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Suncoast Society
Suit and Tied
Cali and Marcia have a plan to drum up publicity for both Venture and the Two Crafty Bastards Toys website. So they set up a photo-shoot at the BDSM club, featuring several of their volunteers and friends in a variety of poses.
The theme? Suits.
Trying to coax a group of headstrong Doms out of their Friday-casual jeans and khakis and into sinfully sexy suits is tougher than corralling Baxter, Cali’s nip-addicted kinky cat. But when their respective partners get a look at the group of hunky, drool-worthy Doms all dressed up to the nines, you can make a safe bet it’s not just tongues that will be tied!
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Chapter One
 
“Are you sure about this?” Rusty asked.
Cali nodded from behind her camera and silently thanked whatever Higher Powers might exist that she got to be a part of this deliciousness today. “Oh, definitely.”
“Absolutely,” Eliza agreed.
“Mmm-hmm,” Abbey chimed in.
“Wow.” Marcia shook her head. “That is a damn fine good-looking group of dudes. Who’d a thunk they clean up so well?”
“Hey!” Derrick playfully protested. “I resent that.”
Marcia stuck her tongue out at him. “Well, if you’d dress up more often for me, Mister Masterly type, maybe this wouldn’t come as such a shocker to me.”
Derrick flipped her a bird.
June kept bouncing on the balls of her feet in excitement. “Holy shit, this is epic!”
Skye let out a happy sigh. “It’s like a fantasy come to life.”
“Right?” Leah agreed.
“You ain’t kidding,” Essie said from where she sat and watched, her hands resting on her baby belly. “If I wasn’t pregnant already, this would be enough to get me there.”
“They’re not bad,” Loren said, wearing a playful smirk.
Shayla snapped a pic with her phone. “This is one for the record books. No offense, Sir, but next time you have to go out of town, I’m rubbing one out to this.”
Tony chuckled. “At least I’m in it, pet.”
Skye giggled. “This is so much fun!”
That Saturday morning at Venture, Cali had done what everyone had damn near thought was impossible, and that was assemble an impressive-looking group of Doms, switches, and hot-as-hell subby men for a photo shoot for the Two Crafty Bastards Toys website. Not just for that website, but also for use on Venture’s website, because Cali and Marcia were in the process of completely redesigning it.
The impossible part of that equation was that schedules had finally all come together to allow as many of them to attend as were able today…
And that all of the men were decked out in suits. Some of the men—Rusty, Tony, Max, Sean, Mark, Josh, Ted, Axel, and Gilo—were either wearing full hoods or masks of some sort to conceal their identity. Landry, Cris, Derrick, Scrye, Seth, and Ross weren’t masked. Right now, Cali was taking the first of the group shots. They were doing this at the club because it was easier for Cali to set up the backdrop and lights there.
Didn’t hurt that tonight the play party theme was Suit and Tied.
Pun intended.
Eliza and Abbey were also dressed to the nines, both in full formal fetish attire, and absolutely looking like the Dommes they were. They’d both soon be part of the photo shoot with their respective men, and both women would be masked. Although both women were currently barefoot, because their sky-high heels were a bitch to stand around in.
Skye and June would also be taking part as submissive women, and both were wearing nude-colored body stockings under the bathrobes they’d be shedding for the photos. It’d allow whatever ties or bondage harnesses were put on them to show up without needing to blur any bits. Skye would wear a hood that concealed her whole face, and June would be mask-free.
Almost everyone else not currently involved in the shoot and who wasn’t dressed up was wrapped in a fleece throw, because Cali had cranked the club’s AC down to sixty the night before so no one would be sweating their asses off today. With the Florida heat outside, it meant it was actually sixty-five inside, and the temperature would slowly climb as the day heated up. But under the photography lights she’d borrowed from Kel for today, and with the men all dressed in full suits—or corsets and latex, for the Dommes—it was warmer. Plus, Gilo, Rusty, and Sean would be donning some leather and latex of their own after the suit portion of the photo shoot was completed.
Cali wore a cardigan sweater over her jeans and T-shirt, but she could tell she’d be shedding that soon enough. She was also running a video camera to catch some behind-the-scenes footage, video she could carefully edit and upload to the website later.
Also, so she could send some of the unedited footage to Tilly, who was currently out of town with Bob and working on a movie set. Unfortunately, due to their schedule, they couldn’t make it back to Sarasota to be there today and participate, which sadly disappointed both of them.
Marcia clapped her hands together. “Suit porn! We should totally film suit porn!”
“Isn’t that what we’re doing?” Landry drawled.
“Maow.”
“Hush, you,” Cali said. “You’ll get your turn.”
Baxter stuck a paw through the door of the large, dog-sized pet carrier she had him corralled in. While she could easily Photoshop him into some of the shots, there were a few she wanted to get with him actually interacting with the men, and that was best done with him on-site. Once she completed his shots, Essie was going to take him back to Cali’s for them, made even easier since Essie and her men now lived right next door to Cali and hers, instead of down the street.
Meanwhile, Baxter was currently rolling around in a catnip-induced bliss inside the oversized carrier, which was even equipped with a small litter pan for him.
“Technically, today’s a tax-deductible expense,” Derrick said from where he stood in a pose Cali had put him in.
“Amen, brother,” Scrye—also an accountant—agreed.
The two men fist-bumped.
“Shut up and pose pretty, Mister Master,” Marcia teased. “Don’t ruin the shot.”
Cali hadn’t needed to look any farther than their volunteers to assemble this group of people today. Most of them were also core staff, and many had been founding members of the Suncoast Society munch group the club had been spawned from.
“By the way,” Derrick added. “Since we’re all on staff, the doors are locked, and we’re going to be here for a while today, and we’re all friends, feel free to play by private party rules. Let’s just make sure we’re all cleaned up and tucked in before five. Don’t need any of the other volunteers walking in on us.”
“Ooooh, my sweet Cristo,” Landry drawled. “You are in for a time today, as Tilly would say.” The Dom’s smile turned positively evil.
“Oh, boy. Lucky me,” Cris snarked. “No fair, I don’t get a boy to beat today.”
“You can beat our boy next time he’s home with our sweet little Valkyrie,” Landry assured him. “Bob does so love being at the bottom of the dog-pile, as it were.”
Which was something else Cali would be shooting today—puppy play. Sean, Rusty, Gilo, and Cris all had pup gear with them.
When Cali had first proposed this to Marcia, Leah, Loren, and Shayla at one of their girls’ brunches, she’d never expected it would balloon into this.
Or that their friends would refuse to take any kind of compensation for it, although she did finally get them to accept $100 credits for their online store, so they could buy implements or other goodies. At least Cali had finally managed to get them to agree to let her do free personal photos for everyone and have portraits printed for them.
The men’s respective women were all cool with that, and those pictures would be taken before any clothing changes took place.
And they were providing everyone free pizza for lunch.
Plus, she, Max, and Sean were donating one of their bondage benches to the club, worth a couple hundred dollars.
Dozens and dozens of pictures later, with the men all standing, some sitting and standing, a couple with the switchy and subby guys kneeling, and individual shots with various poses, Cali announced a quick break.
“Guys, you have no idea how much I appreciate you all agreeing to do this for us today. This is amazing, and y’all look haaaawt.”
“As the designated token gay Dom for today,” Landry teased, “might I add the lady is absolutely correct in her assessment.”
“Hey,” Cris playfully protested.
“You, my boy, are bi, not gay.”
“You’re not exactly a die-hard gay yourself, Lan.”
“I’ve never claimed to be. I’m homoflexible, but only for our Redbird.” His hand shot out and he grabbed Cris by the hair, pulling him in with Cris’ back to him, and forcing the taller man to tip his head back to look up at Landry.
Cali shot a burst of pictures of them, knowing Tilly and Bob would adore them.
“Perhaps a certain slave should remember his place,” the Dom growled. “I distinctly heard Derrick state the rules don’t preclude sex today. I will put you on your knees and throat-fuck you to tears right here in front of all of our friends, and don’t think I won’t.”
Cali knew from experience it wouldn’t be the first time, either, although, usually, those occurrences happened at private parties and not at the club, and only because the club’s rules usually didn’t allow it.
Cris didn’t exactly look like he’d mind that, either, but he swallowed hard. “Yes, Master. Sorry, Sir.”
Landry placed a tender kiss on his forehead. “Très bon.” He released Cris. “My apologies, Cali. Now, where were we?”
“We were almost needing a panty change for the photographer,” Cali snarked, earning herself a round of laughter as she noted how Sean and Max’s gazes were both currently focused on her and looking more than a little hungry themselves.
And she wasn’t the only woman in the room squirming, either.
Hell, Rusty and Gilo were both eyeing their particular women with more than a little lust, as well.
“Sorry, my dear. As Tilly is fond of saying, we frequently don’t do subtle well, unfortunately.”
“You got that right,” Cris muttered, but considering he was playfully smiling as he glanced over at Lan—another perfect shot Cali captured—she suspected he wasn’t exactly upset with Landry.
 
* * * *
 
Sure, leave it to Landry to wrench the sexual tension right up to eleventy.
Gilo reached down and adjusted himself and hoped Cali didn’t catch that in a photo.
He was undeniably straight, but he was also human. The raw passion passing between the two men was undeniable and sexy as fuck. He’d seen the two of them play plenty of times over the years, enough to know what both men were capable of, Cris doubly so, since he was a switch.
Actually, come to think of it, there wasn’t a single pairing of partners here today he hadn’t sprouted at least a chub over once or twice while watching them play. Not even watching something full-on sexy between them at a private party, just their play scenes.
He’d opted for a half-face hood today, knowing it’d be cooler than the full-face leather hood he usually wore in “gimp mode,” as they called it.
Abbey had a gorgeous mask she’d found that she would wear, in addition to a wig that turned her into a redhead with long, gorgeous curls nearly down to her waist.
Rawr.
No way anyone would identify her. He didn’t mind doing this for their friends as long as he couldn’t be identified, which meant making sure Abbey wasn’t recognizable. It might not hurt him at work even if he was identified, but he preferred not taking any chances with his career.
And a chance to fuck here at Venture?
Yes, please!
He’d be flipping Abbey out of Ma’am mode sooner rather than later, he could tell that already. Not that it looked like he’d have a difficult time doing that today. Plenty of times he’d fantasized about bending her over a bench here at the club and reddening her ass before plowing her. Sure, he’d bent her over a bench and reddened her ass too many times to count, but he’d never had an opportunity to actually have sex with her there at Venture.
I love my friends.
Once the photo session resumed, Cali paired the men up in twos and threes while holding various implements, or even rope, depending on their skill sets. One of Landry, Ross, and Tony with whips—yeah, okay, that was sexy, especially when she added Abbey to the mix and had her standing in front of the men with a sassy smile on her face while she held one of the whips.
Holy shit.
Gilo reached down and adjusted himself again where he was standing next to Cali to watch.
Abbey saw, and Gilo heard another burst shot as Cali snapped Abbey’s playful grin.
“Whatever you just did to get her to smile like that,” Cali said, her focus on the camera, “do it again. That was awesome.”
“Oh, well, then.” He grabbed his crotch and made a silly face at Abbey, which cracked up her and the other three men.
“Oh, that’s great!” Cali glanced his way, realized what he was doing, and started laughing, too. “Everyone’s a comedian.”
“Just us switches,” he teased. “We know how to give and take it.”
“Well, I guess I can’t argue with you there.” She took another round of pictures. “Lord knows the three of us keep each other in stitches.”
Gilo snorted. “Sometimes literally.”
“Yeah, unfortunately.”
Gilo, Tony, Scrye, and Rusty were actually wearing black leather boots under their suits instead of loafers, and Cali grouped them together for a series of shots. They’d all brought loafers, but she wanted some boot shots, too.
Boot porn, FTW.
It was when Cali paired Gilo with Abbey to snap a few poses of him kneeling in front of her, still in his suit, that he was giving thanks he’d worn snug briefs today instead of freeballing it. He didn’t mind being bottomy to her, but his Toppy energy was definitely being called to by how Abbey was all smiley and giggly over him right now in a suit and tie. She might be pretending to top him at that moment, but currently her energy was allllll Gilo’s girl and not a bit of Ma’am.
Yeeeeaaah. She’s definitely getting fucked before we go home today.
But if he fucked up her makeup before Cali was done with the photo shoot, he also knew Ma’am would come raging out with a vengeance.
I might be a masochist, but I’m not that kind of masochist.
 
Chapter Two
 
Marcia was totally on board with what they were doing today. If for no other reason than the eye-candy of seeing all these already great-looking guys dressed up in suits.
Holy moly.
Normally, Derrick didn’t wear a full suit to work. In fact, she’d dragged her damn Dom, with the man nearly kicking and screaming like a toddler, into a store to buy him a nice suit for today. His old suits didn’t fit him anymore. Since his gall bladder surgery, she’d had him on a diet and he’d lost weight as a result. Now, his wedding/ funeral suit was hanging off him.
On work days, he wore khakis and button-up shirts, but not suits. Hell, getting a tie on the damn man was a massive chore.
But as he stared at her right now, with those gorgeous green eyes of his, Marcia felt herself getting more than a little wet.
Okay, so she’d been wet pretty much from the start of today’s photo shoot, seeing all their friends dressed up in suits.
Mister Master was going to be riding her hard by the end of the day, she could already tell.
Worth it.
They’d been married for over twenty years now, and what they had worked for them. Worked damn well. She was happy being his slave, but Derrick wasn’t one of those kinds of domineering douchetards who ground a partner down under his heel. He loved her because she was snarky, strong-willed, and dominant in her own way. Hell, she had to be strong-willed to run their CPA office. She was the office manager.
Then he’d added Venture on top of their other responsibilities, and she wouldn’t be able to function if she had to go to him for him to make every little decision, and he damn well knew it, too.
Not to mention, it’d just piss her off.
No one liked a pissy slave, least of all Derrick.
Everyone was happier when he kept Marcia happy. She submitted to him in the ways that satisfied her and him both and kept their marriage strong.
Anyone else who thought they were doing it “wrong” could go fuck themselves.
Derrick had asked Marcia’s opinion about whether he should be masked or not, but it wasn’t like they had kids or bosses to worry about. None of the first, and they were their own, for the second.
Derrick had been interviewed for the newspaper, too, about Venture. It wasn’t like they were super-duper-double-secret-probation in the closet or anything.
Derrick walked over to stand next to Marcia after Cali changed up the pairings again. “What do you think?” he asked, his voice low.
“I think we’re going to be inundated with new members when this hits the website,” she said. “Seriously, you all are fucking hot dressed like this.”
He caught her hand and pulled it onto the front of his slacks, where…
Yep. He was hard.
He smiled down at her. “Lucky for you, I’m not done yet.”
She grinned. “Lucky for you, you mean, Sir Domly. You’ll get some today instead of having to wait until we’re home later.”
His smile turned absolutely wicked. “Don’t tease me, baby. I’ll have more energy than I usually do.”
She draped her arms around his neck and rubbed against him. “Maybe I’m counting on that.”
His hands slid down her back and settled on her ass, where he gave her a hard smack. “Then keep it up, baby.” He ground against her and she felt his cock rubbing between them, even harder now than it was before.
Mmm, yum!
“I’ll keep you up, all right,” she promised as she deliberately rocked against him, now determined to get herself fucked. “I know exactly how to keep you up, you—”
Cali playfully cleared her throat. “You want us to clear out for a minute and give you some privacy? Or should I turn the camera around and just start filming you?”
Everyone was now watching them, smiling and snickering, or outright laughing, like Sean and Gilo.
“Oh, we don’t need privacy,” Derrick assured Cali. “We’ll get ours after the photo shoot’s over.” He smacked Marcia’s ass again before untangling himself from her. “Behave, woman. Or I’ll pull a Landry, face-fuck you, and make you wait.”
“Aw,” Essie said. “That’s just mean.”
Cris snorted. “I think it’s telling that all he had to do was say, ‘I’ll pull a Landry,’ and he could’ve stopped there, and y’all still would’ve known what he meant.”
Landry nodded. “True story.”
 
* * * *
 
Yes, Derrick felt aggravated at Marcia, at first, for dragging him to the store for a new suit. He never saw himself as a suit kind of guy, to be honest. It was just getting dressed up to an uncomfortable level.
That’s why he never forced Marcia into elaborate outfits for the private play parties. No sky-high heels and corsets and latex, unless it was something she wanted to wear.
Dressing her up like a doll wasn’t fun if she’d be pissy and grouchy and not enjoying herself the whole time.
Besides, since he usually only wore a suit for a wedding or a funeral, and it felt like he’d attended more of the latter than the former lately, it wasn’t like suits held the best association for him.
Suits reminded him of funerals.
Like Kaden’s.
But maybe he needed to be a little more open-minded about this. It damn sure seemed to be the women’s version of Baxter’s catnip. He’d never seen all of them together at one time looking so…transfixed.
Like the first time a group of teenaged boys see big, naked boobies. That kind of focused.
It was kinda cute, watching all of them watching the guys in suits.
Kind of sexy, too. Hey, every guy likes to be noticed and drooled over, especially a group such as themselves, all in middle-ageish and older range.
But he settled down and stood there with Marcia in front of him, his arms around her so they could watch the photo shoot, behaving themselves so they weren’t a distraction.
Besides, he didn’t want to be sporting wood in all the pictures, and he’d gone commando today.
God, Kaden. You’d be here and loving the hell out of this, if you were.
He watched Leah watching Seth, who was currently posing back to back with Landry, both of them with their arms crossed and giving “Domly serious” stares, as Cali told them to look, to the camera.
The funny thing was, they both kept cracking up, which was cracking everyone else up, too. The harder the two men tried to look serious, the less successful they were being at it. Because all of them damn well knew that kind of “Domly Dom” bullshit was just that—bullshit.
“Eliza, help, please?” Cali said. “Get in there and give me resting bitch Domme face.”
“Sure thing.” Eliza stepped in, and not five seconds later, Landry whispered something that had her cracking up, too.
Derrick glanced over to where Leah now sat next to Essie as she watched the proceedings. She was smiling. Laughing, even.
It was damn good to see her laughing. He knew from talks with Ed, Tony, and Seth how close they came to losing her following Kaden’s death, despite all his preparations and how carefully he’d warned everyone.
Since then, Leah had healed in many ways. Healthier and stronger now. She and Seth had truly blossomed together into this next stage of their lives despite how the two of them would always miss and mourn Kaden.
But Derrick knew his old friend would be happy for them today. To see them both living and enjoying life. That was the reason he’d set things up the way he did, to try to give them the best chance possible once he passed.
Can’t ask for more than that, I suppose.
After another five minutes of trying to get serious faces out of the three of them, Cali gave up and swapped them out for Scrye and Axel. At six-seven, Axel was still a couple of inches taller than Scrye, who was huge, like a damn grizzly bear. With Scrye’s full beard and mustache, it just completed the image. They were both taller than Derrick’s own six-one, that was for sure. She added Rusty to the mix, who was about as tall as Scrye, although built a little slimmer, but more muscularly than Axel.
Somehow, they managed to keep serious expressions long enough for Cali to get the shots. Then she swapped out Abbey and Gilo, but doing a couple of shots with Gilo in Top mode first, before he’d start doing costume changes.
In front of Derrick, Marcia sighed and pulled his arms even more tightly around her, wiggling her ass against him.
That wasn’t helping his hard-on, either.
But it was sexy watching Abbey kneeling at Gilo’s feet as he held the end of a leather leash attached to her collar.
Damn. Boy’s got game.
It was times like these that really reminded him Gilo was far more complicated than the playful SAM who liked to gig Tilly and egg her on into going after him. Especially during collaring and wedding ceremonies. Gilo and Tilly, publicly, kind of had a Tom and Jerry vibe between them, but Derrick knew the truth—while Tilly was still in full-on Mistress Cardinal mode, Gilo had helped make Tilly smile, made her laugh. If he hadn’t hooked up with Abbey, and Tilly hadn’t hooked up with Landry—and reunited with Cris—who knows? Maybe the two of them would have ended up together, at some point.
But when Gilo was in Top mode, Derrick could practically see the energy swirling between Gilo and Abbey. He knew Gilo was the head safety engineer for an electric company or something, a high-pressure, high-responsibility job that weighed heavily on him. Playing Gilo the SAM was just an act, a way to shed those weighty burdens for a little while and get a mental vacation.
Gilo was normally dominant all the time, if not a Dominant.
Watching Abbey and Gilo play was always a treat, no matter who was in which mode.
Derrick whispered into Marcia’s ear. “Bet you’d like to be on your knees for me right now, wouldn’t you, baby?”
She whimpered, and he had to bite back a laugh.
If he put her on her knees, he would definitely be pulling a Landry and face-fucking her, right now.
“If you’re a good girl,” he promised. “I’ll make sure I take care of you.”
She wiggled her ass against him again, making his cock throb and ache.
Well, shit. There was a little unintended bit of self-sadism.
 
Chapter Three
 
Landry tipped his head toward Cris as they stood and watched Gilo’s and Abbey’s poses. He kept his voice down as he spoke to Cris.
“Un café, s’il vous plaît. Maintenant.”
Cris bowed his head. “Oui, Maître.” He headed over to the kitchen area to get it for Landry.
It wasn’t uncommon for them to go weeks at a time speaking French instead of English when at home if Tilly and Bob weren’t around. Bob’s French wasn’t adequate yet, but he was slowly and surely improving. Tilly’s French was pretty good, a conversationally fluent level, and KC was learning it. They wanted her to grow up bilingual.
Before moving in with Tilly, before Landry had discovered her existence, he and Cris frequently spoke English at work and French at home with each other. It was Landry’s default. While he’d gone through great pains when he first moved to the States to try to eliminate as much of his accent as possible when speaking English, it still bled through, just a pinch.
Tilly had picked it right up when they first met, mostly because Cris was the one who’d taught her French…and, of course, Cris had learned it from him, with his accent.
My sweet, beautiful little viper.
The house felt so…empty without the three of them home, since KC was currently with Tilly and Bob. Next week, he and Cris would be flying out to LA to get KC from them, since they were going to be filming on location for a couple of weeks, in a harsh desert, and Tilly really didn’t want KC there for that.
It was fun to get out and do something different like this.
Hell, he was a little bit of an exhibitionist, he’d admit it. When it came to stuff like this, or with play, not with sexy activities. Then again, some of their friends probably assumed he was a full-on exhibitionist.
But not caring if someone watched him face-fucking his slave at a party was different than needing to face-fuck him in front of an attentive crowd to get off while doing it.
He loved watching Abbey and Gilo together, regardless of which mode they were in. Before Cris and Tilly, while he obviously accepted that some people were switches, it wasn’t something he personally understood.
Then, with Cris and Tilly reunited, he finally started to understand the fluid nature of the dynamic better, especially with Tilly. He, personally, wasn’t a switch. Enjoying bottoming for sex on occasion didn’t make him a bottom or a sub.
Gilo and Abbey had a delightfully messy elegance about them, though. Even when Gilo bottomed to her, there was still a solid strength there that couldn’t completely mask his Dominant side. And when Abbey bottomed, a sweet, sensual, playful energy emerged in Gilo as he topped her, since she wasn’t a fraction of the masochist that he was.
I don’t understand why people feel I’m so scary.
He smiled.
Cris returned with his coffee, bowing his head as he presented the cup.
“Merci.” He sipped it—prepared perfectly, of course. Then he snapped his fingers and pointed at the fleece throw on the floor next to where he stood. Cris softly sighed as he pinched his slacks at the pleats and tugged them up just a hair before he smoothly knelt on the throw.
Landry smiled down at him and stroked the top of his head with his free hand. “My perfect boy,” he whispered, enjoying the way Cris’ eyes dropped closed.
His boy might grumble and gripe sometimes, but there was no denying the truth—he liked what they did.
Hell, as many years as they’d been doing it together, they must be doing something right.
Even if he did fuck up their perfection the first time around.
Fortunately, the Universe smiled on him and gave him not only a second chance, but added more perfection to it.
 
* * * *
 
Gilo stared down at Abbey and resisted the urge to adjust his cock again. He was trying to give Cali the shots she was looking for and not mess them up, but what he totally wanted to do was fist Abbey’s hair, unfasten his fly, pull a Landry, and face-fuck her right there.
Patience, dude.
If he was this wound-up now, poor Abbey would be in for a ride once she finished putting him through his submissive paces in a little while.
Not that his wife-slash-submissive-slash-Ma’am would mind in the least, he was pretty sure.
“You have a naughty look on your face,” Abbey said as she met his gaze.
He smirked. “You have noooo idea, baby.”
“Oooh! Perfect!” Cali said. “Just like that!”
He could tell Abbey was trying not to grin and she tipped her chin up even more.
Unable to help himself, Gilo reached out and gently booped her nose with the end of the leash.
Cali let out a little squee. “Guys, that’s perfect. Want to see?”
He helped Abbey up off the floor, but didn’t relinquish the leash as he led her over to look at the display screen on the back of Cali’s camera. Everyone else crowded around and laughed over the playful smirk on Gilo’s face as he booped Abbey.
“That should be on the website header or something,” Marcia said. “That’s, like, perfect. That totally encapsulates what we always tell the newbies—have fun and enjoy what you’re doing. It’s even better with him wearing the half-hood, because you can really see him smiling.”
Everyone nodded in agreement.
“You feel like gimping out now?” Cali asked him. “I’ll get some shots of you two together like that, then pup you out for some more with her before tossing Rusty and Sean into the shots with you. That way, Abbey can get off those stilts.”
Rusty and Sean were currently in the process of helping each other don latex outfits.
Abbey shifted from one foot to the other. “That would be appreciated. I forgot how much these particular ones pinch my damn toes.”
“But they’re hot as fuck,” Leah said, looking at them.
“That’s because they’re usually only worn as fuck-me shoes,” Gilo teased, leaning in to nibble Abbey’s earlobe.
Seth laughed. “Leah’s got a few pairs of those.”
“We all have a few pairs of those,” Skye said. “That’s kind of the point of some of them.”
“Damn sure not to walk in,” Shayla joked.
“To answer your question,” Gilo said, “Yeah, I’ll be happy to get gimped out.” He handed the end of the leash to Abbey and reached back to unfasten his hood’s lacings and pull it off. “Whew! That feels better.” He ran a hand through his hair, which was slightly damp from sweat. “Hood hair?”
Abbey smiled and ruffled his hair. “Yeah, but I love your hood hair.” She kissed him. “You’re going to put the suit back on before we go to Sigalo’s, right?”
He waggled his eyebrows. “I dunno. What’s it worth to ya?”
Sean broke out his TV announcer voice. “Ooooh, will the next contestant on Switchy Negotiations, come on down! The kinky game where you should always be careful for what you wish for, because you just might get it!”
“Ain’t that the truth?” Abbey said.
 
* * * *
 
Abbey looked at the boop picture again. She wished she had a version of that one with him not wearing the hood—
“Hey, Gilo? Hold up.”
He turned where he’d been walking over toward their bags. “What?”
She smiled at Cali. “A couple more, please?”
“Sure!”
Abbey crooked a finger at Gilo and he returned. She held up the end of the leash. “Please?”
“Without the hood?” he asked.
She nodded.
He smiled. “Hood hair and all?”
“Hood hair and all.”
They returned to their previous positions, Gilo unable to stop smiling while he watched her lower herself to the floor.
Yeah, this was a lot better. She could look up into his greenish hazel eyes and see the lines around the outer edges, the way they narrowed, just a little, when the good kind of evil was obviously swirling around and through his mind.
The good kind of evil was always swirling around and through his mind when they were playing.
She handed him the end of the leash and sat up the way she’d been sitting up before.
He reached out and booped her again, then blew her a kiss, which also got them a lot of laughs.
“That’s awesome,” Cali said.
Gilo arched an eyebrow at Abbey and then knelt in front of her on one knee. He leaned in, nose-to-nose with her, where both of them made “serious Dom” faces at each other before laughing. He put the handle of the leash in his mouth and leaned in, nose-to-nose with her again.
“Oooh, can we get a variation of those with the hood?” Cali asked.
“That was hot,” Essie said.
Gilo playfully rolled his eyes, but nodded.
First, he spit out the leash, like a good pup. Before Abbey could react, he licked her, chin to nose, stopping just below her mask, and cracking everyone up, including her.
Cali, also laughing, kept shooting pictures.
Abbey leaned back. “That was pretty brave for a guy about to bare his ass in a leather jock.” She reached up and wiped the spit off.
He waggled his eyebrows at her. “I thought so.”
June brought his hood over and handed it to him. “There ya go, Fido.”
“Thanks.” He smoothed his hair back and pulled the hood on over his head, quickly lacing it up the back. “How’s that?” he asked Abbey as he wiggled it around to seat it more comfortably.
She smiled and held up the leash, teasing him with it a little as he tried to bite down on it to take it back from her, which led to more laughter from their friends as they watched.
Finally, she let him take it after he playfully growled at her.
“Easy there, Fido,” she joked, but that was mostly to keep from rolling over onto her back and letting him fuck her right there.
I really should have worn panties today.
“Jesusfuck, that’s hot,” Max muttered from where he was standing next to Cali.
No shit. “Yeah, it is,” Abbey said, keeping her voice low enough only Gilo could hear her.
He smiled, even around the leash in his mouth, and her clit throbbed.
Lord, the things this man could do to her just with his mind before he even laid a hand on her. The delightfully evil, playful, sexy things they did to each other. Sure, he had a “default” mode where he liked to defer to her. Their average, everyday mode was him more submissive to her, but still sort of equal. Not like what Landry and Cris had.
But Gilo also had no trouble taking charge of her when he thought she needed that from him, or when she flat-out asked for it. He had a wicked scary way of reading her, knowing exactly when to flip her into bottom mode and when to back off and just let her be Ma’am.
This man was literally perfect for her in every way—they were perfect for each other. Sure, it’d sucked going through the breakup with her ex, which was the whole reason she and Gilo ended up together in the first place, but…dayamn.
Worth it.
Worth every bit of heartbreak and agony to be here, now, with this guy.
Here was her hot husband, dressed in a suit and hood, on his knees in front of her with the end of her leash in his mouth.
And fuck if she wasn’t ready to jump his bones right now.
This has got to be true love.
“Ooooh, idea!” Cali said, and before Abbey knew it, she was lying on her back, face-up, with Gilo leaning over her and looking upside-down to her as he stared into her eyes.
Gulp!
With the leash in his mouth and without, both hooded and then again, not hooded.
But then one more, hood back on, leaning in and kissing Abbey, a shot repeated without the hood.
There were more than a few happy sighs from the women as they watched the tender moment.
Abbey fought the urge to rub her thighs together.
As Gilo stared down into her eyes, he smiled that smile.
The smile that told her she wasn’t really going to be spending much time in a Ma’am headspace today.
As in, at all.
Sir was already in the house and wanted to play with His girl, even if He was going to be dressed out in gimp and pup modes.
Ma’am, fortunately, was damn fine with that plan.
I’m a lucky, lucky woman.
 
Chapter Four
 
Still in his jacket, Derrick settled in on one of the couches, which they’d dragged around the area just for the photo shoot portion of the day. They’d get moved back before the club opened. Not right on top of the action, but conveniently located.
Glad we moved the couches before we started. This makes it easy.
He caught Marcia’s gaze and crooked a finger at her. He knew she knew what he wanted when color rose in her cheeks as she walked over and he pointed at the floor between where his thighs now sat splayed wide apart.
That just made him harder.
Especially the way her throat worked as she watched him before slowly sinking to her knees where he’d pointed.
He knew that look, too. The one where she was waiting to see if he was just fucking with her—which, admittedly, he took great pleasure in doing—or if he was really going to go through with this.
Oh, he was definitely going through with this.
Of course he and Marcia had left their DNA all over the place. It was a perk of being the owners and founders and having a damn key to the door. But even at the private parties they didn’t always get into full-on sex territory.
He arched his eyebrows at her, tipping his head up, just a little, letting her know he was still waiting for what he wanted her to do.
She shifted position into a formal kneel and tucked her hands behind her, where he wanted them kept.
“I think someone hasn’t been reminded of their training in a while,” he softly said. “My fault. Let’s take care of that today.”
The color absolutely flamed in her cheeks, and he wondered if she’d actually safeword on him for this, but she didn’t. As he reached up and unfastened his belt, she watched, her gaze darting back and forth between his hands and his eyes. When he unzipped his fly so he could fish his aching cock out, she opened her mouth.
“Good girl.” He kept one hand circled around the base of his cock and cupped the other around the back of her head, his fingers threading through her hair.
She didn’t need to be told what to do. And it never failed to take his breath away, make him suck in a sharp gasp when the sweet, wet heat of her mouth engulfed him from head to root.
Fuuuuuck. Twenty years together didn’t mean sex had grown stale and boring. It meant they knew each other’s bodies, knew what felt good, what worked.
Which had come in handy for office sexytime, usually across Derrick’s desk. Fast, hot, and more than satisfactory for both of them without alerting everyone else to what they were doing.
Okay, maybe he would wear a suit more often. There was something damned sexy about sitting there dressed like that and having her on her knees and devouring his cock.
 
* * * *
 
Okay, now Marcia was damned horny, and if Mister Master thought he was going to make her wait until later tonight to get hers, he had another think coming.
Personally, she loved this, because it reminded her a lot of sneaking in sex at the office when they had a building full of employees around them. The feel of his slacks against her cheeks as he directed her movements with his hand on her head made her even hornier. Looking up his body, she spotted the dark, evil, pleased gaze he wore in his green eyes as he stared down at her and…yep.
She would definitely be making him wear a suit more often.
Even if it meant tossing all his other clothes into the washing machine the night before and “forgetting” to turn it on.
Guess you’ll have to wear your suit, Sir.
Oh, darn.
“That’s it, baby,” he whispered. “Suck that cock.”
She didn’t even care their friends were there. This was on the tame end of the scale of activities all of them had either witnessed, or actually done themselves during a private party.
A sweet, low hum settled in her brain, subspace gently tugging her down as she focused only on what she was doing, on Derrick, on being in the moment. She knew every inch of his body by heart, the way he knew hers. He pulled her off to the head for her to lick and suck the crown, and as she watched the hunger building in his gaze, she felt her own grow.
He slowly pushed deep again and she relaxed, knowing what he wanted, what he liked, and that he wouldn’t choke her or make her wait too long to take a breath or she’d bite him.
Not hard, just in warning.
Only took her doing that once to train her damn Dom.
Hey, everyone was happier when she was happy, and even Derrick would admit that. After all, she didn’t smother him when she rode his face, so a little reciprocity was due.
But like this? Like this, she could keep going as long as her knees held out. Fortunately, they’d been too busy and too tired for fooling around much this week, so he was primed and ready and wouldn’t take much to get off. That’s why she was happy letting him savor this for a while, because when he felt ready for round two, he’d give her one hell of a ride of her own, better able to hold back longer.
Yeah, she knew her guy, and she damn sure wouldn’t trade him in for anything.
The soft, needy grunts she drew from him every time she went deep fired her own need. Didn’t help that the place this morning felt like it was hyper-charged with a sinfully sexy energy, way more than on the average play night. This assembled group of friends were definitely the right vibe to have together in one place.
His warm, musky scent filled her lungs as she tasted pre-cum starting to flow. His cock hardened even more in her mouth, velvety smooth as her lips and tongue worked at him, licks and sucks and even lightly grazing her teeth along the head, just enough to help him hold back a little longer and build it up even more.
Finally, he closed in on the point of no return. The hand around the back of her head tightened as he started urging her faster, deeper with every stroke, until he let go of his cock with his other hand and had her head trapped in his grip, now face-fucking her as he neared climax.
The soft moan rolling from her would only help him over, too, as the vibrations worked all the way through to his balls.
It didn’t take long for him to sit up, his body going rigid and half slumped over her now as his cock erupted in her mouth. Hot, pulsing over her tongue, that salty tang she knew all too well.
He eased his grip on her, letting her pull back a little so she could breathe again as he softened in her mouth. She waited him out, enjoying it when he leaned all the way over and ran his hands down her back, holding her.
“Thank you, baby,” he whispered in her ear, nuzzling her. “Love you.”
He let her go and tucked himself back in, doing up his fly and belt.
“Love you, too, sadist.”
He grinned and helped her up, had her sit sideways in his lap, his arms around her, while they watched the photo shoot continue.
 
* * * *
 
Gilo was careful not to snicker too much while watching Derrick and Marcia together, because he had no room to talk—he knew he’d be nailing Abbey himself sooner rather than later.
While Gilo changed, Cali started taking shots of Scrye and June together. The experienced rope rigger quickly had his tiny wife trussed in a basic chest harness, and the way he could easily manhandle her over his lap was sexy as fuck. She also had Axel and Skye start tying so she could take pictures of them, too. While Skye wasn’t as petite as June, with Axel’s height, there was another dramatic difference there that was neat to watch. She also took a series of Ross and Tony in close-up shots, tying arm or leg binding ties on their own subbies.
But it was always Scrye and June Gilo especially loved to watch. In fact, Gilo loved watching them so much that it was hard to remember what he was supposed to be doing, which was getting geared up for his next series of shots with Abbey. He had latex and leather gear to wear, but it wasn’t stuff he wore every time he and Abbey played, because it was hot and wasn’t exactly conducive to the kind of play they usually engaged in.
Today, it was some of that gear he’d be putting on for the shots, but fortunately not wearing for very long.
He’d put on the latex first, since Rusty and Sean were almost ready in their own outfits. Eliza and Max were helping the duo shine up the outsides to give the latex a sheen.
Another reason he didn’t wear this stuff more often, because it was a pain in the ass.
“Maaaoooow.”
“Hush, you,” Cali said to Baxter. “You come out after the latex is put away.”
“Thank you,” Sean called out. “I’m still washing hair off this damn thing from the last time.”
“That’s the truth,” Max said.
“He’s probably the only furry pussy in the place today,” Derrick joked, which cracked everyone up.
Because it was true.
Once Cali had her rope shots, Scrye and Axel moved their respective women out of the way to do their untying so she could get the latex shots set up. While she worked with Rusty and Sean, Max shined Gilo’s outfit, then he joined them. Some more shots between Rusty and Eliza, some with him and Abbey, some with Max and Sean, and then less than an hour later they were changing into leather gear. This time, Cris changed to join them for some of the shots, and Cali took a few of him with Landry.
From there, all four of them could strip down again, which was a relief to Gilo because he’d been getting hot. Most of the men had discarded their jackets now, except for Max, who would be taking more shots with Sean, and Landry, ditto only with Cris.
Now Gilo stripped down to his leather jock, leather wrist and ankle cuffs, leather collar, and full leather hood, and like that Cali shot another series of pictures with him and Abbey, and a series between Eliza and Rusty, who wore similar gear.
A series of shots between Cris and Landry, with Cris actually shedding his jock at one point, while Cali selectively posed him so she was only catching him from the side—or not catching any “bits” in the shot—had Gilo admittedly interested. It was just the feel of the energy between the two men. It never ceased to amaze Gilo, watching them, how raw and animalistic it looked. It called to him.
Not that he wanted to do the dudes, no. Just…it reminded him a lot of his energy with Abbey, in some ways, and that was just damned fun to watch.
And haaaawt.
Abbey stood next to Gilo, watching with him.
“Fuck, they’re gorgeous together,” she whispered.
“Yeah, they are.”
She smacked Gilo’s ass, grinning. “You’re not so bad yourself, there, mister.”
He almost fisted her hair to tip her head back for a kiss, until he remembered she was wearing a wig and she’d fucking kill him if she had to redo it from scratch. Instead, he leaned in and caught the top of her corset with his finger and pulled her close for a kiss that way. “You’re pretty damn hot, too, Ma’am.”
She smiled. “You are nowhere near bottomspace, so don’t bullshit me, buddy.”
His other hand shot out and cupped the back of her neck, pulling her in close. “What was that, girl?” He nuzzled the side of her throat, raking his teeth along her flesh, the threat of a nip.
An adorable squeak escaped her. “See? Told You that You weren’t bottomy, Sir.”
 
Chapter Five
 
Gilo watched as Cali got Baxter’s part of the shoot out of the way with a couple of the suited Doms, and with Skye tied up. Add in a face-off between Baxter and Abbey in several hilarious shots, and Gilo knew that, if for no other reason, getting the new Baxter images was worth everything they did here today. He even took a couple with Baxter “domming” him, sitting on a leash, one with Baxter sitting on his back, one with a flogger positioned and draped as if Baxter was claiming it.
Then some with Sean and Max and the persistently catnipped pussy, who decided in the middle of that part of the festivities that he was done and started rolling around on the floor and trying to snag rope with a paw.
“He’s done,” Cali said, scooping him up. “Time to send you home, buddy.” After everyone got to pet him and say good-bye, Cali tucked him back into his crate. Ted would be heading home with Essie, and after saying their good-byes, Ted carried the cantankerous cat’s carrier—said cantankerous cat who maowed all the way out of the space.
That was a good time for a pizza break, too, and Cali put the order in while everyone took a rest.
“I can’t wait to see those shots,” Tony said. “This is going to be epic.”
“I’ve got a lot of photo editing ahead of me,” Cali said, “and I’m not exactly the world’s best at it, but for what we’re doing, it’ll work just fine. We’ll have more than enough for the club’s website, for our website, with plenty to spare so we can rotate stuff out on a regular basis. I wanted way more than we’d ever need, so I can post them on the Facebook page and draw eyes there, too.”
Gilo had been standing there looking over Cali’s shoulder as she transferred photos to her laptop and scrolled through some of them. Sean, Rusty, and Cris, who were wearing about what Gilo now was—meaning not much—were also standing there and watching.
Landry walked up behind Cris, whispered something to him Gilo thought sounded French, and the two men peeled off to the new side.
They didn’t go very far, though, just inside the doorway, where Landry put Cris on his knees.
Here we go.
Obviously, with Derrick and Marcia having truly broken the ice—not that this assembled group needed the ice to be broken—Landry was going to have his fun.
 
* * * *
 
Abbey eased closer to Gilo and wrapped her arms around him from behind. She’d shed the pinchy heels and was standing with her chin resting on his shoulder.
Meanwhile, she glanced over at the doorway, where Landry had led Cris to the new side.
Oooh, boy.
While Landry wasn’t her speed as a sadist, she loved watching the two of them play. Landry’s play with Cris always bore an edgy, deeper vibe to it than she saw with most sadists. Stricter, in some ways. She’d been friends with Tilly even before Landry entered her life—bringing Cris back with him in the process—and to this day Abbey still marveled that the charming, warm, loving husband and father could also be so damned…
Evil.
That was the only way to describe it. The way his expression turned hard, an icy glint in his green eyes as he stared down at Cris, who was now on his knees in front of Landry and staring up at him.
Sure, she knew Cris was there because he wanted to be and loved the guy, but it still made her shiver—not in totally bad ways, mind you.
Panty-dampening ways.
Just because she didn’t want to play as a submissive or a Dominant to his level didn’t mean she couldn’t enjoy or appreciate watching him play.
Abbey knew Skye had spent some time playing with Landry when she first moved back to the area and had greatly enjoyed her time with him before she and Axel were able to work things out between them to find a level of play that worked for both of them. But Skye was also a fairly heavy masochist in many ways.
Some Dominants, like Abbey and others, were just that—Tops who enjoyed playing to a bottom’s level, and it was more about the energy and the power exchange as much as it was the play.
Then, there were sadists…of which Abbey would definitely classify Landry as being a hard-core one.
Didn’t mean she didn’t like the guy, because nothing was farther from the truth. She loved the hell out of all four of them, and KC, their daughter.
Cris looked particularly sexy dressed—or, rather, undressed—as he currently was. Cuffs, collar, and a leather jock.
Nom.
She was too far away to hear what Landry said, but watched as Cris dropped into a full formal bow in front of his Master, his forehead touching the tops of Landry’s shoes. The flip side of the coin of why Abbey loved watching them scene together was she knew what a strong guy Cris was. She’d met him before he left, had seen him first as Tilly’s Master.
Watching this side of him was…sexy, even in the brutality Landry would inflict upon him.
When Cris sat up again, Landry grabbed him by the back of the head and pulled his face against his crotch, and not gently, either.
Buckle up, this ride’ll get rough.
It also left her more than squirming against Gilo’s back as she watched the two men together.
 
* * * *
 
In all his years with the sadist, Cris knew one truth above all—let Landry do what he wanted to do. It wouldn’t do any good to safeword in a case like this, because that’d just egg him on in other ways.
And this was the deal he’d agreed to. Wasn’t a deal he objected to, either.
The only time he was allowed to safeword in a situation like this was for legitimate physical harm—because for all his sadistic ways, Landry didn’t want to break his toys in bad ways—or if KC was around and there was something going on that they needed to immediately cease doing to keep her from discovering them doing it.
Locking bedroom doors behind them was starting to become a habit, and Landry was actually looking into swapping out the locks on the pool house and their bedroom for ones with a keypad, which would lock automatically behind them and little prying fingers couldn’t open, yet they didn’t need a key or a special little tool if the door was locked on the other side.
Landry’s fingers dug into the back of his head, fisting his hair as he whispered to Cris.
“Bet my boy’s hard right now, aren’t you? Bet you’re eager to take a load for me like a good little fucktoy, aren’t you?”
“Yes, Master.”
Because, yeah, he was hard, and yeah, he was eager to please him.
He wasn’t exactly a masochist and never had been, but over the years, he’d learned to process and submit and accept the sadist’s ways, because he loved the man, and loved having the light along with the dark, the sweet and the savory.
It couldn’t all be green.
It wouldn’t be fun if it was, anyway.
After all this time, Cris needed that edge to their play when he was in bottom mode.
Plus, Landry was burning off eager, nervous energy with the year creeping along since Bob had joined their household and Tilly still hadn’t lifted the prohibition early about full-on intercourse between them and Bob like Landry was convinced she would.
Landry couldn’t exactly bitch to her about that, either, because he’d promised her he wouldn’t, that it was strictly her choice, and, oh yeah, she did have a full year.
Cris would never voluntarily admit what he was certain was going on, either—that Tilly was now deliberately baiting the sadist more than she was leaving the prohibition in place simply to make certain things would work out.
They all knew things were going to work out long-term with Bob. Even Tilly was talking future plans with him as part of their lives.
That meant she was fucking with Landry in the only way she could, because he wasn’t a submissive or a switch, and she couldn’t spank the Dom’s ass.
Inside, he smiled. You go, Redbird. You go.
Although the flip side of that was he himself usually ended up bearing the brunt of Landry’s frustration in more ways than one.
Cris had thought to suggest to Landry that he simply admit he’d given Bob orders to try to encourage Tilly to lift the ban early, admit Tilly had seen right through the sadist, and she’d probably gloat even as she lifted the ban.
This was Cris’ personal supposition.
Meanwhile…
He’d take what got dished out and silently snicker from the sidelines as the two of them invisibly tussled it out.
The Dom would eventually have to admit Tilly was the true Alpha in their home, even if he didn’t want to admit it, but it was the truth. Cris could see it in Landry’s gaze when he watched her, how proud of her he was.
How much he loved her.
How he talked about and to her when she wasn’t with them, sitting right there for the speakerphone calls with Lan.
The sadist was a total softy for his Redbird.
Cris knew, because he’d been exactly where the man now stood, only that was before Tilly’s Domme side had been birthed. Even then, he might have been her Master, but he would have bent Heaven and Hell to make her happy.
Before he went and fucked it all up.
I guess I am more like Landry in some ways than he’d like to admit.
Between them, Cris felt Landry’s hard cock pressing against his cheek through the fabric of his slacks. Of course the sadist was freeballing it today—because of course he was.
At least it saved a little on laundry efforts.
“Do you want it?” Landry asked.
“Yes, Master.”
“Beg me for it, slave.”
A shiver rippled through Cris at the hard edge in Landry’s tone. “Please may this slave suck his Master’s cock?” Cris mouthed the outline of Landry’s cock through his slacks.
“That didn’t sound very needy, slave.”
“This slave needs his Master’s cock, please, Sir. This slave needs to show his Master how much he loves his Master’s cock.”
Yes, his own cock was hard, throbbing inside the jock now.
Landry made him beg for another minute or so before finally lowering his zipper.
Cris had his mouth open and ready when Landry started fucking his face, and Cris knew this would be a fast one. No doubt today had helped fire Landry up as much as it had him.
They had some damn good-looking friends, who looked even better dressed up in suits.
It was hard and fast and brutal, but nothing Cris hadn’t literally been through maybe thousands of times already during their years together. As Landry’s hard cock thrust over his tongue and down his throat, Cris relaxed and let it happen, enjoying the little dip into subspace it gave him to be used like this.
When Landry’s orgasm hit, Cris swallowed, waiting him out, finally taking in a deep breath when Landry softened a little and eased back just a smidge.
His grip turned gentle, stroking Cris’ head as he knelt there.
“Ah, my sweet Cristo,” he finally said. “After all these years, and yet you still put up with me?”
Landry finally tapped his head, meaning Cris could sit back, and he did so while Landry tucked himself in.
He smiled up at him. “Not like anyone else would have put up with you all these years, Master.”
Landry chuckled. This also wasn’t anything they hadn’t said between them countless times before. “Let’s rejoin the others. Pizza should be here soon.”
He actually held his hands out for Cris, to help him up, then pulled him in for a hug.
“Still trying to decide if I want to fuck your ass here, or wait until I have you home and do it there.”
Cris knew that would be when he’d be granted his own orgasm. “If you wait until home later, we can fall asleep in bed.”
“Ah, this is true. And yet, you’d have to wait.”
Cris drew his head back enough he could look Landry in the eyes. “Dude, really? Like you haven’t done worse to me before?”
Landry snorted. “True.”
And this was one of the many reasons he loved this damn sadist—because despite what an evil fucker he could be, Landry did have a loving, soft center that Cris was privileged enough to also be the recipient of.
 
Chapter Six
 
The pizzas arrived, and they all settled in to eat.
Cris had to eat sitting on the floor at Landry’s feet. Landry hand-fed the man after removing his blazer, rolling up his sleeves, and draping a towel over his own lap to protect his slacks.
Finally, they reached the pup stage of the photo shoot, which would pretty much be the last part of it.
Gilo’s usual gimp mode wasn’t much different than pup mode. For pup mode, he wore a different hood, one that was actually a dog mask, too, and added leather mitts on his hands, kneepads, shoes to protect his feet, and a short leather tail clipped to the back of his leather jock.
Once the four of them were all pupped out, including Cris—who looked like he might be a little on the mellow, subspacey end of things now—Cali started getting shots with them in different poses, playing with toys, and rolling around wrassling.
She took the group shots first, in twos, threes, and then all four of them. Eliza, Abbey, Landry, and Max all got shots with the pups, too.
“I’m an idiot,” Cali said.
“What?” Max asked.
“I should’ve gotten shots with Baxter with them all pupped out.”
Max burst out laughing. “Yeah, you should have. That’s okay. Sean and I can do that at the house. We have that smaller photo backdrop.”
“And I can loan you the barbarian,” Eliza said.
“You can borrow Cris, if we’re in town,” Landry offered.
“If it’s an evening or weekend, I can probably come over,” Gilo said.
“There,” Max said. “See? Problem solved.”
“Still can’t believe I didn’t think about that sooner,” Cali said. “That’s like a duh kind of moment.”
“Well, you’re amazing all the time. We don’t expect you to be perfect all the time, too.” He leaned in and kissed her.
“Aww. You just got yourself laid tonight.”
He grinned. “Tonight? Honey, we’re doing this before we open today.” He leaned in and nuzzled her nose with his.
Once that was finished, they staged several shots each for different pieces of equipment, and different combinations of Tops and bottoms—per their usual pairings—along with multiple implements from the Two Crafty Bastard Toys inventory.
Gilo and Abbey basically got to scene for the camera, and while she kept his jock on for it, she took great sadistic pleasure in reaching under him and squeezing from time to time, teasing him and making him moan in sexy ways instead of just in pain.
Of which she was also doing a damn fine job.
Not that he was complaining, because he wasn’t. He’d had a long week at work and needed the mental vacation. He didn’t enjoy pain for pain’s sake—he used it as a way to process emotions, stress, and other things in a way he usually couldn’t.
That was another reason Sir couldn’t stay around all the time. Sir was an artifact of who he’d be normally if he didn’t have to worry about having friends or getting fired, the borderline asshole who compartmentalized to the point of the bad kind of avoidance.
But all that shit would eat away at him if left untended and ignored for too long.
Hence why Gilo would always welcome Ma’am back.
Especially the things she did to him in an ouchy-that-fucking-hurts kind of way.
After they finished their scene, Gilo and Abbey curled up on one of the couches for aftercare while Eliza and Rusty had a turn, followed by Landry and Cris, and then Tony and Shayla to finish rounding things out.
Gilo enjoyed just…coasting immediately following a scene. Lying there with his head in Abbey’s lap and allowed to simply process the sensations, the pain, the feelings.
This was all part of his process, and Abbey understood that.
Just like Sir knew his girl enjoyed a good, sexy cuddle after her scenes with Him.
Once Gilo was up and moving again, Landry let out a wolf whistle when Gilo stood just across from where he and Cris were sitting on a different couch.
Gilo shook his ass, then smacked himself, wincing when he realized how tender he really was.
Abbey and Landry both burst out laughing.
“Your boy does have a fine ass,” Landry told her.
Landry could get away with saying something like that, since they were close friends. Neither he nor Abbey would take umbrage with the familiarity.
She smacked Gilo’s other ass cheek. “Yeah, I think he does, too.”
“Oooh!” Marcia said. “We could have a spankable ass contest! Crowd vote for who has the best ass!”
Cali’s face lit up, as did Eliza’s and Abbey’s, but Max, Sean, Rusty, and Gilo all said, “Red.”
“Aww,” the women said.
“Hey, doesn’t mean you can’t have it,” Gilo told her. “Just means we don’t want to be in it.”
“Didn’t mean you had to let people spank you,” Marcia said.
“Yeah, well, I don’t need to win a contest to know my ass is fine. Ma’am likes it, and as Landry said, he’s sort of an expert.”
“Cris will do it,” Landry said. “As will Bob, if he’s home, at the time.” Landry ruffled Cris’ hair. “Won’t you, slave?”
Cris rolled his eyes, but said, “Yes, Master.”
Landry positively beamed. “Good boy.”
 
* * * *
 
Ross had shed his jacket already. He’d settled in on one of the couches with Loren to watch Tony and Shayla scening.
“You seem to be less…bewitched than the others today,” he softly teased.
She snorted. “You’re an attorney. Before your semi-retirement, I saw you in a suit nearly every day, and made the dry cleaner runs for you every week. Sir,” she added. “You want to rev my motor? Put on the jeans, boots, and that black button-up you have that I love. You look hot in that.”
“Hmm. That sounds a little smart-assy, sweetheart.”
She laid her head in his lap and looked up at him, playfully batting her eyes at him. “It wasn’t meant to be, Sir.”
“I don’t know.” He settled in even more and draped one arm along the back of the couch. “I think maybe someone needs to convince me she wasn’t being smart-assy.” He looked down into her hazel eyes. He knew he wouldn’t have to tell her what kind of convincing he was looking for.
She smiled as she sat up and straddled his lap, facing him. “And how would you like me to do that, Sir?”
“I think you know exactly how.”
Normally this wasn’t something they could do here. Damn right he was going to take advantage of the opportunity provided.
His hands settled on her hips as she met his gaze and pulled the hem of her dress free from where it’d caught underneath her. Because she wasn’t allowed panties without permission, that meant this would be logistically easy for them.
His cock was already hard, so all her teasing she did, running her fingers up and down the outside of his slacks and tracing the outline of his cock through the fabric, was just going to make him want to add spankings to the mix if she didn’t hurry things along.
He was feeling a little feisty today, he’d admit it.
She must have spotted the gleam in his eyes, because she started working on his belt and fly and had soon fished his cock out.
“Mmm. You’re getting closer, sweetheart.”
She smiled as she slowly stroked him before rising and aligning his cock with her pussy. She took her time easing down on him, gently rolling her hips back and forth as she did and making him choke back a deep groan.
“That’s it, baby,” he encouraged. “You know what your Sir likes.”
Yes, she did. Going on twenty-five years and still frisky with each other, obviously they were doing something right.
Considering the hell she’d survived that finally triggered him getting them to this point, they’d earned this time of their lives.
His hands stroked up and down her thighs. “Someone ready to be a good girl for me now?”
She nodded, her lower lip caught under her teeth and looking sexy as hell.
Over on the bench, Tony was putting some nice marks up and down Shayla’s ass. Those two were perfect together, and he loved watching them scene almost as much as he loved watching Landry top Cris.
Ross was a sadist in his own right, but not to Landry’s level, because Loren wasn’t able to take quite that much.
But it was always fun to watch another sadist at play.
He lifted Loren’s sundress up and off her, dropping the dress onto the couch and revealing her to be totally naked underneath. She’d needed to wrap herself in one of the fleece throws earlier, because it’d been chilly in there when they’d first gotten started. Now, it was nearly perfect.
He cupped her breasts in his hands and ran the pads of his thumbs over her nipples, loving the way she shivered with pleasure under his hands. He lightly tugged on her nipple rings, noting the way she softly gasped and how, around his cock, her pussy fluttered in response.
“Someone likes that, don’t they?”
She draped her arms around his neck. “Yes, Sir.”
With every sweet roll of her hips, her hot pussy worked his cock and he savored it. He continued teasing her nipples, rolling them in his fingers, tugging her nipple rings, working her up in all the ways he knew stoked her fires, but still not touching her clit.
He wanted her to work for it.
Beg him for it.
He laid his head back against the couch, watching her, watching Tony with Shayla—watching their friends watching Tony.
Gilo and Abbey stood off to the side, Abbey in front of him, and Gilo’s hand skimmed down the back of Abbey’s skirt, coming up under the hem. She leaned against him, her head tipped onto his shoulder, and Gilo’s arm moved around to her front, between her legs. His other arm circled her waist, holding her firmly against him.
Tricky man.
Another pair of friends he loved watching play. Never got boring, that was for sure. Who could ever tell what mode they’d be in when they first started out? Not uncommon for them to switch mid-scene, either.
Ross’ gaze swiveled back up, onto Loren’s. She smiled down at him, her eyes slightly narrowed. “Perv.”
“You married me. You should know.”
She leaned in and kissed him, the seam of her lips parting for him when he traced his tongue along it. Full access—granted.
Never got old. None of it. This, her—what they were doing here today. Not specifically this, but being kinky in general. It was good having friends in the lifestyle, who understood and didn’t judge what they did. Didn’t have to explain to them or feel like they had to hide who they were.
Hey, he was the dude whose activities made his wife add Christmas trees and permanent markers to her hard-limit list. He was practically a legend among their friends for his wacky rigging ideas. He loved being a good lesson of a bad example…or something like that.
Slowly, Ross trailed his hands down her body, so he could play with her clit, roll it between his fingers while they kissed. He loved the way he could feel how her breath caught in her throat, the slight hitch that perfectly corresponded with the flutter in her pussy that vibrated right through his cock.
Every wonderful little sign that she was all his and willing to let him use her however he wanted.
He slowly pinched her clit between his thumb and fingers, squeezing harder, just until the whine started, the one he knew meant almost too much/just a little harder, please, Sir.
That achingly delicate conundrum, where he could totally shut off her thinking brain for a little while.
Where the only thing on her mind was him and them and what they were doing. No thoughts about the past or the dark nightmare she survived. No thoughts about how he made things right for her, as right as he could.
Some things could never be made completely right.
He’d seen the melancholy in her eyes as she’d watched Essie from the side, the way Essie’s three men were loving, doting partners. Their second child on the way.
The one thing he couldn’t give her, no matter how much they’d wanted it, no matter how much money he made.
Some things, money couldn’t buy.
That meant they played, he showed her his love, he coaxed her demons into playing with his, or, at the very least, tolerating them.
He hadn’t managed to scare her off so far.
Thank god.
 
* * * *
 
Loren whined as Ross started pinching her clit. The slight bite of pain, combined with how the way she was riding him made him tug on it, was about to send her right over the edge.
She opened her eyes and looked into his brown eyes. Right now, this close to the edge, they were the dark brown of coffee, of molasses, of mystery and mischief.
“Please, Sir,” she whispered against his mouth.
The constant game with him, the balance, walking that line with him. If she tipped over without permission, he might punish her for fun.
The fun kind of punishment, punishment that always left her dripping wet and begging for him, so it wasn’t like there were any losers in that arrangement.
“Please what, baby?”
“May I please come?” She gasped as he tugged on her clit a little more firmly, driving her dangerously close to the edge.
And he knew it. Of course he did. He knew her body better than she did, she was pretty much convinced of that.
“I don’t know. Have you been a good girl?” More tugging, rolling her clit between his fingers, the evil bastard, making her squirm and gasp and bite down on the inside of her lip to hold back.
“Yes, Sir. I’ve been a very good girl this week.”
His other hand started raking up and down her thigh, nails digging in just enough with the sweet, aching pain that always took her harder down into pleasure, when he finally granted it.
“Have you, now?” He stared up into her eyes, the evil gleam even stronger now than before.
“Yes, Sir.”
“Someone’s going to need to be a good girl if I let them come and clean Sir’s cock when she’s finished.”
Somehow, she managed not to come. “Yes, Sir. I will.”
He let out a melodramatic sigh. “Ooookay. I suppose you may come.”
Wasn’t any supposition about it—he started rolling her clit between his fingers again and dug the nails of his other hand into her flesh.
Bam. She leaned in to kiss him while she came, letting him suck every cry from her soul as she rode his hand, his cock, let his darkness envelop her and sweep her away to that delicious place their love had always lain bare between them.
“Good girl,” he said when she finished. He grabbed her hips and fucked her, grinding his cock into her and quickly joining her there. This reminded her of all the times he’d locked his office door and fucked her right there on his desk, or she’d ridden him in his office chair.
Until they broke one and nearly sent themselves to the hospital.
Fortunately, he owned his practice then and didn’t need to explain to anyone what happened, because she was the office manager and did the shopping.
One new chair, coming up.
Whoops.
Once she knew he’d finished coming, she didn’t need any further orders to climb off him, get down on her knees between his thighs, and suck his cock clean. As she did, he smiled down at her and stroked her head, his fingers tangled in her hair. When she finished, she tucked him back in and zipped him up, climbing up his body to kiss him.
“Better?” he asked.
She smiled. “Always better with You, Sir.”
 
Chapter Seven
 
Abbey and Eliza had changed out of their outfits and into something more comfortable. And Abbey had finally ditched the wig, too, which made her feel better. She definitely felt glad for the chance to change, since Gilo had fingered her while they stood there and watched the others play. She’d barely held on to enough Ma’am mode—just a hair—to convince him to wait until they got home to finish wearing each other completely out.
Fortunately, Gilo hadn’t been upset, just the playfully irritated kind of mood that meant she knew he’d wait, but when he got his, he’d probably add a little something-something to it for her in payback.
Then she’d get him back next time.
And so the wheels of the bus rolled…right over them.
Repeatedly.
Which was exactly how they both liked it, make no mistake.
The thing was, she knew once he dropped her into full-on girl mode, she wasn’t going to want to go to dinner or do anything, and she damn well knew it. As tired as she felt today, she didn’t want to stretch herself too thin.
She felt a little badly about shutting Gilo down over not doing more here, but…
It’d be different if they were here alone. It wasn’t the thought of doing stuff in front of their friends, because god knew they’d already done plenty. It wasn’t that she was bashful, either.
Again, that ship had sailed.
Repeatedly.
It was just…well, with the lights up, and no music like they usually had—Cali was playing Steely Dan today, for fuck’s sake, how was she supposed to play to that? That was music to fuck by, not music to scene by.
And that was it, she supposed. When she and Gilo fucked, she wanted it to be them. Or, at least not on what felt like a stage. Unlike Landry, she wasn’t interested in a crowd around them to perform, so to speak. Not for play or for sex.
Now, if it was dark in there, then yeah, maybe. But with the skylights overhead, even if the lights were off it’d still be brighter than hell in there right now.
Gilo went to change back into his suit and hit the bathroom. When he emerged a few minutes later, he’d combed his hair, buttoned his shirt, tied his tie…
Rwar!
From the smirk he wore, she knew damn well he knew what he was doing to her right now.
“What’s wrong, hmm?” he teased when he returned to her.
“Nothing.”
He arched an eyebrow at her and for a moment, she thought about flipping back into full-on Ma’am mode, except he would have seen right through it and come on even stronger the next time.
“Nothing, Sir,” she said.
“That’s better.” He leaned in for a kiss, then paused. “You all right, Ab?”
“Yeah, just tired. It was a long, stressful week at work. I’m thinking maybe calling in Monday. Just finished a round of quarterly reports, and my fucking computer died on me. IT was able to get my reports back, but I lost some data and had to go through everything again.”
“Oh, sorry.” He gently squeezed her hands. “Why didn’t you say something sooner?”
She squeezed back. “I was too happy to be home last night, and you’d had a crappy week, too.”
He pulled her in for a hug, pressing a kiss against her forehead. “That’s okay, baby. Sir will make it all better for you when we get home.”
She sighed, happy. “After dinner. I want eggplant parm.”
He snorted. “All right, we’ll go to dinner. Just be advised someone’s going to be frisky later.”
“I know. I’ll risk it.”
He shrugged. “It’s your ass.”
She smiled. “Well, technically it’s yours tonight.”
He brightened. “Oooh, true.”
 
* * * *
 
Skye didn’t know what kind of play Axel had in mind when he caught her by the hand and led her through to the other side. He wasn’t as hard-core a sadist as some of the others, which was okay, because he’d started figuring things out for himself.
They’d dated in high school, but then life took them separate ways. By the time they found each other again when she moved back to Sarasota following her divorce, she’d already had a pretty extensive background in BDSM and knew darn well that she wouldn’t be happy with a vanilla guy.
Fortunately for her, Axel had decided to keep trying past their rocky start and challenge himself. Because he’d grown more worried about losing her again than he was about giving her what she needed from him.
Thankfully, they’d found their happy medium.
He led her over to the section of MMA mats they kept down in the back for people wanting to do primal play, or tie rope, or whatever. He caught the fleece throw she was wearing around her shoulders and spread it out on the floor, then pointed.
She slipped off her shoes and started to get down on the mats when he cleared his throat, and she knew.
Pulses of need washed through her. She pulled her shirt off, and her shorts, wondering if he wanted it all.
Since he stood there, waiting, eyebrow arched, she realized he meant naked, so she finished stripping and waited for instructions.
He reached into his blazer and withdrew the custom knife Ev had made for him, the one he only used with her for knife play, and held it up with a playful smile.
Skye practically threw herself at the mats and felt eager and willing for whatever he wanted to do.
Whenever he took the lead like this, she always followed. It’d scared her how close they came to not making it before he finally took to heart the warnings Tilly and Landry gave him. He’d pushed himself to move past his fear and find the things he enjoyed doing with her, to take charge, instead of being immobilized by panicking that he’d do something wrong, or that he was wrong for wanting to do them in the first place.
She hadn’t needed him to be as sadistic as Landry, just to take charge and be him.
And he’d done that beautifully.
She heard him kick off his shoes, but he was still fully dressed when he knelt over her legs.
She closed her eyes, sighing as she felt the flat of the blade against her shoulder. “Hold still.”
She’d already taken a deep breath and let it out when he started tracing shapes across her flesh with the tip of the knife. He never drew blood, just gave her that delicious sensation that would sting and itch later—especially when he went over it with rubbing alcohol—and still punted her head-first into subspace for him.
Axel might not label himself a sadist, but Skye did, because he was. He just approached it from a different mental angle was all, very subtle and sublime and all the sweeter for it. He preferred leaving his marks on her soul, not so much in her flesh, but they were the good kind of marks, ones she was proud to bear as long as she could call herself His.
She didn’t know how long she lay there with him drawing on her flesh with the knife, but when he set it aside, he did so where she could see it, and she was flying.
She felt him grab her hips and nudge her up onto her hands and knees. She wasn’t sure what he was doing, at first, until he used his knees to open her thighs wider, his slacks pressed against the bare backs of her thighs.
When she felt him reaching for his fly, it finally clicked in her brain and she nearly came right there, even before he freed his cock and slid home inside her.
Axel was definitely not Landry in terms of this, either, so the fact that he was fucking her here and now, with their friends over on the other side…
Well, that did make her pussy clench and sent her right over the top.
“Good girl,” Axel said. He smacked her ass cheeks, making her gasp and squirm and beg him to fuck her.
Own her.
Claim her.
His hands clamped down on her hips and another orgasm washed through her as she realized he was going to hold her down and do exactly what he wanted to do to her. He wasn’t holding back, either. This wasn’t slow, sweet lovemaking. This was down-and-dirty fucking, every long stroke smacking home hard at the bottom of each thrust.
That made her come even harder.
No, she didn’t need him to be a sadist when all she needed was to belong to him, and for him to show her that.
He was.
He alternated fucking with bare-handed spanking, and by the time he finally finished, she’d quit counting how many times she’d come. While they lay there on the mats, his body covering hers and his cock growing soft inside her, she heard a contented sigh escape him.
“How was that?” he asked.
She felt for and found one of his hands and laced fingers with him, squeezing. “Fan-fucking-tastic, Sir.”
 
* * * *
 
Cali had no idea today was going to go as well as it did, or be so productive. When she’d first put out the call for volunteers among their…well, volunteers, she thought they’d be lucky to get a couple of people, maybe, and that she’d have to basically beg and barter with Sean and Max to put on suits and take part.
This?
This was like hitting the fucking jackpot.
With several of the others helping, it didn’t take too long to put the space back together. Moving the furniture back to where it belonged took a little while. That’s where Mark and Josh, who’d both changed out of their suits and into shorts, came in handy, since their co-owned bottom, Essie, was now at home with brother number three, Ted. The men had ridden over in a separate vehicle so Essie wouldn’t be stuck there all day on her feet. Plus they’d go pick up their son from Essie’s mom, who was happy to babysit her grandson today.
Finally, a little after four, they were finished with all the photos, everything was returned to its proper place, and the club was ready to open later.
Cali dumped the last load of photos from her memory card into her laptop. “We appreciate this so much guys,” she said. “You have no idea.” She’d still have to go through the video, send Tilly some highlights, and do some judicious editing to hide any faces.
“It was fun,” Tony said. He’d already shed his suit for his usual jeans and a button-up, short-sleeved shirt.
And sneakers, since they were comfy and they’d be doing a stint volunteering tonight. Being on his feet all day in the boots would be miserable, she was sure.
“I’ll make sure I get everyone’s pictures to them in the next couple of weeks. I’ll just put them on thumb drives for everyone. It’ll make life easier for all of us.”
“Sounds good to me,” he said. “See you guys later. We want to run a few errands before tonight.”
“Thanks, guys.”
She sat back in her chair. Max and Sean already had the backdrop rolled up and were working on taking care of the lights.
Which led her to think about Mal and Kel and wonder how they were really doing. Kel was pretty closed-mouthed about their situation, and Cali didn’t know if that was good or bad. And Cali didn’t want to bother Chelbie. She was also pregnant, and between that and her own commute between LA and Florida with one of her guys, who was a musician and recording an album with Mevi Maynard and Portnoy’s Oyster—another “friend in common” of theirs—Chelbie’s life was completely crazy right now.
At least Essie doesn’t have to move now.
Cali had been dreading the thought of her friend and her guys moving away, since they’d need a larger house with another baby on the way. It was so nice having her right there, just down the street. And now? Now they lived literally next door.
Problem solved.
She’d heard a spanking in progress at one point over on the other side, and Max peeked, smiling when he walked back. “Axel’s finding his groove with Skye,” he told her.
“Good for them,” she said. She’d been worried about them, at first.
That’s why the three of them put in all the hours they did volunteering—for example, because Tilly and Landry had basically helped save Skye and Axel’s relationship by mentoring him. Hell, the people Cali had met through Venture and the Suncoast Society munch group had helped her when she needed help most, and she’d ended up living with Max and Sean as a result.
Leah. She literally wouldn’t have survived losing Kaden without everyone rallying around her, and Seth.
This was why Cali wanted to pay it forward, help the club thrive and continue. Because it was serving the community. Hopefully, what they did now would outlive them and continue on, serving others. Helping others find where they belonged in this non-vanilla galaxy they were currently spinning around in.
Once they had all their gear packed, and had returned the borrowed equipment, they headed on over to Sigalo’s to have dinner with the gang. Someone else would be opening tonight, giving those of them who’d be back a needed breather today.
“That went well,” Max noted as he drove.
Cali had opted to take the backseat. “I think so. Lot of work ahead of me, but got some amazing shots.” The ones with Abbey and Gilo, in particular, stood out, with him holding the leash, one of them looking into each other’s eyes while she lay on the floor.
Although the ones with Cris and Landry were pretty damn hot, too.
Hell, all the different partners she’d shot today had at least one really good, haawwt picture between them.
Her guys were definitely at the top of the list of hawwtness, but then again, she was biased.
“Why don’t you guys wear suits more often for me? You could’ve put your suits back on.”
She saw them exchange a glance. Sean’s TV announcer voice kicked in. “Looks like we’ve just found the next contestant for the latest installment of Switchy Negotiations! Come on down!”
She giggled. “Jackass.”
“Hey, you married us, lady,” he playfully shot back. “Soooo who’s really the jackass, huh?”
“I’m still going with you. I didn’t try to light you on fire and accidentally end you up in the hospital via cat bite.”
Max slowly shook his head, smiling at her in the rearview mirror. “I warned you we’d never live that one down,” he told Sean.
 
* * * *
 
Sean didn’t give a shit what they ended up doing tonight as long as he was on the menu and didn’t have to take care of himself. Between watching Landry and Cris together, and then Gilo and Abbey, not to mention the posing and everything…
He had a raging case of blue balls and he wanted help with them.
Wasn’t as fun rubbing one out all by himself when he had two damn spouses to help out.
You know what? Fuck it. I’m getting car sex.
When they arrived at Sigalo’s, Sean tapped Max’s arm. “Hey, park all the way in back.”
“Why? There’s plenty of parking closer.”
“Just do it. Please?”
Looking a little irritated, Max did.
“Leave it running,” Sean asked.
“Why?”
“For the AC.”
“Again, why?”
“Watch out, babe.” Sean unfastened his seat belt and yanked on the handle to recline the seat, then started working on his belt.
“Ahhh,” she said. “Someone wants a blow job.”
“Please?” Sean whined. “I don’t give a shit which one of you, but I’m miserable. I’m really fucking horny after what we were doing all day.”
“Hey,” Max said. “You’re not the only one.”
“Fine, then let Cali be the lookout, and you blow me, and I’ll blow you.”
“Hey, who’s going to blow me?” she griped. “I worked my ass off today.”
Max unfastened his seat belt, too. “I don’t care which of us does,” he said as he started working on his belt, “but if we’re going to have extremely reckless and possibly felonious car sex, can we please do it fast? I want lasagna.”
“Fine,” she huffed, looking around. “Hurry it up.”
Max leaned in, and Sean grabbed his head and went to town fucking his mouth. They hadn’t had car sex like this in a long time, since before Cali, and he was glad he could finally enjoy it again.
Something else their ex had ruined for him, that having Cali in their lives had helped heal inside him.
Max’s skilled mouth immediately went to work on Sean’s cock, sucking and licking, bobbing up and down.
Cali reached over and scratched Sean’s head for him, just the way he liked. “Make it fast, buddy. Should’ve said something before we left the club.”
“We were running short on time. I didn’t want someone walking in on us.”
Cali laughed. Even Max snorted around Sean’s cock in his mouth.
“Yes,” Cali drawled. “Because car sex is sooooo much safer than behind the locked doors of a windowless BDSM club.”
He tightened his grip on Max’s head and really started fucking his mouth, rocking his hips and setting the pace. “I didn’t say it was logical.”
“And yet you’re an engineer.” She leaned over and kissed him. “Hurry up, babe.”
“Don’t rush me.”
But he didn’t need to worry about that, because from the way Max was sucking him…yeah, it didn’t take long. That was one benefit to all the years they’d been together, knowing each other’s bodies. Sean let out a relieved groan as he held Max’s face pressed against him, his cock deep in his guy’s mouth.
“Fuck, fuck, yeah that’s good. Oooh, thank you.” He finally released Max and slumped back against the seat.
Max kissed him. “Lucky we love you, asshole.”
Sean opened his eyes and looked at Max, spotted his playful smirk. “Life would be boring without me. Admit it.”
“That’s one word for it,” Cali snarked.
Sean sat up and tucked his cock in and got his pants fastened. Cali moved over to the other side of the backseat so Max could recline his seat, and Sean leaned in to reciprocate on the blow job.
“Perfectly good house,” Cali playfully grumbled as Sean swallowed Max’s cock. “Perfectly good BDSM club with the owner giving us permission to have sex there today. Our friends were having sex. Do we have sex there? No. We have car sex in the parking lot of our favorite Italian restaurant. And Sean, so help me god, if you get us thrown out of Sigalo’s for parking lot car sex, I’ll never forgive you.”
Sean was too busy getting his mouth fucked by Max to look at her, but he blindly reached over and started poking at her, trying to tickle her.
Max swatted him on the head. “Hey. Focus, dude. I gave you a good one.”
True, he did. Sean refocused and started working to get Max off, although he felt himself slipping back into subspace as Max tightened his grip on Sean’s head.
Oh, boy.
Maybe this really was a miscalculation.
Still worth it.
Max’s fingers didn’t just hold Sean’s head in place. He massaged Sean’s scalp, knowing exactly how to trigger him into a quick dive into subspace.
By the time Sean finally swallowed a load of cum from Max’s balls, he knew he was in subspace.
Max finally released him and worked to put himself back together. “We still okay?” he asked Cali.
“Yeah.” Her stomach grumbled. She sighed, sounding a little perturbed. “You know what? Fuck it, I need food. You two assholes can sleep in the guest room and I’ll sleep with the nail driver tonight.”
She started to reach for the door, but Sean freaked. “Red.”
Max and Cali both froze.
Sean turned in his seat so he could look at her. “Babe, are you really pissed off?” He honestly couldn’t tell. When she got tired and hangry, even if she wasn’t pissed off, she could come off sounding like that.
Then again, he was no Teletubbie, either, when he was tired and hungry—and horny.
“I’m just…irritated. Why, after a whole day of working my ass off and trying to do something both for our business and for the club, do I still have to be the responsible adult, while you two jokers get blowjobs?”
 
* * * *
 
Max studied Cali and decided it was time to pull rank and rein them both in before this seriously went off the rails. “Sean,” he quietly said. “Run inside and please tell the gang we’re going to go home after all. Tell them I’m working on a migraine.”
Cali’s eyes widened. “What? No!”
“Sean,” Max said without taking his eyes off Cali. “Do it.”
“Yes, Sir.” Sean opened the car door and headed off across the parking lot.
“Babe,” he said. “Talk to me.”
She was still staring at him in wide-eyed shock. “We can’t just bail!”
“We have plenty of volunteers tonight. Talk to me, sweetheart.” This was more than her just being hangry and tired.
Ever since her near brush with death for really stupid reasons, sometimes she had little outbursts like this, almost microbursts, gone before he could even register they were something and could pin her down to question her about it.
Not this time. Literally, she couldn’t get away from him.
Well, technically she could, if she opened the car door and got out, but then that would bring about another round of conversations between them.
This was the deal she’d agreed to, her and Sean both—Max would be in charge.
He waited her out, until she finally replied. “I’m just…I’m tired. And hungry. And…” She sighed. “Worried about Mal and Kel. I couldn’t help thinking about them today, since we were borrowing their stuff, and he’s the one who gave me advice on taking the photos. All of that.”
“Ah. So are we okay, and this is just blowback from all of that?”
“Yes. No. I don’t know.” She slumped back in her seat. “I’m tired, and I just want to do a good job for the club. I don’t want to fuck this up.”
“They love you, hon. You’re doing great. Marcia probably wants to steal you from us. Let’s go home, we’ll make Sean cook us dinner, and I’ll put you into a cum and carb coma. How’s that sound?”
Finally, a smile. “Okay. Deal.” Another sigh. “Sorry I blew up.”
“Well, I’m sorry I didn’t stop him with the car sex. There’s a story there, why I went with it, but I’d rather not tell it here, with him on the way back out now.”
“Ah. Her?”
He knew who Cali meant. “Yeah. Her fault.”
Sean made it back to the car. “They said they’re good and hope you feel better.” He turned to look at her over the seat. “I’m sorry, babe. Are we okay?”
She poked him. “Jackass.”
He smiled at her.
“I have a better idea,” she said. “We go home, and instead of Sean cooking dinner, we call in an order and he has to drive back over here to get it.”
“What?”
Max grinned. “I like that idea.”
“But we’re here! Now!”
“Hey, for every action there is an equal and opposite consequence, switchy boy.” Max grinned. “Looks like you’re the next contestant on Switchy Negotiations! Come on down!”
Cali giggled.
“Buckle up, everyone,” Max said. “Your Sir now has a plan. Sean will come back and get take-out for us.”
“No fair. I just wanted to get rid of my blue balls,” Sean griped. “Is that too much to ask?”
 
Chapter Eight
 
When Gilo and Abbey returned home after Sigalo’s, he sent her on inside to unlock the house and turn off the alarm while he took care of their things. He couldn’t help but smile as he unloaded their bags from the car to haul everything inside. She was still firmly in girl mode, not even a hint of Ma’am to be seen.
Then again, unloading everything in a suit without getting anything on his suit was a pain and a half.
Gawd, we have a lot of crap.
Today was a lot of work, and killed a whole day off. But the look on Abbey’s face during the photo shoot was totally worth it.
Even totally worth still wearing this suit, especially how she nearly swooned when he’d walked out of Venture’s bathroom with his hair neatly combed and his shirt buttoned, tie snugged up again, before they headed over to Sigalo’s.
Maybe he’d have to start topping her dressed like this on a regular basis. When going to Venture or one of the private parties, he usually preferred jeans, boots, and a short-sleeved button-up shirt for comfort.
At home, of course, usually naked, because sex was always part of their private play.
But if he could easily drop her into subspace just from wearing a suit?
Worth it.
He loved short-circuiting her brain without even having to lay a finger on her.
Then again, she could do the same thing to him, so fair was fair.
He felt the evil smile take over as another thought hit him.
If he topped her enough while dressed in a suit to make it an automatic reaction for her…
Heh.
Normally, for work, he wore slacks or khakis and a button-up shirt. Sometimes, on Fridays, if he didn’t have to give any interviews, he wore jeans.
But hell, it’d be totally worth it to put on a suit for work just to know he was scrambling Abbey’s brains in the process, leaving her thinking about nothing but what he’d be doing to her when he returned home that evening.
I’m a bad, baaaad man.
His smile widened.
After schlepping all their stuff inside and getting the door locked behind him, he went to check on George.
The Russian tortoise was safely asleep in the little shelter that was part of Tortoise Town and took up a goodly chunk of one end of their lanai. In the time since Abbey first moved in with him, and he’d set up Tortoise Town for her, he’d made many improvements to it and had expanded it from its original size.
Since they had a pool, Gilo was always worried about the tort possibly escaping somehow and ending up falling in and drowning. So he’d added a second, taller fence around the enclosure, portable, but weighed down with cinder blocks, so the persistent tort wouldn’t be able to budge it. And when Gilo realized how vulnerable George could potentially be to predators, such as dogs or raccoons, if one decided to come through the screen on the lanai, he added plastic latticework from ground level to four feet up, all the way around.
The added benefit was that it gave them even more privacy when they were actually in the pool than the eight-foot privacy fence surrounding his backyard already gave them.
That was in addition to the kiddie fence he’d had installed around the pool, a rigid style, not just the flexible mesh style he’d had before.
Worth the expense just to see the look on the guy’s face when he’d come out to do the estimate for them and asked if they had kids, and Gilo said no, just George, and pointed to Tortoise Town.
It was easy to take down the extra fence and the pool kiddie fence and put them away if they were hosting a private party, but for those instances, George usually ended up safely snuggled in his backup residence, a kiddie pool they stuck in their bedroom, with towels for him to burrow under, because Gilo didn’t want to risk his safety.
George was Abbey’s baby. Literally. She got him back in college, when the tortoise was little more than a hatchling, and he was now over twenty-three years old. In the time Gilo had been with Abbey, he’d realized how much personality the little guy had. He was an amazing pet. Maybe not a dog or a cat, but in some ways much easier to take care of. Gilo loved bringing George into the house and playing with him, because George would actually come when called, and chase a little golf ball they’d gotten for him, shoving it all over the house, or scrambling after it if they rolled it for him.
The rest of the time, George happily lived on the lanai in Tortoise Town, where he could graze on the fresh grass and plants they grew out there for him, in addition to romaine lettuce and other store-bought greens they fed him.
With all being well in Tortoise Town, Gilo headed for the bedroom. Abbey had already shed her dress that she’d worn after the photo shoot, and he heard her in the bathroom. While she was in there, he rummaged around in one of their bags and found what he wanted—collar, wrist cuffs, and a rattan cane.
Because she’d teased his ass all afternoon and made Sir work too damn hard for it.
The girl needed to be reminded on occasion how this worked. Ma’am was within her rights to tease her pet all she wanted, and he’d take it—for days, even.
Sir?
Not so much.
After pulling down the covers, he left the cane lying on the bed and grabbed a snap-clip from the nightstand drawer, where they usually kept an assortment of kinky accouterment.
He walked over to the bathroom doorway and stood there, leaning against the frame, waiting. She was brushing her teeth and didn’t look up, at first.
When she caught sight of him in the mirror, her hand actually faltered.
“Whut?” she mumbled around her mouthful of toothbrush and toothpaste.
He arched an eyebrow at her and held up the collar.
From the way her cheeks turned a lovely shade of pink, he knew he had her.
She knew he had her, too, which was even more important.
He also watched the way she watched him, her gaze sweeping up and down his form and him still in his suit. When she finished and had dried her face and hands, she turned and he pointed at the floor without a word.
She walked over and knelt, holding her hands up.
Still without a word, he buckled the wrist cuffs around her wrists, clipped them behind her back, then buckled the collar on her.
A happy sigh from him as he stared down at her, his hands on his hips. “Now then, girl. Someone was pretty damn naughty, huh? Teasing me all day like that?”
“Sorry, Sir.”
Yeah, she wanted this. She knew damn well she could safeword, and they’d be done.
That was one of the things he loved about what they did, they could push each other in pretty hard ways and still spring right back to center with just a word. He never worried about taking her too far or hard, just like he never worried about her going too far or hard on him, either.
He hooked a finger through the D-ring on the front of the collar and gently tugged. “Come on. Someone needs their ass reddened before I get to fuck these blue balls out of my system. If you’re a good girl, I’ll let you come tonight. If you’re not, I’ll lock the mitts on you tonight and you won’t be able to rub one out while I’m sleeping, and you won’t be able to come until after I put a load in your ass in the morning.”
She pouted. “I’ll be a good girl, Sir.”
“You sure? You weren’t very good today.”
Actually, she was fanfuckingtastic, but this was the game.
“I’ll do whatever Sir wants.”
“Ten,” he said, watching her closely for any sign of balking, but not tonight. She was in the mood to meet him there tonight. If he ever caught a flicker of resentment or impatience with him, that she wasn’t really in the mood, he’d always follow with the offer to “barter” strokes off with sex—win-win, of course.
She nodded. “Ten, Sir.”
His cock was throbbing, and he hoped he’d be able to last more than a few fucking thrusts tonight. “Let’s go.” With his finger still hooked through the ring on the collar, he led her into the bedroom and over to the side of the bed.
There, he bent her over. “You know how I want you.”
She spread her legs wide, which would put her at the perfect fuckable height in this position.
“Not even going to make you count them, because they’ll be hard and fast.” And she’d be horny all day tomorrow, every time she sat down and felt them. Meaning either girl or Ma’am would want to play.
Again, win-win.
He planted his left hand in the middle of her lower back, above where her wrists were clipped together, and with the right he laid the cane across her ass. “Ready?”
“Yes, Sir.”
He delivered them as promised, hard and fast. Hard enough to make her howl, and fast enough they were over before she probably even processed the pain of the first few.
Immediately, he tossed the cane aside and opened his slacks, yanked down the waistband of his briefs, and slid his cock home.
Ooooh, yeah.
She wasn’t just wet, she was soaked, which he knew she would be. He knew he’d have to wait a minute before he started fucking her deliciously hot pussy, so instead he stroked and soothed her stinging ass.
“You know better than to tease Sir like that,” he cooed as he ran his fingers over the fresh welts. “You like working Sir up sometimes, don’t you?”
“Yes, Sir.”
“I know you do. Just like, sometimes, I like winding Ma’am up a little.” He grabbed her hips and took a long, slow stroke out, ending up buried inside her again. Nope, still too soon to really be able to fuck her.
So he reached around her and found her clit. “I’d better feel that pussy squeezing my cock if you want any tonight, baby.”
Immediately, he felt her muscles squeezing him as she moaned and rocked against his cock and his hand.
Ooooh, yeah.
Okay, with her to focus on, he was able to breathe through it while he played with her clit. He’d probably only be good for one tonight, and wanted to make it count. Especially wanted to make it count for her, if he could.
“Such a good girl,” he said as he worked her up. “You want Sir to treat you like his eager little slut, I will, but you know what happens every time you tease Sir and don’t let him come. He’s going to nail you every time.”
Which…was kind of the point, but again, that was the game.
And they both knew it.
 
* * * *
 
Abbey squirmed against Gilo as he played with her clit, soooo fucking close to coming. Yeah, she never thought she’d enjoy the submissive end of things, until Gilo. Every so often, it was fun to tease Sir into taking over like this so she could enjoy the free-fall.
It was even sexier feeling his slacks rubbing against her.
Yeah…suit sex—fun!
Ma’am was going to have to make a rule for him that he’d have to fuck her while he wore a suit at least a few times a month.
Sigh!
His hard cock was planted deep inside her and hitting all the good places, but he…wasn’t…moving.
Okay, his hand was, but that wasn’t all she wanted. She wanted a good, hard fucking, the headspace he really only got into like this, where he’d just fucking take what he wanted.
It melted her every damn time.
With her nipples rubbing against the mattress, it added a wonderful friction to what his fingers were doing to her between her legs, especially when combined with the stripes of fire she was still processing from the cane welts.
Oooh, those’ll be good ones tomorrow.
They sort of settled into a rhythm, with her grinding on him and him playing with her clit, that finally got her over the edge.
“That’s it, baby,” he said, his voice sounding strained. “Give it to Sir like a good girl.”
She was gone. Once he tipped her past that point of no return, he could keep her coming and squirming all over his cock until he wore her out.
“There you go,” he said. “Sir’s got you now, don’t I?” He slowly started fucking her, even as he worked one more orgasm out of her before he grabbed her hips again and took his time stroking.
From the way he started out slow she suspected he was already close, but he settled into that perfect tempo she loved—slow slide out, then a hard, fast, almost brutal thrust that actually had her coming again in a few seconds. Once he did that, then he sped up.
“Okay, baby. Time for Sir to get his now.” He pounded her with his cock, keeping that orgasm rolling through her as she moaned, and he moaned, and pretty soon, she knew from the groans he was making and the way his fingers dug into her hips that he’d hit the peak himself.
He fell still inside her after one last, hard thrust, then unsnapped the clip on her wrists. He folded his body over hers, arms braced on either side of her, his lips feathering the back of her shoulder.
“Hooo, boy,” he finally said, chuckling. “You’re mean, Ma’am.”
She giggled. “Did I fuck the Sir right out of you?”
He nipped the back of her shoulder. “Not completely.” He finally withdrew so she could roll over and scoot back onto the bed.
“That suit’s fucking hot, John.”
He smiled. “You know what our dry cleaner bill will be if I fuck you in a suit all the time?”
“Worth it.” She grabbed his lapels and pulled him down for a hungry kiss. “Sooo worth it.”
He didn’t just stop there, though. Without even tucking himself in or shedding the suit, he kissed his way down her body, to her pussy, and got her off one more time just for good measure.
Okay, now she was ready for bed.
A few minutes later, with both of them naked and Abbey snuggled in his arms, she sighed. “You know, I could just be mean and start tying you up with your own ties and making you wear them to work.”
“Mmm hmm. You could. And Sir could invest in one of those Bluetooth butt-plug vibrators and trigger it while you’re at work.”
“Hmm. You’d have to let me do that to you, too.”
“Well, unfortunately, I’d have to red for that because of my job. Your job doesn’t involve the lives and safety of people.”
“You let me send you to work in a cage before. And a butt plug.”
“Yeah, and those don't suddenly spring to life in the middle of a safety inspection, either.”
She giggled.
“Stationary items, yes. Your job doesn’t involve what mine does.”
“True. Drat. I could make you wear it other times, though.”
“Of course you could. Fair’s fair.”
“Hmm.”
She was actually calculating the risk-to-benefit ratio herself, because absolutely, Sir would use it on her at work.
Because he damn well knew she wouldn’t safeword for it.
“I’ll think about that,” she finally said.
He kissed her. “You do that, baby. You’re trying to think of a suitable way—”
She giggled.
“What?” he asked.
“You said suitable.”
He snorted. “You’re incorrigible.”
“And yet, you still married me.”
He smiled. “Damn right, I did. And I’d do it again in a heartbeat. Love you.”
“Love you, too.”
She thought he was almost asleep when she heard his voice in the dark. “You think Landry really thinks I have a cute ass?”
That made her laugh. “Where’d that come from?”
“I’m just curious.”
“How curious?” she asked.
“Not that curious. I mean, don’t women wonder if other women think they’re hot?”
“I haven’t, no.”
“Oh. Hmm. Maybe it’s a guy thing.”
“Well, he did say it and I don’t think he’d lie. Besides, your ass is cute. Even Tilly said so.”
“Oh, yeah. I forgot about that.”
She nuzzled her face into the crook of his neck. “Go to sleep, Sir.”
“Mmm-hmm. That’s what I’m talking about, Ma’am.”
 
THE END
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