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Suncoast Society
Happy Spank-O-Ween
It’s time for another spooktacular Suncoast Society Halloween party! Seth and Leah are once again happy to host the festive holiday celebration, even knowing there’s a good chance they might have an extra guest in attendance. While they’re busy with their friends, it makes it awkward for June to explain—or reconcile—what she experiences in their home that night.
It’s an encounter that makes June question everything she once believed. So when she and Scrye attend another Halloween party at Fenton and Joel’s, she can’t help but think about the past…which leaves her with more questions than answers.
It also leaves her with a melancholy heart full of keenly painful memories. But when Scrye later admits to his own encounters, will it set June’s mind at ease, or completely break her heart?
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Chapter One
 
An e-mail sent out by Tony to specially selected members of the Suncoast Society munch group:
 
October 2…
 
Dear Friends,
 
Seth and Leah would like to invite you and your significant and non-significant others to a Happy Spank-O-Ween party.
 
(Hey, YOU try writing these things.)
 
While we will have a suspension frame available for rigging, there won’t be a rigging contest at this party. Instead of a rigging contest, we’re going to have a costume contest. Crowd favorites in the following categories: kinky, traditional, sexy, and…*drumroll please* PUNS.
 
(Because I’m a sadist, that’s why.)
 
Marcia and Derrick have graciously donated four Sigalo’s gift certificates as prizes.
 
We’re going to have a repeat of the Ass-O-Lantern contest. We’ll provide some markers, but if you want to bring your own, that’s fine, too. No cheating! Subbies can’t arrive pre-Ass-O-Lanterned. (Now there’s a sentence I never thought I’d write.)
 
And, yes, the diving for dildos contest is back. (Yes, the dildos are still “unused” in the way you’re thinking.) Cali, Max, and Sean have donated a gift basket of implements worth $100 as the grand prize, and will issue gift codes to their Two Crafty Bastards Toys website for $50 and $25 each for second and third places.
 
Date: The event takes place Saturday, October 24.
 
RSVP BEFORE Monday, October 19th. Directions and gate access code will be sent to those who RSVP on Tuesday, October 20th.
 
Arrive after 6:00 p.m.
Dinner will be at 7:00 p.m.
Stay and play until ???
 
There is a heated pool and a hot tub. If you’d like to use them, bring a towel and a bathing suit. The towel is mandatory, but the suit is optional.
 
Please bring a side dish to share, and beverages of your choice. There will be a main barbecue dish provided (beef and chicken).
 
HOUSE RULES:
 
1) Please arrive in non-fetish attire. The neighbors are very vanilla and we do not want to upset their peaceful world.
 
2) Dress for a sexy Halloween barbecue, and if you want to change (or strip) after dark for sexy play, that’s okay, too.
 
3) Don’t bring uninvited guests (we usually say yes if you want to add someone, but please ask first), and please don’t talk about the party to anyone not on the guest list.
 
4) NO drugs. No smoking inside (outside on lanai ONLY in designated area, yes, including e-cigs/vaping).
 
5) Alcohol is allowed, but you must bring your own and play responsibly.
 
6) Please leave the parking spaces near the house free for people bringing play furniture. If you wish to bring play furniture, please coordinate with Ross, Seth, or Tony.
 
7) The house is on a septic system, so no…
 
Chapter Two
 
“I’ve heard rumors about Seth and Leah’s holiday parties,” Maddison said to June during a break in their Friday evening pole-dancing lesson. “That they’re…over-the-top?”
Milo had received the e-mail invite that morning and already RVSP’d their acceptance. June and Scrye had told Milo and Mads some of the history behind the private parties, because they were the reason Milo and Mads had received their invite for this party. Milo and Mads were relatively new to the Suncoast Society social and munch group, but they had started attending the munches and Venture, the local BDSM club.
Didn’t hurt that Mads’ best friend, Fen, and Fen’s husband, Joel, were also on the invite list.
June giggled. “Seth does have a fondness for inflatables. And I don’t even mean pervy ones. Expect him to go big.”
The studio door slid open right then, and Fen walked in, still dressed in street clothes from work and with a gym bag slung over his shoulder.
“Sorry I’m late. A project got borked on me and I had to fix it before I could leave. Someone screwed with some of the damn files in review before they were sent to the shop, and managed to fuck them up. Oh, and Ben’s right behind me. He had to fix one he’d created.”
“No worries,” June said. “We started without you.”
“Let me go change and I’ll be right back.” He kissed Maddison on the cheek, then June, before heading over to the back corner where a free-standing privacy screen was set up for just that purpose.
“How big are we talking?” Mads asked, returning to the subject.
“Pretty dang big.”
“What are we talking about?” Fen asked from behind the screen.
“Seth’s inflatable collection. Outside decorations,” June amended before he could even ask.
“Oh, yeah,” he called back. “The party. So, hey, we’re going, but we wanted to know if you and Scrye want to join us over at our place on Halloween night for dinner, if you don’t have plans? I know you mentioned the girls cancelled on you guys.” Their two daughters were in college up in Tampa, going to USF.
“Yeah, they were invited by some friends to some big thing over at Busch Gardens,” June said. “Their parents had to cancel, so that freed up two tickets and they offered them to the girls. Free tickets and everything. The park does a huge Halloween thing up there every year. I can’t blame them for not wanting to miss it.”
“So is that a yes?” He returned from behind the screen, now changed into suitable tight booty shorts, a clingy tank top, barefoot, and nothing else. “Nothing big, and definitely vanilla. My parents, Mads’ folks, Joel’s mom. Dinner, costumes, and handing out candy. And Mads and Milo, too, obviously.”
“Sounds like fun to us,” June said. “I’ll clear it with Sir and let you know.”
“Cool.” He set his bag down next to Maddison’s and removed his glasses to lay them on top. “So, where are we?”
“You need to stretch, first, mister,” June playfully scolded. “You hurt yourself in a bad way and your Sir will have my head.”
Maddison was just getting back into pole-dancing following her emergency appendectomy a few months earlier. She’d had to wait not only for clearance from her doctor for it, but had to rebuild her core strength.
In the meantime, she’d been taking yoga classes from June, usually with Fen, because he was her bestie and didn’t want to take the pole-dancing classes without her, and didn’t want her to be lonely in yoga. Which, she wouldn’t have been, but she didn’t deny it was nice having him in class with her.
Today was her first day back in the saddle…eh, on the pole.
Which still sounded dirty, even though the classes were anything but.
Today, instead of yoga, June was putting the two of them through private pole training.
“So how have the classes been going, anyway?” Mads asked. “The pole classes?”
“Really popular,” June said. “Even better than we expected. Especially once everyone in our group of friends saw the videos of Fen doing it.”
The studio door slid open again, and Ben walked in, looking a little nervous. “Is this the right room?”
“Yep!” Fen merrily said, walking over to him. He pointed over at the screen. “You can change over there.”
“Thanks.” He walked that way.
June waited until Ben disappeared behind the screen to smile. “He looks miserable,” she softly noted.
“After Jake saw my video, he kind of ordered Ben to take lessons, too.”
“Ah.”
“He’s been stalling, and Jake finally put down his foot about it.” Jake also worked with Fen and Ben at McMannis Manufacturing, in Sarasota. He was Ben’s husband and Master, and both men were friends in common with the Suncoast Society group.
It was actually because of Ben and Jake that Fen met Joel, through the Frightful Five matchmakers, who were also in the group.
“I’ll take it easy on all of you today,” June said. “Fen, try not to show off too much, honey.”
He grinned. “I can’t help it I’m a little bratty.”
“You can,” June said with a smile of her own. “You just don’t want to.”
“You got that right,” Mads said as she pulled her hair back into a ponytail with an elastic band. “He’s very much a brat.” She stuck her tongue out at him. “At least Joel can keep him in line.”
He shrugged. “My Sir loves me just the way I am. Not my fault I’m legitimately fabulous.” He mimed buffing his fingernails.
“And sooo humble, too,” Mads snarked.
“Yes, well, there is that,” he agreed, ducking when she playfully swatted at him.
 
* * * *
 
Ben nervously changed behind the screen. He totally got the irony that he didn’t mind the things Jake did to him at home, at Venture, or at one of the private parties.
This, however…
The dance belt was brand new, and while he’d tried it on at home, along with the skin-tight lycra shorts he’d bought for this, it still felt…weird. Kinda like a jock strap, but not.
It was supposed to help prevent him from flashing anyone, though. Not that this small, private class would mind that—hell, June and Fen had seen him totally naked at private parties and at Venture, and Mads was in the lifestyle, so it wasn’t like she’d be shocked.
Except Jake had made it perfectly clear to Ben that he would be taking a full series of classes in pole dancing. He’d already ordered a pole of their own to install in their spare bedroom that was also their “workout room.”
Which was what they called their playroom so their vanilla families wouldn’t get freaked out.
After adding a tank top to the outfit, Ben neatly folded his clothes, tucked them into his bag, and emerged from the changing area.
“There he is,” Fen said. “Ready?”
“I guess I have to be.” He put his stuff next to everyone else’s and walked over. “Go easy on me today, huh?”
“I will,” June assured him. “But don’t try to snow me and tell me you can’t take a little pain, because I’ve seen you take a hella lot of pain from your Sir.”
Ben silently grumbled at June’s knowing smile, but didn’t say anything.
She wasn’t wrong.
They started with stretching, which helped relax him a little.
Next—floorwork. While Ben had seen pole-dancing—obviously —he’d never really contemplated the mechanics of it. He’d been surprised when doing a search to find that there were, in fact, male pole-dancers. It was actually a competition sport, although most of the men seemed to do it more like a ninja kind of activity instead of the more fluid, sensual dance style a lot of women performed.
Jake had specifically said he wanted Ben to learn the sensual variety.
And to be prepared to share his knowledge at home, once their own pole was installed.
Guess I’m going to be getting in better shape whether I want to or not.
 
* * * *
 
If Fen said he wasn’t enjoying his friend’s discomfort, he’d be a liar.
He was absolutely enjoying Ben’s discomfort.
Maybe I do have a sadistic streak in me.
Ben wasn’t exactly super-coordinated, it turned out. June had Fen work with him on trying to get Ben’s hips to do smooth, sensual rolls, while June worked with Mads on other techniques.
Ben might be a great friend, co-worker, and subbie, but he was obviously not much of a dancer or had a sense of rhythm.
By the time they started working on the first basic pole technique, Ben looked like he was already worn out.
“Don’t tell me you’re pooping out on us already,” June said. “Your Sir gave me specific orders to work your ass off.”
“I just need water and a short break. This is harder than it looks.”
“All right. Five minutes. Otherwise, I’ll rat you out to Jake.”
“You sure you aren’t a Domme? You’re sure acting like it.”
June grinned. “No, I’m a mom.”
“Same thing,” Fen teased. “Almost.”
“It is with my mom,” Mads groused. “She is riding my ass about the wedding.”
Fen cleared his throat.
“Worse than you are,” Mads added. “I’m sorry, I want to pick a venue first, then the date will follow based on their schedule. Stop trying to rush me, or I’ll ask Milo if we can elope to Vegas or something.”
Fen gasped. “Don’t you freaking dare! I will tell your mom and mine, and then you’ll be yelled at.”
Mads scowled. “That’s just rotten. I thought you loved me, bestie.”
“I do love you, and Milo. That’s why I want to throw you a freaking bridal shower and everything. Get off your shapely ass, darling, and start planning.”
For a woman who was so good at organizing large, complex events of over a thousand people, she was dragging her stunning heels over this, and he wasn’t sure why. It’d been her dream, to find a great guy who’d love her just the way she was and want to marry her.
Mission accomplished—Milo was crazy in love with her, the Dom of her dreams, and nearly punched out a nurse during Mads’ hospital stay when the woman had given Mads a hard time simply because Mads was trans.
If that wasn’t proven true love, Fen wasn’t sure what Mads was waiting on.
“I can’t focus on it right now,” she insisted, plopping down on the floor. “I’ve got finals coming up.” She scowled. “And I’m just…irritated.”
Now she had both his and June’s full attention.
“Irritated at who?” June asked, and Fen knew the dark threads in her tone followed his own thoughts.
Mads looked up at them, confusion washing over her features. “What? Oh, no! No, not irritated at Milo. Sorry. Just…” She sighed. “It reminds me of the resort. I keep thinking about all the stuff I was going to do there, all the plans I’d made for it. I’m still…irritated that they ousted me like that. And I miss it. I miss working there. I miss what I did.”
Fen sat next to her. “I thought you liked working where you are now?”
She worked for the same company Milo did, but in a different department, so there wasn’t a conflict. She wasn’t making as much money as she had working at the resort, but she had regular Monday-to-Friday, nine-to-five hours. No weekends, no holidays, no emergencies. Just calm, boring office work. But it was perfect, because she was taking night classes to get her MBA.
“I do. It’s…okay. It’s money, and benefits.”
“Ah,” Fen said. “You’re bored.”
“Sort of. Not with Milo,” she quickly added. “And not even with school. School’s been great. I just…miss the resort.”
“Did you think about talking to your old boss over here in Sarasota?” he asked. “I bet he’d take you back part-time. I remember he was practically in tears when you took that job in Miami.”
“Yeah, I know. But that was money I couldn’t turn down.” She thought about it some more. “I’d have to run it past Milo first.”
“I’d be willing to bet he’d be okay with it. If they have something open.”
“Maybe.” She stared up at the ceiling for a moment, blowing a stray hair out of her face. “I don’t know. I should just…adult and suck it up.”
“You could always go talk to them about having the wedding there and just happen to mention your current situation…”
He watched her face, the way she kind of tipped her head back and forth a little, thinking. He’d known her most of their lives, since they were little. Even though he’d grown up with her, he still had a hard time sometimes remembering her as Michael instead of Mads. Even back then, before her transition, she’d almost always been Mads to him. Fen had been the first one she told, before either of them even knew there was a name for what she felt. That she felt like a girl, that she wasn’t a boy no matter what her body might look like, and back then, Fen could see that, too.
Hell, anyone with functioning eyes, and without their head up their ass in denial, could see Maddison right there, pleading to be acknowledged and allowed to freely express herself.
And the funny thing was, anyone who didn’t know she was trans never even suspected. She’d been blessed with loving, open-minded parents who got her the help she’d needed early on. She’d transitioned over several years, until in high school, when they’d legally gotten her name and marker changed.
And she was happy.
Now, even happier for having met and gotten engaged to Milo, who, at a deliciously whopping six-five and nearly a foot taller than Mads, was more than Dom enough to stand up for and protect Fen’s bestie.
The Frightful Five still has a perfect track record, thank God.
June called an end to their break and they resumed the lesson.
Poor Ben. Once they started working on basic pole moves, it kicked his ass. By the time June finished with the lesson, Ben lay on the floor, groaning.
“Holy shit,” he said. “That fucking killed me. I thought Cross-fit was bad.”
Fen nudged him with a toe. “You gonna live?”
Ben flipped him a bird. “Why’d you have to look so sexy doing this? If you hadn’t, Sir wouldn’t be making me do this.”
Fen grinned. “Well, we all have our crosses to bear, buddy. Looking fabulous is mine, I suppose.”
Ben flipped him another bird while Mads giggled.
 
Chapter Three
 
Leah arrived home from grocery shopping to find Seth wasn’t home, and there was a pile of boxes neatly stacked in their front entryway from UPS.
Oh, greeeaaat.
She took a peek at the labels as she stepped around them to unlock the front door.
Yep, the inflatables store Seth had bookmarked on his desktop, phone browser, and probably had on speed-dial, now, too.
She got the door unlocked and disarmed the alarm so she could move the boxes inside the front door and get them out of her way for schlepping groceries inside. Tony had just sent out the Halloween party invite yesterday, and they already had over thirty RSVPs.
Meaning Seth was in full-on Halloween overdrive.
She paused in front of the large portrait hanging on the wall, of the three of them at Animal Kingdom, and she spoke out loud as she wagged her finger at it.
“This is all your fault, Master,” she playfully said. “You infected him with holiday fever.”
Then, feeling a little guilty, she walked over and kissed her finger, touching it to the glass over Kaden’s mouth. “Miss you,” she softly added before going to unload the groceries from her car.
By the time Seth returned home from his errands, Leah had the groceries unloaded and put away and had stripped, donning her cuffs and collar.
His eyes lit up when he saw the boxes inside the doorway. “Oh, they came already? Great!”
“Do I even want to ask?”
He leaned in and brushed a kiss across her lips. “Blow-ups!”
He looked like a little kid on Christmas morning.
“Used to be your eyes would light up like that to see me dressed like this,” she teased. “Guess the bloom is off that rose already.”
Seth stopped, reversed course, and backed up to give her a better hello kiss. “Sorry, baby. I need to pee.”
She snorted. “Okay, that was romantic.”
“I need to pee!” He headed for the hall bath. When he returned a moment later, he pulled her into his arms and laid a long, slow, sweet one on her, his tongue gently parting the seam of her lips and pretty much turning her insides into a gooey mess before he finally released her. “I want to get those open and test them!” He released her and headed for the entryway.
Shaking her head, she couldn’t help but smile.
Thanks, Kaden.
No, Leah didn’t begrudge Seth’s love of decorating for Halloween. Christmas had been Kaden’s passion, and to keep his memory alive, they still decorated like crazy for that one. But they always used Kaden’s last plans, the one for the last Christmas he’d been alive. Seth, who’d painstakingly documented everything about those last two Christmases, especially the last one, reverently replicated the layout exactly.
Leah didn’t bother asking him not to, to make it his own, even though she knew that’s what Kaden would want him to do—to own it, do his own thing.
She coped in her ways, and Seth coped in his.
But Halloween…now that was Seth’s love.
No matter how much she playfully busted his balls over it, she would always help him decorate and never try to get him to tone it back.
She loved him, loved the enthusiasm he had for it.
It was good to see him smile. Felt good to smile along with him, which she damn well knew had been Kaden’s whole point.
She followed him over to the boxes, where he started opening them and examining the contents. They were now the proud owners of a six-foot skeleton, a four-foot raven, six six-foot zombies, an eight-foot Frankenstein’s monster…
And a giraffe.
She held it up and showed him. “I don’t get it.”
“I don’t, either.” He pulled his phone out and called up an e-mail, going through it. “That’s supposed to be an alien. They must have shipped the wrong thing.”
She studied it. It was three-feet tall and adorable, going by the description and picture on the box.
He called the company, and ten minutes later, they learned they were now the proud owners of a giraffe. The company told them to keep it, because it was a discontinued model anyway, and had Seth bought it, it would have cost him only ten dollars.
They’d be shipping their wayward alien that afternoon, free overnight air, to make up for the goof.
“Well, you could put him out at Christmas,” she suggested. “Use him in the background for filler.”
Seth took the box from her and studied it. “Hmm.”
“‘Hmm’? What’s ‘hmm’ mean?”
“I mean, I’m wondering if I can pervert him.”
“Say whut?”
He glanced at her and caught her dubious expression. “Sorry. I meant for Halloween. Not kinky perversion.”
“Ah.”
“Let me think on it a while. Might be able to do something with him.”
“Feed him to the zombies?”
He snorted. “You know, that’s not a bad idea, sweetheart.”
 
* * * *
 
Seth did the testing in the backyard, meaning Leah could throw on one of Seth’s T-shirts, which covered her down past her ass, but she didn’t need to worry about taking off her cuffs and collar since no one could see into their backyard.
She sat in the grass in the shade of a tree to watch while he used an extension cord to test their new acquisitions, one-by-one.
They all worked.
Even the giraffe, which Leah dubbed Colin.
Seth laughed. “I know I’m going to regret this, but why Colin?”
She shrugged. “I don’t know. He just kind of looks like a Colin to me.”
“Colin the zombie-chow giraffe.” He unplugged Colin so he could deflate. “You know, Tony told me Kel tentatively RSVP’d for him and Mal.”
“Really? That’s…that’s good, right?”
“I hope so.” He unzipped the giraffe’s base to deflate it faster. “It’d be good to see them start hanging around again.”
“Yeah.” Mal had hit a downward spiral, developing a serious eating disorder after her miscarriage, and losing so much weight Kel finally had to admit her in-patient to a specialized clinic in Tampa to try to get her the help she needed after less intensive methods had failed to permanently stabilize her condition.
“Have you heard anything else?” he asked her, and she knew what he meant.
“No, Chelbie’s been so busy flying back and forth to LA with Rich, and Cali hasn’t wanted to bother her.”
“Hmm. Okay.”
She helped him repack everything in the boxes and carry them out to the garage. “Are there any more inflatables or other decorations coming, besides the missing alien?” she asked.
“Maaaaaybe.” His playful smile made her chuckle.
“Thank goodness we can afford it.”
“Hey, I have beating you and yard decorations. There are worse and more expensive hobbies for a man to partake in.”
She snorted as his smile widened. “Keep telling yourself that, Sir.” She kissed him before heading inside, where she stripped the shirt off.
He followed her inside a little later, finding her in the kitchen, where she was preparing to make them dinner. Leftovers tonight, nothing fancy.
But when he slipped his arms around her from behind and pulled her body along his, she knew it was something different he wanted from the menu right now.
“Hi, sweetheart,” he murmured in her ear.
She ground her ass against his hips and felt his cock harden immediately inside his shorts. “Hello, Master.”
“Mmm-hmm.” One hand dipped between her legs, teasing her, his fingers circling her clit but not giving her any relief. The other cupped her right breast, teasing her nipple and making her rub against him even more.
She wasn’t sure if he was going to take her to the bedroom or not, until he answered the question by walking forward, pressing her with him, until he could bend her over the counter.
“Hands on the counter, baby.”
She complied, and he slipped a finger between her legs and inside her pussy. “Oooh, look at that.”
A soft sigh escaped her. She couldn’t resist him. Not that she wanted to. She’d known he’d probably be nailing her today, because they’d started the morning in bed with a maintenance spanking, as he’d dubbed them, bare-handed and over his lap. But he hadn’t let her go down on him, and hadn’t given her any relief, either, because he’d had errands to run and an appointment with Ed that he didn’t want to miss, to handle some paperwork.
Arching her spine gave him better access when he stepped to her side and smoothed his free hand down her back. “I think someone wants another spanking, baby. Is that right?”
She smiled at him over her shoulder. “I’ll never say no to a spanking from you, Master.”
That was the damn truth. Seth had found his own path with her, the way Kaden had hoped Seth would.
The way Kaden had hoped she would, too.
That, together, they’d find healing and hope and love and move on from that bleak time to forge something new and just as strong as what she’d had with Kaden.
He added a second finger to her pussy and slowly fucked them in and out of her wet heat. When his other hand landed a stinging blow on her ass cheek, she hissed with pleasure.
Every stroke with his hand glided along her clit, sensuously, teasing her.
Another blow on her ass, the other cheek, back and forth for several long minutes, slow smacks and slow fucking like that, until she was almost shaking with need.
“What’s wrong, baby?” he teased.
“Please, may I come, Master?”
“I don’t know. Someone was a little snarky with me earlier. You know you’re the most beautiful thing in my life.” He nibbled the top of her shoulder.
“Please, Master?”
“What’s it worth to you, baby?” He pulled the fingers from her pussy, making her whine with disappointment, which was quickly muffled around the sound of him making her suck them clean.
He pulled them from her mouth and gave them a suck himself as he stared into her eyes, before he leaned against the counter.
She didn’t need any order. She dropped to her knees in front of him and immediately fished his cock out of his shorts, both of them moaning when she took him into her mouth.
This was something she could literally do all day with him if the position was comfortable enough and they had the time. Going down on him, having her man needy and vulnerable for her.
Her sometimes big goofball of a Master, but she loved that about him. That he’d learned and played and tried to have as much fun as he could, and make life fun for her, too.
Life was too damned short not to have fun. That was a lesson she’d learned the hard way, unfortunately. Even before they’d lost Kaden.
Hell, long before she’d met him and Seth in the first place.
He let her suck his cock for about ten minutes before finally pulling her off him and taking her hand, leading her out of the kitchen and to the living room. He shucked his shorts and sat on the couch, stripping his shirt off, too, and discarding it.
She climbed onto his lap, straddling him, barely letting him sit before she impaled herself on his cock so she could ride him.
“That’s it, baby,” he whispered. “Show me what you want.”
Draping her arms around his neck and kissing him was probably her second-favorite thing, with staring into his eyes a close third. As she rode him, one of his hands settled on her hip and the other played with her clit.
“I think my good girl should come for me,” he said.
She was coming for him almost before he finished saying it. Seth had mastered the art of playing her body, making her nerves sing whatever tune he wanted to hear, be it pain or pleasure, or even riding the razor’s edge between the two.
Seth watched her, read her body, let her cool off from that one for a moment before starting to work her up to a second orgasm. “I love you so much,” he said.
She smiled. “Love you, too, Master.”
He had fun edging her for a little while, but she could tell when he was getting too close to hold himself back. “Last one,” he told her, his free hand now cupping the back of her head, fingers threaded in her hair. “Come with me, baby.”
Riding him harder, she ground it out, finally gasping as pleasure washed over and through her.
“That’s it,” he gritted, catching up with her, his cock pulsing inside her as he came, pumping his cum into her.
She finally collapsed on him, letting him hold her, absorb her, keep her cherished and safe and feeling oh, so loved.
He nuzzled her forehead with his lips, his sigh whispering across her skin.
“Colin, huh?” he finally said, making her snort, which earned her a chuckle in reply. “Guess that’ll stick.”
“Name the alien Quazok or something.”
Laughter. Something she never took for granted anymore. “Quazok?” he asked.
“I don’t know. He just looks like a Colin.”
“Poor Colin the zombie-chow giraffe.”
“He was a head and neck above the rest,” she teased.
“Oooh. That’s horrible. I should beat you for that.”
“Not if you want dinner.”
He gave her a kiss. “Well, I do want that.”
 
Chapter Four
 
Ben awoke Saturday morning hurting in ways he never had before. Bad ways. And this kind of pain wasn’t even helping his morning wood get harder.
It just plain hurt.
Thank god I have the day off.
Jake rolled over and slung an arm around him. “Was that a groan I heard?”
“Uh-huh.”
He giggled.
Fucker actually giggled. “Fen said you’d probably be sore for the first few weeks.”
“Why can’t I safeword for this?” Ben knew he was whining and didn’t care.
“Because this isn’t harm, buddy, and you know it.” Jake kissed the back of Ben’s neck. “This is going to be something that hardens my cock every time I so much as think about you doing it.”
Oh, yeah. Speaking of, there was Jake’s cock, right there, rubbing against Ben’s ass.
Nice and hard, too.
It wasn’t unusual for Saturday mornings to start with good-morning sex, if they didn’t have anywhere to be.
For once, Ben didn’t want good-morning sex.
He just wanted to lie there and…
Well, die.
Normally, Jake rubbing his nice, hard morning wood along the seam of Ben’s ass would have Ben waking up to blow the other man, or eagerly ready for a fucking.
Today, all Ben wanted to do was…not a damn thing.
“This is not the fun kind of ouchies,” Ben griped. “At all.”
Jake sat up with a melodramatic sigh. “I suppose I could be a good owner and give you a massage.”
“I can’t fight you off anyway. I’m dead.”
“You’re not dead. You’re still talking.”
“I’ll be dead in a minute, I’m sure. I can’t hurt this much and be long for this world.”
Jake snickered. “My poor boy. Did mean old June wear you out yesterday?”
“You joke, but mean old June kicked my fucking ass yesterday. I’ll never make fun of strippers again, that’s for fucking sure. That was hard goddamned work. I found muscles I didn’t even know I had, and they’re in fucking misery this morning.”
“I’ll go get the massage oil and muscle rub.” He leaned in and kissed Ben. “You think you can manage to roll onto your stomach by yourself?”
“I’ll try, but my abs are one of the things hurting. I vote Sir needs to take a lesson or two with me, so you can feel what this is like.”
“But I’m not a masochist.”
“I might be rethinking whether or not I’m really a masochist after another couple of lessons.”
He heard Jake laughing all the way into the bathroom.
No shit, he had not hurt this much in…
Actually, he hadn’t hurt this much in ever, that he could remember. Pain left over from a good, hard scene was usually localized, not all-over misery of this level.
Jake returned. “You haven’t turned over.”
“You sure? I was trying.”
Another evil chuckle. “I’m really trying to feel badly for you, and believe me, your husband does, but the Master and sadist is just giggling like crazy.”
“Ha ha. Ha.” Ben grunted with pain and effort as he finally rolled over onto his stomach for Jake. “Oh, god, that fucking hurts.”
“I haven’t done anything yet.”
“I know. I’m just saying, it hurts. Everything hurts.”
Jake straddled him and, starting with Ben’s legs, worked his way up the man’s body. Some of that hurt so much, only in good ways this time, that it literally brought tears to Ben’s eyes.
His sadistic Master hubby had been disappointed that Ben hadn’t come home with a recording, the way Fen had after his first lesson, but Ben reminded him that it hadn’t been an order, and Ben hadn’t been a fraction as graceful as Fen after his first lesson. This was an entirely new endeavor for Ben, and it was going to take at least a few lessons for him to get into the groove.
If June didn’t run him into the grave, first.
 
* * * *
 
Poor Ben.
Jake was actually glad Ben was lying on his stomach, because Jake couldn’t rid himself of the amused smile he’d been wearing ever since hearing Ben’s first pained groans.
Yeah, Ben was going to be hurting pretty badly, at first. Until he did it a few times and got the hang of it.
And Jake had no doubts Ben would get the hang of it.
Whether his boy thought it of himself or not, Jake could see it in the way Ben would dance around the house while doing chores. His guy had moves and rhythm, he’d just never been forced to use coordinated groups of muscles like this before.
Ever.
It’d be good for him.
Meanwhile, he’d reap the sadistic amusement of mornings like this, while also looking forward to the other amusements he’d be reaping later, once Ben’s skills improved.
I can’t wait to get that pole installed.
Jake took his time kneading Ben’s aching muscles and mentally scaled back his plans for the day with his boy. He had originally thought about starting it with Ben’s ankles around his head while Jake happily plowed his ass, and then them going to Venture tonight for a scene, followed by more fucking tonight at home.
Despite how he’d tease Ben, though, no, he didn’t want his boy in the bad kind of pain.
Didn’t mean he’d let him stop taking June’s pole-dancing classes, though.
When they’d first started doing this between them, one of the things Ben had been emphatic about was that he couldn’t do and didn’t want a vanilla relationship with Jake. He wanted it to be Jake in charge. Even though Jake had given him safeword rights for stuff, Ben had asked some of that be removed.
He was happiest with Jake in control.
One of those drawbacks to that same control was Jake pushing Ben outside his comfort zone to try new things.
Since Jake planned to spend the rest of his life with his hubby, he didn’t want to waste their lives not trying new things that would make their lives more interesting, more fun.
Like having a pole-dancing hubby.
Jake’s cock, however, wasn’t happy that its planned morning diversion was being put on hold, for now. As Jake straddled Ben and worked his way up the other man’s body, his hard cock throbbed, even leaking a little pre-cum as it rubbed against Ben’s body.
By the time Jake finished working on Ben’s shoulders and arms, he was definitely leaving a trail.
“As long as I don’t have to do any work, Sir,” Ben mumbled into his pillow, “feel free to molest me however you want.”
“Yeah?”
Ben snorted. “Yeah. Dude, you could poke an eye out with that thing. Sir,” he added. “Just please, don’t make me move.”
“Well, then. Wait right here. I’ll be back.” Jake grabbed a towel, glove, lube, and condom and got everything ready.
He did need Ben to spread his thighs, but he was nice and helped his boy do that.
Then, with a gloved hand, he applied lube to one finger and started working on Ben’s rim with that.
Ben let out a low moan. “Ooooh, that feels good.”
Jake smiled. “You know, if I was a nice man, I’d let you get off this morning.”
“But you’re a sadist, Sir?”
“You know I am.”
“Aw. But I worked so hard yesterday, Sir.”
“And now, here I am, having to do the hard work, boy.” He slid his finger deep inside Ben’s ass, sweeping his finger over his sweet spot and enjoying the moans that drew from him.
Definitely different from the ouch that fucking hurts moans Ben was making a little while ago.
In fact, Ben actually managed to start rocking his hips a little in time with Jake’s motions. That’s when Jake added a second finger and more lube.
Now Ben was moaning a little louder, actively humping Jake’s hand as he scissored his fingers inside his boy’s ass. After the third finger, Jake knew he was ready. He stripped off the glove inside out and tossed it onto the floor to deal with later. After sheathing his cock in a condom and applying a little more lube, he nudged into position and pressed forward.
Jake wasn’t sure who moaned louder, him or Ben. They did a lot of things together, but fucking his boy’s ass was definitely up there in the top five of most enjoyable.
Especially all stretched out along Ben’s body like this. Jake braced his arms on the mattress and slowly long-stroked him, not wanting to nut too fast.
“You realize you’ll have to wash the sheets this morning, right?”
Ben groaned. “Goddammit.” He sighed. “Worth it, Sir.”
“Okay, then. Feel free to get yours, if you can.”
Ben found a little more energy to move then, and Jake knew he was humping himself against the bed.
He leaned in to kiss the back of Ben’s neck, nibble along his shoulder. “I thought someone didn’t want to move.”
“I don’t,” he mumbled. “Your massage helped.”
“Excellent.” He hooked his hands under Ben’s shoulders, his fingers curling over the tops of them, giving Jake more traction. With his weight on his elbows, he picked up the pace, knowing what his boy liked.
Ben rocked with him, digging in with his knees a little to fuck back against Jake and keep time with his strokes. Like this, Jake could fuck him for a while and hold off, but it felt so damn good he didn’t want to. If he could at least hold out long enough for Ben to nut, then he wouldn’t feel guilty about getting his own quickly.
“Fuck, yeah,” Ben moaned. His sweet boy’s body undulated beneath him, and he spread his thighs a little wider to give Jake even better access. Normally, when they were both at their best, Ben loved their sex a little—or sometimes a lot—on the rough side. Hard, rough fucking, biting, sucking—but Jake knew how much Ben really was hurting today to not really get into this a lot more than he was, meaning Ben wasn’t just faking it and griping. Ben was anything but a passive bottom to him for sex, usually.
“That’s my good boy.” He dug his fingers into the tops of Ben’s shoulders and started grinding on him. In this position, Ben once told him, it was like Jake’s cock was directly massaging his prostate, and he loved it.
From the sound of Ben’s breathing, Jake hoped he was close. “Get it if you can, boy,” he warned him. “Because I’m getting mine.”
Ben’s head came up, his ass tensing and flexing around Jake’s cock as he fucked back against him. Jake laid his cheek along Ben’s.
“Be my good boy,” Jake said. “Give Sir what he wants.”
Ben let out a gasp just before Jake felt his ass really start spasming around his cock.
“Good boy.” Jake pounded him, loving the sound of Ben’s moans as he fucked him, not needing much longer to get his own nut. The orgasm pulsed through him, his cock throbbing and spilling, filling the condom as he finally fell still inside Ben.
Ben’s head dropped back onto the pillow with a relieved moan.
“Better?” Jake asked.
“No.”
“Why?”
“Because now I have to wash the sheets.”
Jake chuckled and kissed his cheek. “We all must make sacrifices, baby. Just remember that.”
 
Chapter Five
 
“So what are you guys dressing up as for the party?” Ben asked June at the start of the Monday evening torture fest. They were all going to Seth and Leah’s party, so the four of them—including Fen and Mads—could talk about it. And since they were the only four in the pole-dancing studio, they could talk freely.
“I don’t know yet,” June said. “Part of me wants to think about a new costume, and part of me thinks I’ll probably just break out Kinker Bell.”
“Kinker Bell?”
June grinned. “Yeah. She’s an X-Rated Tinker Bell. Big, purple strap-on dildo and everything. It’s awesome. Not family-friendly, but awesome.”
Ben was trying to stretch, but once he got down on the floor he realized he wasn’t sure if he’d be able to get up again. “Hey, can we just do floorwork tonight?” he asked where he lay there.
Fen laughed. “You’ll get used to it after a couple of weeks. You won’t have a choice. Jake asked me to rat you out if you tried not to work hard.”
“Motherfucker,” Ben muttered. “That’s not fair. You’re supposed to be my friend.”
“I am your friend,” Fen assured him. “But I also know that your Sir will ask my Sir to spank my ass in bad ways if I don’t rat you out.”
“Because I’ll definitely rat you both out,” June said with an evil smile. “Because Jake asked me for status reports.”
“And I’m just a troublemaker,” Mads evilly admitted. “What fun is having a bestie if I can’t get him into the fun kind of trouble with his hubby?”
Fen stuck his tongue out at her. “No one asked you, honey.”
“Bestie loves youuuuu,” she said in a sing-song voice.
“Bestie loves you, baaaack,” he replied, sticking his tongue out at her again.
Ben finally managed to drag himself up off the floor to start doing some of the moves. He definitely wasn’t feeling very sensuous. Hell, he felt like a gimpy Clydesdale tonight.
It took the better part of an hour for him to finally start to feel like he was moving a little more loosely, but that was nearly at the end of their lesson.
Meaning he knew by tomorrow morning he’d likely need Jake’s help just getting out of bed.
“You all right?” Fen asked. “Maybe you should start coming to yoga with us, too,” he said. “Help your muscles.”
“I can’t move my muscles,” Ben shot back. “I’m one big concrete block right now.”
 
* * * *
 
Fen somehow managed not to laugh at Ben’s distress.
Barely.
Hell, maybe some of Joel’s sadistic ways were wearing off on him after all.
Once class ended and Fen was on his way home, he could relax and try to mentally chill. June had told him they would be able to make it for Halloween night, so they’d have them as guests.
He wondered if July would make herself known.
Fen was convinced they had a ghost, or spirit, or whatever you wanted to call it. At his old apartment in the duplex, where he’d been living when he met Joel, he’d always felt he wasn’t alone there, like there was a spirit, or a ghost. Things would go missing, be moved, and when he “talked” to what he thought was his ghost, things would settle down for a while.
Then the day Joel’s ex attacked him happened, and he swore he heard what sounded like a woman’s voice warning him to run, and then helping point him at how to fight back—swinging a cast-iron skillet full of hot fried green tomatoes at the guy.
Killed him.
It wasn’t until later that Fen’s dad—who at the time was a detective for the Sarasota County Sheriff’s Office—found out about the apartment’s history.
Including that a seventeen-year-old girl had been murdered there by her boyfriend years earlier.
July Corden.
June’s twin sister.
By that time, Fen’s parents and Joel were adamant Fen was moving in with Joel. When Fen moved, he welcomed his spirit to come with him.
Later, Fen learned from mutual friends in the Suncoast Society, who worked at the real estate office that handled the duplex unit, that another friend had seen July’s ghost, spotted what likely had been the moment she died, her being chased by a guy down the hall and into the bedroom where her body was found.
Needless to say, that friend immediately moved out.
Although another friend lived there and never felt or saw anything like that.
Fen didn’t feel anything at Joel’s condo, but once they moved into their own house, not long after, Fen had a few experiences that led him to believe maybe July had made the move with them after all. Like something moved his cell phone and hid his keys, changed the channel with the TV remote.
Stuff that was difficult to explain away as anything other than supernatural.
He wasn’t scared of their ghost. On the contrary, he was glad she’d reappeared, especially now that he knew who she was. While he’d finally admitted all of that to Joel, he still waited until he was alone to actually talk to her out loud.
Though while Mads had stayed with them, she hadn’t seen or felt anything.
And they’d had June and Scrye—who July would have only known by his real first name, Mark—over for dinner a couple of times now.
Yet Joel had forbidden Fen from saying anything to the couple about it unless they asked or brought it up first, out of fear they might feel they were being poked fun at somehow. And Fen totally got that, understood that. Agreed with it.
But part of him was hoping July would make herself known to the couple so he could finally talk to them about it.
He hoped maybe it’d be a comfort to June to know what July had done for him. How she’d helped him.
Joel wasn’t home yet when Fen arrived, but he’d expected that. Joel had already texted him that the last job of the day in his shop was giving them fits, and they’d promised the customer his boat for tomorrow. So not finishing it today wasn’t an option.
Fen opted to wait until Joel got home so he could take a shower with him.
Overall, Fen knew he lived a charmed life. His parents loved and supported him and his husband, his bestie was living locally and had landed herself a hunky Dom of her own, and life was…sweet.
Really sweet.
He felt bad for July that her life had been cut so short. Standing in the kitchen, he looked out at the living room. “July, June and Mark are coming over on Halloween night to have dinner with us. If you’d like to see them, please do. I’ll talk to them about you, if you show yourself to them. But you probably heard me and Sir talking—we’re not going to volunteer the information to them.”
He listened for a moment. “You’re always going to be welcomed to stay here, or even move with us, if we ever move. I’ll never make you leave. I just want to make sure I’m doing as much as I can to try to make sure you’re…happy. I mean…”
He sighed. “I don’t know what I mean. All I know is I truly believe you saved my life that day. I want you to know how much I appreciate that, and I’m glad you’re here and came with us.”
He heard Joel’s car in the driveway. Well, that was perfect timing, I suppose.
 
* * * *
 
I am sooo fucking glad to be home.
Even better, Fen was home.
Yay!
Hopefully that’d mean a little shower sex, because after the day Joel had, he wasn’t sure he’d have much more energy than that. Tonight would likely be a collapse in bed after dinner with the TV timer on kind of night.
Fen greeted him at the door when Joel walked in, offering him a kiss and taking his lunch bucket from him. “Shower?” Joel asked.
Fen smiled. “I waited on you, Sir.”
“Excellent. Leftovers?”
“Yes, Sir. After our shower.”
“I love you.”
Fen smiled and kissed him again. “Love you, too, Sir. I’ll be right there.”
Joel headed to their bathroom. He was standing under the spray when Fen joined him a couple of minutes later.
“Sounds like you had a rough day, Sir.”
“Yeah, that’s one word for it. Never should have promised the guy we’d have it done, but he made plans with family from out of town who are arriving in the morning, so I didn’t feel right dicking him over.”
Fen grabbed a scrubby, dumped peach-scented bodywash on it, and started working on Joel’s back for him. “You’re a good man, Sir.”
“Thank you.” He braced his hands against the wall and leaned forward, resting his forehead against it. “I have a feeling I won’t have a lot of energy tonight, baby. I’m sorry.”
He felt Fen’s body mold against his from behind. “No worries, Sir. You know that.” He wrapped his arms around Joel in a strong hug.
Joel grabbed his hands and eased them down, over his cock. “How about you take care of me, I’ll take care of you, and after dinner we can cuddle?”
Fen sweetly giggled. “I can take a hint, Sir.” He started stroking Joel’s cock, and Joel felt Fen’s cock grow hard against his ass, where it was pressed against him.
This was one of the many reasons he loved his boy, how easy to get along with he was. Poor Fen had wanted to try to get past his biggest hard limit of no anal sex not too long ago, but it was just something he wasn’t ready to let go of yet. Joel hadn’t asked him to try, either. In fact, it was one of the promises he’d made to Fen when they first got together, that he’d never break that hard limit, or pressure Fen to do it.
Hell, Joel never even brought it up to Fen.
But when Fen had beaten himself up over it, Joel had finally had a discussion with him about it, setting down some parameters of his own before he’d even consider letting Fen take another run at trying to get over it. Benchmarks and prerequisites that needed to be met first before Joel would let Fen try again.
Because Joel was a pretty tough guy, but it broke his heart seeing his boy crying, mad at himself for not being able to get over it, when, honestly? It wasn’t an issue for Joel.
Joel fell in love with Fen exactly the way he was, knowing Fen would probably never lift that limit.
He didn’t even miss it. They had too many other countless ways to have fun and make love—and make each other come—that having anal sex wasn’t even something he wished they’d do.
He was happy the way things were with them.
Even if they did apparently have a ghost.
Fen’s hands skillfully stroked Joel’s cock, working slowly at first, one hand cupping Joel’s sac, cradling it. Joel slowly rocked his hips in time with Fen’s hands, his eyes falling closed as Fen quickly helped take Joel’s mind off his work today, off his cares, off everything except the feel of his guy’s fingers fisting Joel’s cock.
Yeeessss.
He was a damned lucky man, and he knew it. He had a sexy hubby and a good life, and one little thing they didn’t do wasn’t even close to darkening his feelings.
All he wanted was this, and his guy, and for them to be happy together.
He felt Fen’s breath against his back, and the shower smelled like peaches and sex and love.
He didn’t even try to hold back. Fen quickly built him up to the edge and then got him over, Joel letting out a groan as his balls emptied and shot ropes of cum all over Fen’s fingers.
Joel turned in his arms and pulled Fen in for a long, slow kiss. “Thank you, baby.” He loved the way Fen’s body felt tucked against his. If he didn’t know how strong and sturdy the smaller man really was, he’d be afraid he’d break him if he so much as hugged him wrong.
Fortunately, Fen had proven how tough he actually was, and that Joel didn’t have to worry about his body.
Fen’s heart and soul, however, were as fragile as the finest china, and Joel made sure he built their life together to do everything within his power to protect Fen like that.
His hands skimmed down Fen’s back, cupping his gorgeous little ass. “How was Ben today in class?”
“Sore as hell,” Fen said with an evil smile. “You should have seen the poor guy. You would have laughed your ass off.”
“I hope Jake doesn’t torture him too much.”
“Oh, Ben will be fine. He just needs to get used to using those muscles. It’ll take him a few weeks, that’s all. He’ll live.”
“At this rate, June’s going to need to start having special kinky classes versus vanilla ones. I think half of Venture wants to sign up for those classes.”
“I know Scrye’s enjoying the hell out of it.”
Joel turned Fen around so his back was pressed against Joel’s front. “Let’s see if I can coax one out of you, baby.” His hands skimmed down Fen’s abs, one arm circling Fen’s waist, the other sinking all the way down to Fen’s cock, where he wrapped his fingers around it.
Fen squirmed against Joel’s body and reached up with one arm to hook a hand around the back of Joel’s neck and hold on.
It stretched Fen’s lithe, sinewy body along Joel’s in a delicious way Joel wished he had more energy to appreciate and enjoy tonight.
He nibbled the side of Fen’s neck. “You going to come for me, baby?” he asked.
Fen moaned. “Yes, Sir.”
He was fucking Joel’s hand, and if Joel hadn’t just shot his load into Fen’s hands, he’d likely be hard and close to coming just from that wonderfully sweet sensation.
It only took a couple of minutes for him to get Fen over, toying with him a little to make him desperately beg and plead for it.
If Joel hadn’t been so tired, he’d toy with him some more.
Fen’s cries filled the shower and Joel rubbed his cheek against his boy’s as hot cum filled Joel’s hands. He stilled his hands, lightly squeezing Fen’s cock and enjoying the way his boy shivered in his arms.
“Better, baby?”
Fen happily sighed. “Mmm-hmm. Much better, Sir. Thank you.”
“Are they coming over for Halloween? Scrye and June?”
“Yes, Sir.”
“Remember our deal,” Joel cautioned.
“I promise I won’t say anything unless they ask me.”
“Excellent.” He still wasn’t sure they had a ghost, but Fen believed it, and that was good enough for him.
After dinner, Joel lay in bed with Fen snuggled against him. “Did Mads ever see July?” He knew he might as well call their ghost that, since that’s what Fen called her. And if Fen was right, it made perfect sense.
“No, Sir. Why?”
“Just curious.” He had a thought. “Hope she isn’t spying on us in bed,” he muttered.
“I asked her not to.”
He started dozing off. “Wait. You asked her, who? July, or Mads?”
Fen giggled. “July, Sir. Mads wouldn’t spy on us in bed. That’d be like watching her brothers doing it. She’ll tell you herself she has nooo desire to watch that.”
“Ah. Okay. Good.”
He loved Mads like a sister, but he didn’t want her spying on them in bed any more than he wanted his own sister or brother spying on them in bed, or wanted to see his sister and brother in bed.
Yech.
“Hey, has Mads set their wedding date yet?” Joel asked.
Fen grumbled. “No, not yet.”
“Do I need to go hurt Milo or something?”
That made Fen snort. “No, this is all on her. She’s just overstressing, as usual. She’s still trying to decide on a location.”
“Oh.” He snuggled Fen against him. “Good. Because I like Milo, and he might be able to hold his own against me. I’d rather fight beside him than against him.”
“Master, if I thought Milo was a problem, it wouldn’t get even that far, trust me.”
There was something…decidedly dark in his boy’s tone. And considering what he knew about his boy’s potential, that was damned dark, indeed.
“Glad you’re on my side, baby.” He nuzzled Fen’s neck.
He pulled Joel’s arms tighter around him. “I’m always on your side, Master.”
 
Chapter Six
 
The afternoon of their Halloween party, Leah surveyed their house one more time. Seth had gone all-out—of course—decorating inside and out.
It made her smile.
Especially since she was convinced Kaden was still watching out for them.
It wasn’t that she had concrete proof or anything, just little things she and Seth both had seen and heard here and there, mostly on nights of Suncoast Society parties.
Like the ultimate control freak didn’t want to leave anything to chance and wanted to be there to personally supervise whatever festivities were being celebrated.
Fine with her. It gave her comfort to think maybe he was watching and having whatever fun he could seeing them doing exactly what he’d told them to do—to live.
She had recently managed to get a few of their friends to admit they’d seen things they couldn’t explain at their house.
Mostly people who’d known Kaden, but even some who hadn’t known him well, and even a couple who’d never met him when he was alive.
To a person, none of them wanted to admit it to her until she outright asked. Apparently everyone had been worried about not saying anything because no one wanted to upset her or Seth.
She loved her friends to death for that, but, frankly, she wanted to know.
At first, she and Seth had planned to never say anything about it to anyone. When Loren accidentally let it slip one day when over for coffee and a planning session for one of the non-profits they volunteered for, Leah cornered her.
They’d been sitting at Leah’s dining room table, and she’d noticed Loren slowly looking around. Like she’d been looking for…something.
Something specific.
And her friend had been over to her house countless times over the years.
“What is up with you today, honey?” Leah asked her.
Loren jumped, wearing a guilty look if Leah ever saw one. “What? Nothing!”
Leah sat back, crossed her arms over her chest, and took a page right from Kaden’s playbook—waited her out.
Not hard to do, because Ross and Kaden had been friends for years, and both of them were attorneys, so Leah knew damn well the same trick that worked on her would absolutely work on Loren.
It did.
Loren finally admitted what she and Ross had seen before at a couple of the parties, bursting into tears at the end of her story because she’d been terrified it’d upset Leah.
After Leah finished laughing at her—and calming her down—and then sharing some cleansing, healthy tears with Loren, she finally admitted to Loren what she and Seth had themselves seen and heard.
Then Loren admitted maybe others had seen things. Tony and Shayla, for starters. Gilo and Abbey. June and Scrye. People Leah knew damn well wouldn’t fuck with her and Seth in bad ways, and especially wouldn’t fuck with them when the subject had to do with Kaden.
Because they’d known Kaden. He’d been their friend. And they were her friends, and Seth’s. If she could trust anyone, they were people who would be counted among that close circle of friends she absolutely could trust.
Leah had told Seth that, and he’d finally agreed they could talk to trusted friends about it. He didn’t want people freaked out about it.
Leah wanted to talk to June and Scrye about it tonight. She hadn’t really had a chance to do it, and even the few times she had, it didn’t feel like the right situation to bring up the topic.
Tonight, here, with the spirit of Kaden practically living all around them, it would be the perfect time to bring it up and talk to them.
Seth walked in. “We all set?”
“Yes, Sir. I think so.” She pecked him on the lips. “No scaring anyone tonight, please?”
“Nooo. I learned my lesson last time.” He sadly sighed. “I hope Kel and Mal make it out.” Seth had been scaring people along their heavily decorated path during the first Halloween party they’d hosted, reaching out and grabbing them, and poor Mallory had socked Seth—rightfully—in the nose.
She’d felt horrified, while the rest of them had laughed their butts off over it. Even Seth admitted at the time, as he sat in the kitchen with a bag of frozen peas over his eye so it hopefully wouldn’t blacken, that he’d deserved it.
Leah really hoped Kaden had been around to see that, because she knew her husband would have been the first one falling over laughing at Seth’s self-made misery.
He was, after all, a sadist.
 
* * * *
 
For tonight, since Seth had gone all-out with decorations, he’d decided for his costume that he was going to do something easy and old-school. He pulled on a short-sleeved button-up, grabbed a name tag sticker, and wrote HOMICIDAL MANIAC on it.
What? They looked like everyone else.
Slapping it on his left chest, he knew that’d be easy, comfortable, and he wouldn’t have to do anything special before they played.
If they played. He wasn’t sure if he’d feel like it or not tonight.
It was just as much fun to focus on their friends and watch them having fun.
To think about Kaden and imagine that he was watching them, supervising what they were doing, having a laugh over the antics their gang would no doubt get up to.
Leah hadn’t felt like buying a new costume. Earlier, Seth had her go through her wardrobe and pick out a few items that she wouldn’t mind wearing and bring them to him to look at.
That’s how she ended up with the pink cat ears headband, the fuzzy pink wrist cuffs, and the pink tail clipped to the back of her black leather mini skirt. She also wore a black leather bikini top.
Sometimes, simpler was elegant and better.
Especially when they’d both be worn the heck out by the time the last person left.
At least this group was great about helping to pick up the place before they left. They usually didn’t have much to do the next day except police for any stray cups or plates that were overlooked the night before.
Seth tried not to let melancholy fill him today, because today was supposed to be all about fun.
But he’d be lying if he didn’t admit he felt cheated. That he didn’t get to be by Kaden and Leah’s side for all those years, helping them host these things, helping them with the clean-up.
That he hadn’t known how Leah felt, or that Kaden wished they could bring Seth in to be their third. That timing and life and circumstances had fucked things up until, when it finally happened, they were on the clock and it was not how Seth wanted it to be.
And now…
I miss you, dude. Love you, still not doing you, but I’d even do you, or let you do me, if it meant we could have you back.
 
* * * *
 
June and Scrye weren’t the first ones at Seth and Leah’s house that night, but they were on the early-ish end of the bell curve.
While Scrye carried their bags in, Leah pulled June aside.
“Can I talk to you alone for a minute? Nothing bad, but…you’ll understand why.”
June nodded. “Sure.” But as Leah led June down to their bedroom, a frisson of fear rippled through June. Not like, serial murder fear, but…
Like maybe Leah was going to ask her something she didn’t really want to answer.
Once the door was closed behind them, Leah got right to it. “I know some people have thought they’ve…seen things while here. And some of them said they thought maybe you and Mark had, too.”
“Seen things?” June knew her friend would see through her immediately, and Leah gave her a look that would have made Kaden proud.
June immediately folded. “Yeah, I thought maybe I did at the Christmas party.” She told Leah what she thought she saw. “Mark thought he saw something at that first Halloween party, but he didn’t tell me until later.”
Leah hugged her. “Do me a favor, please? Tell me or Seth if you do see anything, or hear anything. We want to know. Just don’t go spreading it around too much among people we don’t know well. I don’t care if inner-circle people know, like you guys, or Tony and Ross and Kel and all them, that’s fine.”
“Okay. Sorry we didn’t say anything to you, honey, but we didn’t want you to think we were fucking with you, or upset you.”
“I know. That’s what Loren told me, too. But I’m okay.” She squeezed June’s hands and smiled. “I’m really okay now. I’ll be the first person to admit that, if it wasn’t for Seth, I probably wouldn’t be here right now. But he helped me through it. We helped each other. I’m okay, seriously.” She blinked back tears. “It comforts me knowing maybe he is still here, in some way, you know? Me and Seth, both.”
“God, he was such a control freak,” June said, wistfully smiling. “More than Mark, even. Don’t get me wrong, I loved the guy to death, you know I did, but he would have driven me crazy.”
“I know.” Her smile widened. “But he left us a fantastic legacy.”
“Yeah, he did.” June sighed. “I guess it is kind of cool thinking maybe he’s still around.” She laughed. “I hope he likes my costume.”
She opened her trench coat, and Leah burst out laughing. “Kinker Bell! You haven’t worn that in a while.” She hugged June again. “See, this is the kind of stuff I mean. We’re laughing. We’re having fun. And that’s what he wanted us to do.”
“I guess you’re right.” June looked around. “Kade, if you’re still here, buddy, feel free to say hi tonight. Just…not while I’m in the bathroom, huh?”
Leah laughed. “Right?” She reached for the door. “So what’s Mark’s costume? Or is he changing into something else?”
“Nope. He says that is his costume, and he’ll reveal his true identity during the contest.”
Leah snorted. “Okay, then.”
“Personally,” June said, “I think he’s going to be a smart-ass and say he’s a kinkster or something like that. I don’t think he brought anything else with him. You know him, he’s not real fond of costumes. Which is really weird, because he was a drama minor in college. He’ll play Santa, because that’s different, but…” She shrugged. “Look what a hard time I had talking him into a suit for the photo-shoot for Cali.”
“Well, he is a Dom,” Leah pointed out.
“Yeah, but he’s also just plain stubborn.”
“Still fits,” Leah said with a smile.
 
Chapter Seven
 
It was still really early when June and Leah were standing in the living room, talking, when the doorbell rang.
Leah walked over to answer it and June knew Leah did a damn sight better job at masking her shock to find Kel and Mallory standing there on their front stoop.
“Oh, my god, you guys made it!” Leah hugged Kel first as June hurried over.
Mal hung back behind her husband, and if June hadn’t known it was her…
Yeah.
It broke her heart.
Before everything happened, Mallory had been a gorgeous young woman, with beautiful, full curves in all the right places. Some of the pictures Kel had taken of her for some of their private scenes were absolutely breathtaking.
But after her miscarriage…
June didn’t know all the details, and most of the ones she did know came from Mal’s best friend, Chelbie. Mallory’s parents had died when she was young, and she’d been raised by an aunt and uncle.
The uncle who, it turned out, had been sponging off her and trying to control her.
Before, Mallory had been around a hundred and sixty-five pounds, maybe, on her five-six frame.
June knew at her worst, she’d dropped to only one hundred and two.
Now, she didn’t look like she weighed much more than that, practically a skeleton, with deep hollows in her cheeks and dark lines under her sad blue eyes that not even makeup could conceal.
When Kel finished hugging Leah, June stepped in for a hug from him, and heard his whispered, “No hugs.”
She knew what he meant—don’t ask to hug Mal.
Hell, June was terrified to look at her too hard for fear of hurting her. Mal wore a tragic, frail air about her. She’d stopped coloring her hair, and instead of the pretty, brassy reddish color, it was now a limp, dull brownish hue. She wasn’t even thirty yet, but was already starting to get grey in her hair.
“I’m so glad you guys could make it,” June said, finally stepping back. “It’s great to see you. We miss you both so much.”
His smile looked tight, to June, not real. He might fool people who didn’t know him very well, but he wasn’t fooling her in the slightest.
June’s older sister, May, had spent some time talking to them, because she and her husband had gone through a miscarriage, too.
“We won’t be staying very late,” Kel said. “We’ve had a really long day and have to drive back to Tampa tomorrow morning. But Mal wanted to make sure we poked our heads in for a few minutes.”
June saw how he held his hand out to Mal, behind him, and Mal practically glued herself to him after taking it.
Okay, then.
Before, Mal had been not exactly the world’s most outgoing person, but with all of them she’d been friendly, free with hugs and laughter.
Tonight, the black jersey-knit maxi dress she wore hung off her, and not because of the cut. A black sweater, despite it being warm outside, hid her arms and shoulders, but June already knew what she’d see if Mal shed it.
She’d see every bone on her.
June had seen and counseled enough girls about proper diet and nutrition—and had to intervene plenty of times with girls who were verging into eating disorder territory—during her years coaching gymnastics.
She’d seen it all. Had even called in anonymous reports a few times to CFS when parents refused to heed her warnings about their daughter’s dangerous weight loss.
“Come on in and say hi, guys,” Leah said, grabbing June’s arm and leading the way. When June looked, she didn’t need a translation when Leah indicated with her eyes to go warn everyone not to hug Mal, then squeezed June’s arm before releasing her.
June hurried to do it while Leah paused with Mal and Kel in the living room, where Seth had emerged to join them.
June made the rounds, enlisting Shayla and Loren to help, so that by the time the couple made it out to the lanai, where the bulk of everyone had congregated to watch Scrye teaching Wade and Glen how to do a certain tie on their boy, Justin, everyone had been advised.
Mal said very little as they made their rounds, even to people she’d known for a few years. She clung to Kel’s arm and offered what looked like nearly painful smiles, and said little more than, “I’m fine, thanks,” when people asked how she was doing.
June immediately cornered Kel when Mal left his side to go use the bathroom.
“Short version?”
Now the mask he’d been wearing crumbled. “We’re trying an overnight,” he whispered. “She checked herself out against her doctors’ advice, and only because she promised me she wouldn’t fight me taking her back tomorrow, and that she’d eat what I told her to eat without fighting me about it or trying to throw it up later.”
“Back to the place in Tampa?”
He nodded. “They started her on new meds a couple of weeks ago, and they’re trying to stabilize the dose. This is actually her doing well right now. She’s gained three pounds in the past two weeks.”
June’s heart clenched at that news. “Holy fuck,” she muttered.
“I know. Tell me about it.” He ran his hands over his face. “It’s been…rough. And not just because of her weight, either. I—”
He cut himself off when Mal appeared in the doorway, his mask returning as surely as if he was wearing a costume, even though he was in jeans and a short-sleeved button-up shirt.
Mal immediately returned to his side, letting him fold her fragile body against his side as someone else walked up to talk.
June eased herself away from them and retreated to the safety and quiet of the office just off the dining room to regroup.
Leah and Loren followed her almost immediately, Leah closing the door behind them.
“Oh, my god!” Loren softly gasped. “What the fuck! Why the hell aren’t they helping her get better? Maybe he needs to find a different place to put her.”
“It’s not an easy fix,” June told her. Then she repeated what little she’d gleaned from Kel during their chat.
Leah sadly shook her head. “You realize we might lose her, right? Seth went over to the club last week to replace those bad outlets upstairs that keep tripping the breaker, and he saw Kel was over at his unit, so he stopped to say hi.”
“You didn’t tell us that!” Loren accused.
“I’ve been meaning to. I totally forgot. Kel told him they’re worried about the yo-yoing.”
June nodded. “It can trigger cardiac arrest.”
“That’s why they’re trying to stabilize her meds,” Leah said. “They’re hoping if they can treat the OCD portions, it’ll help her get a handle on her eating disorder. The place she’s in is one of the best in the Southeast.”
“Despite the fucker who fucked her up in the beginning?” June growled.
One of the first therapists they’d paired Mal with tried to convince her she was being abused and that the problem was Kel, and that Mal was “broken” for enjoying their consensual BDSM activities.
To say Kel had been enraged was an understatement. It’d set Mal’s treatment back by not just weeks, but months.
“Yeah, that was a misstep on the facility’s part, but she was already bad before this.” Leah rubbed her hands over her arms. “He’s really scared. Their insurance was about to hit the limit. Ed already talked to Lynn, and she contacted the facility and told them to send all the bills to Ed from now on.”
That brought tears to June’s eyes. “She did?”
Lynn was one of their friends in common—and she was there tonight with her husband and master, Paul. A writer, she’d literally hit the lottery and had made a huge donation to Venture for them to keep in reserve in case they ever needed it. She’d also championed some worthy causes, like getting another friend’s brother freed from prison by footing the bill for DNA testing that proved he was innocent of the crime he’d been convicted of.
“Yeah.” Leah slowly shook her head. “So…just be advised in case something…happens.”
“Fuck,” Loren said. “I was hoping she was improving. It’s been so long.”
“It takes what it takes,” June said. “I’ve seen it so many times.”
“Does Chelbie know how bad she is?” June asked.
“I don’t know.”
They heard a soft rap on the door. “Come in,” Leah said.
It was Cali and Shayla, both looking as shell-shocked as the rest of them felt.
They got them caught up before they had a group hug. “We need to get back out there,” June said. “This’ll look weird, all of us being in here at the same time.”
They left the office and rejoined the party. June struggled not to stare at Mal, but it was hard not to.
Logically, she knew going over to her and shaking her and asking her to fight for her life wasn’t going to work, and would, in fact, make things worse.
Still, she mentally played that scenario through her head a few times just to get it cleared out of there.
 
* * * *
 
Leah, unfortunately, had plenty of first-hand experience pasting a mask on for others’ benefits. It broke her heart watching Mallory trying to pretend in front of them. She’d almost prefer it if their friend would simply break down and let them hold and comfort her.
Except she also knew from her own personal experience that it wasn’t as simple as that. If it was, if all Mallory needed was their group’s collective love and support to buoy her, then Kaden would never have worried about her own safety in the wake of his death.
That could have been me.
Except she also knew her own situation and background had vastly differed from Mal’s. Leah’s had involved abuse and the foster system and more abuse, until she aged out and ended up on her own and met Kaden.
If it hadn’t been for Kaden, she didn’t know where her life might have led her.
And now, of course, she had Seth.
Leah watched as Kel and Mal settled onto one of the loungers on the lanai to watch the current suspension, Scrye still coaching Glen and Wade. Leah had suspended Justin several times in the past. He was fun to work with, and it was fun to watch what his two Doms did to him once he was helpless and flying.
Right now, Leah stood off to the side, behind Mal and Kel, and watched them. Mal lay cuddled against Kel, his arms around her, but…
Something just didn’t feel right, beyond the obvious. Like Mal was stiff and forcing herself to relax with Kel, not just the rest of them.
I hope they’re okay.
She’d seen Kel privately cry while with just a few of them, both over the loss of their baby and over his helplessness and frustration as Mal’s husband and Master to do anything to fix this for her.
That the man loved Mal with all his heart was not in doubt in Leah’s mind. Not for a moment.
Before their world imploded, Leah would have said that Mal felt just as crazy about Kel.
Then again, I could be reading stuff into this that isn’t there in the first place.
 
* * * *
 
Seth forced himself to focus on the suspension and not on Kel and Mal. He was supposed to be acting as a safety spotter for Scrye and the others, so that they could focus on the lesson and the rope.
Now Seth could see what Kel had meant the other day when they talked.
There were parts of their conversation that Seth hadn’t even told Leah, knowing Leah would still tell Loren, June, and others about it even if he asked her not to.
They couldn’t help it—they loved Kel and Mal and were friends.
The ache in the pit of his own stomach as Kel had cried in Seth’s arms. The strong man literally beyond his ability to cope. Trying to pretend to be strong for Mal’s sake, and yet terrified that he was going to lose the love of his life and feeling helpless to stop it.
Seth could relate. Totally. He’d felt that way watching Kaden slip away from them from the pancreatic cancer that killed him.
He’d done his best that day to try to help the man, give him his wisdom, but…
Yeah.
There were never any easy words, no trite sayings that could ever help.
Sometimes, all someone could do was just listen.
Kel had hit the point now where, despite the therapists telling him no, he didn’t cause this issue with Mal, he was wondering if maybe it was his fault somehow. If maybe he had harmed her without meaning to. If maybe he should completely end that part of their relationship to see if it would help her heal.
When he’d suggested it to Mal during a joint session with her main therapist, Mal had literally flown into a rage, and the therapist had to send Kel out early so she could talk with Mal alone.
That had been two weeks ago, and while Seth knew Mal had been pushing for tonight…
He could tell there was more wrong right now than just whatever was going on with Mal. He was no stranger to divorce and the distancing that happened sometimes.
He could also see the painful longing on Mal’s face, to want to be part of the festivities, and yet unable to.
For starters, he knew damn well Kel wouldn’t play with her right now. Kel had also admitted to Seth he was terrified to touch her for fear of harming her.
Wrenching his attention back onto the rope scene, Seth tried not to think about it. There wasn’t anything he could do except be a friend and listen, provide a shoulder, an ear. He couldn’t fix this any more than Kel could fix it.
All any of them could do was be there for the couple if and when they reached out.
 
* * * *
 
June felt a mix of relief and sorrow when Kel and Mal finally said their good-byes to her, Leah, and Seth at the end of Glen and Wade’s scene and quietly slipped away without fanfare.
Scrye walked over to June and leaned in. “Holy fuck,” he muttered. “What the hell?”
“Shh. I’ll fill you in later, Daddy.”
“Okay.” He kissed her. “I take it there’s nothing we can do for them right now?”
“Nothing more than we currently are. I’ll call May tomorrow and ask her to check in with Kel.”
“Good.” He sighed. “It’s bad, isn’t it?”
“Yeah.”
He pulled her in for a hug. “Love you, baby.”
“Love you, too, Daddy.”
She didn’t even need to talk to Leah, Loren, or the others to know they were thinking the same thing she was, but it wasn’t like they could just swarm Mal en masse and force her to eat.
That’s not how this shit worked, and June damn well knew it.
No amount of love or support or caring could fix this, any of it.
It had to start with Mal, and they had to force themselves to listen to Kel and whatever he told them they needed. Their well-intentioned efforts to help could backfire and cause problems, and none of them wanted that.
Abbey walked over in her tortoise costume. “Anyone call Tilly yet?” she muttered. “Because she’ll fucking kick our asses if we don’t tell her.”
“I know. Not tonight. I’ll call her tomorrow. I have a feeling Kel is going to have his hands full tonight as it is. He doesn’t need Tilly calling him.”
“You’re probably right.”
“Besides,” June said, “I think they need way more help than any of us will be able to offer.”
Abbey sighed. “You’re probably right about that, too.”
 
Chapter Eight
 
“You could’ve dressed up, baby,” Joel said.
“Sir, I don’t want to be dressed up if you’re not.”
“I am dressed. I’m an exhausted boat mechanic.” He smiled at Fen, who finally laughed.
“I’m okay with not dressing up in a costume, Sir. I’m more hoping we’re going to play tonight. Derrick and Marcia said they’d show you how to use the violet wand. I’d just be getting naked, anyway.”
“Oooh. I like your logic, baby.”
Fen grinned. “I try.”
Honestly? Fen was totally okay not dressing up tonight. He didn’t want to enter the costume contest, anyway, because he knew Mads wanted to talk Milo into entering the puns division, and she was thinking about entering, too.
He’d prefer not to compete against her and Milo. They were still relatively new to the private parties and getting to know people in the group. Mads might be his bestie, and they might be competitive under other circumstances, but in this case, Fen would totally be a gentleman and be Team Mads-Milo.
Besides, the promise of violet wand play was even better. Hell, he could run around the house in costumes any time.
They didn’t have their own violet wand kit to play with. Joel didn’t have a lot of experience seeing them in action, and Fen loved them. He was hoping tonight would be enough to boost Joel’s confidence with the thing to convince him they needed to add one to their own kinky inventory of play items.
He hoped.
As soon as they got there, he found Derrick and Marcia to talk to them.
“We can go ahead and do it now, if you’d like,” he told Fen. “In case Milo and Axel want to watch, too. If you don’t mind them watching.”
“No, that’s fine.”
That’s how, fifteen minutes later, Fen was naked and face-down on a spanking bench in Seth and Leah’s private dungeon room with Derrick talking Joel through violet wand 101 basics.
After giving Joel the safety talk, and showing him how it worked, Derrick handed it off to him. “There you go.”
Joel leaned in. “Red immediately if you don’t like it.”
Fen lifted his head. “Sir, I love violet wands. Hit me.”
More like a zap, though. As Joel used a basic mushroom-head tip on Fen, running it back and forth over his shoulders, Fen immediately felt himself sink into subspace. Sort of a sharp and stingy kind of sensation, not like accidentally touching 110 straight from the wall, but very similar in some ways to knife play.
He loved it, because it could give him a bite that usually only impact play could provide, and yet it didn’t burn him out as fast as impact play could, in some ways. Once he had impact play, he was done with that, because Joel would only go so far with marking him.
The violet wand, however…
Yuuummm!
He squirmed under Joel’s hands, ignoring Derrick softly talking to Axel and Milo and answering their questions about the device and what it did.
After a while, he realized there wasn’t anyone talking, and looked to find them alone in the room.
Joel smiled and leaned in. “Want a little spanking, baby?”
“How about a lot of a spanking, Sir?”
“Oooh.” He paused while he grabbed a paddle from their implement bag. Then he shifted the violet wand to his left hand and used that all over Fen’s shoulders and back while he started delivering slowly-paced swats to Fen’s ass with the paddle.
“Oooohhhh!” Fen knew his cock was hard, dripping, and he was thankful they’d put the towel down under him.
“Like that, baby?”
“Yes, Sir!” Fen squirmed his ass, trying to entice Joel to resume the spanking portion, but he seemed intent on running the violet wand up and down Fen’s upper arms.
Joel wouldn’t be rushed, however. He took his time, alternating impacts along Fen’s ass and his upper thighs, the outsides of his thighs, changing position with every impact.
Finally, when Fen was truly flying, Joel put the violet wand aside and leaned in. “Someone’s been such a good boy for me, they earned a reward.”
Joel stood at the front of the bench. Before he could even start unfastening his jeans, Fen shoved his hands away and eagerly did it for him, swallowing him down to the root.
“Mmmm. Good boy.”
Fen’s fingers wrapped around the back of Joel’s jeans, the denim rough against his fingers as he held on. Joel’s hands stroked his head, fingers running through his hair and him holding on tightly. Then he started slowly fucking Fen’s mouth.
“I’ll take care of you in a minute, baby,” he said. “Take care of Sir first, like a good boy.”
Oh, hell, yeah!
He eagerly licked and sucked every inch of Joel’s cock that he fed Fen, loving the taste of him, his warm, sweet musky scent, tonight overlaid with strawberries from the body wash they’d used.
This man was perfect for him, perfectly his.
He’d never thought it was possible to feel this happy.
Joel didn’t take long to blow his load, and Fen swallowed every hot rope of cum that pumped over his tongue.
Joel flipped him over and leaned in, engulfing Fen’s cock with his mouth.
Fen pressed his mouth against Joel’s leg, muffling his loud and obnoxiously happy moan against the denim.
Ooooh, yeah!
Even in this way—perfection. Did he wish he didn’t have that mental block about that one hard limit? Yeah, but if it didn’t bother Joel, well, the man was right.
It wasn’t like either of them were unhappy with what they had right now.
Fen’s eyes rolled back in his head as Joel took his time going down on him, sucking his cock, even licking down to his balls and sucking on them, playing with them.
Finally, just when Fen thought he was going to have to beg for it, Joel lifted his mouth. “You can come for me, baby.”
He went deep again, and that was all the encouragement Fen needed. He had to reach out and hang on to Joel’s leg so he didn’t fall off the dang bench! Fire spun through his nerves, pleasure so sharp it bordered on pain taking his breath away. Joel only released Fen’s cock from his mouth when he was satisfied he’d made his boy come enough.
When he finally helped Fen sit up, Fen finally took note of his nicely stinging ass, too, from the paddling.
The whole world felt like it was coated in a sweet honey glaze.
Joel draped an arm around his shoulders. “How was that?”
Fen drew in a deep breath. “Can we pleeeeease get one?”
Joel kissed him. “I suppose we’re going to have to now, huh?”
Fen eagerly nodded.
Joel looked around. “Let’s clean up, and I’ll let Derrick know we’re done with it, so he can use it. He told me to leave it out. We’ll go stake out a corner of couch and cuddle.”
Fen pulled him in for one more kiss. “Love you, Sir.”
He smiled. “Love you, too, baby.”
 
* * * *
 
The party got into full, wonderful swing.
Scrye still wouldn’t tell June—or anyone else—what his “costume” was. From the forty or so people assembled, only about fifteen went true “Halloween” costume. The rest were either wearing something they might normally wear for one of these parties, or something easy, like what they’d wear for one of these parties topped off with a funny headband.
Since many of them would end up partially or fully unclothed by the end of the evening, maybe they didn’t want to go through the effort.
Personally, June loved Milo’s outfit and thought his was the cleverest—the man had donned a scrub shirt, and had put a name tag sticker on it.
Dr. Pepper.
It was a groaner, but it also made everyone laugh. But he had a point that finding costumes for someone his height—six-five—was sometimes a pain in the ass.
Besides, Mads was rocking her Miss Scarlett dress from Clue, the movie. She was dressed up enough for both of them, as far as June was concerned.
And she was glad to see the couple out and about, even though they didn’t seem to be planning on playing at the party. Milo was still so new to the lifestyle that he was soaking up information like a kinky sponge, and any chance he had to learn new stuff was a good thing. Especially since he was making good use of every opportunity like this which arose.
Seth started making the rounds around ten o’clock. “We’re doing Diving for Dildos after the costume contest,” he told June and Scrye. “So anyone who’s competing should get out to the lanai.”
“We’ll be right there,” Scrye told him.
June stared at Scrye. “When are you going to let me in on your costume?”
He smiled. “You’ll get the reveal when everyone else does.”
“You’re competing in the contest?”
He grinned. “Yep.”
She stared at him. “Puns, huh?”
His grin widened. “Yep.”
“Don’t you need to go change?”
“Nope.”
“You’re not going to say you’re a rope rigger or something, are you?”
“Nope.” His smile grew bigger.
“Then what is it?”
“You’ll see.”
When it came time for the judging, the kinky category went first. June’s Kinker Bell lost by one vote to Shayla’s nearly nekkid Shayla the Red-Assed Reindeer. Rightfully so, because Shalya’s rack, complete with red reindeer-head-shaped pasties, to which Tony had stuck glowing red dog collar reflector lights, was impressive. Hell, if June wasn’t a straight, married woman, she’d happily do Shayla herself. The butt-plug tail sticking out over the top of her G-string was something else, too.
For the sexy category, Mads handily won by five votes as Miss Scarlett from Clue, which seemed to make Milo’s night, from the proud, beaming grin he wore as both she and Fen adorably squeed with excitement and hugged each other before Mads went up to collect the gift certificate.
While the traditional category was largest, with eight individuals or couples vying for the win, Gilo and Abbey won by a landslide with their Middle-Aged Morphing Tripping Tortoises costumes, a recycling and reimagining of their Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles costumes from a previous party.
Scrye disappeared into the kitchen for a moment with Seth while the other smart-asses lined up for the judging of the puns.
When Scrye returned, he was holding something behind his back, but June couldn’t see what.
Milo and his Dr. Pepper scrub shirt got a lot of laughs, even more than Ross’ smart-ass version of Fifty Shades—a T-shirt covered with grey paint-chip cards—and Essie’s Pumpkin Smuggler T-shirt. Which was even funnier with her baby belly stretching it.
Tony reached Scrye last. “And what are you?”
Scrye smiled and produced the saucepan he’d apparently snagged from Seth and Leah’s kitchen, held it up so everyone could see it and see what it was, and then he donned it like a hat.
He cleared his throat. “I’m a pot-head.”
June’s groan was probably the loudest of all.
“Ooooh,” Tony groaned as he winced, along with everyone else. “Red. Dude, just…red.” He laughed. “That’s just painful.” But Scrye did get laughs.
“Oh, I’m not in the running, by the way,” Ross said. “I just wanted to torture y’all.”
It was Milo by five votes, with Essie second, and only one vote for Scrye.
June leaned in. “You didn’t even vote for yourself?” she teased.
He snorted. “No. I voted for Milo. That’s funny, and it’s his first time competing in one of these things. I wanted him to win. Besides, Essie used that T-shirt when she was pregnant before. I wonder who the hell voted for me?”
She playfully backhanded his shoulder. “I did, Daddy. That’s how I knew you didn’t vote for yourself.”
“Oh.” He leaned in for a kiss. “Thank you, baby.”
“You’re welcome, but that’s kind of scary, an accountant couldn’t figure that out.” He stuck his tongue out at her while she reached for the pilfered pot. “I’ll go wash that and put it away for them. Now I know why you didn’t need a costume. You cheated.”
He grinned as he tapped his temple. “I use these brains every once in a while.”
 
* * * *
 
June’s consolation was that she decided at the last minute to participate in Diving for Dildos and ended up winning first prize on her first attempt. Fen snagged second place, and Ben ended up with third, but he didn’t find it until his second attempt.
While she was drying off and changing clothes in Seth and Leah’s master bathroom, which Leah had told her to use, since she was a close friend, June thought she heard a noise out in the bedroom.
She peeked her head out. “Hello?”
Not seeing anyone, she finished drying off and getting dressed. When she emerged, she stopped as she passed their bed. It was neatly made, but it almost looked like someone had sat down on it. She could clearly see the outline of what looked like a person’s ass.
She would swear it hadn’t looked like that before.
Gooseflesh rippled over her, and she was still standing there when Leah opened the bedroom door a moment later.
When she saw June’s face, she quickly closed the door behind her. “What?”
“You really want to know?”
“Yes.”
June pointed at the bed. “I heard a noise while I was changing, but I didn’t see anything. When I came out here, I saw that.”
Leah slowly walked over to the bed and laid her hand on the space. She sadly smiled. “He used to sit there in the morning before he’d go to work,” she said as she blinked back tears. She lovingly stroked the spot before smoothing the covers. “Every morning, before he’d leave, after he got dressed he’d have me kneel, and he’d sit there.” She knelt next to the bed and laid her head on the covers. “And I’d put my head in his lap.” She closed her eyes as tears spilled down her cheeks.
“Sweetie, I’m so sorry.”
“No, this is good.” Leah wiped away her tears as she stood, then turned and hugged June. “Thank you. I thought I was just imagining that. I’d seen it a couple of times before, but I thought it was Seth, or maybe me. Thank you.” She hugged her again, hard. “This is why I want you guys to tell us stuff you see. It helps. Because I know he’s not really gone as long as he’s here with us, and in our hearts.”
June struggled to block out an image from her own memory and wasn’t sure if she’d ever want that same kind of “blessing” in her life. How and when Kaden died was a drastically different set of circumstances from how July had been murdered.
Then again, maybe knowing might be a comfort, in some ways.
She waited until they were on their way home to tell Mark about it. He listened, slowly nodding but not saying anything.
Once she finished, she waited him out.
“How does that make you feel?” he asked.
“I don’t know. I mean…” She sighed. “I never got to say good-bye to July. I guess part of me would want to know she was still around, somehow.”
She was still thinking about that when they went to sleep that night, until another thought hit her.
There were other ghosts she hoped weren’t still hanging around. It was, in fact, one of the reasons she hadn’t wanted their parents’ house after they died and it came time for her and May to decide what to do with everything. May and her husband already had a house then, so they’d sold it.
Because June would never forget that rainy night when she stood over a bloody tarp and silently screamed tears of rage and vengeance for what she’d lost that night. Some things could never be made right.
They could only be made even.
 
Chapter Nine
 
June finally convinced Mark to dress up for Fen and Joel’s Halloween night dinner, since she knew the men, and their other guests, would be dressed up. It wasn’t often June and Mark could break out the vanilla costumes. When they attended a costume party, it was usually one thrown by their kinky friends, meaning pornographic costumes were the expected norm.
Tonight, Scrye had finally given in to June and put on the suit again, like she’d asked. In the pocket of his blazer, he tucked a card that stuck up far enough one could read where he’d written ACCOUNTANT across it in black marker.
She was dressed as a little slave girl.
Ironic that it was a PG-rated costume, a belly dancer’s outfit with a face veil, almost looking like something out of I Dream of Jeannie.
Both of them were enjoying the hell out of knowing it’d crack up Fen, Joel, Mads, and Milo something fierce.
When they arrived, Fen opened the door. Tonight, he wore a black cloth mask tied around his head and eyes, and was dressed all in black, with a fake rapier in his belt.
“Zorro?” June asked.
“No,” Fen said in a fake British accent. He struck a pose. “Sleep well, I’ll probably kill you in the morning.”
“Dread Pirate Roberts,” Mark drawled. “The Princess Bride.”
Fen giggled, delighted, and actually clapped his hands together as he jumped up and down. “Yes! You are the first person besides Mads to get it!”
June looked up at him. “How the hell did you know that?”
“That week I stayed with Maren when she was home from school with chicken pox, and you and Sonya had to stay over at May’s, because you’d never had it and we didn’t want to risk Sonya spreading it? We must have watched that fricking movie about a thousand damned times.” He smacked his forehead. “That’s what I could’ve done.”
“What?” she asked.
“I could have made a name tag that said, ‘My name is Mark Montoya, I did your taxes, prepare to amortize.’”
June and Fen both groaned. She dropped her voice. “You might as well have said you were Christian Grey, if you were going to do that.”
“Don’t give him any ideas, June,” Fen softly warned. “He is a sadist.”
“I’m a sadist,” Mark teased. “Not an asshole.”
They’d met all the various parents at Fen and Joel’s wedding, but it was nice to see everyone again. Out on the lanai and manning the grill stood Joel, who was dressed as Fezzik from The Princess Bride—apparently against his wishes, from the way he rolled his eyes as Fen explained his costume, but Joel loved making Fen happy—Mads was dressed as Princess Buttercup, to round out the theme, and Milo, who again wore his scrub shirt and the Dr. Pepper name tag.
June giggled as she hugged Milo. “Way to go with what works.”
“Hey, this is an award-winning, first-place costume right here. And do you know how hard it is to find a decent costume that fits me?”
She pointed at Mark, who, while not quite as tall, was broad-shouldered and big. “Tell me about it.”
They were having a great evening, everyone was nice, and they had fun taking turns handing out candy to the Trick-or-Treaters who stopped by. It was later, as June was heading down the hall to the bathroom, that she thought she saw someone duck into Fen and Joel’s bedroom.
But she didn’t recognize them.
Or…actually, the problem was, maybe she did.
That’s just my mind playing tricks with me after my talk with Leah. Don’t be silly.
Except, now that she thought she saw something, she was looking everywhere, maybe even hoping to see…something.
Halloween had always been their favorite holiday. And wasn’t this supposed to be the night that the veil between the living and dead was the thinnest? Wouldn’t it make sense for her to see something tonight of all nights?
Or maybe I need my head examined.
Later, she was standing in the living room and talking to Fen’s mom when she thought she caught something out of the corner of her eye again. Someone out on the lanai, but when she looked, it disappeared, like one of those shadows in a dim room that you can’t see when you try to look at it.
Then she felt eyes on her and caught Fen watching her.
Like, watching her.
When she had a moment, she finally grabbed Fen and got him alone in the men’s bedroom to talk. “What’s going on?” she asked, not daring to hope.
Because she knew Fen might have a more personal connection to this than anyone else would realize at first blush.
“Um…what?”
She gave him a mom look. “I’m seeing stuff. Now, either you spiked my food or beverages and you’re watching me to see what happens, orrr…you know something and you’re watching to see my reaction to something else.”
He looked like he reeeeally wanted to tell her.
“I’m not allowed to say anything unless you ask. It’s Sir’s rule.”
“Well, I’m asking. What’s going on?”
Now he seemed terrified to tell her, and she grabbed his hands. “Honey,” she gently said, “I know you lived in our old apartment. Where July died. If this is about her, please tell me, because I know Kaden’s still hanging out with Seth and Leah. I’ve seen things.”
Bless his heart, tears spilled from his eyes as he told her about the day of the attack, what he’d experienced there before the attack ever happened, and what he knew others had seen.
Then he told her about the new house. His phone being moved, the keys being hidden, the TV channels changing.
She took a deep breath and blew it out again. “It’s July,” she whispered. “I know it has to be. She loved to cook. That’s why she loves Food Network.”
He hugged her, both of them holding each other long and tight. “She would have tried to help you,” June tearfully whispered. “Especially after that bastard beat her to death. I believe with all my heart that was her with you that day.” She cupped his face in her hands and smiled at him. “Thank you for finally telling me. Thank you.”
“We didn’t…” He sniffled. “We were afraid you’d think that we were fucking with you.”
“No, I don’t think that. I know you guys care about us. I believe you, Fen. It’s okay. I’m glad you told me.”
“It really started up after Mark was here that day helping Joel the first time. I think she recognized him.”
“Maybe. She loved Mark. I mean, like a brother. She would know him.” June looked around and took a deep, relieved breath. Life’s coincidences worked in funny ways, and she knew that first-hand. Good and bad.
Maybe, for once, it was time to have a good coincidence.
It sure would put her soul at ease if that was the case, to know there was one more guardian angel looking out for them in this world.
 
* * * *
 
Fen waited until all their guests went home that night to tell Joel what happened with June. Fen had already ditched the mask and sword earlier. Joel stood in the kitchen, leaning back against the counter with his hands propped against it while Fen tearfully recounted his conversation with June.
“She asked me, Sir. She saw something, and she asked me.”
He nodded, opening his arms to Fen. “It’s okay, baby. You did good.” He deeply inhaled. “I thought I saw something a couple of times tonight, too. Maybe it really is July.”
“You saw something?”
“Yeah. Just out of the corner of my eye. Like what June said.” Joel laughed. “Hey, it is Halloween. It’s the perfect night for it, isn’t it?”
“I guess you’re right, Sir.”
Joel patted him on the ass. “And you can ditch those clothes, too, baby.” He smiled down at him. “You’re wearing too damn much. And put on your cuffs and collar.”
Fen pulled his shirt off and started working on the pants. “Yeah, I guess I am wearing a lot. Kind of weird being at a party where I can’t get naked and run around that way.”
Joel snorted. “Well, you could have done that tonight, except your mom and Mads would’ve been yelling at you to put some damn clothes on.”
Fen laughed. “Mads would have been yelling louder, I think.”
“I think you’re right. Probably why she didn’t hang out while we were playing at Seth and Leah’s the other night. Milo watched for a while, but she left early.”
“Well, yeah. I mean, would you stand there and watch your brother or sister?”
“No. I understand it, I was just saying.”
“Ah.”
After the last of the clean-up was finished and they headed for bed, Fen climbed on top of Joel. “Don’t suppose a good boy earned a quick spanking from Sir, did he?”
Joel laughed. “I spank you, you’re going to get horny, and I’m going to get horny.”
“And that’s a problem…why, Sir?”
He chuckled. “Didn’t mean it was a problem. Just an observation. Yeah, I’ll spank you. Let me prep for fun-time, though. Hold on.” He patted Fen’s side to get him to move.
 
* * * *
 
Yeah, he knew his boy, all right. Joel wasn’t sure which of them had done the better job training the other—him with Fen, or Fen with him.
After Joel grabbed the jack toy he wanted, and the edible lube, and a towel, he returned to the bedroom and sat up against the headboard.
Fen practically threw himself over Joel’s lap, making him laugh. “That’s it, baby. Get comfy.”
He stroked Fen’s tight ass with his right hand and held his collar with his left. “Quick spanking, so we can get on to the fun part. Okay?”
Fen wiggled his ass in reply, making Joel grin and smack it. “Give me a yes or no, baby.”
“Yes, Sir, but I thought I just did.”
Joel was still chuckling even as he spanked Fen. He loved warming his ass, turning him beautiful shades of red, seeing the print of his hand appear.
His boy, wearing his marks.
Proud to wear them.
Eager, even.
After he knew Fen would be happy with that, he had him sit up and laughed again at the sweet glazed look on his face. Joel reached out and stroked Fen’s cock, which, of course, was hard.
So was Joel’s.
“And there we go. Let’s get part two done.” He had Fen straddle his lap. Joel used the edible lube to slick both their cocks before he had Fen press his cock along the underside of Joel’s. That way, Joel could stretch the jack toy, which was like a flexible silicone sheath, and encase both their cocks with it.
Fen moaned, his fingers digging into Joel’s shoulders, where his hands were braced for balance.
“I know, baby. Give me a minute. Feels damn good, doesn’t it?”
“Uh-huh!”
This was one of Fen’s favorite things.
Joel wrapped his hand around the outside of the jack toy and took a slow stroke around their cocks with it. “Okay, baby. Hang on.”
He started out slow, wanting to make sure they were close before he sped up. Long, slow strokes, twisting around the heads, back down again, it was more intense than a regular hand-job, and even better, their cocks were pressed together and both feeling the same thing.
Fen’s eyes dropped shut and a low, rolling moan started as his fingers tightened even more on Joel’s shoulders.
“How close are you, baby?” Joel was damned close.
“Almost there, Sir,” he gasped.
Joel picked up the pace and applied more pressure. He hooked his other arm around Fen’s body to hold on and when Fen started coming, he heard Fen’s sweet noises meet him there in harmony.
Once he was sure they’d both made it over, he stopped stroking, but then Fen took the fuck toy from him, pulling it off their cocks and then going down on Joel’s, licking and sucking him.
That’s why they used the edible lube.
Joel smiled and ruffled Fen’s hair as he did it. He couldn’t deny his boy anything, especially this.
Finally, once they were cuddled together in bed, he let Fen snuggle in and get comfy.
“Better, baby?” Joel asked.
He let out a happy sigh. “You always make it better, Sir.”
 
Chapter Ten
 
In the car on their way home from Joel and Fen’s, June silently mulled over the evening in her mind. She was still debating whether or not to say anything to Mark about what she wasn’t even sure if she saw or not.
It just…
Why would I willingly accept we’re being visited by Kaden at Seth and Leah’s and not accept July might have been saying hi to me tonight?
Admittedly, she wasn’t a believer in the supernatural before what she herself had experienced at Seth and Leah’s. More than once.
And even then, her first instinct was to discount it more as wishful thinking on her part than…
Ghosts.
The look on Fen’s face when he finally fessed up and quietly admitted everything to her wasn’t the look of a guy messing with her. He genuinely believed July’s spirit had moved with them and was now in residence, and that he wasn’t the only one who’d seen…something.
That partly soothed her, and partly…
She didn’t know.
Why wouldn’t she follow me?
Then again, she’d never set foot in the apartment again after what happened. Mark and his parents had lovingly stepped in and taken care of moving everything out for them.
When she’d learned about what had happened to Fen, and where, she’d kept her mouth shut and hadn’t said anything to any of their friends about it. Mark hadn’t mentioned it to her, either, so she wasn’t sure if he’d seen the references to July’s murder there or not.
He probably had, but was hoping she hadn’t.
“What’s wrong, baby?” he asked.
As if currently reading her thoughts.
She didn’t even know how to work her way into the topic. “It’s…” June struggled for a way to put it into words. “Do you believe in ghosts, Daddy?”
He sighed. “Well, I know what I’ve seen myself at Seth and Leah’s, and know it wasn’t something I can explain. I’m going to go with I’m sure there are things in this world beyond my ken. How’s that?”
“The guy who attacked Fen.”
She glanced at him and watched him slowly nod. “Go on,” he said.
“You know where Fen’s old place was, don’t you.”
She didn’t phrase it as a question.
He reached over and held her hand. “I do,” he quietly said.
She spilled it all, everything Fen told her, including what she saw there at the house tonight. “It can’t be a coincidence that what Fen experienced there, in their new house, started after the day you came over and helped install the pole.”
He didn’t respond for a while. “You think she recognized me?” he eventually asked.
“Yes, Daddy. I do.”
 
* * * *
 
Mark honestly thought what he saw that day when he helped Joel install their pole was just a figment of his imagination. He’d damn sure never said anything about it to Joel, Fen, or June.
He’d thought he caught a glimpse of a young woman standing on their lanai, with her back toward them, but it was a reflection in the glass of a picture hanging on their living room wall.
When he’d turned to look, there’d been no one there.
Of course it couldn’t have been as familiar-looking a girl as he’d thought she’d been.
Could.
Not.
He’d known about Fen’s previous residence then, but still, it took a while to put the pieces together, in his mind. Until much later, long after he’d left to head home.
Then, when they were installing the pole in Joel and Fen’s playroom, he’d set his phone down after talking to June and turned later, unable to find it.
It was on the other side of the room.
He’d felt certain then that he’d simply been mistaken. He’d laid it down in a different place than he thought he had.
Period.
Easy answer.
Middle-aged brain, FTW.
Except…
He hadn’t even said anything to Joel about it that day because a chill had washed through him.
The next time he and June went over to the men’s house, to have dinner with them, he’d glanced into the same picture to look at the pool and had seen a figure standing where no one had been. Couldn’t have been June, because she was right at his side.
But looking showed the lanai empty, and then back to the picture…
Nothing.
And again tonight. June wasn’t at his side, this time, but she’d been on the other side of the living room, talking to Mads, so it couldn’t be her out on the lanai, either, and only the two of them were even remotely close in build to the figure he saw on the lanai.
He finally admitted it all to June, his story ending as he pulled into their own driveway and parked the car.
“I don’t want to say anything about this around May,” he said. “Or the girls.”
“Yes, Sir.”
He sighed. “I hate to say this, but at least we finally have an answer for sure about Matt’s involvement, even if you were certain before.”
“I thought that, too.”
He patted her thigh. “Let’s go inside, baby. Been a long evening.”
Once they changed out of their costumes and got ready for bed, both of them naked now, Scrye put her on her knees next to their bed.
“Say it.”
“I belong to Sir, mind, body, heart, soul, cunt, and ass,” she softly said. “I serve Sir at His wishes, at his whim, whenever and wherever He demands. Everything I have and am belongs to Sir, to give to Him when He demands.”
Mark never took those words for granted, either. They weren’t just a rote passage she said to him.
He knew she meant them, and he always listened, always paid attention.
Always loved her for her trust and faith in him.
He gathered her blonde hair in his hand and tipped her head back. “I bet Daddy knows who was a horny little slut tonight.”
She smiled. “Yes, Daddy.”
“Hands.”
The smile never left her face as she tucked them behind her, waiting.
When he fisted his cock, which was more than slightly interested now, in his other hand, her mouth opened automatically for him. Instead of giving it to her immediately, he slowly stroked himself, loving how she tried to pull against the hold he had in her hair in her attempts to lean in and reach his cock.
“Is this what you want, baby? Is this what Daddy’s sweet little slut needs?”
“Please, Daddy,” she whined, her mind already down the rabbit hole.
He traced her lips with the head of his cock, sucking in a breath of his own when her tongue flicked along the slit, her gaze dark and hungry as he stared down into her beautiful brown eyes. Depending on the light, and her mood, sometimes there were flecks of green and amber there, sometimes they looked dark and deep.
Like now.
He had her needy, wanting him.
Damned if that wasn’t sexy as fuck.
He shoved in hard, deep, her sweet moan as he did vibrating through his shaft and all the way through his balls.
“Yeah, that’s what Daddy’s little slut wanted.”
Whines of agreement as she sucked and slurped his shaft. He slowly fucked her mouth, not wanting to go off yet. He wanted his cock in her pussy when he finally shot his load, but she loved this with him.
He couldn’t deny her anything.
Especially the dirty things the two of them loved to do.
They’d had to be good, responsible parents for so many years, their time together like this snuck in where they could fit it.
Now, he could come home from work and fuck her over their kitchen table if he wanted, and not worry about one of their daughters walking in on them.
It was their time, now. They’d worked hard to reach this place in their lives, to have this peace and this alone time together.
He struggled not to think about that rainy night years ago, tried not to remember the scene when June had flipped on July’s bedroom light, the sight forever burned into his memory, like it or not.
He wanted to be only here, and only now, with this woman. June was his heart and soul, his everything.
Pulling back so she could lick the head, he cradled her face in his hands. “Daddy’s sweet little slut,” he softly said. “Always such a good girl for me. Someone want their pussy fucked, baby?”
“Mmm-hmm!”
Mark sucked in another sharp breath at the feel of her mouth vibrating around him. She knew what she did to him like that. Just like he knew what he did to her.
After a few minutes, he withdrew from her mouth, caught her arm, and pulled her to her feet. “On the bed. On your back.”
She did, and he wasted no time climbing up after her so he could plant his face right in her pussy. She kept herself shaved for him, and he loved tracing every dip and fold with his lips and tongue. What he’d been doing already had her wet, too.
That meant two fingers easily slipped inside her ready cunt so he could slowly stroke her with them while flicking her clit with his tongue.
He lifted his head to stare up her body just to find her brown gaze locked with his.
He was in high school all over again and sitting down at the lunch table with her after July introduced them.
Smitten.
Bewitched.
Deeply, madly in love.
Unapologetically.
“You may come, baby.” Her fingers twined in his hair, holding on as her hips started rocking in time with his motions.
It didn’t take him long to get her over, either. Every sweet moan he pulled from her was like music, making his cock twitch where it lay pinned between him and the mattress while he continued leisurely eating her out.
Over and over, he relished taking her past the point of no return, her pleas it was too much, followed by more, begging him not to stop as he let her cool off a little each time before doing it again.
Only when he couldn’t stand it much longer and was afraid he might blow all over the bed did he climb on top of her and start fucking her.
With her arms and legs wrapped around him, he plowed her hard, more of her moans rolling through him while he kissed her.
This was them, and still so perfect, even all these years later. She took everything he gave her and begged for more, back then and now, every time.
All he was and wanted to be laid here in his arms, wrapped in her gorgeous, tiny body. He always felt big and clumsy next to her petite preciseness, and yet she still looked at him like he was the only man in the universe.
He drove his cock into her, over and over again, every stroke into her hot pussy taking him closer to the edge. And when he finally gave in, he took one last thrust, ending up pressed deep inside her while he held still and didn’t ever want to move.
Never wanted to lose this perfection.
June’s fingers trailed up and down his back while he caught his breath. “Love you, baby,” he said.
She nuzzled her face against him, never bashful or squicky about this, either. “Love you, Daddy.” She sounded contented, sated.
His.
They finally untangled and cleaned up in the bathroom before returning to bed. After the lights were off and he thought she was falling asleep, her voice drifted to him.
“I don’t know what to believe,” she said. “I don’t know if I want to believe it’s her or not.”
He nuzzled his face against her neck. “It really doesn’t matter, I suppose. Whichever makes you feel better and gives you comfort.”
“What if she looked for me?”
“What if she found you? We don’t know. If it is her, she saved Fen. And, if it is her, she followed Fen and Joel.”
“I want to think it’s her.”
“Me, too, baby. Me, too.”
As he closed his eyes, he hoped July was at peace and able to know how much she was still loved and missed.
 
THE END
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