better for them both.
Glen had hit his groove and would be grinding on their sweet boy for at least another fifteen minutes or so. Wade rested his head on Justin’s arm and blew Glen a kiss as he watched him fucking Justin’s ass. Last night, Glen had been too tired to play with them and had asked Wade to make sure Justin’s pump would be primed for today.
Hence the chastity cage. Their boy was always hornier and needier with a chastity cage locked onto his gorgeous cock and balls.
“Save me one for…tonight,” Wade told Glen. “We haven’t…bred our boy in…a couple…of weeks.”
Glen’s bottom lip caught under his teeth. “Mmm-hmm. Oh, yeah. Someone’s getting DP’d tonight.” He smacked Justin’s ass cheeks with both hands, and not a playful slap by any means. It was a hard impact that left clear handprints on those sweet, tight globes of Justin’s flesh and drew a pained grunt from their boy.
No tan lines on that gorgeous ass, either, because their boy wasn’t allowed clothes or a bathing suit in the backyard if they didn’t have company.
Justin tried rocking his body against Glen’s. “Yes, Sir. Thank you.”
Glen grinned and picked up the pace of their fucking. Justin was going to end up spending the whole day being edged and begging for relief.
It’d been over a year since the day Justin moved in with them full-time and they’d slipped a matching wedding band on his finger. There didn’t appear to be any signs of them getting tired of each other yet.
What they had wasn’t just sexy perfection. It was way more than that.
It was forever.
 
* * * *
 
Glen had wanted to jump in and play with Wade and Justin last night, but after a hellish week at work, his forty-two-year-old body had noped out on them. He’d had to settle for dozing and watching while Wade had fun torturing and fucking their sweet boy.
Right now, Glen wanted to fuck this morning boner soft inside Justin’s fine ass. He shifted his grip from Justin’s hips back to holding his shoulders again as he plowed him. Sure, it was mean milking their boy and not giving him an orgasm, but wasn’t the meanest thing he’d ever done to him.
Hell, wasn’t even the meanest thing Wade had ever done to him over the course of their relationship. Yeah, Glen was a sadistic Dom, and yeah, he preferred being Top, but before Justin perfectly slotted himself into their lives and completed their dynamic the two of them had switched countless times for the sake of fairness, peace, and evil, sexy fun.
Wade’s gorgeous brown eyes looked even darker this morning as he met Glen’s gaze and watched him fucking their boy.
Theirs.
Somehow, life had turned perfect and tossed them a handful of love and light and said, Here, enjoy.
Glen never took a minute of it for granted, either.
“You gonna tease me all day too, Dub?” he asked.
Wade sat up and kissed him, one hand hooking behind his head and holding him in place even as Glen continued fucking Justin.
“Yeah,” Wade hoarsely said.
Uh-oh.
Glen recognized his tactical error when Wade shifted position, planted a hand between Glen’s shoulders, and shoved him forward. Not ready for it, Glen barely managed to keep from crushing Justin beneath him and somehow kept his elbows under him to hold him up.
Wade was wide awake now, another miscalculation on Glen’s part. Wade braced his forearm across Glen’s back, shifting his full weight onto him and forcing Glen to keep his elbows braced on the mattress so Justin could breathe. Glen didn’t need to ask what Wade was up to.
The way Wade forced Glen’s thighs apart with his own told him all he needed to know.
One-handed, Wade grabbed another condom pouch from the bed and tore it open with his teeth, rolling it on before slathering his cock with lube.
“I’m not exactly ready, Dub,” Glen said.
A low, throaty chuckle met that statement. “Don’t care.”
Oh, fuck. Glen’s cock throbbed with need where it was now buried deep inside Justin’s ass.
Okay, yeah, so he didn’t mind it when Wade felt like being a Top to him every so often.
Every guy liked to feel needed.
Below him, Justin started tensing his ass around Glen’s cock in a playfully cheeky way.
Glen didn’t even bother protesting. Instead, he nuzzled the top of Justin’s left shoulder. “Hang on, buddy. This ride is gonna get rough.” Then Glen bit down again as the thick head of Wade’s cock pressed against his rim.
Below him, Justin groaned, trying to rock his hips but completely pinned between him and the mattress.
Above him, Wade was making slow and tolerable progress, but Glen still grunted as his husband’s cock stretched him open.
“Jesusfuck, you’re…tight,” Wade gasped.
Glen groaned, not wanting to blow his load this soon. “Your fault. Been at least a month since you fucked me.”
“Mmm.” Wade paused, giving Glen a chance to flex his own ass around Wade’s shaft.
One night about a year after the two of them had moved in together, following a particularly hot night when Glen had willingly bottomed to Wade and given him permission to go full-on Dom on him, he’d admitted it was fucking hot when Wade had simply taken what he wanted, just like this.
It spoke to Glen’s primal side and hardened his cock like steel. Even this many years later, the memory of that night could still stiffen him like a damn horny teenager.
Wade damn well knew it, too. Which was why every so often Glen would do the same thing to him.
He breathed through it, trying to relax, his body processing the conflicting and simultaneous sensations of pain and pleasure in a way that drove his desire even higher.
Yeah, he was one unapologetically sick puppy.
He released his bite on Justin’s shoulder and took a deep breath. “Fuuuuck, Dub. That’s playing dirty.”
“Yep.” Wade shoved his cock hard and deep inside him, making Glen cry out and almost explode as Wade bottomed out inside him.
“Fuck fuck fuck-fuck fuck!” Glen gasped.
Below him, Justin giggled, prompting Glen to shove his cock deeper inside Justin and turning his giggle into a moan.
Another throaty chuckle from Wade. “Mmm-hmm.”
“Dammit, Dub,” he grumbled. “Not fair taking advantage of my weakness.” He nuzzled the nape of Justin’s neck and kissed him.
“Woke me…up. Own fault.”
“Fucker.”
Wade snorted. But he sat up and grabbed Glen by the hips and took a long, slow stroke out and in again. “Better get…moving. We have a…second cage.”
“Oh, no, you aren’t locking me up, buddy.” Glen sat up and looked at him over his shoulder.
Wade wore that sexy-as-fuck smirk that had gotten him laid by Glen countless times over their years together.
“I’m…not?”
“No!”
“You still…owe me from four weeks…ago.”
“What? I—” His jaw snapped shut. “Oh, fuck,” Glen muttered.
Wade arched an eyebrow at him, his smirk widening.
Busted.
 
Chapter Two
 
Four weeks ago, Justin had been in the middle of a crucial stage of a study he was working on. He’d returned home from work that night a little before eight, suffering from a horrible headache that looked like it was turning into a migraine.
Meanwhile, Wade, who’d arrived home from work more than a little horny and in a troublemaking mood of the fun and sexy kind, had spent the evening winding Glen up and fully intending on turning him loose on Justin when their boy returned home.
Except it’d taken every ounce of gentle persuasion—and more than a little Domly will—that Glen and Wade had in them to coax Justin into eating some homemade chicken soup and drinking some peppermint tea before he’d collapsed for the night. Especially once they’d learned Justin had worked through lunch and forgotten to eat.
Which had probably contributed to Justin’s headache.
That meant Glen needed an outlet for all the sadistic energy Wade had helped stoke.
Sure, Glen could have gone out to the pool or hot tub—or even lain there in bed with them—and rubbed one out…but where was the fun in that? Plus, it wouldn’t have felt nearly as satisfying after the type of buildup he’d endured all evening.
Feeling slightly guilty, and after more than a little wheedling on Glen’s part, Wade had offered to take one for the team and completely bottom to Glen for the night, both in bed and for play.
With a quid pro quo clause attached.
Glen would have agreed to nearly anything by that point to get his nut the way he wanted. That night, Glen had tied Wade up, bent him over the back of the couch, and fucked his brains out after caning his ass red and leaving him covered in scratches and bite marks.
Now, it was time to pay the piper.
Some of their hottest nights had occurred during the redemption of QPQ clauses.
“Thought you wanted us to breed our boy tonight,” Glen said.
Wade smirked. “Plenty of time for you…to recharge.” His smile faded, gaze narrowing into that sexy, dangerous edge Glen loved and which had the power to flip him every time. “Especially…if I…cage you.”
Yeah, Glen’s cock was twitching with need. No, he wasn’t submissive, but over the years he and Wade had both come to love times like these, even when playing the bottom.
They’d each learned exactly how to push the other’s buttons in Top or bottom mode.
Wade had his number, but good.
“You really want to do that to me, Dub?” Part of Glen was grumbling fuck, no.
But even deeper inside, part of him had already rolled over onto his back, spread his legs, and had his cock throbbing and heart eagerly racing at the thought of being caged and stuffed by his sexy hubby.
Wade’s hand shot out and fisted Glen’s blond hair, wrenching his head back as his dangerous smile returned. “Yep.”
Justin chose that moment to clamp his ass down on Glen’s cock again, catching him by surprise and tipping him too far over the edge for him to stop his climax.
“Goddammit!” Glen gasped, trying to thrust and catch up, at least have a chance to enjoy it.
But then Wade jerked Glen’s head back even more, twisting him at an odd angle and keeping him from being able to so much as attempt to enjoy a remotely satisfying fuck.
“No!” Glen wailed.
A soft, evil laugh chuffed from Wade. “Whoops.”
“You fucker,” Glen grumbled.
Under Glen, Justin laughed.
Wade slanted his lips over Glen’s. “Mine,” he softly said, staring into Glen’s eyes. “Both of you.”
Who was he kidding? If Wade was truly feeling some heavy-duty toppy oats today, like hell would he tap out and spoil the fun.
 
* * * *
 
What Wade really wanted to do was flip the tables on Glen in a way his guy wasn’t even close to expecting. It’d been a while since Glen had spent a little time on the bottom, and while Justin had no interest in “topping” either of them in play, he definitely didn’t mind having his cock ridden, or fucking one of them when he felt like it.
Wade knew all he’d have to do would be to get Glen so horny he could barely see straight and flat-out give Justin an order to ride Glen, and Wade could be taking part in some really hot and heavy fun. Justin spent all week with a weighty amount of responsibilities on his shoulders and a seriously engrained fierce work ethic. He was a cancer researcher because the disease had killed his mom. He always put a ton of pressure on himself.
At home, all he wanted—and what he truly needed—was their love and attention, their persuasion to allow him to slip his brain into neutral and just be.
Because they loved him the perfect way he was.
“How’s your…cock, boy?” Wade asked Justin without releasing Glen.
“Not ready again yet, Master.”
Wade smiled and nuzzled Glen’s nose. “Cock cage. Butt plug. My choice.”
Glen rolled his eyes, but Wade didn’t miss the way his gorgeous blue eyes softened at the outer edges, the way his lids dropped just a smidge. “Fine.”
Not nearly enough snark in that reply to tell Wade he truly wasn’t into this. “Game…on.”
“Fucker,” Glen whispered, trying to steal another kiss from him.
“For…you, yes.” He denied Glen the kiss. Instead, Wade shoved him forward again, one hand on Glen’s hip and one clamped down on his shoulder as he started plowing his guy.
He needed this nut busted now.
Glen ended up on his elbows again, biting down on Justin’s shoulder as he groaned through Wade’s vicious plowing. But Glen wasn’t fooling Wade in the slightest. His guy was fucking back against him with every thrust and really grinding.
Then he realized Glen might already be on his way to getting hard again. So he paused, gripped Glen’s hips with both hands, and pulled him free of Justin’s ass.
“Nooo!” Glen howled around his mouthful of Justin’s shoulder, which made Wade laugh out loud.
Yep. He knew his guy. Glen was frequently insatiable on Saturday mornings, especially if he hadn’t had a chance to really let loose in a couple of days.
Under Glen, Justin laughed, knowing what happened.
A threatening growl rolled from Glen, punctuated by another yelp as Wade smacked Glen hard on his left ass cheek before he resumed fucking him again. Wade didn’t even care about the rhythm, forcing Glen to figure it out and start moving in time with him again. Before long, though, Glen had released his bite on Justin’s shoulder. His head had dropped, forehead pressed between Justin’s shoulders as he held on and dug in, fucking back into Wade’s thrusts.
There he is.
Yeah, he was sure he’d find Glen was a horny, needy mess by the time he got his own.
Which was exactly how he wanted him today.
 
* * * *
 
Justin knew Glen would make him pay later for his laughter and didn’t even care. Wade had flipped Glen into a bottom headspace in the space of just a couple of minutes.
Meaning both of them would be under the Dom’s spell for the rest of the day.
Glen in that “playmate” mode, as Justin had dubbed it, was as much fun as Glen in Daddy or Sir mode.
He wasn’t one of those subbies who couldn’t stand seeing their Owner switch. On the contrary, he loved watching the men play together like that.
The complete and uninhibited trust they had in each other, which was the only way that kind of dynamic worked for them.
It didn’t diminish either man, in Justin’s eyes. It made them stronger, more well-rounded. It was his personal opinion that it made both men better Tops overall, because they knew what things felt like, knew even more intimately the things to do to drop Justin into subspace and keep him there.
It wasn’t all kinky fuckery, either. There were plenty of times they just made love in bed, three husbands and not Master/Sir/boy. For sex, Justin didn’t mind being on top with either or both of them. He was still their boy.
What he treasured above all was the love they had for him and each other, and that at the end of every night it was the three of them snuggled in bed, holding each other and dedicated to this perfection they shared.
He’d been worried at first that his older sister, Rachel, might react badly to him having not one but two guys, and he shouldn’t have. She was kinky, too, and had been friends with both men for a while. Rachel and her husband and Master, Andrew, had been happy for the three of them.
Since Glen and Wade had entered his life, Justin had felt the happiest he could ever remember. He had a great job that was both professionally and emotionally fulfilling. He had a stronger-than-ever relationship with Rachel since he’d moved from South Dakota to Sarasota, getting to see her nearly every week. He had Glen and Wade, and their families. While Glen’s sisters and both sets of the men’s parents weren’t exactly sure how to process Justin being the men’s “husband,” no one had turned their backs on them.
Justin closed his eyes and lay there, his cock once again trying to protest being caged when there was sexytime to be had. Every stroke Wade took inside Glen’s ass shoved Glen against Justin, who couldn’t shift his hips and take some of the pressure off his lower body.
Still can’t go back to sleep.
Not that he was complaining, because he wasn’t.
He’d never complain about these sweet and frisky mornings, pre-dawn or otherwise.
Although, considering how early it still was, and that all three of them had gotten off—sort of—he wouldn’t be shocked if Wade announced after cleaning up that they could snuggle and sleep in.
Above him, Glen’s gasps and groans as he and Wade fucked couldn’t be ignored.
Nor could the way Glen’s cock was starting to re-inflate, smacking against his ass cheeks as Wade picked up the pace, intent on rounding the bases into home.
Glen’s fingers closed over Justin’s, squeezing, his breath heavy in Justin’s right ear as he laid his face against Justin’s head.
Justin squeezed his hands and nuzzled his head against Glen’s. “How’s that cock feel, Sir?”
“Fucking amazing,” Glen gasped. “You know he is.”
Yeah, Justin knew, all right. He’d been the lucky recipient of a nice hard fucking from that very same cock last night.
Like this, everything else faded away, all worries, all responsibilities. He could just be and enjoy it, guilt-free.
His men damn well knew what they were doing, and he loved them more than he had the words to express.
That’s why he showed them, every day. Whether it was getting their coffee or getting their rocks off, Justin lived to serve the men. He didn’t need a piece of paper legally designating them as his “husbands.” The wedding rings they all wore and the bed they shared were enough for him.
Wade started making the familiar grunts that always turned Justin’s brain and balls into total jelly as his orgasm hit. Followed by the relieved gasp, a couple more thrusts…and then falling still with his cock buried inside Glen.
For a moment, the only sounds filling the room were Glen and Wade’s breathing.
Then a slap echoed off the walls, and Glen’s body bumped against Justin’s. “Sh…ower,” Wade ordered. “Clean up.”
Glen softly snorted. “Oh, fuck. Here we go.”
But he didn’t sound unhappy about that.
Not in the slightest.
 
Chapter Three
 
Wade had to move first before anything else could happen. Glen winced as his guy pulled his softening cock from Glen’s ass and climbed out of bed.
Glen unclipped Justin’s restraints and leaned in to kiss him, the younger man’s tight body warm and willing below him. “Gonna help the big, bad Dom torture Daddy today?”
In the dim light, Justin’s green eyes looked almost emerald. “Does Daddy want me to?”
He nuzzled his nose against Justin’s. “Daddy doesn’t mind in the least. Fair’s fair. Quid pro quo clause invoked. You slept through me torturing his ass that night.” Normally, Justin called him Sir by default. Wade was Master. That was more to prevent confusion when Justin was talking to them.
But Glen’s Daddy mode was the mean, primal, bitey-scratchy mode. While Wade would tolerate a certain amount of that, it wasn’t his favorite form of play. Which was another reason why, in the past, they commonly had a third as a play-partner or sometimes even for sex, so Glen could unleash that side of himself without reservation.
Justin loved Daddy mode, however. Glen never had to hold back with him.
Glen sat up, allowing Justin to roll over and stare up at him. “I suspect he’s going to stick that one butt plug in you and torture you with it all day, Daddy.”
Glen laughed. “Baby, I know he is. The question is, will he let me go back to sleep for a little while first?”
“No,” Wade called out from the master bathroom.
Justin sat up, and Glen was able to properly kiss him. “There’s my answer.”
They climbed out of bed, Justin grabbing the beach towels they’d been lying on and dumping them into the hamper on their way into the master bathroom. Wade had already cleaned up and passed them.
“Where you going?” Glen asked.
“Right back.”
Uh-oh.
Glen knew where Wade was going, and sticking his head out of the bathroom to watch proved it.
Wade walked over to the one dresser where they kept a few commonly used toys in the top drawer and opened it.
Glen didn’t even want to know. He turned and, after disposing of the condom and taking a leak, stepped into the shower with Justin to clean up after removing the collar and cuffs from Justin.
Wade returned, joining them in the shower. Sure enough, he held one of their chastity cages in his hand.
“Boy. Hold…him.”
“Oh, come on, Dub.” But Justin was their good boy. He stepped behind Glen and grabbed him in a headlock Glen knew all too well, because it was the same one they frequently used on Justin—his arms under Glen’s, up and around, his hands laced together behind Glen’s neck.
Dark amusement filled Wade’s expression as he grabbed the hand-held shower head from its bracket and then reached over to adjust the water’s temperature.
“Dude, please, no!”
Wade smirked. “Red?”
Glen stared at him for a long moment. “No! Fucker, goddammit—MOTHERFUCKER!”
Wade had sprayed the cold water right on Glen’s cock, which had been semi-chub.
Behind him, Justin snickered. Yeah, Glen knew damn well why.
Because there’d been plenty of times he’d done exactly this to Justin.
But the particular cock cage Wade had grabbed wasn’t big enough to fit on Glen’s cock unless he was completely soft.
Meaning when he started to get the slightest bit hard, his cock would encounter the uncomfortable nubbies inside the damn thing. It was his favorite cage to use on Justin when he really wanted to torment him, because Justin’s slightly smaller cock could expand more in it.
But on him, it was just fucking torture.
Except he and Wade had an ironclad mantra—they didn’t do stuff to Justin they wouldn’t be willing to go through themselves. The nipple piercing aside, because Justin had wanted to do that. Had Justin safeworded for it, it would have triggered a discussion, and of course Glen wouldn’t have forced-forced him to do it.
Glen rose up on his toes and pressed back against Justin as he tried to escape the fucking cold spray. Sure, it wasn’t ice-cold like in some locales, but even seventy-two degree water on your cock was not fucking comfortable.
Wade giggled.
“Yeah, giggle on, motherfucker,” Glen gasped. “Just remember this.”
Wade’s gaze narrowed further, and Glen realized that was the wrong fucking thing to say to his guy. “Oh…really?”
Oh, shit. That was the equivalent of Wade yelling Challenge Accepted!
He’d totally underestimated how toppy Wade was feeling this morning. Wade wasn’t going to be satisfied merely sating his urges with Justin.
Something rolled over again deep inside Glen, welcoming this.
“What are you going to do to me today, Dub?”
Wade’s evil smile normally would have hardened Glen’s cock.
If it wasn’t for the fucking cold spray.
“Play.”
I’m so fucked.
Wade finally pulled the spray away and let the shower head hang free as he quickly worked to fit the goddamned cage on Glen, pulling his balls through the ring part of it and then fitting the two pieces together once his cock was inside the tube part.
And he snapped an actual motherfucking lock on it, not just a cable tie he could easily remove himself.
He also didn’t know where Dub had stashed the key.
Dammit.
“Don’t…let him go yet,” Wade told Justin. He grabbed the shower head and adjusted the water, testing it, waiting until he had it adjusted to his satisfaction before turning to them again. He stepped in close and kicked Glen’s feet farther apart, his gaze boring into Glen’s as he reached between Glen’s thighs and his fingers sought his hole.
Glen gasped. “Fuck fuck fuck!” Wade’s finger unerringly located his prostate and started massaging it.
Wade knew damn well what that would do to him.
That was kind of the point.
Almost immediately, Glen’s cock tried to get hard inside the cage, making him suck in a sharp breath as the nubs inside the cage did their thing. Glen’s head lolled back against Justin’s shoulder and it flashed through his mind that it wasn’t going to be their sweet boy totally on the bottom of the dog-pile today after all.
It’d be him.
 
* * * *
 
Justin fought the urge to giggle again. He knew all too well the feeling of surrender that had just washed through Glen’s body. Countless times, it’d been him in exactly this position.
Justin nuzzled Glen’s left ear. “Master’s going to fuck us both good today,” he whispered, happy to play dirty. “Sir’s had a hard week at work, too. Time for both of us to unplug.”
Glen’s chest rose and fell, breathing fast, straining against Justin’s grip a little. Not enough to break free—and since at five-eleven Glen had two inches on Justin’s height and enough pounds on Justin that he easily could overpower him—but more than enough to tell Justin that Glen was gone. He’d totally surrendered to taking this ride and letting it carry him wherever Wade wanted to take him.
Justin nipped Glen’s ear. “Let’s stay home tonight, Daddy. Please? I know we talked about maybe going to Venture tonight, but I’d rather stay home and play.”
He wasn’t sure Glen was going to respond at first, until he nodded his head a little, as far as the grip Justin had on him would allow. “Okay. Yeah.”
Justin’s gaze locked on to Wade’s, where he stood in front of Glen. Justin couldn’t tell for sure, but it felt like maybe Wade had a finger up Glen’s ass as the warm water sprayed on his cock and balls. Probably teasing his taint, too, definitely a way to get Glen hard almost immediately this time of day.
“Master?”
Wade smiled. “Home tonight. Pizza.” Justin saw his arm move, the hand between Glen’s legs, and Glen sucked in a sharp breath in response.
“Goddammit, Dub,” Glen growled.
Ooooh, yeah. Wade was definitely playing dirty and getting Glen hard again.
It was one of their favorite tricks to do to him, so Justin knew the drill.
Wade’s smile widened, his eyebrows arching in an innocent, who, me? expression. “Fair’s…fair.”
“Fucker.”
Wade was getting Glen hard, keeping him that way, playing with him, but not enough to get him over. The cage Dub had locked on Glen was the wicked one, Justin’s least-favorite because of how uncomfortable it was.
But since the men had basically reinforced his body’s urge to respond and get hard when he felt the sexy kind of pain…yeah. It was a self-inflicted cycle.
Glen’s body couldn’t help but respond in the same way after all the years of switching between him and Wade.
“Changed…mind.” Wade leaned in and kissed Glen. “Breed your ass tonight.”
Justin couldn’t hold back his giggle at the plaintive whine rolling from Glen. “Come on, Dub! That’s not fair, torturing me all day. I was going to fuck myself dry with Jus today.”
“Red?” Left eyebrow skyward.
Glen groaned. “Jesusfuck, you know damn well I’m not safewording for that. Come on.”
Wade’s smile widened. “Then…you get…bred.” He focused on Justin. “Don’t…let him go…yet.” He pulled his hand free and hung the shower head before washing his hands and then stepping out of the shower.
Glen’s head lolled against Justin again. “Don’t suppose Daddy can negotiate a plea deal with his boy this morning, hmm?”
Justin laughed. “Sorry, Sir. That’s not up to me. Just safeword if you really don’t want to.”
“You little fucker.” He sighed. “You know goddamned well I won’t.”
Justin nuzzled Glen’s cheek. “I know all too well, Sir.”
 
* * * *
 
Wade returned to the dresser and found the butt plug he wanted there. After replacing the batteries in it, because even though it was working he didn’t know how old they were, he returned to the bathroom. This particular butt plug was waterproof so he didn’t have to worry. He left the controller on the counter and returned to the shower.
Glen’s eyes widened when he saw it. “Oh, come on, Dub!”
Wade grinned. “Red?”
Glen groaned. “No! Fuck, goddammit!”
Wade took his time coating the toy with lube, making sure Glen watched every second of that. “Jus, let him…go.” He did. “Turn…around,” he said to Glen.
Wade waited him out, through the glare of death, through the silent temper tantrum raging behind Glen’s blue gaze, before his husband finally complied and submitted.
Glen wrapped his arms around Justin, his face buried in the crook of his neck. From Justin’s pained gasp, he knew Glen had bit down.
He laid a hand on Glen’s lower back and kicked his feet wider apart again.
Glen arched his back to stick his ass out more and give Wade better access.
Oh, yeah, sure, he’s haaaating this.
Not.
Historically, Glen had zero trouble safewording if he really wasn’t in the mood to be bottomy.
In this case, the Dom protesteth too damn much.
Every once in a while, Wade had found, the best way to handle Glen, shake things up, and force him to relax was to change up the order of how things were done in their house.
This just happened to be the perfect time to sow a little well-needed disorder.
As the steam from the spray swirled around them, Wade coated his fingers with lube and scissored two of them inside Glen, making sure there was plenty there. Once Glen had started responding, rocking back and forth and fucking himself on Wade’s fingers, he withdrew his hand, added more lube, and went for three fingers.
That took a few minutes for Glen’s body to go from tense to once again eagerly fucking himself on Wade’s fingers. After rinsing off his hand, Wade pressed the tip of the butt plug against Glen’s rim, waiting. This was still bigger than three fingers.
Glen pushed, allowing Wade to start working the toy inside him with slow, short thrusts back and forth.
This one was particularly evil. Not only was it much larger at its widest part than Wade’s cock, it also featured a “rotating” internal section around the part that would be seated in his rim, a gizmo that made it feel like the wearer was receiving a rim job. And the tip also wiggled and rotated.
That was in addition to the vibration patterns, from mild and just annoying enough to get a guy’s interest up, all the way to a nearly jackhammering throb that had made Wade literally blow in less than ten seconds when he’d tried it after they’d ordered it. They’d both tried it before using it on Justin, because they wanted to know what it could do to Justin.
It was now one of Justin’s favorite toys.
Once it was completely seated inside Glen, Wade patted him on the ass. “There.”
Glen turned and grabbed him, kissing him hard. “Gonna get you back for this, Dub.”
Wade snorted. “Wrong. This is…your…payback.”
He sighed. “I guess you’re not wrong.”
 
Chapter Four
 
It still wasn’t even dawn yet. So Wade declared them all going back to bed.
Which was perfectly fine with Justin.
After the men buckled Justin’s collar and cuffs back on him, Wade positioned himself in the middle this time, on his back with Justin snuggled on his left and Glen on his right, their heads nestled against his shoulders and his arms hooked around them.
The other two men also draped an arm over Wade, their hands meeting, fingers laced together.
Like that, Justin felt Wade and, eventually, Glen, fall asleep again.
Justin knew he would, too, but not just yet. His cock was still trying to soften from the memory of hearing the sounds Glen made while Wade flipped the tables on him.
There wasn’t a damn thing about this arrangement he didn’t like, except that maybe he hadn’t moved to Florida earlier.
These two men had become his life.
Glen was thirteen years older than him, and Wade seventeen years older than him, but he didn’t care about that. The only thing that worried him was the risk of one day losing both of them to the natural progression of time, but that was something he forced himself to not think about.
He’d already lost enough people in his life. His mom, his dad. He was no stranger to grief.
How perfect that he’d never even slept with another man before these two men walked into his life? He didn’t know anything but them, and it was like they’d reached into his brain, found every last kinky, sexy fantasy he’d had, and perfectly met each and every aspect of them.
They loved him.
It wasn’t all about sex and fucking and blowjobs and beatings.
It was about the night he’d had a toothache and Wade had cuddled with him on the couch in the middle of the night to watch TV because Justin couldn’t sleep due to the bad kind of pain. And then had taken off from work the next morning to drive him to the dentist.
How Glen had texted Wade every ten minutes or so for updates that morning, because he’d had meetings he couldn’t miss and couldn’t go with them.
Justin had taken the whole day off, woozy with pain and the meds they’d used on him during the procedure to fix his tooth. Wade had called off for the rest of the day, took him home, and took care of him. Had, in fact, ordered Justin to stay on the couch unless he needed to get up to use the bathroom.
Had made sure he sipped tepid water so he wouldn’t get dehydrated, and when the pain meds made him sick to his stomach, Wade had come into the bathroom with him and held him while he puked.
That was true love.
It was like the Universe was trying to make up for the rough start he’d had in life by dropping not just one but two perfect guys into his lap.
Eventually, Justin drifted back to sleep. When he awakened, it was now daylight outside and Glen was still sound asleep. But when Justin looked, he spotted the amused smile on Wade’s handsome features.
Justin carefully sat up so he didn’t wake Glen and leaned in to kiss Wade. “Good morning, Master,” he silently said.
Wade’s smile widened, and he mouthed, “Coffee, please.”
Justin nodded and after leaving the bed, he stopped by the guest bath in the hallway to use the toilet there rather than risk waking Glen up.
If Glen wasn’t up yet, even despite the earlier interlude, it meant he was more exhausted than he’d been letting on to them. Glen was always up and frisky in the mornings, unless they’d been up until the wee hours at the club or a private party or just playing at home the night before.
But the smell of coffee brewing would likely wake him.
Fortunately, they didn’t have to leave the house today. Justin had done the grocery shopping yesterday on his way home from work.
That meant uninterrupted play today. Well, and chores, but there wasn’t a lot to do there, either, and it could be done tomorrow just as easily as today.
He’d also preset the coffee the evening before, so all he had to do was hit the on button. With that completed, he set out coffee mugs and leaned against the counter to await the brew.
Heaven.
That’s what this felt like.
He was out at work as both gay and poly. He’d wanted to make sure they wouldn’t have any problem with his personal situation, and they didn’t. He made decent money, he had two fantastic men, and his sister close by.
Once he had his and Wade’s coffees ready, he carried the mugs into the bedroom. In Justin’s absence, Wade had managed to carefully free himself from Glen’s embrace without waking him and was sitting on the far side of the bed.
When Justin handed him the mug and Wade crooked a finger at him, he leaned in and Wade kissed him.
“Thank you.”
Justin smiled and nodded in reply.
Glen was still deeply out.
Wow.
 
* * * *
 
Wade followed Justin’s gaze, to where he was watching Glen sleep, and knew his boy’s thoughts likely echoed his own, that Glen was far more worn out than he’d been letting on.
That was their guy, though. Pushing himself, ignoring his own needs, to the point of exhaustion.
After a few sips of coffee, Wade stood, grabbed the remote control for Glen’s butt plug from the side table where he’d put it earlier, and made his way to the living room with Justin after quietly closing the bedroom door behind them.
“We’ll…let him sleep,” Wade said, keeping his voice down.
“You think he’s okay?”
Wade shook his head. “Worn out.” He wished he made enough money on his own he could support all of them, let Justin and Glen stay home full-time, but he didn’t. He and Glen combined could keep Justin happily supported, but their guy was a fricking doctor. Sure, not the prescribes medicine kind, but no way would he let Justin waste his education. Not when Justin truly enjoyed his work and had a personal motivation to keep doing it.
Maybe Justin and I could support Glen.
Hmm.
There was an idea he hadn’t considered before.
Although it wasn’t like either of them were close to retirement age yet. And he knew Glen usually enjoyed his work.
We’re all overdue a vacation.
“When…are you eligible for…time off?”
“Vacation?”
Wade nodded.
“I think I am now. Let me check.” Justin retrieved his work cell phone and logged into their HR portal through it. “I have three weeks, paid, due to me. But we talked about taking off a week at Christmas and New Year’s, as well as a long Thanksgiving weekend.”
Wade nodded, now seriously thinking about it. Glen was overdue to take time off, too.
And his own schedule at work was flexible enough right now that he could shoehorn in a week off.
“Can you take…time off soon?”
Justin ran a hand through his brown hair as he looked at his calendar. “Not right this minute, no. Three weeks would be the soonest I could plan for something. What are you thinking?”
He took a sip of his coffee before tipping his head in the direction of the hallway leading to their bedroom. “Vacation. Real vacation. Not just…long weekend.”
“Really?”
He nodded.
“Where did you want to go, Dub?”
Good, he was happy to see Justin automatically flip into equals mode with this. “Where…would you like to go?”
He snorted. “Not South Dakota.”
Wade softly laughed. “No.”
Justin settled back against the couch. They were both naked, and the protective sheets he’d put out last night before their play were still in place. “I mean, we live in paradise. Probably not a beach destination.”
“You pick.”
“Really?”
Wade nodded. “Really.”
Justin cupped both hands around his mug and now wore a serious expression as he considered it. “I don’t know,” he finally said. “I don’t have a passport, so has to be in the US.”
“Right.”
He chewed on his lower lip. “Anywhere?”
Wade nodded. He loved that he didn’t have to be chatty with either man. They knew him, could read his facial expressions, understood his economy of speech.
He loved even more that he’d be spending the rest of his life with them.
 
* * * *
 
This was…this was huge.
Justin had never traveled before. Other than a trip when he and Rachel were kids, and driving down from South Dakota when he moved to Sarasota, and some visits to Minnesota to see relatives, or driving over to Rapid City for a weekend, traveling hadn’t been a thing for him to do due to lack of funds.
The trip he’d taken with his parents returned to mind. “Maybe we could fly to Washington state?”
Wade looked confused. “Asking?”
“Sorry. I meant that was a suggestion.”
“You pick.” Wade’s brown gaze intently focused on him, the green and amber flecks in his eyes picking up the morning light and fascinating Justin to the point he had to force his mind back to the question at hand.
“When Rache and I were kids, we flew out to Seattle with Mom and Dad once for a work trip for Dad. I don’t remember a lot of it. I remember how beautiful it was, the mountains especially. I wouldn’t mind going there. Maybe sightsee along the whole coast.”
Wade reached out and brushed his fingers through Justin’s hair. “Okay.”
That was Wade’s the decision is made tone, a quiet firmness that hardened Justin’s cock inside the chastity cage…reminding him what was happening that day and making him swallow back the moan trying to escape him over the erotic ache now consuming him.
The corner of Wade’s mouth quirked in a sexy smirk, his gaze dropping to Justin’s crotch before meeting his gaze again.
Justin rolled his eyes. “Yes, I’m fucking trying to get hard again, dammit.”
Wade took Justin’s mug from him and leaned forward, setting both mugs on the coffee table. Then he sat back, spread his thighs, and patted the inside of his right one. “Don’t…make me come.”
As if all the bones in his body except for the one trapped in the chastity cage had suddenly turned to jelly, Justin felt himself slither off the couch and turn, where he knelt between Wade’s thighs.
His mouth actually watered.
I am soooo fucking owned by these guys.
And he loved every second of it, and them.
“Hands behind back.”
He complied.
Wade’s right hand circled the base of his cock and he gave it a quick stroke, which finished hardening it. Then he held it by the base and grabbed Justin’s hair, pulling him onto it.
Justin’s mouth was already wide open and ready for him. He deep-throated him, breathing through his nose and swallowing against his gag reflex wanting to trigger. He’d come a long way with this, too. The men had patiently worked on him being able to take them to the root on the first try, and Justin had proudly and eagerly perfected his technique.
Wade let out a low hiss and started moving Justin up and down his cock with the grip he had in Justin’s hair. “Fucking…perfect,” he whispered. “My…perfect boy.”
Justin felt himself spinning back down into subspace. When it came to time with his guys, he didn’t honestly care where they went on vacation.
All he cared about was some uninterrupted time alone with them like this, being theirs.
Being loved.
Feeling like he was the center of their universe, because they damn sure were the center of his.
 
Chapter Five
 
Glen was immersed in a really sexy dream. The three of them at night, in their pool, him and Dub tag-teaming Justin. With their boy’s firm, sexy body sandwiched between them, they were both fucking him. Glen sat on the steps and Justin had knelt over him, with Dub standing behind him.
A permutation that had happened several times in real-life.
But when a sudden, painful ache hit his cock he winced, jerked out of the dream—
Just to find himself alone in bed.
Dammit.
It only took a second for his brain to orient him and remind him he was now locked in the wickedest chastity cage they owned, and his ass was stuffed, too.
Motherfucker.
He breathed through the last vestiges of sleep holding on to his system, all while trying to will his cock to soften.
Which wasn’t as easy as one might imagine, because while he wasn’t a masochist per se, the whole fucking sexy situation had his brain and body at war with each other.
Fuck.
He rolled onto his back and took another deep breath. Even that much movement stirred more sensations that threatened to harden him again.
It took him a moment to carefully climb out of bed. Then he had to head to the bathroom, where sitting down was his only option if he didn’t want to create a damn mess he’d have to clean up. It’d been a while since he’d worn a cage for any length of time.
I have a greater appreciation for how patient Justin is with us two sadists.
He didn’t see the butt plug’s remote on the bathroom counter, then remembered Wade had taken it out to the bedroom.
But when he finally emerged into the bedroom, he didn’t see it in there, either.
Coffee.
It finally registered he was smelling coffee.
Justin was already on his way down the hall toward him with a mug when Glen emerged from the bedroom. Glen took it from him and sipped.
“Good morning, Daddy.” But Justin couldn’t contain his amused smirk.
“Yeah, you’d better remember just because I’m his toy today doesn’t mean you’re not mine, too.” He spun Justin around and delivered a stinging slap to his ass. “What time is it?”
“Almost nine, Sir.”
“Breakfast?”
“We were waiting on you.”
“Okay.” Glen hadn’t bothered putting on clothes but spotted that while Justin was naked, at some point Wade had pulled on a pair of loose shorts. Now he sat at the kitchen table.
Wade’s beaming grin when Glen appeared made Glen’s cock twitch.
“Good morning…Sunshine.”
“Fuck y—AIGH!” Glen’s coffee slopped all over the tile floor. Justin laughed as he grabbed the mug from Glen’s hand and set it on the counter.
Wade wore a perfectly evil smile as he held up the butt plug’s remote in his left hand. In his right, he sipped coffee from his mug.
In Glen’s ass, the butt plug had sprung to life, rimming him and rotating and vibrating.
Worse, it’d made his cock scream to life again, and it was now straining against the confines of the chastity cage.
“All right! All right!” Glen yelled as he held on to the counter for support. “I’m sorry!”
Wade thumbed the control and the evil damn thing settled into a low, humming vibration while it rimmed him. But the tip, which had been pressing against his prostate, had stopped wiggling. Wade set the controller on the table.
Glen sucked in a shaky breath. “I forgot how evil this motherfucker is.”
The corners of Wade’s eyes were crinkled in amusement as he took another sip of coffee and watched him. Meanwhile, Justin, still snickering, set about wiping up Glen’s spilled coffee from the floor.
“You come…before I say,” Wade told him, “you get caned.”
“What do I have to do to renegotiate this?” Glen asked.
Wade looked thoughtful, smiled, and finally shrugged.
Fuck.
Nothing.
“I’m not safewording, and you fucking well know it.”
Wade’s smile widened. He shrugged again before taking another sip of coffee.
Then settle in and get used to it, is what that expression said.
Glen sighed. Motherfucker.
 
* * * *
 
Justin was having a damned hard time not cackling in evil glee over Glen’s plight. He totally got what Wade was doing, too. Glen was the most loving, devoted, attentive partner any two guys could ask for. He put everyone before himself in this relationship. Sure, for sadistic fun, he could be downright evil. Outside that, he was an amazing husband, and a terrifyingly fun Top. He was a brilliant lover and a playful partner.
But overall, he neglected himself emotionally to a disturbing amount when everything was tallied.
That was something else the two of them had talked about out in the living room, once Wade pulled Justin back up on the couch after about twenty minutes of worshipping Wade’s cock.
Talked as equals. Comparing notes on their guy.
No, Justin wouldn’t “top” Glen.
But this wasn’t topping him. Glen wasn’t safewording to Wade asserting Top role on him today. That meant he was submitting to Wade for the duration.
This was following Wade’s instructions to help him shut down Glen’s brain for the day so their guy could focus on just existing and enjoying life. Relaxing. De-stressing.
That, Justin could do. Easily.
Because he totally got where Wade was coming from. In his time with the two men, Justin easily saw the pattern. Considering Wade had far more years with Glen, he’d been mapping the pattern over the past several weeks, well before Justin had spotted it.
Thus, disorder in the house today. A full downtime day for Glen, courtesy of Wade.
Wade set his coffee down and scooted his chair back, turning in it and spreading his thighs. Looking directly at Glen, he patted the inside of his thigh.
That was the same command Wade gave Justin when he wanted him on his knees for cock worship.
The battle of wills taking place between them was nearly visible as they stared at each other.
Finally, Wade sighed, slowly shaking his head and tsking as he started to reach for the remote again.
“No! Wait, fine! Fuck.” Glen grumbled not-so-under his breath all the way across the kitchen.
Something else Justin had learned about Glen during their time together was that Glen didn’t like to admit when he needed downtime like this. He liked to think he was practically invulnerable, a rock everyone else could count on.
He didn’t like “sucking resources” emotionally from his two partners.
He wanted to be the caretaker, the strong one.
Wade shoved down the elastic waistband of his shorts and pulled out his cock, holding it at the base the way he had for Justin.
Glen needed a moment to slowly lower himself to his knees between Wade’s thighs without the butt plug jabbing him in a painful way—or in a way that would make him come too soon.
Justin’s pulse skipped and ran at Wade’s suddenly dark, sexy intensity as he watched Glen kneeling in front of him. Then Glen leaned in and licked the head, drawing a soft moan from Wade.
Wade’s gaze fell on Justin, and he crooked a finger from his other hand at him, motioning him in.
Justin walked over and Wade pointed at the floor.
He didn’t need any further hints. He sank to his knees next to Glen, and then the two of them started working on Wade’s cock together, one on each side, mouthing it all the way to the root and up again, taking turns swallowing the head and teasing him with their tongues.
“Yeeeeaaahhh,” Wade whispered as he settled in. “Easy.”
Glen’s arm settled around Justin’s shoulders. Pretty soon, the two of them were kissing at the head of Wade’s cock, tongues dueling as they licked the head, Glen’s blue gaze now looking soft, unfocused, nothing like the strict Dom or sexy, primal Daddy.
He looked…needy.
Wade’s other hand settled first on Justin’s head, then to Glen’s, back again. Stroking their hair, caressing their faces. Justin could have done this for as long as his knees held out, but after what was too short a time for Justin’s liking, Wade drew in a shuddering breath and patted them on the heads before tucking his cock back inside his shorts.
Glen grabbed Justin and kissed him hard, tongue-fucking his mouth. Soft, greedy sounds rolled from him as he kissed him.
They heard a soft jingling sound and looked up to see Wade smiling, holding a set of tiny keys.
Glen sat back and reached for them. “Thank fucking Christ. I was not going to survive doing this all day.”
But Wade smiled and drew them back, shaking his head. “For Jus, not…you.”
The literal shock on Glen’s face made Justin laugh. He couldn’t help it.
“What?”
Wade held the keys out to Glen. “Unlock him. Now.”
Justin watched Glen, the dark scowl that furrowed his brow, the almost murderous intent that flashed through his blue gaze. “What if I say no?”
Wade smiled and shrugged. “Red. All you…have to say.”
Another silent battle of wills ensued. Justin was seriously thinking Glen was about to safeword when he snatched the keys from Wade’s hand. “Fine.”
“Jus.” Wade motioned for him to stand.
Justin had to bite back a needy moan as Glen unfastened the lock and freed him from the cage, his cock inflating, fully hard without the restraint. But when Glen started to stand, Wade stopped him with a noise and took the cage, lock, and keys from him.
He pointed at Justin’s cock. “Now.”
Glen huffed, but he leaned in and swallowed Justin’s cock.
Justin whined, struggling not to come against the onslaught of Glen’s hot, skilled mouth.
Wade set the items on the table and stood, kissing Justin. “Fuck his face, boy.” But he wore an evil smirk. “Fuck him…hard. You may…come.”
So Justin did what all good boys do. “Yes, Master. Thank you.” He grabbed Glen’s head, buried his fingers in his hair, and didn’t hold back as he deeply fucked Glen’s mouth.
Wade picked up the butt plug’s remote and must have turned it off from the disappointed moan that rolled from Glen through Justin’s cock. That actually helped drive Justin closer to the edge.
Then Wade set the remote down and crowded in close enough to kiss Justin. He reached up and lightly tugged on the rings in Justin’s nipples, knowing damn well what that did to him.
Between Glen’s mouth engulfing his cock and what Wade was doing to him, Justin’s balls tightened and this time, not a damn thing was ruined about his orgasm. He made Glen deep-throat him, burying his cock all the way in Glen’s mouth and holding it there until he’d sucked every last hot drop of cum right from Justin’s balls and the sweet pleasure had crossed that razor’s edge from beautiful to a little too intense and bordering on the bad kind of pain.
Justin pulled out and leaned against Wade, letting him hold him for a moment.
On his knees, Glen cleared his throat.
Wade snapped his fingers at him, a clear warning not to push his luck and to remain where he was.
Justin smiled. “Thank you, Master.”
Another kiss. “You thank me…now.” He waggled his eyebrows at Justin and his words prompted a threatening giggle from Glen.
Oh, fuck.
 
Chapter Six
 
Wade took the keys and chastity cage back to their bathroom to wash it and leave it sitting out on the counter to dry while Glen and Justin started fixing breakfast. Before returning to the kitchen, he popped into their playroom and grabbed a spare leather collar and matching set of wrist and ankle cuffs.
He wanted to see exactly how far Glen would let him push him today. He wanted to do more than simply fuck his guy’s ass tonight.
Glen just didn’t know it yet.
He loved messing with Glen’s mind and keeping him mentally off-balance. It meant his guy wasn’t focused on anything but what was being done to him right here at home.
Forced him to leave work at work.
Something Glen damn sure wasn’t having an easy time doing lately.
When Wade returned to the kitchen, Glen did a double-take when he saw what Wade was carrying.
“What are those for?”
“What do you…think?”
Glen crossed his arms over his chest. “Let me rephrase that, Dub. Who are those for?”
Wade waited him out.
It took a full minute before Glen broke with a seismic eyeroll. “Okay, fine. Fuck.” He walked over and started to take them from Wade, but Wade stopped him with that sound again.
“Oh, come on.”
Wade arched an eyebrow at him. Glen huffed, but held his wrists out for Wade to buckle them on. Then Wade knelt to buckle the ankle cuffs on, and, finally, had Glen kneel so he could buckle the collar on him.
Then he smiled down at him as he stroked Glen’s hair. “Good boy,” Wade whispered.
He didn’t miss that Glen shivered at that.
Good. That meant he’d hopefully keep going along with this.
“Now, if you’re done,” Glen snarked, “can I show you something?”
Wade nodded and helped him stand. Glen motioned him over to the fridge and opened the freezer section. “If we’re staying home, why don’t we defrost those and have them tonight?” Glen pointed to three t-bone steaks they’d purchased on sale two weeks ago.
“Oooh, yes.”
“Excellent.” Glen pulled the steaks out and set them on the counter to thaw. “I hope we have gas for the grill. I haven’t checked it lately, and you were the last one to use it.”
“I’ll…check.” Hell, if he had to, he’d run out and get the tank filled. But, fortunately, they still had over half a tank left, by his best estimates. That meant they wouldn’t have to leave the house.
It also meant uninterrupted fun with the two men he loved more than life itself.
 
* * * *
 
Okay, so there worse ways to spend a Saturday morning than cooking breakfast naked with Jus and Dub.
On his way back from the lanai, Dub stopped in the living room and put on some tunes that soon had all three of them dancing in the kitchen.
During their time together, Glen had enjoyed teaching Justin how to cook, especially their favorites. Now meal times were often a chance to relax and bond, not stressful at all.
Times like now.
Wade basically stayed out of their way, chatting with them where he leaned against the counter and watched their matching naked asses as the two of them effortlessly dodged each other. Justin was taking care of the french toast while he was handling the omelets. Once breakfast was ready, Glen was the last one to take his towel-lined seat while Justin and Wade smiled up at him.
“What’s w…rong, Gee?” Wade asked.
“Fuck you,” he muttered, finally sitting on his left ass cheek and easing around until he found a position comfortable with both the chastity cage and the butt plug. Kind of left him slumping over a little to one side, but he managed while Justin looked entirely too amused.
Glen waggled a finger at him. “Oh, sure, Master’s saving your butt from me today, but you just wait.”
Justin grinned. “You haven’t scared me yet, Gee,” he teased.
“Still not sure why. I’m fucking insane. What’s worse is the two of you actually live with and love me. That might scare me even more.”
Wade chuckled. “True…story.”
 
* * * *
 
After breakfast, once the kitchen was cleaned up, Wade took great pleasure in putting first Justin, then Glen over his lap and giving them bare-handed spankings. He made sure to change the setting in Glen’s butt plug before he did, too, meaning his guy had to struggle not to come over what Wade was doing to him.
If for no other reason, he knew Glen would do his best to go along with him at this point because it had become a matter of pride to his stubborn hubby. But as they set about doing chores to get them out of the way, Wade kept an eye on Glen and watched him closely. Wade didn’t want to step over the line from playful to obnoxious and leave Glen feeling resentful on the back side of their play.
He also wanted to build up to his big surprise later, and hoped offering Glen a deal when he proposed it would convince him to go along with it.
And because Wade didn’t want to give Glen an excuse to ditch his temporary slave-boy mode, he volunteered to take care of some of the yard work also on their to-do list for this weekend. Nothing much, just running the trimmer around a few of the flowerbeds in the back yard.
Because there was a good chance they wouldn’t be doing any yard work tomorrow once Glen got to hear Wade’s proposal.
As Wade took care of that task, his mind wandered. This was their first truly “fun” weekend in a couple of months, at least. Not going anywhere, no plans, no obligations, no annoying things to take care of that would cut into their play time other than some chores.
This was what life should be like.
It was something he wanted to make sure Justin had a taste of on a regular basis. Wade knew it was irrational and just his own funky brain causing it, but every once in a while he worried about Justin walking away from them. Not that Justin had ever done anything to so much as hint at that.
He just…wanted to be proactive and not give Justin any reasons to think like that.
But he and Glen were married. That was legal and binding. Ed had set up a trust and some domestic partnership paperwork that made Justin nearly as good as married to them. He’d signed a pre-nup of sorts and they’d added him to their existing stuff.
The man was stable and seemed by all measures to be happy.
He wore their wedding band.
When they accompanied him to events for his work, Justin introduced them both to people as his husbands, even though they’d given him permission to come up with alternative phrasing if he wanted to.
Zero fucks given by the guy, apparently, regarding the sometimes confused and strange looks they received from people who didn’t already know they were poly.
Thank god his job is cool with it.
He’d feel like shit if being with them ever cost Justin professionally, even if one of Wade’s deepest fantasies was having Justin kept at home as their 24/7 slave, with them taking care of the finances.
Justin wanted to be a cancer researcher. It was what he’d worked his ass off to become. Like hell did Wade want to stand in Justin’s way.
Once Wade finished with that, he put the trimmer away and then stripped off his shorts, T-shirt, sneakers and socks to jump in the pool to cool off and rinse off the sweat. Justin had been scrubbing the grill in preparation for dinner later. It looked like Glen must have already anticipated pool time would be on the horizon, because Justin wasn’t wearing his cuffs or collar.
“Why don’t you come…join me?” Wade called out.
Justin smirked. “Because Sir told me to clean the grill.”
“Overruled.”
Justin wore a playful smile even as he shook his head. He put down the grill brush and stripped off the gloves, leaving them there. Then he took a few running steps and cannonballed into the deep end.
Wade swam out to him, wrapping Justin around him in the perfectly cool water. His fingers dug into Justin’s ass cheeks. “Hey there.”
He’d draped his arms around Wade’s neck. “Hello, Master.”
Wade slanted his mouth over Justin’s, both their cocks growing hard over the fun. Wade knew he’d have to be careful or risk not being able to perform later.
But Justin was younger, and one of the fun things Wade loved about him was that age difference.
Their slave hubby could get it up five or six times a day, easily. More, even, if they teased him right and didn’t let him come at all the day before.
Justin’s record so far was ten in one day, but that had left him begging not to come anymore when they’d finished with him.
The sliders from the kitchen opened. “Hey, you stole my grill-cleaning boy.”
Wade blew a raspberry at Glen. “Get your ass…in here.”
Glen held up his wrists, on which he still wore the cuffs.
“Take them…off,” Wade told him.
“Just wanted to make sure I had permission,” Glen grumbled on his way over to the lanai table, where he laid everything as he unbuckled and removed them. “Fuckin’ sadist.”
Justin softly giggled. “Don’t aggravate him too much, Master,” he whispered. “He’ll take it out of my ass.”
Wade kissed him. “I’ll protect you.”
“But you egg him on.”
“That’s because…you like being spanked.”
“That’s beside the point.”
Yeah, Wade knew Justin liked it. Justin would be lying if he said he didn’t.
Glen cannonballed into the deep end much the way Justin had, but he broke the surface moaning and wearing a pained expression.
Justin immediately started laughing.
“What’s…wrong?” Wade asked.
“He didn’t hold himself when he jumped in,” Justin said, still snickering. “The cage got him.”
Glen winced as he made his way over to them.
Wade immediately felt bad. “Sorry. Want me to…unlock it?”
Glen warded him off with his other hand. “No, I’m no welch. Just give me a minute to recover. Kinda tweaked things around in a bad way.”
Wade snorted, unable to help himself.
He also made a mental note to himself never to cannonball into the pool if he was wearing a chastity cage.
Which…he suspected would be on Glen’s itinerary tomorrow.
 
Chapter Seven
 
When Rachel and Andrew took Justin to Venture that very first night, he never imagined that he’d meet the two men he was destined to spend the rest of his life with.
And without a doubt, Justin was going to spend the rest of his life with Glen and Wade. Like hell would he leave them.
In the space of a little over a year, his entire life had shifted and become perfect.
A couple of years ago, if someone had told him this was where he would be, he would have laughed in their faces.
So many dreams had come true.
His doctorate. A dream job. Moving to Florida and being close to Rachel again.
The two loves of his life—the men who’d technically claimed his “gay cherry.”
The two Doms who’d popped his kinky cherry, too.
Life didn’t get much better than this.
Justin had lost his taste for religion as a kid, after losing their mom. But if there was a Higher Power, he wouldn’t begrudge thanking it for guiding him to these two men.
Wade eased them over to the pool steps, where he sat toward the top and pulled Justin onto his lap, straddling Wade’s legs and facing away from him, Wade’s arms around him.
“Lean…back against me,” Wade ordered.
Justin did.
From the way Justin’s legs were draped over Wade’s, when the Dom spread his thighs, it opened Justin’s thighs, too.
Wade nuzzled Justin’s cheek. “You have…permission to come, boy.” He snapped his fingers at Glen. “Make him…last a while.”
First Glen leaned in and kissed Wade. “You realize the next time you let me flip you that your ass is in for an ordeal, right?”
Wade blew him a kiss and smiled.
Justin leaned back, his hands tucked along Wade’s sides and Wade’s fingers now tweaking Justin’s nipple rings.
Something else he hadn’t regretted doing, and in retrospect was glad he’d waited to do it so it was Wade and Glen who’d taken him.
“Sit back and enjoy, baby,” Glen said as he knelt between Justin’s thighs.
Justin’s cock was achingly hard now, even before the heat of Glen’s skilled mouth closed over the head. The water of the pool was just cool enough that it provided the perfect counterpoint and helped Justin hold back his release for a while. He wanted to savor this, not blow immediately.
If anyone ever tried to get him to make a judgment call on which man was better in bed, Justin wouldn’t be able to. They were both equally skilled in everything they’d done to him so far. Sometimes he wondered how he’d gotten so lucky and felt woefully inadequate in return.
Yet they’d both been patient and compassionate—and sadistic in the good ways—at teaching him how to love and serve them.
Sometimes when Glen and Wade switched things up in bed in the beginning when Justin joined them, the one in Top mode would get even more sadistic, borderline brutal, and it was breathtaking to watch. There’d been several things Justin had asked on the backside for them to teach him or to do to him.
Plenty of fantasies the two hung hunks had made come true for him.
Including stuff he’d never reveal to his sister. Like consensual non-consent scenes—one step above choreographed rape—where the men had taken red off the table in lieu of an alternate all-or-nothing safeword that, unlike their usual play, would completely stop the play without any continuation.
Meaning Justin needed to be certain he really wanted to use it.
He hadn’t so far.
Usually the scenes were planned in advance and then Justin was left mentally spinning, wondering when they were going to happen.
The first time had been a Friday night when he’d come home from work late, well after dark. Wade and Glen had literally jumped him as he’d walked into the darkened garage, duct-taped his limbs, cut his clothes off, and spent the next couple of hours beating and fucking him.
The next day had been spent snuggling on the couch and in bed, the two Doms pampering and spoiling him as a reward for going through with it.
On that day, as he was right now, Glen had worshipped Justin’s cock, just like this, while Wade held Justin in his arms.
The man was a master at cock worship, and had taken great pride in teaching Justin how to duplicate his technique.
Wade nibbled on the shell of his ear. “Feels so…good, doesn’t it?”
“Yes, Master,” Justin softly moaned.
“When we started dating, he…stuffed me with lasagna. Then we…started making out. I was so f-full I could barely move. I think he…made me come about three times.”
Glen chuckled and lifted his head from Justin’s cock. “Rat bastard dozed off on me.”
“Spent the…night.”
“Yeah, you did.” He licked Justin’s cock from root to tip. “And then he found his second wind in the middle of the night and I woke up with my cock in his mouth.”
Wade gently nipped his way down the side of Justin’s neck and back up again. “Knew I’d…marry him.”
“Yeah, Dom or not.” Glen grinned and licked the head of Justin’s cock. “Someone that great in the sack, and who’d put up with me? I knew I could easily make a few concessions.”
Wade softly laughed. “Ditto.”
With the heat of the sun playing across their flesh, and Wade’s body cradling him, Justin let his head loll back against Wade’s shoulder and closed his eyes. Around them faint sounds drifted over the top of the privacy fence, but nothing to interrupt their interlude. Sounds of lawn equipment, kids splashing in a pool, a dog barking.
Might as well be on a TV or on another planet.
Justin’s world contracted until it consisted of nothing more than Glen and Wade and the waters surrounding them, the warm afternoon air.
The pleasure of Glen’s mouth on his cock, his hands teasing him, cradling his sac, playing with his ass. Fingers exploring and scissoring inside him as Glen teased and pleasured him. Justin frequently wondered if the two men actually knew his body better than he did. That’s what it sometimes felt like.
Like right now.
Glen enjoyed building up wave after wave of pleasure, skilled at knowing exactly when to let it recede before chasing it again. Justin didn’t know how long he sat splayed there in Wade’s arms when he spoke.
“Do it,” Wade hoarsely said. “Before I…fuck him myself.”
Justin didn’t open his eyes but he heard the smile in Glen’s voice. “Sounds like you have big plans later, Dub.”
“Shut up.” But that was one of those playful kinds of orders, nothing at all mean-spirited in his tone.
Glen went deep, and this time it was obvious to Justin that he was going to come.
“Watch him,” Wade whispered in his ear, and Justin forced his eyes open.
Glen’s blue gaze stared up at him, heated and intense and Justin suspected as soon as Wade released him from that cock cage that Glen was going to be tackling him and pounding away at him.
Again, not like he was going to mind that.
 
* * * *
 
There were certain things Wade loved doing, was nearly addicted to doing. Holding Justin like this while Glen worshipped his cock was one of those things. Justin was so trusting and loving and open, and had been the best thing to ever happen to them.
Sometimes Wade still couldn’t believe Justin had walked into their lives.
And so among the spankings and discipline and sexual torture and all the other fun kinkery they did amongst the three of them, something as simple as this was enough to completely melt Wade’s heart. Watching Justin’s eyes as he stared down at Glen. The sound of his breathing, how it changed as Glen brought him closer and closer to the edge. The way his body tensed and flexed in Wade’s arms, depending on what Glen was doing to him. The unguarded vulnerability as he handed himself over to them.
Everything about this Wade loved.
Not just because of Justin’s reactions, either. But because he loved looking down into Glen’s eyes, meeting his gaze, watching the way he smiled around Justin’s cock, also enjoying the hell out of himself.
One of Glen’s favorite things was spit-roasting Justin between them, or when they had him squirming between them with both their cocks inside him, able to kiss over his shoulder.
This was Wade’s.
He knew how much Glen loved giving head—and it showed in everything he did and how he approached it with both of them.
As Justin grew closer to release, his breathing quickened and those soft, helpless, adorably pitiful sounds started. Wade pinched his nipples harder, adding an additional bit of pain to sweeten the pleasure as Glen went deep and sucked hard.
“Yes!” Justin gasped, his fingers raking up Wade’s sides. Justin’s back arched against Wade and his thighs tried to clamp closed, but Wade’s thighs held him open. Glen took him not just over the edge, but past it, finally relenting when Justin shuddered in Wade’s embrace and could no longer keep his eyes open.
Glen stood and leaned in to kiss Wade, more than a little of Justin’s cum still in his mouth. He buried a hand in Wade’s hair and held him in place as he thoroughly kissed him, sharing, passing a silent message.
I’m letting you do this because I love you.
Glen dropped him a wink before kissing Justin in much the same way, drawing another sweet, soft moan from him.
Wade’s cock had hardened and rubbed against Justin’s lower back, but he was going to wait until later.
He had plans for that load.
 
Chapter Eight
 
They ended up taking a nap after their first stint in the pool. When they awakened, Glen ended up with a spanked ass while Wade sent Justin out to lounge in the pool.
Still not safewording.
Glen took a deep breath and tried to relax as he manned the grill. Staying relaxed wasn’t easy when he spied Justin spread out on a pool float, his sweet body right fucking there—
Ow.
At least Wade had allowed him the apron, considering he was dealing with open flames.
Glen heard the sliding glass doors from the kitchen open and Wade stepped out, a bottle of water in hand and that sexy-as-fuck smirk on his face.
Damn him. Obviously, he’d been watching and spotted how Glen had shifted position, trying to ease the fucking ache in his cock.
Wade stepped behind him and slipped one arm around his waist, under the apron, his fingers splayed as they skimmed down the flesh of his abs and settled around the base of the cage. His lips felt cool against the back of Glen’s neck.
“My…poor guy.”
“Poor nothing. You’re enjoying every second of this.”
“Yeah I am.”
Glen glanced back at him. “You come out here just to torture me some more?”
“Maybe.” He smiled. “Make you a deal.”
“What kind of deal?”
“Trade.”
“Just say it, Dub.”
He kissed his way down the top of Glen’s shoulder and nipped, hard, pulling a strangled gasp from Glen when his cock twitched inside the cage. “Let me take you inside and…swap out toys.”
Glen turned in Wade’s arms. “Swap out toys? How’s that a trade?”
Wade grabbed his ass and pressed against him, his brown eyes intent and dark and dangerous, the way Glen always loved them. “The monster.” He smiled.
“What? Wh—oh.”
Wade’s smile widened.
Now he grokked his guy’s plan. “You want to DP me.”
Wade arched an eyebrow and shrugged. “Then red.”
Glen stared at him for a couple of minutes, Wade not breaking the silence.
“What’s the trade?” Glen finally asked.
“Me. Tomorrow. Alllll day.” Wade blew him a kiss. “Everything, up to hard limits.”
“Jus!” Glen called out, not even needing to think about it. “Need you to come man the grill, buddy.”
“Yes, Sir. Coming.”
Wade’s smile widened as, behind them, Justin splashed in the pool. Minutes later, Glen was bent over the counter in the master bathroom while Wade had a gloved hand knuckles-deep in his ass, stretching and lubing him.
In the cage, his cock protested even more loudly, but he’d put up with it.
What boiled down to a no-limits day with Wade?
Fuck yeah, he’d take that trade, In a heartbeat. Hard limits basically meant Wade was agreeing to play using Justin’s limits, which were way fewer than Wade’s.
“You hate the whip.” Glen grunted as Wade once again brushed over Glen’s sweet spot. “You know damn well I’m going to use it on you.” He glanced into the mirror, watching his face there.
Wade’s smile never faded. “I know. That’s fine.”
“Why the sudden capitulation?”
Wade shrugged. “A little disorder to…shake things up.”
It all snapped home—flipping him like this, enlisting Justin to help top him in particularly devious ways, and now…this. “You’re worried about me working so hard last week.” His head dropped. “Dammit, Dub, why didn’t you just say that?”
“I did. Last night.” When Glen looked, Wade was meeting his gaze in the mirror.
“When?”
“When you got…home. Told you I was worried about…you.” He sighed. “You b-blew me…off.”
“I wasn’t blowing you off, Dub. I was trying to let you know it’s fine.”
Wade paused what he was doing and gave him one of those looks.
One of his don’t you dare bullshit ME looks.
“Okay, so it’s not ‘fine’ but it’s not going to be much longer I have to go through this shit. We’ll have the new computer system straightened out by the end of next week.”
“Been a long time since we…went anywhere.”
“We’ve also kinda been busy fucking our slave hubby’s brains out, you know. Nesting? It’s a thing.”
“I want to enjoy…life. While we’re…young. You know?”
Glen sighed. “What brought all this on?”
“Last weekend. Heard someone talking with…Seth. About K-kaden.”
Glen straightened and Wade withdrew his hand so Glen could turn to face him. “You trying to tell me something I don’t want to hear, Dub?”
Wade shook his head, needed a moment to work it out in his head, then finally started talking again. “L-life’s…short. We…h-have Jus now. I w-want t-to ssspend as m-much t-t-t—”
Glen cupped Wade’s cheeks in his hands and kissed him long, slow, sweetly.
“I want to spend as much time as we can enjoying…life,” Wade whispered when Glen lifted his lips from Wade’s.
Glen smiled up at him. “No life-changing diagnosis you’re hiding?”
Wade shook his head again, hard. “No. I’d…never hide…sssomething like th-that.”
Still, there was something. Just the fact that Wade was stuttering more told Glen that much.
It finally hit him.
“I cleared my cardiac eval three months ago, Dub,” he gently said. “Stress test, echo—everything. I’m not my dad. I apparently got Mom’s family’s good heart genes. You know that.”
Wade nodded but didn’t look convinced.
“Just because Dad had a heart attack at forty doesn’t mean I’m going to have one any time soon. I’ve been taking care of myself. He was also a smoker, don’t forget. He gained a lot of weight because he was on the road a lot and ate a crap diet and never exercised. I never let myself get into bad habits like he did, you know that.”
Wade finally smirked. “Except for m-m-me.”
“Yeah, no bad habits except for you. And Jus.” He hugged him, then turned and bent over again. “Come on, buddy. Get me worked up to the damn monster. After dinner, while you two are cleaning up the kitchen, I’ll clean myself out and get the bedroom ready. Just don’t expect great things from me later. I’ll probably want to go to sleep snuggling in here.” He glanced over his shoulder at him. “And I want a fucking damn good orgasm before I do.”
Wade stuck his tongue out at him. “Brat.” But he smiled.
“Yeah, I’m your brat, asshole. Don’t you ever forget it.”
 
* * * *
 
Maybe it wasn’t a rational thought, Wade didn’t know.
All he knew was he couldn’t get the heartbroken tone of Seth’s voice out of his head as he’d overheard part of the man’s conversation last week.
How short life was. How unfair it was that the three of them hadn’t had more time together.
That their happiness had been cut short by Kaden’s cancer.
Then, seeing the exhaustion painted on Glen’s face every night this past week had gnawed away at Wade in ugly, painful ways. Any time Glen didn’t respond to a text in a timely fashion, Wade’s mind wanted to spin out into horrible worst-case scenarios that even though he logically knew were just anxiety, he still couldn’t stop them.
They deserved this time together. They deserved memories, the three of them.
They deserved to have a little fun.
Justin was young, damned young. They were both older than him. One day, hopefully, it’d be Justin having to shoulder the burden of taking care of the two of them before they unfortunately left him behind.
Sure, that was a “what-if” he didn’t want to contemplate. No one really wanted to think about death and dying.
Kaden damn sure hadn’t.
He and Glen had worked their asses off to get where they were so that, one day, they could live a life allowing them time to relax and enjoy the time they had left.
If they didn’t do at least some of that now, life would be nothing but a grind to endure, not something to savor and enjoy.
For his part, Justin had already survived heart-wrenching loss.
He wanted to show Justin the fun part of life. The benefits of having not just one husband, but two.
The sweet, vanilla times the three of them could enjoy.
Wade resumed working on preparing Glen for the monster butt plug. Once he thought Glen was ready, he picked it up and showed it to him in the mirror.
Glen grumbled. “Do it.” He took a deep breath.
Yeah, Wade damn well knew this would be him tomorrow. Glen would be wanting to DP him with Justin.
And Wade would do it, too. The two of them didn’t use the largest toys they had on each other as often as they once did, but it wasn’t exactly their first rodeo, either.
It took Wade another ten minutes to get it all inside Glen, but he took it. Meanwhile, Justin had appeared in the bathroom doorway. He wore a wry smile and stood there with his arms crossed as he leaned against the doorframe. He was naked except for his cuffs, collar, and wedding band.
“Dinner’s ready,” Justin said.
“Be…right there,” Wade replied.
“Get it all in there, Master?” Justin asked, sounding all too amused.
Glen sucked in a shaky breath as he carefully straightened. “Yeah, it’s all in there, all right. I think I’m going to need to eat standing up, though.”
Wade grinned and peeled off his gloves so he could wash his hands.
“You can sit with that in,” Justin told Glen. “Just lean to the side.” His grin turned downright evil. “That’s what I do.”
Wade snickered.
“Thanks,” Glen snarked. “You’re soooo helpful, boy.” But he grabbed Wade and kissed him, hard, when he turned from the bathroom sink to dry his hands on a towel. “Just remember this tomorrow night, buddy.”
Wade smiled. “Gladly.”
 
* * * *
 
Justin knew another benefit of this weekend was his two Owners reminding themselves and each other what stuff felt like.
Then again, it might give them even more ideas to use on him.
Not that he was going to complain, because he damn sure wasn’t.
When Glen released Wade, he turned to Justin and grabbed him, pulling him in for a long, deep kiss that hardened Justin’s cock again. “You lucky boy,” Glen rasped. “You get to fuck both your Owners this weekend. Go bring me the red paddle. Now.”
It was the tone he delivered the last word in that jolted through Justin. He bolted from the bathroom to go find the small, stingy red acrylic paddle in their toybag. He knew exactly where it was, and when he found it, Wade and Glen were already emerging from the master bedroom.
“Here you go, Sir.”
“Excellent.” He hooked a finger through the D-ring in the front of Justin’s collar and led him out to the living room, where he bent him over the couch and quickly paddled the hell out of him, to the point Justin almost couldn’t stand still for it. When he finally let Justin up, he handed him the paddle. “Go put that away, baby.”
“Yes, Sir.” But walking was tricky with subspace now trying to drag him down, and with his ass and the backs of his thighs feeling deliciously hot and stingy.
He returned to the kitchen and found Wade shaking his head, looking amused.
“What, Master?”
Wade hooked a thumb at Glen. “Apparently, he…didn’t want to be the only one…having a hard time sitting.”
Glen blew a raspberry at Wade. “Sure, just tell allll my secrets, huh?”
 
Chapter Nine
 
Glen left the post-dinner cleanup to Wade and Justin and went to go prep for the festivities. It’d been a while since he’d been actually DP’d, but he wasn’t exactly dreading the thought of it. It wasn’t something they did all the time because, physically, that wasn’t possible, much less practical.
More like a special-occasion kind of thing.
Like tonight.
And tomorrow for Wade.
When Wade and Justin joined him in the bedroom, he had everything prepared, including extra towels on the bed so they wouldn’t have to change the sheets later.
And he’d already lubed himself.
“How you want me, Dub?” he asked.
Wade held up a key. “First things…first.”
Glen groaned with relief when Wade unlocked him and carefully freed his cock. “Oh, fuck, yeah!” He grabbed Justin with a fist in his hair, kissed him, then shoved him down to his knees. “Kiss it and make it better for Daddy.”
Wade chuckled and shook his head but didn’t stop them while Justin soothed Glen’s aching cock.
After a few minutes of that, Wade grabbed Glen and kissed him hard. “Enough, boy,” Wade said to Justin.
Glen groaned as Justin released Glen’s cock from his mouth. “I want you…on top of…me.” He climbed onto the bed and stroked his cock, which was already hard and standing out, ready for fun. Then he squirted lube in his hand and stroked some more. “Ready?”
Glen stared down into Wade’s eyes as he slowly impaled himself on his husband’s shaft. When his ass met Wade’s thighs, he leaned forward and kissed him, tracing Wade’s lips with the tip of his tongue.
Glen glanced over his shoulder. “Climb on up, boy. I suspect you know what the hell you’re doing. Daddy needs to bust a nut and wants to do it with both your cocks inside me.”
“Yeah, but I’m usually on the other end,” he joked.
“You mean in the…middle,” Wade playfully corrected.
“Yeah, that.” Justin climbed up behind Glen and stroked his back. “Can I get bitey, Daddy?”
Glen kissed him. “Yeah,” he hoarsely said. “Bitey, scratchy, whatever you want.” He smiled down at Wade. “Because Master’s going to get to pay the tab on all of that tomorrow.”
 
* * * *
 
Justin was delightfully familiar with how this felt from the receiving end. Wasn’t as experienced with it from this point of view, however.
He slathered plenty of lube onto his cock, because in a case like this there was no such thing as too much.
Thank goodness they hadn’t made him wait all day today to come, because he knew he’d explode too damn fast if he hadn’t already. As it was, he might regret not asking for a cock ring first.
This was going to feel infuckingcredible.
He carefully positioned himself straddling Wade’s legs, one hand on Glen’s hip to hold him still while he nudged the head of his cock against Glen’s rim.
“Breathe through it, Daddy,” he said. “Tell me if I need to slow down or stop.”
“Oh, I will, baby.” Right now, Glen’s head drooped, eyes closed.
He heard Wade’s voice. “Watch me, Gee.”
Glen’s head rose. “Fuuuuuck,” he gasped. “I forgot how damn good this feels.”
With Wade’s cock already in there, Glen’s ass tightly fisted Justin’s cock as he slowly started working his way inside his ass. He took his time, no need to rush, and he didn’t want to hurt Glen in the bad kind of way.
Besides, every time they’d done this to him, the men had been patient with him, taken their time, made sure he enjoyed himself.
Why would he give any less to his husband?
“Oooooh, fuuuuck,” Glen gasped.
Wade’s cock had shifted just a little, making room for Justin’s as he eased himself inside Glen, inch by inch, until he was pressed against the man’s ass.
Justin wiped his hands off on a towel. “Okay, Gee,” he said. “It’s all your show now.”
“One of you stroke my cock, please.”
“Got it,” Wade said.
Justin heard the snick of the lube bottle being opened, followed by another moan from Glen. His ass flexed around their cocks and it was time for Justin to choke back a moan of his own. “Goddamn, that’s good,” he said.
Glen shifted his hips around a little before he slowly started rocking back and forth. Just a tiny bit at first, then longer strokes, harder, eventually gaining confidence as everything shifted and felt perfect to him.
“Fuck, your cock’s pressing right on my button, Dub,” Glen said.
“Mmm-hmm.”
Justin giggled and stroked Glen’s back, then raked his nails down it from shoulders to waist. “Yeah, I know that feeling, all right. Great, isn’t it?”
“Ooooh, yeah.”
Justin pressed himself along Glen’s back and kissed the nape of his neck, nibbled, then bit down hard, making Glen gasp.
“Sonofabitch! Oh, do that again, baby. Fuck, yeah!”
Justin was worried he might blow too soon, before he even had a chance to really fuck Glen, so biting him was the perfect solution for both of them, a needed distraction. He dug his nails into Glen’s sides and held on tight, like the man was prey.
No, not “like”—the man was his prey right now. During some of their rougher primal sessions, Justin gave nearly as good as he got despite Glen’s larger size. Some of the hottest sex the three of them had followed sessions like that, getting all worked up for the grand finale.
“Shit, slow down, Dub,” Glen gasped. “I should have put on a cock ring. Fuck, that feels good.”
“Got you.”
Justin suspected Wade had just clamped his fingers around the base of Glen’s cock to help him hold back his climax.
Wade reached up and cupped his hand around the back of Glen’s neck. “Fuck him, Jus.”
Justin’s hands returned to Glen’s hips and he started out slow while Glen tried rocking back and forth on their shafts. Justin knew exactly what he was feeling right now—horny, helpless, and impaled in the best way possible.
Connected to both of them, like they shared the same soul.
One of the most addictive parts of it for Justin, even more than the ball-twisting climax the man would have.
Justin took his time, trying to read Glen’s body, wanting this to last a little while for all of them. This was a special treat not just for Glen, but for himself, as well.
He wanted to savor it.
Something sinfully sexy about the feel of his prick sliding alongside Wade’s inside their guy, too. Different and so much better than when they jacked their cocks together.
“Do I have permission to come, Master?”
“Yes!” both men said.
“Good, because I’m close.”
Wade’s left hand closed over Justin’s right, where it lay on Glen’s hip. He squeezed, holding on, while Glen’s breath grew ragged and uneven and punctuated by dark, needy moans Justin knew meant he was getting close.
“Breed his ass, boy,” Wade ordered.
If he hadn’t already been close, that would have shoved Justin over the edge anyway. His balls tightened as he picked up the pace, fucking him hard with deep, short thrusts meant to keep his cock inside Glen for as long as possible. He felt his cum filling Glen’s ass, adding extra heat and lube as he bred him. Wade started thrusting from underneath him, and from the sound of it, was furiously jacking Glen’s cock at the same time.
Alongside Justin’s sensitive shaft, Wade’s cock thrust, sliding, growing hotter and harder the same way it did in Justin’s mouth when he worshipped it. Justin wasn’t sure who came first, but Wade started moaning about the same time Glen’s ass started squeezing their cocks inside him.
Eventually, the other two men fell still. Justin sat up to keep his weight off Glen and Wade while everyone caught their breaths.
“Holy fucking hell,” Glen gasped. “That’s a lot of fucking work for a damned good orgasm, I gotta say.” He sat up and tipped his head back to kiss Justin. “Reminds me how intense that is and why you love it so much.”
Justin nipped Glen’s lower lip. “Yeah, I do, Sir.”
“Give me a minute before anyone moves,” Glen said. “I need to get my legs back under me first.” He reached behind him and tugged on Justin’s arm. “Lay against my back.”
Justin did, kissing the nape of his neck and wrapping his arms around him from behind. “Like that, Daddy?”
“Mmm. Daddy like.” He let out a long sigh. “I hope no one needs anything else from me tonight, because after we clean up, I’m going to collapse.”
Wade snorted. “Did we…wear you out?”
“Fuck yeah, you know you did.” He kissed Wade. “Just remember what comes next.”
“Oh, b-boy.”
“We fucking your ass tomorrow, Master?”
“Mmm-hmm.”
Justin’s cock twitched with interest. “I can’t wait.”
“Neither can I,” Glen said.
 
Chapter Ten
 
It took another few minutes for them to untangle themselves and make it into the shower. Glen and Wade held Justin between them, and as the water sprayed on them, Glen gave silent thanks for these two gorgeous men somehow wanting to put up with his ass for life.
Not just one—two.
Sometimes, he still wanted to pinch himself.
“I should make you wear that fucking thing all night, Dub,” he groused.
Wade dropped him a sexy wink. “Deal is tomorrow.”
“You ain’t getting me back into that thing tonight, Dub.”
Wade laughed. “No. Gee and Jus now.” He met Justin’s gaze.
“What’s up?” Glen asked.
Justin turned. “Can we take a vacation out to Washington State? Seattle, the Pacific Northwest, all of that. Go sightseeing?”
“Ahh.” Glen focused on Wade again. “Your idea?”
“Vacation, yes. Destination, no.”
“We took a trip out there with our parents,” Justin said.
“Oh.” He gently kissed him. “Wherever you want to go, baby. Your choice.”
“Within…US,” Wade added.
Glen snorted. “We really need to get our boy a passport and get ours renewed.”
Wade shrugged.
“Do we have a time that’s better than others?” Glen asked. Justin told him, and Glen made a mental note to put in for the time off from work. “Okay. So we need to start planning a vacation, is what you’re saying?”
Wade arched an eyebrow at him.
“What am I saying?” Glen added. “Of course you’re going to take control of that, you big ole control freak, you.” He kissed him.
Wade snickered. “Might…designate.” He focused on Justin.
“Me?”
“You.”
“Oooh, the boy’s in the hot-seat.” Glen ruffled his hair. “This’ll be a vacation to remember, I’m sure.”
After cleaning up and putting everything away, the three of them curled up in bed together. Their usual configuration, Justin in the middle. They watched TV for a couple of hours, drifting in and out of light sleep, before finally shutting it off for the night.
Glen knew the other two were close to falling asleep when he spoke up. “You know, Dub, you don’t have to play bottom tomorrow, if you don’t want to.”
From the darkness, he snorted. “I’m no…welch,” he said.
Justin snickered.
Glen reached down and playfully goosed their mouthy boy. “Watch out, or you’ll end up in a cage again tonight. Why aren’t you in a cage tonight?”
“Um, because I’m Daddy and Master’s good boy, and did what I was told today?”
Another snicker from Wade. “True.”
Glen poured on the melodrama. “Okay, fine. I guess you can sleep without a cock cage tonight. Makes it easier to molest you in the middle of the night, anyway.”
“Thank you, Daddy.”
“Thank you, Daddy,” Wade echoed.
Glen laughed. “ You’re too much, Dub.”
 
* * * *
 
Wade smiled in the darkness. “You should…know.”
“You’re going to know a few things by the time we go to bed tomorrow night.”
Wade knew one thing for certain—the light, playful tone had returned to Glen’s voice, even through the various torments and tortures he’d put him through that day.
Mission accomplished.
At some point, Wade finally drifted to sleep. When he awakened early the next morning, even though the room was still dim, he didn’t need any light to know it was Glen’s mouth sucking on his cock.
Mmmm.
This was an unexpected but not unwelcomed development.
Then he realized that, somehow, Glen had buckled cuffs around his wrists without waking him.
And they were now chained to the headboard.
Uh-oh.
Glen lifted his mouth from Wade’s cock. “There he is. Boy, you got it ready?”
“Yes, Sir.”
Oh, shit.
Glen shoved Wade’s thighs apart, and he felt a gloved finger covered with lube probing for his hole, finding its target, and easing its way inside him.
He groaned and splayed his thighs wide open to give Glen better access.
“Fuck…yeah!” Wade gasped.
“I’m even going to be nice to you, Dub,” Glen said as his finger probed and slicked Wade’s hole. “I’m going to let you have a freebie.”
Fuuuuck.
Glen quickly worked him up to two fingers, then his hand disappeared.
“Here you go, Sir.”
“Thank you, boy.” The tip of the butt plug Glen wore most of yesterday pressed against Wade’s hole.
Oh, fuck!
Glen giggled. “Oh, look at that, he’s so adorable, isn’t he, boy?”
“Yes, Sir. Very adorable.”
Wade unabashedly rocked his hips in time with Glen’s movements, letting out a loud groan when the toy stretched him at its widest point before his body finished sucking it inside him and it settled between his ass cheeks.
He heard Glen strip off his gloves. “Remote.”
“Remote.”
“Go ahead and get on there, if you want to, baby. He won’t last long. Permission to come, baby.”
“Thank you, Sir.”
Justin kissed Wade on the lips before turning and climbing on top of him in a sixty-nine, his hard cock sliding down Wade’s ready mouth while he sucked on Wade’s cock.
Glen’s breath washed over Wade’s balls, his tongue flicking over Wade’s sac before he turned his head and bit the inside of Wade’s right thigh, hard, sucking and no doubt leaving a mark.
Wade moaned around Justin’s cock, which in turn made their sweet boy moan.
And the cycle started.
He just didn’t know when the vibrator would.
Glen had bitten and sucked his way up and down the insides of Wade’s thighs when he sat up. “Get ready, boy.”
Justin started fucking Wade’s mouth. With his hands restrained, all Wade could do was lie there and let it happen.
Not that he wasn’t enjoying it, because he totally was.
Glen giggled. “And a one, and a two, and a—”
Wade screamed around Justin’s cock as the butt plug burst into life and triggered Wade’s climax. With Justin’s weight pinning him down, Wade had nowhere to go but moan around Justin’s cock while Justin exploded and sent ropes of cum down his throat to swallow.
And Glen giggled.
Fucking giggled like he’d just poisoned Gotham’s water supply.
He adjusted the butt plug’s setting down a little, but it still left Wade squirming on the bed, helpless, the sensation nearly too intense.
The sound of a stinging slap. “If you got yours, move, baby. Daddy needs his.”
Justin disappeared, his cock immediately replaced by Glen’s as he grabbed Wade by the hair and started fucking his face.
“Ooooh, my sweet Dub, you are in for a ride today,” Glen hoarsely said. “The day’s festivities will culminate in a repeat of last night, only with you as the gooey center of our cookie sandwich.” He set a fairly brutal, deep rhythm that had Wade’s cock twitching with renewed interest as the butt plug pounded away inside his ass.
“Cuffs and collar, definitely,” Glen said. “Naked pool boy time for you, absolutely.”
Justin’s hands appeared on the insides of Wade’s thighs. He shoved them apart and shouldered in there, taking Wade’s cock into his mouth and quickly coaxing him hard again.
“Don’t make him come this time,” Glen warned.
Wade whimpered around Glen’s cock.
“Oh, sure, big bad Dub knows what’s coming, don’t ya?” He paused, his cock balls-deep down Wade’s throat, Glen forcing him to hold it for a long moment before he pulled out enough to let Wade catch a breath. “Yeah, you’re gonna wear the damn cage today, too. And might need to dig a pair of kneepads out for you, because been a while since I had a thorough cock-worship session from you.”
Glen’s grip on his head tightened. “You might be safewording by the end of the evening, Dub. You fucking wound me up good yesterday. Time to pay you back for that.”
Inside, Wade was smiling. Yep, absolutely the last thing on Glen’s mind today was the issues they’d had at work, or whatever was awaiting Glen tomorrow when he came back from the weekend.
Perfect.
 
* * * *
 
Justin wasn’t used to seeing the glazed look in Wade’s eyes, but he loved it. As he held Dub pinned in the shower the same way he’d held Glen yesterday, Justin was struggling not to giggle as he knew what was going to happen.
Payback was a bitch, and so was Glen, when provoked.
Not that Wade would safeword for it. Fair’s fair, after all.
He didn’t dish it out if he couldn’t take it.
Didn’t mean he liked taking it.
Justin nibbled on his ear. “Can’t wait to plow your ass tonight, Master.”
Wade tipped his head back and kissed him, moaning as Glen turned and reached for the shower head.
“Ready, boy?” Glen asked.
“Mmm hmm.”
Justin tried not to flinch when some of the water hit him, and he didn’t bother holding back his own giggles as Wade screamed into his mouth.
“Yeah, you keep making those noises, Dub,” Glen said as he hosed Wade’s cock with cold water. “Because I know damn well you were giggling like a maniac yesterday. You’re lucking I’m not using a damn ice pack on you.”
He finally pulled the water away. This time, Wade pitifully moaned into Justin’s mouth as Glen fastened the chastity cage around Wade’s cock and balls and locked it on.
“There.” He changed the water from cold to warm and hosed him off again while Justin still kissed him. Now his moans had changed back to needy and wanty.
Heh.
“Let him go, boy. He’s secure.”
Justin released him. Glen hung the shower head and grabbed Wade, kissing him. “Hope you’re ready for a wild day.”
“Nap…first.”
“Yeah, true. It is still early, and you did give me a nap yesterday.”
“Yeah.”
So with Wade properly caged and stuffed, they dried off and returned to bed, Wade in the middle this time.
Justin snuggled against his side, draped over him.
“Oh, boy?” Glen said.
“Yes, Sir?”
“You have full primal permissions with him today. Think Daddy and boy mode, with him the recipient.”
“Oooh, thank you, Sir.”
“You’re welcome. See, Dub? How altruistic of you to reward our good boy like that.”
Justin burst out laughing at the look Wade gave Glen.
“What?” Glen asked, Mr. Fake Innocence.
Wade rolled his eyes and slowly shook his head, but he didn’t protest or safeword.
By the time the three of them collapsed in bed that night, Justin had been allowed to come several times—including three times down Wade’s throat—Wade had been DP’d into a happy puddle of goo, and Glen had nearly fallen asleep in the shower.
Back to their usual arrangement now, however. Justin in the middle, and Daddy on one side, with Master on the other.
The two men snuggled tightly against him, like they were afraid he might try to escape them.
Never. They were stuck with him.
“Good weekend?” Wade asked.
“Mmm-hmm,” Glen sleepily said. “And don’t think I don’t know what you were doing.”
“What?” Wade asked.
“What, my ass,” Glen said. “You were worried I’ve been working too hard. You’re about as opaque as a damn glass of spring water sometimes, Dub.”
Wade lifted his head and stared across Justin at Glen.
Justin enjoyed lying there and listening to them.
“I’m not an idiot, Dub.”
“Never said you…were.” Wade’s head dropped onto his pillow again. “Love you, Gee.”
He snickered. “Love you, too, Dub. Love you, Jus.”
Justin squeezed their hands, where they rested on his chest. “Love you guys, too.”
“Even when we torture you?” Glen playfully asked.
“Especially when you torture me, Sir,” Justin said.
 
THE END
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