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      This serial is rated for mature audiences only. If depictions of graphic consensual sex between adults is offensive to you or illegal in your region, please close this volume. This book also contains more violence than previous volumes. There is a hard-won HEA. I promise.

      The following pages contain sex between lovers, violence (but not between lovers), power exchange, love that heals, bondage, kink, erotic humiliation, consensual non-monogamy, a kick-ass sister, lost souls, a conflicted and moody mother, references to the loss of a parent, difficult choices around children and parents, some scenes one might expect in an international thriller film, maybe a kidnapping (I’m not going to tell you because that would spoil the story.), hurt/comfort, kitten play, white knights, white knights who are willing to be dark knights, puppy play, egregiously comforting use of delicious food, and a black cat. Her name is Artemis. If she licks you, you are hers. You have been warned.

      Also, Damian would like to know when he gets his own book. He loves his kitten, but he’s sad. This is a trigger warning for a sad Damian.
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      Mr. Reevesworth leaned down, kissing his forehead. “I have you, Collin. Every humiliation, every submission, every surrender I ask of you means you are mine. You are safe. You are wanted. You are treasured.”

      Collin shuddered. He raised his head meeting his Master’s eyes. “I feel that there’s no going back, sir.”

      “There’s no going back from every moment of our lives. There is only rebirth.”

      Kneeling under the care of his Master and his Sir, Collin is beginning to thrive in his new world. The trust and communication they have built is opening new opportunities. But the greed of others is coming to feed.

      This time, their enemies are not content with threats and shows of intimidation. And more than just a business, a lawsuit, or an inheritance is on the line.

      When the ultimate test comes, it will require every scrap of Collin’s submission, every ounce of Richard’s dominance, and every instance of Émeric’s care to overcome. Can they pass the poisoned choice and come out whole?

      This series is a modern MMM+ BDSM billionaire romance. Intended for mature audiences only. If you like your romance kinky and spicy, then this story is for you.
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      This story is written from Collin’s perspective. Therefore, readers may notice some inconsistencies in the use of capitalization of titles, such as “sir” and “master” as well as shifts between titles and personal names. This is a reflection of Collin’s experience and emotional state and should be read as such, as he moves through his journey, both in terms of relationships but also in determining what kink and respect mean to him. The inconsistencies in this text are purposeful.

      As the author, I’m aware there are certain “rules” and practices that readers may have come across in terms of titles in kink, but these are just that, practices that may fit one person’s relationship and kink but not someone else’s. Title can also vary. If someone is pressuring you into using worshipful or highly respectful titles that you’re not comfortable with or demanding capitalizations that you don’t feel they’ve earned, speak up and negotiate. If that’s not an option, please find a way to leave. That is not mutually respectful kink. Respect goes both ways.

      Just because someone declares themselves a dom does not make them one, nor are they entitled by their declaration of preferred dominance to anyone else’s deference, no matter how many years they may say they have in the community or what anyone else may say about their status. There are lots of tops out there cosplaying as doms and plenty of bullies trying to be wolves in sheep’s clothing. Please play carefully and know you are worthy of being respected.
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      Mr. Reevesworth closed his laptop. “We can all sleep on the contract as written tonight and come back to it in the morning. If no one feels any differently, we’ll sign it then. Agreed?”

      “Agreed, sir.” Collin stifled a yawn and handed Damian his tablet to put somewhere safe since he was closer to the edge of the mattress. They were all still stretched out on the foldout bed in the large room.

      Mr. Moreau closed his device and set it on the side sofa table. “That went smoothly.”

      Mr. Reevesworth smiled. “As expected. Now, Collin, are you still feeling empty and needy?”

      Collin groaned and rolled onto his stomach. “Yes, sir.” How could he not be? He’d been milked dry that morning without an orgasm, his hole lubricated again afterward, and they’d been talking about sexy dominating things and relationship stuff for the last two hours. He hadn’t even been caged, just naked.

      If the draft of the contract was anything to go by, neither of his doms were that interested in keeping him dressed in the future. He’d blushingly agreed to giving up full control of his wardrobe, including whether or not he wore anything at all. His submissive inner self hadn’t even stipulated an out for family or friends, and when it came for work, he’d just asked that his situation and needs be consulted. Mr. Moreau had added in a line, subject to practicality and comfort for work. And that seemed to cover it. He could always safe word or just speak up. The last few weeks had proven that. 

      This contract felt more comforting than the first one now he’d seen one in action and knew firsthand that a word could bring him help. When his doms had asked about piercings, the only limits he specified were nothing that made it so he couldn’t be in a white-collar career and nothing that significantly changed the usage of any part of his body. They had both agreed; neither of them wanted anything that extreme.

      He was so fucked. In the best way. When it came to Mr. Moreau and Mr. Reevesworth—his sir and his master, sometimes his Richard and his Émeric—he had no defenses. Nor did he want any. The best things happened when they took him apart and put him back together again.

      Mr. Reevesworth gathered Collin’s wrists in one hand and dragged them above his head. “Hmm.” He ran a finger down the side of Collin’s neck and over his ribs, pushing away the blanket that had gathered around Collin’s waist and revealing his ass. “Pup, are you hard?”

      “I could be, sir,” Damian replied.

      “Good. Get hard. Collin—pet—pull your knees up under you and show Damian your ass.”

      Mr. Reevesworth’s hand stayed tight around Collin’s wrists. He had to wiggle from side to side to pull his legs up under him without the use of his hands or the ability to lift his head from the mattress. His heart thudded in his chest, and his face tingled with humiliation.

      Mr. Moreau helpfully pulled the blankets away and patted Collin’s thigh. “A little higher, kitten, and spread your knees, keep your feet splayed to the side so the man mounting you can get close. Either that or you’ll be told to keep your knees together.”

      “Yes, sir.” Collin shivered and worked his knees farther apart.

      Mr. Moreau smoothed his hand down Collin’s ass and gave his balls a few strokes. “Do you want kitten hard or soft for your pup, Richard?”

      “Go ahead and make him hard, if you like, mon amour. It’s not likely after your expert milking this morning that our little pet can mess up and cum. Besides, we so rarely get to see him engorged.”

      Collin buried his face in the mattress. “Master, Sir!”

      “Are you begging for something, Collin?” Mr. Moreau asked.

      “No, sir. Just embarrassed, Sir,” Collin whimpered.

      “Oh, in that case then, go on and wallow in it, darling boy. You’re pretty when you’re pink.” Mr. Reevesworth sounded pleased.

      Collin giggled. Mr. Moreau wrapped a lube-covered hand around his cock and started to slide up and down it, pulling blood toward the tip, and suddenly he couldn’t giggle anymore, only moan.

      He twisted his arms in Mr. Reevesworth’s grip, fingers clawing at the sheets.

      Mr. Reevesworth slapped his upturned ass. “Still, kitten. Your sir is getting you into the state we want you.”

      “Master.” Collin whimpered.

      “Close your eyes, tilt up your ass, relax your hole, and focus on what you know we want. Right now, that is your cock hard. If your sir is working to make you hard, then you should be submitting and attempting to assist unless ordered otherwise.”

      Collin’s mortification was complete. He blinked back embarrassed, overstimulated tears and obeyed, lifting his ass, making sure his knees were spread, and relaxing his hole.

      “Someday,” Mr. Moreau said softly, still working his hand up and down Collin’s cock, “you will be so well trained that we will be able to order you to the middle of the room and tell you to strip, get on all fours, spread your legs, and become hard without stimulation other than our commands.”

      “This I want to see.” Mr. Reevesworth stroked Collin’s hair back from the side of his face and coaxed him to turn his head. “It’s easier to breathe when your nose and mouth aren’t inside the mattress, pretty boy.”

      Collin gave him a one-eyed glare.

      Mr. Reevesworth chuckled. “Oh, were you being shy, kitten?”

      “Yes, sir. You’re teasing me.”

      “In more ways than one.” Mr. Reevesworth’s lips broke into a wide smile.

      Collin made fists out of his hands. Every muscle in his back rippled as he tried to maintain posture even as his cock grew more and more sensitive.

      “Sir, we don’t have condoms in here,” Damian said. “Do you want me to use one this time or not?”

      “No condom, Pup. I want my kitten to know I had him used today.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      Collin’s cock thickened even as his stomach tied itself in desperate knots. Fuck. The idea of Damian mounting him while his master offered him up was hot. And terrifying. First, he’d been Émeric’s breakfast, and now he was Richard’s toy. The sensation of being small and powerless crawled up in his throat and brought tears to his eyes.

      Mr. Moreau let go and tapped Collin’s cock, making it sway and bounce. They were so playing with him. “Kitten’s ready, Richard. Do you want to see?”

      “Stay as you are, pet.” Mr. Reevesworth squeezed Collin’s wrists and let go.

      Collin stared at a far point on the opposite wall, heart hammering. There was a long silence and then sounds he belatedly realized meant his sir and his master were kissing. Then Mr. Reevesworth’s hand wrapped around his wrists again.

      “Pup, are you ready?”

      “Yes, sir.” Damian’s voice came from nearby behind him.

      “Any questions at this point?”

      “Do you have any instructions, sir?”

      “I’ll walk you through it. This is a treat for you, Pup. You’ve been exceptionally well behaved, and I want to recognize that. Kitten needs to be used, and I want you relaxed before we go discuss our contract.”

      “You mean after listening to the three of you negotiate for the last two-plus hours?”

      Mr. Reevesworth chuckled. “You were very well behaved, Pup.”

      Damian laughed ruefully. “Well behaved and hard, sir.”

      There were sounds of someone on the bed, and then Damian was right there, his hands gripping at Collin’s hips, his knees between Collin’s knees.

      Damian was going to fuck him. Now. Collin’s brain went blank and thoughtless for a static-filled moment. It was one thing during contract negotiations to say that Mr. Reevesworth had the right to let anyone in The Residency make use of him and another for it to actually happen.

      He could safe word; he could totally safe word. He knew it. Everyone in the room would respect it. They’d proven it.

      He didn’t want to break the illusion that he was just a pet that could be ordered onto his knees and fucked. He wanted it so badly he felt sick. He didn’t want to run from the humiliation bubbling up inside of him, desperate and screaming and absolutely delicious. He wanted to roll around in the embarrassment, in the wanting of it all. His skin tingled.

      But another part of him was yelling in absolute fear, screaming that Damian’s hands were now on his ass, that his thumbs were spreading his hole. Any moment now, and it would be the point of no return, where he would never, ever, be able to look Damian in the face again and know that Damian had never had his ass. His stomach flipped, threatening to force bile up into his throat.

      He was going to be the pet everyone had had their dick in, while he dominated no one. He didn’t even cum. He was Émeric’s little milk boy, his breakfast cream.

      “Kitten.” Mr. Moreau’s voice came from the side. Collin opened his eyes and focused on his sir’s face. It was hard to do when he was barely breathing and his vision was getting fuzzy. He should probably breathe. Breathing was good. Sometimes he found himself thinking so hard he forgot to do it.

      Mr. Moreau studied his face, waiting. Collin blinked. Air was good. He was getting air. And Mr. Moreau’s face was clearer now.

      Mr. Moreau nodded as if a concern had been eased. Then he tilted his head, and pure mischief filled his eyes. “What did I tell you about your hole?”

      “That it should be seen, sir.” Collin tried to hide his face. Why did he have to make him SAY it?

      “Then arch your back, mon petit chaton.”

      Collin whimpered and obeyed. Everything was running through him; there was a roaring in his ears.

      “When you have a new pet under you, Damian,” Mr. Reevesworth said, “and they are skittish like this one, make sure they know where you are. Like I’m doing here.” Mr. Reevesworth ran his hand up and down Collin’s back and stroked his thigh. “Sometimes you want to drag out the moment right before penetration. That moment is just as important, if not more important, to the psychological aspects of play for a submissive as the moment of being breached.” He massaged the base of Collin’s spine, one finger trailing toward Collin’s hole but not quite touching, then retreating up to Collin’s back.

      Small, desperate sounds tumbled out of Collin’s throat as he trembled. Please, please let me do this. I want to do this. Why is it so scary?

      “Take your thumbs, Pup, and massage around his opening. As much as you want to leave an impression with the first thrust, you want it to be about being opened, filled, and claimed, not broken. So, massage around that ring right as you prepare to enter—at least until you know the pet well enough to know how their hole will accept you.”

      “Yes, sir.” Damian’s thumbs pressed against the edge of the muscular ring of Collin’s hole. It felt good. The fear receded, and the good embarrassment won for just a second, making Collin soft and weepy.

      Then the head of Damian’s hard cock poked at Collin’s balls as he worked, reminding Collin of what was about to come. Raw fear surged.

      “Damian,” he whispered.

      Damian’s hands stilled, but they didn’t lift away. “Yes, Collin?”

      “We’re still…kink brothers, right? Even after you fuck me?”

      Damian’s hands slid down Collin’s thighs. He sank down on his heels and pressed a kiss to Collin’s hip. “Yes, Collin. Still kink brothers.” He wrapped his arms around Collin’s legs in a hug and squeezed. “I think the world of you, and that’s not going to change. Remember, you’re helping me. You’re teaching me.”

      “Okay.” Collin sniffed.

      “Do you need to safe word, Collin?” Mr. Reevesworth said softly. He stroked the hair back from Collin’s face.

      “No. I want to, it’s just…” Collin blinked hard, trying to stop shaking.

      “He’s literally about to become the entire family’s fucktoy, Richard,” Mr. Moreau said. “I think he just realized that, didn’t you, pet?”

      “Yes, sir.” Collin smiled tremulously up at him.

      Mr. Reevesworth leaned down, kissing his forehead. “I have you, Collin. Every humiliation, every submission, every surrender I ask of you means you are mine. You are safe. You are wanted. You are treasured.”

      Collin shuddered. He raised his head meeting his Master’s eyes. “I feel that there’s no going back, sir.”

      “There’s no going back from every moment of our lives, beautiful boy.” Richard slid his fingers into Collin’s mouth. “There is only rebirth.”

      Only rebirth. The words rang in Collin’s ears. Not being broken but being made new. He swallowed around his Master’s fingers and drew back slowly, kissing the tips.

      “I’m yours, sir.”

      “Damian?”

      “I’m good, sir.”

      Mr. Reevesworth shifted on the bed and lifted Collin’s head and shoulders into his lap. “Wrap your arms around me, kitten. Pup is going to fuck you while I hold you.”

      Collin’s head went on Mr. Reevesworth’s thigh, and his arms wrapped around his waist. Mr. Reevesworth reached over the arch of Collin’s back and ran his palm over his upturned ass. He stroked Collin’s hole. There was no stopping the reflective spasm. He was so sensitive there. Mr. Reevesworth gripped Collin’s thighs and pulled them forward, leaving his ass even more upturned.

      Collin gasped.

      Mr. Moreau moved around the bed and sat where Collin could see him.

      “Isn’t he beautiful, Pup?” Mr. Reevesworth murmured to Damian.

      “Yes, sir.”

      “So obedient for us.” Mr. Reevesworth kissed Collin’s lower back, just above his ass. “I want to see you inside my kitten.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      Damian’s hands settled on Collin’s rear. He shuffled between Collin’s thighs, kissing them and taking over for Mr. Reevesworth’s hands, resettling Collin so he knelt comfortably with access.

      Mr. Reevesworth spread Collin’s hole with his thumbs. “Still wet for you, Pup.”

      “So perfect,” Damian murmured. And then he was pressing his cock against Collin’s hole.

      Damian sank into him without resistance. How could there be any? He couldn’t close his legs. Couldn’t even push back. His hole had been stretched and lubricated, and he was pinned between two men, splayed open. Tears slid from his eyes and splatted down on the bed.

      I’m submissive. This is my place. So submissive. Clay in his Master’s hands. And he wanted nothing else.

      Damian settled against Collin’s ass, his cock encased in Collin’s channel to the hilt. He swirled his hips, groaning.

      “So good, sir.”

      “Take your time, Pup. Enjoy him.”

      Collin released one arm from around Mr. Reevesworth’s waist and reached for Émeric. The Frenchman took his hand and squeezed.

      Damian surged inside him, hard and slow, hands gripping Collin’s hips like an absolution and a salvation.

      “Needed this, sir,” Damian whispered. “Feels so good, little brother.”

      Something flushed through Collin’s nerves. He was crying harder but smiling at his sir and hugging Richard hard around his waist. He wished he could hug Damian, but all he could do was tighten his channel around Damian’s cock. Émeric wiped tears from Collin’s face. Once or twice, he looked up and nodded, and Collin knew Richard was using Émeric to check on him.

      He was loved. He was precious. Richard’s hands were roaming his body. Damian was gripping him like the last good thing on earth. And Émeric was watching him with nothing but wonder and joy.

      He must have slipped through reality into some other place. A place where he had gone to his knees and it was safe. No, more than safe.

      A roar filled his ears, and he convulsed, trembling through something that wasn’t an orgasm so much as a wave of an emotion.

      “Damian. Please.”

      “Collin.” Damian’s voice broke.

      Collin shuddered. He gripped Richard harder with his one arm, squeezing the man’s waist against his neck and shoulder. His Master pressed kisses against every part of Collin he could reach with his lips.

      It was a storm. Collin let go. His body moved, rolling back against Damian, caught up in the passion and the need. He writhed on Damian’s cock, squeezing and caressing it with his channel and his thoughts. He wanted Damian to feel wanted, powerful, beautiful.

      Memories of the energy that had flowed between him and Richard before came back. Collin pulled on that energy. His master was all around him, cradling him like something precious even while offering him up. Collin’s hole spasmed, feeling his Master’s hands pulling his cheeks apart even more, holding him in place even as Collin’s body twisted and shuddered.

      “Take it, little one. Let Damian have you. My gift to him. You’re making him sweat, precious boy. You’re going to wring him dry.”

      Guh! He wanted to give to Damian, to be given to his kink brother, to take him to that place of bliss he’d seen on his men’s faces when he brought them pleasure. His heart reached out, willing his love and offering toward Damian. And there, reaching back for him was Damian’s power and his own passion. His adoration for Collin and Collin’s submission to their dom. It was in the man’s hands, on the man’s lips in each pant and half-broken word of praise and thanks. It was in the hardness of his cock, slamming into Collin’s body, rooting into Collin’s heat. The man could fuck. He was all rounded muscle and thick forearms against Collin’s waist and hard, contracting quadriceps pressing against the inside of Collin’s splayed thighs.

      Damian cried out, his rhythm stumbling. Over Collin’s back, Émeric and Richard kissed. And they were part of the energy too, two spinning balls of light in Collin’s mind, exchanging endlessly, then sinking into Collin, blending with him and Richard, then him and Damian.

      Cum spat into Collin’s sensitive hole. Damian bore down, cock jerking. Chest heaving, he rested on Collin’s back.

      Collin whimpered.

      “Let me, Pup.”

      Damian drew out and dropped to the side. Richard’s legs came out from under Collin. He flipped him onto his back and slammed into Collin’s stretched, tender hole.

      Collin’s back bowed off the bed. His head fell back, and he screamed. His knees came up, clenching around his Master’s hips, but his Master was already pulling back, pumping into Collin again. He pushed Collin’s legs higher, over his shoulders, and now there was nothing Collin could do to slow him down or control the depth of his Master’s cock owning him.

      Wrecking him.

      It was thunder and lightning in his nerves. It was a bright burn in his channel. He gripped at his Master’s shoulders.

      “Can you bear just a moment longer, precious boy?”

      “Master.”

      Richard’s breathing rumbled through his chest, harsh and ragged. His forehead dropped to Collin’s shoulder as he thrust, shoving Collin up the bed. Émeric braced Collin from behind. Richard only pumped harder.

      He erupted, his teeth sinking into Collin’s shoulder, a roar pouring out his throat. Boneless, he let go of Collin’s legs.

      Collin gasped for air. His insides were so wet. He stared at the ceiling, hands moving weakly in his Master’s hair. Fucked. He was so well fucked. So wanted. It was glorious.

      “Richard, may I?” Émeric whispered into Richard’s ear. French fell from his lips, tender and desirous.

      “Have me, mon amour, but I can’t move, not yet.”

      “I’ll move for you; hold the boys.” Émeric lay Collin down full on the bed.

      Richard reached for Damian, still sprawled limp on the bed beside him and Collin. “Here, Pup.”

      Damian scooted over, lying beside Collin beneath Richard, their limbs tangling together. Collin rolled on his side, sliding his leg over Damian’s and pulling him close. He kissed Damian with his mouth closed, tender caresses on the edge of his lips. Damian hugged him close.

      Richard gathered them both together under him, crushing them together under his chest, so that they both had to lie on their sides, turning their heads to face him.

      “My boys. My beautiful boys.” He kissed Damian, then Collin. Then his head fell forward between them, and he groaned. “Émeric.”

      “So tight, my love.”

      Mr. Reevesworth swore in French, or at least it seemed that he did. Émeric laughed and did something that had Richard groaning into Damian and Collin. They were so close together between his arms braced on the bed. As his head fell forward, half his face was pressed against Damian’s chest and half against Collin. Collin kissed his hair and nuzzled him. Richard pushed up, rocking back and forth.

      Émeric continued murmuring in French. Richard answered in the same; between words, he kissed Damian’s shoulder and the bite marks on Collin’s neck and rubbed his cheek against their arms. Sweat gathered in his hair, mingling with the luster that had long since graced both Damian’s and Collin’s bodies from their earlier exercise.

      “S’il te plaît,” Richard begged. “Ma raison d’être.”

      “Allons, allons.”

      Richard stilled, chest heaving, and bore down, body straining. Collin petted his arm, feeling the muscles standing out in his master’s limb. Émeric groaned from behind his husband and moved, rocking Richard back and forth. A rumble grew deep in Richard’s chest. He pushed back.

      So powerful. Collin stroked his chest. Damian lifted himself up on his elbow and mouthed Richard’s nipple. Richard growled, rocking back out of reach of Damian’s tongue. Damian chased him.

      “What are your boys doing?” Émeric asked, voice ragged.

      Richard shook his head.

      Collin smirked. He caught his master’s eye and rose up, trying to catch the other nipple not tended by Damian.

      Richard reared, driving himself back on Émeric. His lover caught him, arm around his chest. They moved together, two gods glistening in sweat, lost in passion, eyes closed. Émeric’s head pressed against the back of Richard’s shoulder. Richard’s belly flexed with the rise and fall of his hips against Émeric’s loins. Collin gripped Damian’s hand. How had he ever come to this place, this moment?

      “Sir.” The benediction and the prayer fell from Damian’s mouth so softly Richard and Émeric could not have heard. Collin turned toward his brother and gripped him in an embrace.

      “Kitten,” Émeric ordered.

      Collin rose up on his knees. Émeric had one hand splayed over Richard’s belly now, the other at his throat. “Kiss him.”

      Yes! Collin pressed forward, sliding his knees on either side of one of his master’s. He reached up and cupped Richard’s face between his hands, pressing his open mouth to his master’s lips.

      Richard gripped him, claiming control of the kiss. Blissful weakness flowed through Collin’s limbs, and he went limp, mouth open, hands pressed against his master’s shoulders as Richard mapped his mouth owning him.

      Richard let him go and roared, bucking up and back. Émeric laughed. Richard held Collin in one arm and grabbed Damian around the back of the head. Damian had found his chest and clamped Richard’s nipple between his teeth. Like Collin, he was kneeling over Richard’s other knee, a light of triumph in his eyes.

      “Pup. I will hurt you. I swear.”

      “Kitten, do the other one,” Émeric ordered.

      “No, Émeric, no.” Richard begged more in French, voice raw and frantic. Collin slid down beside Damian, licking and sucking his master’s chest. His hand slid down between Richard’s legs and found Damian’s hand already there.

      Damian let go of Richard’s chest for a moment. “Kitten, help me?” He pushed a syringe of lube into Collin’s hand. “Prep me?”

      Never done that before. Then again, there was so much of this day he’d never done before. Nuzzling his master’s chest, Collin reached down and found Damian’s hole. There was already a little lube smeared there. Enough he could get the syringe inside. He emptied it into Damian.

      Damian groaned, losing his bite on Richard’s chest. His head bounced as Richard moved with the force of Émeric’s thrust.

      “So close,” Émeric growled.

      Damian dropped his hand to Richard’s cock. “Don’t come, sir. Take me.”

      Richard groaned. He gripped Damian with one hand and reached back, pulling Émeric in toward him with the other.

      “We’re…not alone, Pup.”

      “Please, sir.”

      Collin slid one finger inside his kink brother. Damian must have done some work already. Collin pulled out and thrust with two. Damian shuddered; he moved back on Collin’s fingers and mouthed Richard’s shoulders and arm with open-mouth kisses.

      “Émeric?” Richard gasped.

      “Kitten, pet,” Émeric ordered, “wrap your hand around your master’s cock and squeeze.”

      Somewhere, something in the bed cracked

      “Fuck,” Richard bellowed. He bucked in Collin’s hands.

      Eyes wide, Collin looked up at his master. It was impossible that he was holding back his master’s desire, this powerful god of a man. His cock throbbed along Collin’s palms. Precum leaked from the slit. Collin gripped tighter. He was not going to be the reason Damian was disappointed.

      Richard looked down at Collin, and Richard’s belly rolled as he drove himself back on Émeric’s cock. Sweat ran down his cheeks. His muscles were large and warm from work, his chest littered with marks from Collin and Damian’s teeth and his belly covered with marks from their nails. When had they done that?

      “Ah putain, j'arrive.” Émeric thrust one more time and howled. Richard twisted around, sealing his mouth over Émeric’s. For a long moment, they kissed as Émeric trembled through the last of his orgasm. 

      Richard pulled away with a growl. “Pup.”

      Damian rolled onto his belly and spread his legs. Collin let go of his master’s cock as Richard reached for Damian.

      Richard covered Damian with his entire body, shaking fiercely. He bent down whispering something in Damian’s ear.

      Damian nodded. His hand shot out and gripped Richard’s hand, squeezing it. “Sir.”

      Richard raised his hips, gripped his cock, and speared Damian, sinking down into him until they were both flat on the mattress.

      Collin stared for a moment. In his peripheral vision, Émeric swayed. Collin moved to him.

      Émeric wrapped his arms around Collin. “Down. Need to lay down. Let me hold you. My thighs are on fire.”

      He maneuvered both of them to supine postures on the mattress, Collin’s back to his front, so they were both facing Richard and Damian. Richard had pulled Damian to the right side of the bed and was grinding his cock into Damian’s ass deep and slow. Their faces were turned away, and they were murmuring to each other.

      Émeric heartbeat thumped against Collin’s back. His breath still came quickly, but it was slowing. He ran his hand down Collin’s chest and stroked his cock.

      Collin bucked up into his hand. “Émeric Sir.”

      Émeric laughed, a little weariness in the tone but pleased and content. He pushed Collin half onto his front, still playing with Collin’s cock with one hand, and pulled Collin’s cheeks apart with his other. Collin whimpered. The predatory strength emanating out of his Sir made him pliant and weak. He drew up his leg, offering Émeric more room.

      “So wet in here, boy,” Émeric whispered. “So used. Can you feel how you’ve pleased us?”

      “Yes, sir.” Collin whimpered.

      Émeric’s fingers in his hole were making squelching sounds; not even the rocking of the bed as Richard drilled Damian less than three feet away could have drowned them out.

      Émeric kissed Collin’s forehead. “My precious little milk boy. So pliant and willing. So giving. So tender. Are you tender here, precious boy? Are you sore?”

      “A little, sir.”

      Émeric swirled his fingers around. “I want to see you taken one more time. Richard”—he raised his voice—“do you think your Pup could drill the kitten for us one more time?”

      Richard grinned like a wolf. “Isn’t the poor thing sore?”

      Émeric chuckled. He pressed his fingers against Collin’s poor, abused prostate. “Yes. I want him crying and whimpering and weak for the rest of the day.”

      Richard leaned down and spoke in Damian’s ear. Damian turned his head, meeting Collin’s eyes. “Yes, sir.”

      “Then don’t come,” Richard ordered. He fucked in and out of Damian’s hole again. “You feel so good around me, Pup.”

      “Missed you, sir,” Damian whispered. He reached for Richard’s hand again.

      Richard kissed his cheek. “Shall I take it that you want this more often, boy?”

      Damian nodded.

      “My big bad lawyer still wants to be my good pup? Do you want me to pet you and hold you sometimes until you go out and take on the world?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Then that’s what we’ll do.” Richard pulled Damian’s hips off the bed and reached under him. “Are you hard, boy?”

      “Almost?”

      “Hmm. Maybe you’ll be hard enough to make our little one cry by the time I’m finished with you.”

      Collin gripped Émeric’s wrist. “Fuck, sir.”

      Émeric rolled him over so they were face to face, leaving just one finger in Collin’s hole but holding it still. He kissed Collin gently. “We have cream, mon petit chaton, and I’ll make it a little easier on you.” He reached for more lube and rolled Collin onto his back, kissing him while he lubed Collin’s hole.

      Fuck. He still wanted this. His cock was still hard. Collin dragged his fingernails down his sir’s chest. He was going to do that not-coming-but-coming thing again where his skin broke out in a million bits of tingly bliss.

      Richard groaned. Émeric raised his head and grinned. Richard had both arms wrapped around Damian and was rolling his hips against Damian’s ass, the muscles in his back rippling as he orgasmed into his pup.

      Émeric kissed Collin on the lips one more time and turned him over into the middle of the bed on his back. “Pull your knees up and spread them, little one. Show Damian where he’s supposed to go.”

      Collin obeyed.

      Richard slid off Damian and lay spent on the bed. He turned, smiling, and slapped Damian’s ass. “Good boy. Do you want to come again?”

      Damian pulled himself up on all fours. “Yes, sir.” His cock was hard and curving up toward his belly underneath him.

      Collin swallowed convulsively, looking at it.

      Richard pressed a kiss to Damian’s arm. “Do you think kitten’s pretty hole can take you again, Pup?”

      “Yes, sir.” Damian’s eyes slid down Collin’s body to the cleft of his ass.

      Blood tingled in Collin’s cheeks. He could feel the wet slick and cum seeping out of him. And yet he was still there, holding himself open, defenseless, fucked, soft, sore, and waiting.

      “Such a beautiful fucktoy,” Émeric murmured, kissing Collin’s cheek, “so good for us.” He turned Collin’s face toward him. “Don’t look at Damian, kitten. Look at me. I want to watch your eyes as he spears you.”

      Damian legs framed Collin’s ass. His hands gripped his hips, steadying Collin to take his cock. Émeric held Collin’s face in his hand.

      “Don’t let go of your legs, boy. Hold yourself open. Such a good boy. So brave for us.”

      Richard moved closer. “Don’t stop, Pup. He’s fucked open. Just take him and cum.”

      Émeric stroked Collin’s cheek. “Such a good boy.”

      Damian’s cock touched Collin’s hole, and the man surged, driving his entire length in at once.

      With his legs ups and splayed, all Collin could do was take it. Embarrassing squelching sounds filled the room. Collin’s eye’s never left Émeric’s even as the aching sides of his channel parted under Damian’s thrust and his body rocked.

      “That’s it. Such a good boy. Pretty kitten.” Émeric stroked Collin’s cheek and neck. 

      Being taken like this again burned. Émeric dropped his hand to Collin’s imprisoned nipple and scraped his fingernail across the bud. Collin keened. Émeric wrapped one arm around Collin’s thigh as Collin let go, holding him open and down.

      Richard gripped his other thigh and ordered, “Keep fucking him, Pup” He plucked at Collin’s other nipple.

      Pain turned to stars. Sensation turned to energy. Relieved of holding his legs, Collin let go, twisting and writhing between his doms, his hole spasming and sucking at Damian’s cock.

      From one moment to the next, everything went from almost too much to not enough.

      “More, please.” He gripped Richard’s hair, pulling on it, desperate. His other hand gripped blindly against Émeric’s back, finding the base of his neck and pulling his sir down against his chest. Émeric sucked on his chest, biting his skin. Damian’s hands were on his hips. Collin kicked until they pinned him down, and then he twisted, barely able to move, begging. There were tears, so many tears, and lips against his lips, and skin against his skin.

      “Cum, Damian,” Richard demanded.

      And there was more spunk inside of him. He was full, so full, and so spent.

      Damian fell against him, forcing Collin’s legs even wider, but the weight was good. The weight was right. Collin reached down, soothing himself with his hands running over Damian’s head and heaving shoulders. A white, almost painful feeling of bliss rolled through him again as Damian’s cock twitched inside him. For a moment, he knew nothing. Nothing but the weight of his kink brother on his chest and the press of his doms on either side of him, the scent of strong healthy sweat on his skin, and the smell of spent men.

      Émeric caught a tear on the edge of Collin’s eye. “You cry so beautifully, pet.”

      Collin turned toward his sir. He smiled. “For you, sir.”

      Richard kissed his neck, and Collin looked the other way. Their lips met. Soft now. Gentle. Richard drew back.

      Pride. That was pride in his Master’s eyes. Collin smiled back. More tears ran down his temples. He hugged Damian harder, still looking up at his Master. “Was I a good gift, Master?”

      “Beautiful, my own. You are beautiful.” He kissed Collin again, his hand joining Collin’s on Damian’s back, petting his Pup. Then he leaned over Damian and Collin and pressed his lips against Émeric’s.
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        * * *

      

      They didn’t move for a long time, not until the sweat had cooled. Damian wiggled back and finally pushed himself up on his hands and knees.

      The bed underneath them made an ominous sound.

      “You broke another bed.” Collin giggled. He looked between his doms. “You broke another bed already!”

      Émeric started to laugh, but the bed creaked again.

      “That’s it”—Damian started to edge to the side of the mattress—“no laughing until we’re safely off. I, personally, have seen enough hospitals for this family in the last few weeks.”

      “Stay, pet.” Émeric put a hand on Collin’s shoulder. “You shouldn’t move. We’ll carry you.”

      “And you’re the lightest.” Richard maneuvered himself off his side of the bed and ducked down, looking under it. “Damian, if we stabilize the bed, Émeric can lift Collin, I think.”

      “Is it fixable?” Damian gripped the frame on his side, mirroring Richard.

      Richard grimaced, cheeks slightly shading with chagrin. “I think not.”

      Émeric sighed. “It seems the only safe bed for all of us is the master one.”

      “You mean the one you reinforced with steel and bolted into the structure of the building?” Damian snarked.

      Émeric bubbled with laughter, glancing toward his husband.

      Richard shook his head. “Please retrieve our kitten, mon amour, before he becomes part and parcel of the furniture.”
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        * * *

      

      Richard filled the bottom of the bathtub with water and fetched a wooden ladle the size of a two-quart pot. While Richard prepared, Émeric sat on the stool, never letting Collin go, cradled in his arms. And that was good. Collin was sore in the best way. Nothing wanted to move. Needy did not begin to cover what he felt. He wanted to crawl inside his sir’s skin. Twelve inches would be too far away to be separated right now.

      Richard climbed into the tub and held out his arms to take Collin. Damian joined them, helping to hold Collin’s head up. Even that required too much work. Richard washed him using the wooden ladle to wet and rinse him.

      “Feel drunk,” Collin whispered.

      “You’re crashed.” Damian pressed a kiss to Collin’s shoulder.

      Émeric came back with a tray of juice and water for everyone. Richard let the water out of the bottom of the tub and brought Damian and Collin towels. Then he set the tray down where Damian could reach it on the bench built around the tub.

      “Are you good with Damian holding you, precious boy?” Richard asked.

      Collin nodded, blinking sleepily. Damian’s chest was nice to lean on. And the man was warm. He smelled good. The same as his master and his sir, now that they were all covered in the same soap.

      “Are you good with holding him, Damian?” Richard asked.

      “Yes, sir. I’ll call if anything changes.”

      “Good boy.”

      Richard squeezed Damian’s shoulder. Émeric handed Richard a cup of juice, still drinking his own. Then they went into the shower together.

      “I’ve never seen them like this before,” Damian murmured.

      “Like what?”

      “Mr. Reevesworth—Richard—I’ve never seen him bottom for Émeric. I knew he did, but…” Damian’s voice trailed off in awe. He shook his head and reached for Collin’s cup. “You need to drink more, but slowly, okay?”

      “Okay.” Collin tried to grip the glass.

      Damian huffed. “Let me help, bro. I fucked you twice. Rest.”

      Collin giggled. And even that sounded funny to his ears, so he giggled some more. “You fucked me twice, and Master fucked me, and sir was in me, and sir milked me. I’m…something…” He giggled some more.

      Damian chuckled, a little bit of exhaustion in his own tone. “You’re fucked out, bro.”

      Collin swallowed more juice and closed his eyes, head down on Damian’s shoulder again. He patted Damian’s chest. “You’re good. You feel good. And you’re nice. Not nice nice but like good nice.”

      Damian pressed his lips to the top of Collin’s head. “You’re so crashing.”

      “I’m spinning off into space.”

      “I got you. You can’t spin off anywhere as long as I’m holding you.” Damian pulled the towels closer around them both. “How’s that?”

      “Good.” Collin let out a huff. “What are they doing?”

      “Connecting, I think. And getting clean.”

      Sometime later, Émeric switched places with Damian. He had a fresh warm towel for Collin from the towel warmer.

      Collin rubbed his face against it. Warm towels were magic.

      Richard came back after a while and helped Émeric and Collin out of the tub. He carried Collin out to the small bed and laid him on his stomach.

      “I’m going to turn on the lights, pet,” Richard said. “Do you mind if I let Damian check you too? We’re going to put salve in your hole and make sure you’re merely sore and nothing else.”

      “I’m good.” Collin smiled back. Gah, he felt drunk.

      “Let me put a towel over your head to help with the light. As soon as we’re done, I’ll lower them again.”

      Salve helped. He was so, so tender. It was impossible to hide his whimpers as Richard and Damian held him open and probed him with gentle fingers. Émeric sat beside Collin’s head and held his hands, his head also under the towel so Collin could see his face.

      “I think I’m tender and crying for you, sir,” Collin whispered.

      Émeric kissed him. “How does it feel?”

      “Like I never want you to stop touching me.”

      “Then we’ll keep touching you. Aftercare goes on for as long as any of us need it. And I need it.” Émeric kissed Collin’s fingers.

      Collin sucked in air and tried to rise. “What do you need, sir. I…”

      Damian and Richard called out, alarmed.

      “Down, Collin.” Émeric put a hand on Collin’s head. “I need this. I need to take care of you and hold you and spoil you. I need the closeness too. And so do Richard and Damian. We’re all getting aftercare from each other. You’re taking care of me by needing me and being soft and clinging after we put you through all that. It tells me that you still trust us, and it soothes something inside that needs love and affection. Maybe one day there will be a scene when you get the water and help with cleanup, but mostly, it will be like this.”

      “Because I’m the submissive.”

      “Because you’re the object of our dominance and the site of our force and exertion, yes.”
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        * * *

      

      Collin spent the rest of the day in one or the other of his dom’s laps, wrapped in blankets. They kept him drinking water and cider. Richard fussed over Émeric and Damian to also eat and drink, and Damian huffed and asked pointed questions to Richard about whether he had done so himself, which led to a friendly wrestling match on the living room floor and both of them leaving to get things from the kitchen. They came back with snacks for everyone for dinner and sat on the floor together in front of the couch where Émeric had Collin lying between his legs.

      Aftercare was good. He could get used to this. Somehow even the soreness and the soft weepiness that came and went was good too. There was no pretending about how spent and wrung out he was, and no one was asking him to be anything but what he was. If anything, they loved it.

      He tangled his fingers in Richard’s hair. His Master had a little red wax-covered cheese in his hands. He turned and kissed Collin’s fingers, still working the cheese open. When he had it out of the wax, he broke it into two pieces, eating one and holding the other to Collin’s mouth. Collin pulled the cheese in with his lips and licked Richard’s fingers.

      Richard’s smile was everything. Collin’s chest swelled. This. He wanted this. Forever.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning Collin and Mr. Reevesworth drove to the bank with their security detail and locked away his grandfather’s record. With that done, a weight slid off Collin’s shoulders.

      He leaned against his master in the car and let out a long sigh. “Thank you.”

      Mr. Reevesworth wrapped an arm around him. “Of course.” His phone rang, and he glanced down at it. “My assistant is checking to see if the designer can come over about Artemis’s cat tree. Unfortunately, it’s going to have to wait until security is less of a risk.” He typed back a response.

      Collin grimaced. “Poor Artemis. How long do you think security will remain high?”

      The car pulled up at the atrium for their building.

      Mr. Reevesworth raised an eyebrow and slid out of the car, reaching back for Collin to help him out. “Everything we worked on last week starts to go public tomorrow.”

      Collin let his dom pull him out and onto his feet. “Your perfect storm, sir?”

      “That is the plan. Let’s enjoy one more day of calm first, though.”

      Damian was on his run with Matthew when they got back. Mr. Reevesworth, Mr. Moreau, and Collin chatted briefly about the contract, but no one had anything they wanted to change after sleeping on it, so they signed it and sent it off to be kept safe, just like the first time Collin signed something with Mr. Reevesworth

      They were holding breakfast for Damian, so Collin and his doms settled in the living room, Mr. Reevesworth with one of his many books and Mr. Moreau with a sketch pad and pencil. Collin fetched his tablet for etiquette class readings, but it was not keeping his attention. Thoughts kept filling his mind, and he found himself staring out the window.

      “Sirs?”

      Both of his doms lowered their work.

      “Yes, pet?” Mr. Reevesworth said.

      Collin tapped his tablet against his chin and pulled his knees up against his chest. “I’m struggling with needing and wanting two things that seem exclusionary. I want to be your kitten, your s-sex kitten.” He stumbled over his words but pulled himself together. “I want to be your toy, your art. And yesterday, that’s all I was thinking about. But today, I also want to be Collin, the man who goes on to get a degree and wears a suit and is respected. And I know, I know, that you both respect me. I know Damian respects me. But it feels like a slippery slope where I won’t want to come back one day, or I won’t be able to come back because I went too far and became something else. How do I hold both extremes inside of me? How can I be your milk boy and a sustainability engineer?” He pulled his hands apart, spreading them palms up, as if he were holding the scales of justice.

      Mr. Reevesworth and Mr. Moreau traded looks.

      “There are good questions,” Mr. Moreau said. “And the simple answer is because you can. You have one part of you with certain people in certain places and other parts of you with other people and in other places. But this probably goes deeper than that.”

      Collin nodded. “It feels like that should be enough of an answer, but…it also feels like I’m missing something.”

      Mr. Reevesworth reached for his phone. “Let’s see if Matthew can come back with Damian early for breakfast. While I have answers for you, answers that combine with how I’ve lived my life when I submitted to Franklin, Matthew can give you a lived experience of a fully submissive man better. This is why community is important.”
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        * * *

      

      Matthew was taller than Collin expected, as tall or taller than Mr. Reevesworth and Mr. Moreau. He had laugh lines around his eyes. He looked closer to forty or forty-five than Damian’s thirty-something. There were white and gray flecks at his temples. Around his neck was a beautiful silver Star of David pendent on a strong matching chain. The tint of the silver complimented his eyes and hair. He carried himself easily, his long slender form defined by runner’s muscles and the shoulders of a climber.

      He had his bag with him, and he and Damian were both still sweaty from the indoor track.

      “Sir, Master Émeric.” He nodded to first one, then the other, and then smiled and held his hand out to Collin. “I’ve heard so much about you. It’s good to finally meet.”

      After so many weeks, seeing Matthew was like coming face-to-face with a legend. This man had been Mr. Reevesworth’s submissive years before Collin had even been of legal age. He swallowed and held out his hand in response. “Thank you for coming.”

      Matthew’s smile brightened his entire face. “I’m told you have questions. Sir”—he looked to Mr. Reevesworth—“may Collin come with me to clean up?”

      “Of course.” Mr. Reevesworth waved Matthew inside. “Use the master bath. Collin will find you extra towels.”

      Matthew knew the layout of the apartment. He headed straight for the master bedroom. Collin trailed in his wake.

      Artemis met Matthew at the door of the bedroom with a meow and accepted three pets as her due before gliding down the hallway toward the smell of Mr. Moreau preparing breakfast.

      Matthew went directly into the bathroom and started stripping down.

      Collin dropped his eyes and hurried to the cabinet for a towel and washcloth. He put the towel over the warming rod and the washcloth in the shower. “Um…I’ll be just outside.”

      “No need unless I make you uncomfortable?” Matthew looked up from where he was pulling off his running socks. “I thought we could talk. Damian said you have questions about how all this works.”

      Collin blushed crimson. “I mean, I do, but you’re showering. I don’t want to intrude.”

      “You’re going to see me naked someday.” Matthew pulled off his shirt. He wore a second light silver chain around his neck, nothing obvious, but an astrolabe pendant hung from the center between his breastbones. It was easily missed when he wore a shirt.

      “Is that from your…mistress?”

      Matthew touched the pendent and smiled. “Yes, it’s from Hypatia, my domme. And so is everything else you’re about to see.” He shrugged out of his running shorts, displaying a thick ring around the base of his cock and balls with three thin chains cupping his ball sack and coming together over his cock around a bright blue gemstone encased in a gold setting.

      “That’s beautiful.” How could one not stare?

      Mathew cupped himself so Collin could see the jewelry better. “My domme appreciates craftsmanship.” A tinge of pride laced his voice.

      “And you wear that running?”

      Matthew laughed and turned away to start the water. “It took me a while to get used to it, but she pointed out that I’m just as much hers while exercising as I am at any other time. If it breaks and falls off, that is on her and her decision to make.”

      Collin’s raised both eyebrows. “That’s a lot of money.”

      Matthew nodded. He tested the water with his hand. “We have the money, but it’s still hard to be completely comfortable with it. We don’t overspend on most things, but I’m her very unguilty pleasure. And I’ve come to accept that the craftspeople who make these kinds of things, at least the ones my domme buys from, need people to buy what their imaginations compel them to make. I can’t feel guilty about that.”

      Collin nodded. “Solid justification.”

      Matthew shot him a smile as he stepped under the water. “It is. So, tell me what Richard says is sending you for a tailspin. By all accounts, Richard is beyond pleased with you.”

      Collin crossed his arms and dropped his eyes. “I’m struggling with how much I want to be my master’s and my sir’s fucktoy but also how much I really want to have a career and be respected. Yesterday, we were all together. I went really, really deep. And it was good. Beyond good. But today I woke up scared. Like the real world came rushing back, and now I have two of me, and I don’t know what to do with them.”

      Matthew filled his palm with shampoo. “Does it feel like you can’t be both?”

      “I don’t know how to be both. I’m scared of how far fucktoy is from public me. Sometimes here in The Residency, I can see myself just staying naked, being a sex kitten or a sex toy for everyone present, and having nothing else on my mind but what they want. And I love it. I love how I feel about myself. I love what I give to everyone else. I love what they give to me. But that doesn’t mix with everything else I’ve worked so hard for the last twenty-plus years of my life. I’m scared to turn my brain off and drop all the thinking, and planning, and strategizing and learning, everything that’s been what I’ve been doing until now.”

      Matthew ran his hands through his hair, spreading the shampoo around one more time, then stretched, and stepped out of the water where he could meet Collin’s eyes. “Did you ever turn you brain off, just rest, before you came here?

      “Rest?” Collin laughed. “No, not really. That’s part of how I ended up here.”

      Matthew chuckled. “So I heard.” He took a turn under the water and stepped back out of the spray. “Do you know what I do?”

      “No.”

      “I’m a city planner. I strategize development and project needs ten, twenty, thirty years into the future. And I’m one of the best at what I do. Do you know why?”

      “You’re smart? Educated? Have a head for it?”

      Matthew nodded, head waffling a bit side to side. “Yes, I’m all of those things. But one thing that I have that many others don’t is, at least once a week, I turn it all off. I let it rest. I tap into other parts of myself. I let that part of me sleep, and I lay at Hypatia’s feet. If you go so far in one direction, you have to go that far in the other direction to create internal balance. Some of my colleagues go home and scream at their wives and children and get drunk. I go home, strip off my clothes, put on my cuffs, slide a remote stim up my anus, go into the living room, and kneel on my pillow. And when Hypatia is about ten minutes away, she turns on the stim so that when she walks through the door I’m waiting for her, hard and desperate. And then she pets me and cuddles me and lets me sit at her feet while she tells me about her day and we drink tea together.”

      “What’s her profession?”

      “She’s a brain surgeon.”

      “Wow.”

      “Yes. No matter what happens at work, whether or not she can save a life, she knows that she has to come home, that she has to be there for me. That I’m going to be there for her. That my submission is there for her and that I need her dominance. Without it, I can’t be the submissive I am. And without me, she can’t be the domme that she is. We serve each other and we free each other. And because we are so anchored, because we are so solid and we rest and play as hard as we work, we can be everything that we are, in both places. When the alarm on my phone goes off, I’m done. I close down my office and I leave. No one can guilt me into staying because I am committed to my domme. And when I show up for work, having left, have rested that part of my brain, I can do brilliant things again the next day. I’m better now than the days I worked longer hours because I sleep, I eat, and I walk away and do other things.”

      Collin rubbed his eyes and blinked. Could it really be so simple?

      Hadn’t it already been that simple?
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        * * *

      

      Mr. Moreau and Mr. Reevesworth were in the living room drinking coffee, Mr. Reevesworth was on the couch and Mr. Moreau was in the chair across from him when Collin and Matthew returned from the shower. Mr. Reevesworth stood up and held out his arms to Matthew. They embraced for a long moment, and Mr. Reevesworth kissed the side of Matthew’s head before stepping back. Matthew’s eyes were lowered, and he was smiling. He went around the coffee table to the window side and sank to his knees on a cushion with all the grace of a dancer.

      Collin stood uncertainly at the end of the couch. What were the rules? Clearly, Matthew knew something or had a routine. Did that change his?

      He looked to Mr. Reevesworth.

      “Here, pet.” Mr. Reevesworth pulled Collin down sideways into his lap.

      Damian arrived a few moments later, barely toweled dry, clothes sticking to him. “Apologies for being late.”

      “Only the last one to arrive,” Mr. Moreau said. He stood up and took the lid off the serving bowl, revealing potatoes, bacon, and eggs. “We made Matthew’s favorite.”

      Matthew’s smile broke out like the sun.

      Damian joined Matthew on the floor at the coffee table. The two of them made up plates for everyone.

      Mr. Reevesworth held up his palm when Damian reached for a fifth plate. “Just put Collin’s food with mine, Pup. Thank you.”

      “Yes, sir.” Damian put the plate back and retrieved Mr. Reevesworth’s.

      Matthew added food to it. “I think that’s all that will fit, sir. I can add more later.”

      “Good call, Matthew. Thank you.”

      Collin pushed his hands down between his thighs since now he had nothing to do with them. His face burned.

      Mr. Reevesworth pulled him in and whispered in his ear. “We can eat like this, pretty boy. Or you can be my good little kitten, we can take off your clothes, and you can eat breakfast on your knees in front of me.”

      In front of Matthew, sir? was on the tip of his tongue. But Mr. Reevesworth already knew that. He wouldn’t be asking unless he was certain. So, the choice was up to him.

      Collin’s cheeks colored. “On my knees, sir.”

      “Thank you, kitten.” Mr. Reevesworth kissed his cheeks. “Let’s get these clothes off of you.”

      Collin leaned forward, and Mr. Reevesworth pulled his shirt over his head. Then he dropped his hand to Collin’s waistband and pulled it away. Collin lifted his hips, and his dom stripped him bare. For a long moment, he just stared at himself.

      Matthew’s right behind me. Blood tingled in his cheeks; he curled up against Mr. Reevesworth’s chest, every brush of cloth against his skin reminding him he was the only naked one in the room. His heart thumped in his chest, and he squeezed his eyes shut.

      “There you are. I have you. My brave little pet.” Richard stroked his back.

      Collin shivered and blinked. His cock was starting to get hard. If only he had the cock cage on. But no, it was still off.

      “On the floor, kitten. Kneel facing me.”

      Somehow, he made his body move, sliding down off the couch and getting on his knees, back to the coffee table, front facing his Master.

      Richard slid a finger under Collin’s chin and lifted his face. “Good boy. Now spread your legs and hold your wrists behind your back.”

      Blood pounded in Collin’s ears. He gripped his wrist and widened his stance.

      Richard plucked one of Collin’s bruised nipples. “So good, kitten. Now we eat breakfast.”

      Behind Collin, everyone else poured drinks and chatted. Silverware made small noises against plates. He couldn’t watch them, and that made sounds so much louder as he tried to picture what they were doing.

      Richard tapped his lips. “Pay attention, pet. Open.”

      Collin parted his lips. A cube of potato pressed against his tongue. He pulled it into his mouth and chewed. Richard said something to Émeric, then turned to Matthew, and asked after his work. Every few moments, he chose something else with his fingers from his plate and held it to Collin’s mouth.

      I’m his. A little bit of pride sparked inside of Collin’s chest. It was still embarrassing as hell. He couldn’t bring himself to look at anyone but Richard, but he also wasn’t sure if he was supposed to. His back was to the room, and he’d have to break posture to see anyone.

      In time, quiet filled Collin’s head. Naked, on his knees, it was peaceful. He didn’t have to worry about what to say, trying to make the right expressions, or about whether or not Matthew was better at being Richard’s submissive than he was. He just was Richard’s submissive. On his knees, naked between his Master’s feet, the world was small and safe.

      “You need to give you knees a break,” Richard said softly, pushing away the plate. “Turn around and take the rest position. Then I’ll give you coffee.”

      Collin swallowed twice. His let go of his wrist and pressed his hands against his Master’s thighs. Richard waited. Behind them, Damian went on talking about something to do with South Korea and legislation. Matthew was asking questions.

      He could do this. He wanted to do this. He wanted to give this to Richard and Émeric and…even to himself. Somehow, there was freedom on the other side of turning around. Clothes did not make the man. But choices and who he had in his life and what actions he took did. He could be brave because, no matter what Matthew might say or do, he knew how Richard, and Émeric, even Damian had looked at him yesterday, how they had cared for him.

      Collin let go of Richard’s thighs and turned around. He leaned back against the couch and tucked his legs to the right, catching them behind Richard’s foot. Richard moved, pinning Collin’s left shoulder under his knee.

      “There you go, pet. Good boy.” He stroked Collin’s neck and shoulder. “Émeric, could we have some coffee for Collin?”

      “Certainly.” Émeric reached for the coffee pot. “Kitten, do you want any cream, sugar?”

      Collin blushed fiercely. Cream! Gah! “No, sir. Just coffee, please.”

      “Man after my own heart.” Matthew raised his own cup. “Unless it’s cold coffee, then I need cream.”

      Collin’s pulse rose at that word. Cream. “I think I’ll leave the cream to Mr. Moreau,” he said.

      Matthew glanced between Collin and Mr. Moreau. A pleased, secret smile danced on the Frenchman’s face.

      “Oh,” Matthew said. “I see.” Then he grinned at Collin. “It’s a problem when our doms corrupt certain words for us, isn’t it?”

      “Maybe.” Collin smiled with embarrassment. He held up his hands and accepted coffee from his sir. It smelled amazing.

      Between his legs, his cock hardened even more, but at least he didn’t have to worry about combusting from embarrassment.

      Someone…not naming names…had milked him dry.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      After Matthew left half an hour later, Collin took a call with Alice to confirm her trip for the following weekend while Mr. Reevesworth spent time with Damian. Then, Mr. Moreau invited him to go to the gym with him. Their security detail joined them.

      Collin’s phone rang while he was on the elliptical. His caller ID read Techno Mage. Collin chuckled and picked it up. “Hey, Ash. Did you change your name in my phone?”

      “Yes.”

      “I’m not even going to ask how. What’s up?”

      “How did you know you like guys?”

      “Um…” Collin gripped the handhold on his machine and glanced over his shoulder, slowing down a tad. There wasn’t anyone too close by. “Why do you want to know?”

      “Because Ellisandre says I have technophilia and that I have more computers than you have men, but I don’t think I do. It’s not the same, right? I mean, I know there are movies about people falling in love with AIs. My computers don’t talk to me like that. I don’t even have one of those virtual computer dating games.”

      “Technophilia doesn’t mean sexual attraction. It just means you like technology.” Thank goodness, he wasn’t moving too fast so he could still talk.

      “Oh.” Ash was quiet for a moment. “So how do you know if you like people?”

      Collin bit his cheeks to keep from saying something inappropriate. “It’s different for everyone. When I was your age, I knew I didn’t want to date girls though, but I didn’t mind the idea of kissing a guy, so I figured I was gay.”

      “What if you’re nobody sexual? Like you don’t want to think about doing it with anyone?”

      “Then you could be on the ace spectrum. Also totally normal.”

      “What is Ellisandre?”

      “You would have to ask them.”

      Ash made a low negative sound. “Ellisandre’s encryption is airtight. I gotta go. Ms. Linda is here. Bye.” He hung up.

      Collin stared at his phone with both eyebrows raised and shook his head. Kids.
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        * * *

      

      After a break and a nap, Mr. Moreau picked out pants and a shirt for Collin and invited him into the kitchen to cook dinner for everyone that night. Hypatia and Matthew would be back over in a couple hours, and Mr. Moreau had planned to make harira chicken soup among other things.

      He fussed a little as they set the spices—fresh and dry—on the counter to be prepped into the harira base. “Cumin, red chilis, garlic. Can you get the fresh coriander from the fridge?”

      Collin fetched it. “What else?”

      “I’ll get the rest. Start peeling the garlic, please. Usually, the mix should be allowed to set for at least half a day, longer if possible, but it will still be good. The leftovers will be even better.”

      “Everything you make tastes good.”

      Mr. Moreau shook his head. “Wait until I take you to some places. Then you’ll learn just how much more there is for me to master in a kitchen.”

      Mr. Moreau started crushing the red chilis. “What do you think of meeting Matthew?”

      “He’s kind.” Collin rolled a clove of garlic in his hand, checking that all the papery skin was really off. “He has a lot to give.”

      Mr. Moreau took one of Collin’s hands in his and pulled him closer. “It’s one of the reasons I wanted you to meet him. You’re alike in that aspect. Matthew has always been soft, beautiful, perceptive. It was a joy to have him in The Residency.”

      “How did Matthew go from being Richard’s submissive to being Hypatia’s?”

      “They met during a social event and became friends. Over time, as they got closer, both of them realized it was becoming romantic. Richard and I had had our guesses. Hypatia formally requested Richard train her to be Matthew’s domme. She was one of the first dominants Richard ever trained. I think it was one of the proudest moments in Richard’s life, the day he gave Matthew away to her at the wedding, on their request. Neither Hypatia nor Richard ever wanted Matthew to feel that he had to choose or be without a solid anchor, so he went from one dom to another.”

      “Are they exclusive?”

      “Mostly. Richard has an agreement with Hypatia to step in with Matthew if she’s ever not in town to care for him. They do occasionally attend play parties, and if Hypatia wants to use Matthew in play in conjunction with someone else, she sometimes chooses to—with those Matthew has indicated he likes. Romantically, they are monogamous.”

      How freeing. To have a network of people one could communicate with about daring, vulnerable things and not be shamed for it.

      “Do you mind if I ask about the record? It seems important to you. Was it the grandfather who died when you were seven?”

      Collin bit his lip. It was a bit of change of subject, but from his sir’s perspective, it probably felt on topic moving from one family to another. “I didn’t have a grandfather who died when I was seven. I had a grandpa I only had for seven years. That’s who I was referring to before when I talked about losing people. My dad kind of adopted this old guy who lived one street over from us when I was a kid. He didn’t have any family, so we became his family. And he loved it. We all did. He did all the holidays we were in town for with us. Fourth of July. Thanksgiving. We always had a second Christmas on New Year’s at his place.”

      “But that record’s not from him?”

      “No. The record is from my mother’s father. He’s the one who disappeared.”

      “I’m sorry you lost both of them.”

      Collin shrugged. One had been a loss, the other… not so much. But that was a thought best not entertained.

      His sir, however, was perceptive. “Was he not worth missing?”

      Collin scrunched up his face in a scowl. “He’s better off gone, sir.”

      “So, he chose to be gone. He’s not dead?”

      Collin’s checked over all the garlic and picked up the knife to dice it. “We should all hope he’s dead, sir. It would be better for everyone.”

      “I know I’m pressing, Collin, but, is there anything about this man Richard and I need to know?”

      Collin bit his cheek. “If I ever tell you he’s around, it’s probably too late for the police. You’re going to need better.”

      “What kind of man was he?”

      “The kind of man who killed my dad. But my mom doesn’t know that.”

      Mr. Moreau was very still for a short moment, then reached out, and put his hand gently on Collin’s arm. “You never said this before.”

      “I usually don’t.” Collin grimaced. He continued chopping garlic. “It’s not the public story. And it took me a while to be sure. Not even my mom knows who killed Dad. She just thinks it was a certain group.”

      “And your sister?”

      Collin put down the knife. “My sister is the reason I made Grandfather go away.”

      “So, the record is…”

      “The record is insurance, sir. But no one knows that. Not even Alice. Not even him. When I took it, he went away. But he thinks someone else took it. My dad told me if I ever needed mom’s father to disappear to take the record and leave a mark behind. So that’s what I did.”

      “What’s his name?”

      “Mikhail. I don’t know his real last name. When you all ran background checks, you probably saw him as Michael Green.”

      Mr. Moreau’s chest heaved. He grabbed Collin and pulled him against his chest. “What if he finds out?”

      “We all know what happened to my dad, sir.”

      Émeric pressed Collin against his chest. “You know I’m going to tell Richard, boy.”

      “I know. It’s been years, sir. I’m pretty sure Mikhail isn’t even in the country anymore. My mom’s mom thought she saw him last week, but it was just a dream. He might even be dead by now.”

      Mr. Moreau shook his head and let Collin go, visibly gathering himself. “I’m not losing you.”

      “I’ll do everything I can to stay alive, sir.” Collin picked up his knife. “It’s been years. I’ve had that record since I as fourteen. Nothing is going to change today. It’s been nearly ten years.”

      Mr. Moreau nodded and turned back to the red chilis. “If you’re done with the garlic, wash the coriander.”

      For a while, Mr. Moreau was lost in thought and quiet, but the spices went into the blender, one after the other. He turned it on, adding oil bit by bit, then took off the lid, and motioned Collin close.

      Collin leaned over the top and inhaled strong notes of fresh cumin, red chilis, garlic, and fresh coriander and shook his head in wonder. “It smells amazing now.”

      “Wait until we have the caraway seeds and smoked paprika with the olive oil added. And always, always”—Mr. Moreau held up his glass vial of olive oil—“use the good oil. Don’t accept rancid fake corn liquid. You Americans have no class with oils.”

      Collin pretended to put a hand in a non-existent pocket and adopted a 1950s TV announcer accent. “But, sir, isn’t oil that substance that drips off good American cheese product slices when the burgers are hot on the grill?”

      Mr. Moreau’s eyes widened in horror. He grabbed the kitchen towel. Collin dashed out of the kitchen, giggling madly.

      A torrent of French followed Collin down the hallways and into the living room. He threw himself headfirst into the couch. Mr. Moreau straddled him half a second later. He pulled down Collin’s pants and snapped Collin’s ass half a dozen times with the folded-over towel.

      “That! Rancid! Slime! Is….an…abomination! Spawn of Satan. That! Is not food. It is—” He began speaking again in French.

      Collin wiggled under him. His sir was so much fun to tease, and this was so much better than watching his dom worry about things nothing could be done about. He struggled, more for sport than any attempt to get away. He was giggling too hard to try. Mr. Moreau dropped the towel and slapped Collin’s rear cheeks with his palm. “You imp. You cheeky feline of a boy.” He stopped smacking Collin’s ass in favor of grabbing handfuls of it.

      Collin twisted around and pulled his sir down on top of him, looping his arms around Mr. Moreau’s neck and pulling him in for a kiss. “I shall never allow such evil into your kitchen, then, sir.”
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