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Intrigued out of the Office Blurb:

After spending the last two and a half months with my bosses, the prospect of being alone during the holidays isn’t appealing. Unfortunately, that’s precisely what I would face.

Or so I believed.

I should have learned long ago not to underestimate my bosses. They have a way of surprising me when I least expect it. 

As I adjust to this new lifestyle, my time with them is turning out to be more rewarding than I initially expected. I am not only learning what it means to submit willingly, but also experiencing something deeper. It feels a lot like love. 

But then they complicate things by making me choose between them. 

That’s something I can't do. I find myself falling for one of my bosses, but it seems my heart is already tied to two. Except one of them appears to be pulling away, leaving me confused. I wish I could return to the way things were at the beginning, back to our original arrangement. If that were possible, it might resolve everything.

Too bad my heart doesn’t seem to be listening to reason.




CHAPTER 1

BOSS MEETING

Langston

For possibly the first time in my life, I didn’t like the holidays one fucking bit.

The thought of not seeing Luci bothered me. Not only was I thinking about it too much, but also the fact that she would be away from me. I wanted more time with her, not less.

And, fuck, that bothered me, too.

By the time we got a table at a nearby restaurant, I was trying to read minds. I could tell by the look on Ben’s face that he knew something that Landon and I didn’t. As much as I wanted to grab him by the collar and insist he tell me what it was, I managed to refrain. I was nothing if not controlled. It was what made me a damn good Dom. I couldn’t even remember the last time I’d lost control.

Okay, that wasn’t true. It was the day I’d come into the office to find Luci at her desk and not naked in my office as I had requested. I’d lost it that day. After I’d spent so much time anticipating having her all to myself, seeing her not where I’d instructed her to be had set me off. 

However, I did at least have the common sense to let some time pass before I punished her for her transgression. I derived absolutely no pleasure from punishment that wasn’t associated with playing. However, I would dole it out as it was necessary to maintain the balance between a Dom and a submissive. 

“All right,” Justin said after we’d received our drinks. “Go ahead and tell them what Luci told you.”

I knew it. 

Ben glanced at me and Landon. “I asked what her plans were for the holidays. I got the sense that she was not looking forward to them because she would be spending them alone.”

“Why would you assume that?” I narrowed my eyes, trying to read him. “What about her parents?”

“She said they went on a cruise,” Ben explained. “Won’t be back until after the first of the year.”

“According to Luci,” Landon offered, “she doesn’t spend much time with them anyway.”

Well, fuck. Why didn’t I know that?

“And Kristen?” I asked Landon.

He shrugged. “No idea, but that does explain why she’s hesitant to go home when I tell her to.”

“She doesn’t want to be alone,” Ben offered, which was the same conclusion I’d drawn.

“Was anyone planning to spend time with her over the holidays?” Justin asked.

I glanced at Landon. I hadn’t spoken to him about it, but I had intended to see her. No way could I go two fucking weeks without seeing her. I’d probably go out of my mind.

And that honestly had nothing to do with the fact that I wouldn’t get sex otherwise. Although I was hesitant to act on my attraction to Luci, that didn’t mean I could ignore her entirely.

“I was going to call her,” Landon admitted. “I haven’t nailed down anything at this point, but I was going to see her. Or try, anyway. Take her to dinner or something.”

Justin glanced at Ben, then back to me. “Unfortunately, we’ve got a lot going on. I’m not sure we can see her much until after Christmas.”

Ben took a sip of his drink before speaking. “I’m willing to change some things around. I’m spending Christmas Eve with my momma, but I’ll be available before and after.”

As I sipped my drink, an idea came to me. I glanced at my brother, and he nodded as though he had read my mind. Sometimes I thought he could actually do that. 

“Let me call our folks,” Landon told Justin and Ben. “See if they’d be willin’ to do somethin’ different.”

“Like what?” Justin was obviously curious.

Fortunately, my brother didn’t show his hand before he was ready to play it. “Give me until tomorrow mornin’. Then we’ll let you know.”

“As long as someone’s going to take care of Luci,” Ben said firmly. “Otherwise, I’ll shift what I have to. I don’t like the idea of her spending the holidays by herself.”

I didn’t like the idea either, but if it came down to it, I would rather be the one to spend time with her. Well, Landon and I. That was my possessive streak coming out, though.

“She won’t be spending them alone,” I assured them. 

No matter what my brother and I came up with, Luci would not be spending the holidays by herself.

I would make damn sure of that.




CHAPTER 2

Luci

When I woke up on Friday morning, after getting a solid eight hours of sleep, I felt a little better. I wasn’t ready to face the holidays alone, but I did feel as though I could take it day by day. Apparently, I’d needed a good night’s sleep. It went a long way to lifting my spirits. 

Instead of thinking about my bosses and the fact that I wouldn’t get to see them for two weeks, I decided I would do some last-minute Christmas shopping. I probably could’ve waited until the day after Christmas and gotten everything on sale, but I had procrastinated long enough, and I had too much time to kill.

Rather than shower, I simply pulled my hair up into a ponytail and donned a pair of jeans and an oversized sweater with my Uggs. I didn’t look like a supermodel, but I didn’t look homeless either, so I considered it a win.

I headed for the mall and fought the crowds in an attempt to find something that my mother might actually use. Seemed no matter what I had bought her over the past few years, she seldom used it, and sometimes, I even found my gift still in the bag, tucked in one of her guest room closets. Jim was easier to buy for because he collected hunting knives, so I had purchased his gift months before, finding the perfect one online. I ended up buying my mother some bath bombs and other goodies from Lush, hoping that she would at least get some use out of them.

After I’d made the required purchases, I did a little shopping for myself. I ended up buying a tiny fake tree that I could set on my kitchen table, along with a couple of cute little Santa and Mrs. Claus figurines that would brighten up the living room. It wasn’t much, but I was doing my best. Unlike usual, I did not buy any clothes or shoes, although I was tempted. Fortunately for my bank account, there were just too many people to make the trip enjoyable.

Once I’d escaped the throngs of overzealous procrastinators, I stopped for Chinese takeout, then headed back to my apartment and changed into yoga pants. At that point, I wasn’t really hungry, so I stashed my lunch in the refrigerator, settled in with some popcorn, and decided to watch movies to keep my mind off everything. 

It worked for a few hours, and I cuddled up in a blanket on the couch, enjoying my alone time. Or, rather, pretending to. It became nearly impossible not to check my phone every twenty minutes to see if someone had texted me, although I knew they hadn’t. Finally, I broke down and texted Kristen.

Luci: Missed you at yoga last night. 

Kristen: Aw. I wish I had been there. We’re at Tim’s parents until Christmas Eve. Then we were planning to go see my dad for a couple of days.

Luci: Maybe when you get back to town, we can hang out. You have plans for New Year’s?

Kristen: Nothing final. But I’d love to get together. Maybe the three of us can go out on the town.

I wasn’t fond of being the third wheel, but it sure as hell beat sitting at home by myself.

Luci: I’d love to do something. Hit me up when you get back.

Kristen: Will do. And Merry Christmas!

Luci: Merry Christmas to you! 

And just like that, I was alone once again.
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While I was flipping through channels that afternoon, debating whether to heat up the Chinese food or come up with something else to fix for an early dinner, there was a knock on my apartment door. I figured it was my neighbor. Mrs. Idlemann was known to make cookies, using them as an excuse to stop by from time to time just to chat, and I figured since I had been holding odd hours, she was curious as to where I’d been.

Without looking through the peephole, I yanked the door open, ready to cheerfully greet Mrs. Idlemann when I came face-to-face with…

My head snapped up, and I was peering into intimidating hazel eyes. “Master.” My eyes darted to the other man. “Landon.”

“Sir,” Landon corrected, a beaming smile on his face. “From here on out, you can call me Sir.”

Master and Sir? That was going to get interesting.

“Okay…uh…Sir.”

They both grinned, and let me just say, the things that those smirks stirred inside me should’ve been illegal.

“What are you doing here?” 

They didn’t wait to be invited in before they gently nudged me out of the way and stepped inside, closing the door securely behind them. Of course, I wasn’t at all surprised by this because, hey, I had already admitted that I wanted to submit to them. They knew me. This wasn’t exactly a boundary they were pushing.

I liked it.

Once inside, Sir made a beeline for my bedroom. I had no idea what he was doing, but I didn’t get the chance to go after him because Master pulled me into his arms and fused his lips to mine.

Needless to say, I was shocked.

And definitely not disappointed.

I moaned into his mouth as his tongue dominantly sought mine. The kiss was rough and sexy and…over way too soon.

“What’s going on?” I asked, the words said breathlessly as I fought to get air into my lungs. “I thought…I thought I was on holiday until next year.”

“We’re kidnapping you.”

He said it so matter-of-factly that I actually believed him. 

Now, I’d never had a fantasy like that, but I could admit the idea sounded deliciously kinky.

I jumped to my next question. “Where are we going?” 

“That’s a secret.”

“But what if I don’t want to—”

Master jerked me to him again, slamming his lips over mine and making me moan. I melted against him, completely pliant, and he likely knew from that move alone that I would do anything he wanted. 

When he was finished plundering my mouth, Master gripped my hair and pulled my head back. The sensual sting shot down my spine, making my pussy clench. I met and held his stare, waiting eagerly for him to tell me what was going on. I was so happy to see them, it didn’t really matter, but I could tell they had a plan.

“From this point forward, no more questions,” he commanded, staring down into my eyes. “At least not until we get there.”

I started to speak, but he cocked one dark eyebrow.

“No questions, pet. You’ll find out everything you need to know when we’re ready to tell you.”

I grinned. “Yes, Master.” 

His smirk was wicked.

Landon—I meant, Sir—stepped into the room, and my eyes shot to his as he held up a suitcase. “She’s all packed.”

“I’d prefer she go without clothes,” Master stated, deadpan.

“Trust me, she’ll be naked a good amount of the time.”

Mmm. I never thought I’d enjoy hearing that, but coming from them, it was nice.

Master released me, and I turned to face Sir. He set my suitcase down on the floor, then reached for me. 

“One day,” he said softly. “We didn’t last one whole day.”

“No, we didn’t.” I was including myself in there because I’d been going crazy without them.

Sir jerked me into his arms, his lips locking with mine and kissing me as passionately as Master had. I couldn’t resist gripping his shirt in my fist as I moaned, eager for more. I hadn’t realized it was possible to miss someone as much as I’d missed them in such a short amount of time.

“You trust us, sweet girl?” Sir rasped when he pulled back and looked into my eyes.

“Of course I do.”

“Good. Then I suggest you go change. And don’t bother with panties or a bra. They won’t be necessary. And though we’re not in the office, the rules still apply. No pants.”

I was long past trying to hide the grin that had overtaken my face. “Do I have time to shower?”

He glanced at his watch. “You have one hour. We have to run an errand, but we’ll be back. I expect you to have the door unlocked and to be kneeling here, waiting for us. Understood?”

“Yes, Sir.” My heart swelled, and I felt dangerously close to bursting. The thought of submitting to both of them was…more than I ever could’ve hoped for.

Master turned me toward the bedroom, then swatted my ass, making me yelp.

I had one hour, and I was going to be ready when they returned.

Ready and waiting.




CHAPTER 3

Luci

I was ready and waiting a good ten minutes before my hour was up. After they left, I started the shower water and returned to lock the door so I didn’t have any unexpected guests while I was naked and wet. I then took what might’ve been the fastest shower of my life while still managing to pay special attention to every detail. After drying off, I donned a maroon maxi skirt, a flowy, black, off-the-shoulder sweater, and a cute pair of black boots. I went with minimal makeup and left my hair down, letting it dry naturally in long, wavy strands.

I had even grabbed my coat, then checked my suitcase, tossing in my makeup and my birth control pills before grabbing my phone charger and placing it all near the door, which I then unlocked as Sir had requested.

The elevator dinged in the hallway, and my heart picked up speed as I waited, kneeling by the door and eagerly waiting for them to return. I was still slightly shocked that this was happening. I hadn’t expected it, and my excitement couldn’t be contained. 

They were here. 

For me.

When the door opened, I kept my gaze down, my palms up, paying attention to how I appeared to them. If Master and Sir listened closely, they could probably hear the solid pounding of my heart against my sternum. I could certainly hear it, and it was loud enough to drown out almost everything else.

Two hands rested on my head briefly, and a tingling sensation trickled down my neck, through my torso, and straight to my belly. No doubt about it, I was impatient. 

And hopeful. 

Definitely hopeful.

“Stand and greet your masters,” Sir instructed, his voice warm with approval.

Masters. That was music to my ears.

I got to my feet, then stood in front of them, glancing from one to the other. It took a tremendous amount of willpower not to bounce on the balls of my feet. I was so excited, my cheeks already starting to hurt from smiling so much.

“Stunning, as always,” Sir said, his eyes roaming over me.

“Thank you, Sir.”

His face sobered, and he met my gaze. “While we’re away, you belong to us. Only us. You will do everything we ask of you, and you’ll do it with a smile.”

“Of course.”

“For this experience, you are our submissive, Luci. Not our employee, not our office plaything. Our submissive. Do you understand?”

“I do.”

“Good.” He brushed the backs of his fingers down my cheek.

“Are you ready, pet?” Master held his keys in his hand, his eyes locked on me. 

“Yes, Master.”

“After you,” Sir said, motioning toward the door.

Master took my apartment key from my hand, then locked the door. He didn’t give it back, and I thought nothing of it. I willingly gave myself to these men. I knew without a doubt that they would take care of me, and the fact that I could do so gave me such a free feeling. I’d never experienced anything like it, and I never wanted it to end.

Sir kept me close to his side as we got in the elevator and headed down. Master opened doors and waited for us to exit. It was well choreographed, as though they’d thought it through completely. I’d never given much thought to what it would be like to be in a relationship with two men. And no, I wasn’t jumping ahead of myself; however, Sir had said I was their submissive, which meant, for the time being, I belonged to both of them.

I was surprised when we approached a sleek black town car idling in the parking lot. Sir opened the door and allowed me to climb inside while the driver took my suitcase and placed it in the trunk. I moved to the middle and was then flanked by both men in the back seat. A few minutes later, we were pulling out of the apartment complex, and I was on the verge of bouncing up and down with excitement. It was a hard urge to quell, but I managed. Barely.

The same couldn’t be said when we arrived at a private airstrip a short time later, and I noticed a private jet waiting for us.

I peered over at both of them, then back out the window. My gaze jumped around as I took it all in. Questions burned my tongue, but I remembered what Master had said. Holding back wasn’t easy for me, and they both obviously knew that.

“Patience, pet,” Sir mumbled against my ear as he brushed my hair back. He kissed my cheek.

“I’m trying, Sir.”

“After takeoff, we’ll have to ensure she has something to do with her hands,” Master stated with a wicked smirk.

He seemed much more laid-back than usual. Sure, he still had that overwhelming dominance that he had long ago perfected, but I sensed that something was different. I liked this side of him.

Warmth pooled between my legs as we walked toward the stairs that led up to the plane, both men’s hands on the small of my back. I wasn’t nervous about flying, which was likely because I was too excited about where we were going. The fact that they weren’t telling me made it that much hotter. 

Once we stepped onto the plane, my eyes were wide as I took it all in. This was one of those jets you saw in movies. All decked out with fancy seats and tables. Nothing like a commercial airliner. If I had to guess, I’d bet good money there was a bedroom on this thing.

Not that I got to look around. Sir guided me to a chair, and I sat, my butt cradled by the buttery-soft leather. There was another chair beside mine and two directly across, facing me. There was a good three or four feet that separated the chairs. Sort of like a lounge area, not at all like a regular commercial plane.

When I stopped moving around, Sir buckled my seat belt, then kissed my lips before going to the front to have a conversation with a young man who had greeted us when we stepped on. In an effort not to appear as though I was trying to eavesdrop, I found myself looking at Master, who was standing near a small bar, adding ice to two glasses, then pouring an amber liquid into both. 

His gaze shot over to mine. “Would you like something to drink? Scotch? Water? Pretty much anything you could want.”

“No. Thank you.” I wasn’t thirsty, and I didn’t want alcohol to muddle my experience. 

Sir returned a few minutes later, and Master passed him a drink before they both took the seats directly across from me. I wasn’t sure what to do or say, so I kept my mouth shut. 

“Once we’ve leveled off, we won’t be bothered for at least an hour,” Sir told Master, sipping his drink as his eyes skimmed over me.

Master smirked. “I think our pet is about to burst. Is there a question you’d like to ask, little one? That doesn’t pertain to where we’re going?”

I had a million, and I wasn’t sure where to start. Figuring everything I wanted to know was related to where we were going and how long it would take to get there, I finally shook my head. “No, Master. I don’t have any questions.”

He chuckled, seemingly amused by me.

“Well, in that case…” Master reached for something on a table beside him.

I watched, noticing he was holding out a stack of papers. I instantly recognized them as the limits I’d originally listed for him. 

“While you have a few minutes, you can review your limits, make sure there are no changes. And for those you marked that you needed more information, you’ll see that I added notes.”

I glanced down at the papers, then back up at him, and smiled. “Thank you, Master.”

He nodded, then leaned back in his chair and continued to watch me.

When the captain announced that we would be taking off, I leaned back against the leather seat and peeked out the window. I’d been in first class before, but this… There was nothing compared to the extravagance of being on a private jet. 

And I had the feeling there would be nothing compared to all that would happen on this private jet once we were at cruising altitude.
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I was on the last page of the limits, having gone through them twice since takeoff, because I wanted to review all those that Master had elaborated on and make the correct selection for me. Considering I was looking at this list through submissive eyes this time, I felt as though my answers were slightly different. Plus, with Master’s detailed descriptions—some far more detailed than even I cared to know—I had a better understanding of what I was looking at.

I felt as though I’d grown a little where this lifestyle was concerned. I had learned a lot in the previous weeks I’d spent with them, experienced some, and I felt it was appropriate to consider that as I was reviewing my answers. As I was scanning the last line—which pertained to watersports (still a definite hard limit for me)—a large hand appeared.

“I think you need to take a break.”

I looked up, taking a second to realize that Sir was the one standing before me. He had removed his glasses, which was my go-to determining factor. However, I realized not too long ago that Sir had a small scar on his left eyebrow, which made it easier to determine who was who.

He placed the papers on the table, then took a seat in the chair beside Master again.

“Are you doing all right?” Master asked.

My smile ratcheted up a notch. “Perfectly well.” 

Master smiled in return, and I could see he was pleased with my answer.

“We didn’t even ask if you had an aversion to airplanes.”

I shook my head. “Not at all. This is the first time I’ve been on a private plane.”

“You like it?”

I giggled. “I love it.”

“Still need something to do with your hands?”

I grinned even more. “I wouldn’t be opposed to it.”

Master glanced at Sir, then gave a slight nod.

“Stand up, pet,” Sir instructed.

I unbuckled my seat belt and got to my feet.

Master pointed to the floor between them. “Remove your sweater, then kneel.”

With their full attention on me, I removed my sweater, loving the heat that consumed me as their eyes grazed my bare chest. No matter how I felt about my body, they had the power to overrule any body image issues with their heated stares alone. They made me feel beautiful, sexy.

Once I was topless, I knelt on the floor between their legs, resting my butt on my heels while my skirt covered my bottom half.

“Move a little closer,” Sir said, his tone slightly raspier than before. 

I inched forward, close enough that my breast came into contact with the hand Sir was holding out. He caressed my left breast, cupping it, squeezing gently while Master did the same with the right.

“You have beautiful tits,” Sir said, continuing to stroke my nipple with his thumb. Their combined touch scorched me, my nipples hardening into painful points as they teased my flesh.

Master’s hand retreated first, then Sir’s. 

“I want you to cup your breasts,” Master instructed. 

I did as he commanded, curling my hands around my small breasts while I watched them both intently, awaiting further instruction.

“Squeeze lightly,” Master continued, “then pinch your nipples between two fingers and tug.”

While I watched them, I did as Master requested. Normally, my breasts weren’t that sensitive. However, as with other parts of my body, they were overly sensitive just from being instructed, from having them watch as I followed their orders to the letter. Admittedly, it was a unique feeling, not something I’d ever thought about. The idea of someone being in complete control of my pleasure and theirs left me aching for more.

“Pinch harder,” Master stated. “As hard as you can without pushing beyond what you’re comfortable with.”

That wasn’t as easy to do, but I focused my attention, whimpering when I pinched just a little too hard.

“Do you like pain?” Master inquired.

“Some,” I admitted, the word rushing out. “More than I thought I did.”

To have both men watching me made my insides quiver, my pussy throb. If I wasn’t careful, I would come from touching my breasts, something I’d never had happen before.

“You’ve come a long way in a very short time, pet.” Master’s voice was pitched low. “We’re both impressed with your progress.”

“Thank you, Master.”

“I like that you don’t try to hide from us, that you’re willing to trust us.”

The former was something I had to consciously work on because my natural instinct was to hide my nudity. But I had learned in the past couple of months that they instructed me to do things that would please them. And that was my main focus.

“Don’t stop,” Sir snapped when I moaned, my hands slipping.

I instantly returned to teasing my own tits, tugging on my nipples as I tried to ignore the residual ache that was building inside me. I continued for several minutes until I was unknowingly squirming, the need for friction on my clit overwhelming.

“I think she likes touching herself,” Master said.

“Do you, sweet girl?” Sir’s eyes never left my chest. “Do you enjoy playing with your tits?”

“Only when you’re watching me,” I admitted around another moan.

“Oh, we’re watching,” he assured me. “When you’re present, it’s hard to do anything but watch you.”

I was still squirming, my desperation ratcheting up a few degrees. I wanted to feel their hands on me, their mouths.

“Stop,” Master barked.

I dropped my hands, my breath coming rapidly.

“What else do you enjoy doing?” Sir asked as they both freed their cocks from their slacks. 

My mouth watered with the need to taste them. “I enjoy…sucking your cocks.”

Never in my life had I thought I would be turned on by dirty talk. Not coming from my mouth, anyway. It was one thing for a man to talk like that, something else for me. However, I could tell they enjoyed it, which made me want to do it more. 

“We enjoy that as well,” Master said, his hand gliding up and down his shaft. “Those sweet lips wrapped around my dick…”

“Give me your hand,” Sir insisted.

I offered my left hand. He planted it on his thick cock. 

Master took my right hand without giving me instructions and wrapped my fist around his length.

“Stroke us,” Master ordered. “Slowly. And don’t stop until we tell you.”

I started out slow, focusing all my attention on giving them equal pressure, my hands caressing their velvety smooth skin. They hardened even more beneath my ministrations. 

Until I had met my bosses, I’d never thought of a cock as being beautiful, but when it came to Master’s and Sir’s, I could understand the terminology. They were long and deliciously thick with smooth skin and wide, bulbous heads. My body knew exactly what they were intended for, and the need for them to fill me was intensifying.

Not wanting to rush, I kept my pace slow, then added a twist on the upstroke, my thumbs grazing the tips, slipping through the pre-cum that pooled there. They were both intently focused on me, which only made the encounter that much hotter.

“Mouth or pussy?” Master asked Sir.

My body stirred as I realized what they were intending.

“Mouth.” His eyes met mine. “I want those lips wrapped around my dick, want to feel the tightness of her throat as she swallows me.”

“Stand up, pet,” Master instructed, getting to his feet. 

I stood, then moved directly in front of Sir, who also got up from his seat. 

“Put those sweet lips on my cock, Luci. Suck my dick like you crave it.”

That wasn’t going to be hard to do because I did crave it.

Sir reached for me without hesitation, guiding my head down to his groin, pressing his cock past my lips. Bent at the waist, I sucked him in deep, relishing the taste of him. He smelled like sin, and it made my pussy drip. I was on fire, my body desperate for release.

Strong hands toyed with my ass, cupping and kneading after lifting my skirt out of the way.

“Such a perfect little ass,” Master groaned from behind me. 

He gripped my hips, then answered my silent prayer, guiding his cock into my pussy. He nudged me open with the thick crest, then pushed in deep, pulling me back against him. It was an amazing feeling, his cock brushing greedy nerve endings. 

And there I stood, one cock in my mouth, one in my pussy as they filled me.

“Now fuck us both,” Sir demanded, his hand resting on my head.

It wasn’t as easy as it looked, but I managed to rock forward and back, impaling myself on Master’s cock, then taking Sir’s between my lips. I had to focus in order to maintain a steady pace.

When Sir grabbed my head, pulling me down on his cock, I opened wide, taking him as deep as I could. Then Master slammed into me, driving Sir’s cock deeper into my throat, making me gag.

“No teeth,” Sir said, his tone not nearly as demanding.

I made sure to avoid grazing him with my teeth while still trying to bring him as much pleasure as possible. When they took over, I submitted, allowing them to take me roughly. It felt naughty to be fucked on both ends by the sexiest men on the planet, and I loved every second.

Sir groaned loudly. “Aww, sweet girl. I’m gonna come down your throat.”

I moaned, urging him to do so. I wanted to taste all of him. 

Master’s hips slowed while Sir’s picked up speed. He used my mouth, his cock pulsing in warning. I sucked harder, then swallowed every drop that burst onto my tongue as his cock twitched. 

I didn’t have a second to get my bearings because the instant Sir pulled back, Master slammed into me, grabbing my hips and jerking me back onto his cock. Sir dropped down into the chair and placed my hands on the armrest, giving me something to hold on to.

The next thing I knew, I was hovering on the verge of climax, my body being pummeled by Master’s rough thrusts. 

“May I come, Sir? Master? Please…oh, God! I need to come.”

They both answered with a gruff yes, and I let the sensations overtake me, my orgasm rippling up from deep in my core.

“Fuck…yes,” Master groaned, driving his cock as far as possible as he held me there, pulsing as he came inside me. 

I couldn’t deny that my induction into the Mile-High Club was not something that I would ever forget. Not if I lived to be two hundred.




CHAPTER 4

Luci

After our impromptu erotic airplane session, Sir helped me put my sweater back on while Master took care to clean us both. Then they settled me back in my chair and tucked me in with a blanket. 

“It’ll be a while before we get there, pet. Why don’t you rest for a bit?” Master pressed his lips to my forehead, then fixed the blanket once more.

For a few moments, I didn’t think I could possibly sleep, but the lull of the plane had me closing my eyes, my body sated, my mind finally at ease. I hadn’t given much thought to how tired I was, but due to the fact that I passed out shortly thereafter, I had to assume they had worn me out.

In the best way possible.

I probably could’ve slept for several more hours if it hadn’t been for Sir waking me before we started our descent to our destination.

“How long did I sleep?” I wiped my eyes and noticed it was dark outside.

“Four hours.”

I jerked upright. “Really?”

Master seemed genuinely amused by my reaction. “Really.”

Holy shit. Obviously, tired was an understatement. Which was odd, now that I thought about it. Before they’d arrived at my doorstep, I had spent most of the afternoon chilling on the sofa. Then again, I’d spent the morning at the mall.

Rather than dwell on that, my brain latched on to the fact that we had flown for approximately seven hours based on my calculations. I had no idea where that put us, but it could’ve been almost anywhere in the United States. As for outside of the U.S., I wasn’t sure. 

As the three of us sat there, I stared out the window into the darkness. There were twinkling lights down below, but not as many as I would’ve expected had we been over a big city. When I looked up, I noticed they were watching me.

“Can I ask where we are now?” I directed the question at both of them.

“U.S. Virgin Islands,” Sir said simply.

Well, there you go.

“Are we going to St. Thomas?” I inquired. I’d never been, but I’d heard a lot about it. A beach holiday. Wow. That would be awesome.

“Private island,” Master replied.

Why I was surprised, I wasn’t sure. These men obviously had money. And I was pretty sure that the private jet belonged to the company and, quite possibly, the island as well. It seemed to make some sense, considering what they did. 

Not that I really cared. In fact, I would’ve been happy wherever they took me, just as long as I was spending time with the two of them.

I knew I was getting in over my head, but it was hard not to. After all, they had shown up at my apartment and whisked me away on a private jet to a private island. Somehow, I’d hit the Dom jackpot. I considered myself pretty damn lucky.

We landed without incident, but since it was dark, I couldn’t tell where we were or how big the island was. I knew that many of them weren’t much more than five to ten acres.

Not that any of that mattered. 

We were at our destination, and now I was anxious to find out what they had in store for me.
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Turned out the house on the island was far nicer than anything I would’ve expected. It was an eclectic mix of rustic and modern. Like the melding of all four of my bosses, which led me to believe that they did, in fact, all own the place.

“Are you hungry, little one?”

I turned to Master as I gauged my stomach’s reaction to the thought of food. It rumbled softly, making me chuckle. Then again, it was late, and I hadn’t eaten dinner. I’d also bypassed most of my lunch, and popcorn didn’t go a long way.

I nodded. “Would you like me to make something?”

“No need. We have a cook who’ll handle all of that while we’re here. This is a vacation; therefore, you are not to work unless we specifically assign you a task.”

I was curious as to what tasks they might assign. 

Master spoke to Sir, then disappeared from the room. I took a moment, checking it all out. The living room space was overly large, with vaulted ceilings and two solid walls of windows that I guessed would likely overlook the ocean. I couldn’t wait for morning to find out.

The furniture was cozy; nothing pretentious in this place. It all seemed to get some use, which I took to mean they frequented the island.

Sir moved over to the sofa and took a seat. His gaze followed me around the room, but he didn’t say anything. That seemed to be their M.O. And I liked that they watched me; it let me know that they had an interest.

When I had satisfied most of my curiosity, I walked toward him.

Sir pointed toward the spot by his feet. 

“Kneel.”

I nodded, happy that he’d requested that I do so. It probably seemed unusual to some, but it felt natural to me. After all, it wasn’t the first time they’d asked me to kneel.

I knelt by his feet, and Sir put his hand on my head, pulling it toward his thigh. He brushed my hair back from my face and caressed my cheek. Although I had never knelt at anyone’s feet until I met Master and Sir, I found something uniquely soothing about the act. Sure, it probably wouldn’t be the same if they didn’t touch me. However, they did, and through that small interaction, I felt cherished.

“It’s late,” Sir said softly.

I hadn’t checked my phone, but I figured it was close to midnight. And it had been a very long day, both mentally and physically.

“Still tired?” he asked.

“A little.” I had no idea why since I’d taken a long nap.

“We’ll have dinner, then hang out in the hot tub for a bit.”

I lifted my head. “There’s a hot tub?”

Clearly my genuine surprise at all the details was entertaining them to no end. 

He chuckled, then gently urged my head back to his knee and continued to pet me. It was a foreign sensation, both soothing and comforting. I found all the tension I’d felt since I left work yesterday afternoon had disappeared entirely. I still couldn’t believe that I was here with them.

Master reappeared. “Dinner’ll be served on the back patio in five minutes.” His eyes dropped to my face. “I expect you naked before you join us. In fact, whenever we’re alone here, I expect you to be naked.”

“We’re alone?” I thought he’d said they had a chef.

“For the most part. So, let me clarify. As long as we don’t have guests, I expect you to be naked.”

I lifted my head. “Yes, Master.”

I hadn’t been sure what the dynamic would be with both Master and Sir taking charge. However, it seemed that they worked in tandem, neither of them feeling the need to overrule the other. I wondered if that was something that happened naturally when there were two Doms or if it was merely the way they chose to handle things. I thought about asking, then realized I would save that for later.

“May I freshen up before dinner, Sir?” 

“Yes, but come here first.”

I crawled into his lap when he tugged on my arm. He pulled me in close, then fused his mouth to mine. The kiss was exploratory, not rushed or frantic. My body reacted all the same, eager to get closer, desperate for his touch. 

He cupped my face with his hand, and I melted against him. 

When the kiss ended, I pulled back, staring into his eyes. “Thank you, Sir.”

I could see the smile in the hazel depths, although there wasn’t one on his mouth. 

“Go freshen up.” He motioned toward the stairs. “Your bedroom is the first one at the top. And remember to strip before you return.”

The first thing that caught my attention was the fact that I had my own room. Did that mean I wouldn’t be sleeping with either of them? Was that how they handled it when they shared a submissive? The night I’d spent with Master, we had stayed in the guest room. But here they were, relegating me to my own room?

I wasn’t sure what I thought about that. But I would have to deal with those particular emotions later.

Not wanting to be late and risk punishment, I rushed up the stairs, coming to a stop in the giant bedroom. The king-sized bed with mosquito netting pulled neatly back on all four posts stood in the middle, facing one wall that was made up of sliding doors that appeared to retract all the way. I could imagine being in that bed with the warm ocean breeze blowing over my skin…

Shit.

I was wasting time.

Hurrying to the bathroom, I found all my toiletries had been laid out for me. I quickly used the restroom, washed my hands, then brushed my hair. Removing my clothes was becoming second nature; however, I was concerned that there were other people in the house. What would they think if they saw me walking around with my bare ass on display?

“Doesn’t matter,” I mumbled to myself. That had been Master’s instruction, and I had no choice but to obey. Because I wanted to. The thought made me smile.

Although I was comfortable with the command, I was still a little hesitant to traipse through the house naked, so I paused at the door and listened. When I heard nothing, I turned the knob and stepped out into the hallway before darting down the stairs. I wandered through the living room and found my way to the back patio. 

Sir and Master were standing near a railing that overlooked the water. The moon was bright enough to light up the waves gently crashing against the shore. I noticed they had both changed out of their cold-weather attire and were now wearing shorts, which allowed a delicious view of their muscular calves and their broad backs highlighted with T-shirts.

It was a good look for them here in…

Paradise.

Yep, that’s where we were.

Master was the first to turn, and his gaze met mine. He smiled, something that he seemed to be doing more of.

“Have a seat, little one,” he urged, motioning toward the table before pulling out my chair for me.

“Thank you, Master.” 

When they joined me, some of my nerves eased up. It helped that I didn’t see anyone else milling about.

“Tell us about your mother and your stepfather,” Master prompted as we ate.

Although I’d never actually thought I would be having dinner with two Dominants while completely naked on a private beach, I could guarantee that if I had, it definitely wouldn’t be when having a discussion about my parents. 

I stalled for a few minutes, situating the food on my plate before looking up again, my eyes darting between the two men. My gaze dropped back to my plate, and I wiped my mouth with my napkin. “I’m not sure what there is to say.”

“I told you she’d say that,” Sir said, glancing over at Master.

“Since there’s plenty to say,” Master said to me, “come up with a better response.”

I stared at him.

He lifted one eyebrow, then promptly launched into a question. “You mentioned before that you don’t see them often. Are you close to them otherwise?”

I shook my head. “Not really, no. I guess I’m closer to my stepfather than my mom. He’s been a part of my life for as long as I can remember. He adopted me when I was six, but it wasn’t until I was ten that I actually understood what that meant. At first, I’d been excited.”

“At first?” Master did not seem pleased by my response.

Sighing, I resigned myself to telling them the rest. “I remembered thinking that it was great that my stepfather wanted me to be his daughter. Or at least that’s what I initially thought it meant. My mother not so kindly clarified that it had been for legal reasons only. She was never the type to mince words, nor did she sugarcoat anything. Ever.”

Master and Sir glanced at each other briefly.

“Please,” I urged. “Don’t feel sorry for me. It’s not like they were abusive in any way. I simply learned early on that my mother didn’t want children. If you looked at it that way, she did the best she could, considering.”

“Ben said they went on a cruise for the holidays?” Master said when I didn’t say anything more.

Well, that explained a lot about why they’d shown up at my apartment. Apparently, Ben had taken it upon himself to talk to Landon and Langston. I briefly wondered if they did feel sorry for me, and that was the reason they’d brought me here.

Apparently, reading my mind, Sir reached over and touched my hand. “Don’t go making up reasons for why things happen. We invited you here because we wanted to spend time with you, Luci. The information Ben gave us simply spurred us into action faster.”

Feeling a little better, I answered honestly. “That’s what my mom does. She works hard all year long and doesn’t take any time off until the end of the year. Then they tend to travel.”

“During Christmas.” It wasn’t a question.

I nodded anyway. 

“And they don’t invite you?”

I chuckled, but it held no humor. “No. I’m a grown woman, and I can take care of myself.” Not wanting to go into depth about the strained relationship with my mother, I attempted to redirect. “What about your parents? Will you be seeing them for Christmas?”

I had no idea how long they intended to be here, but considering Sunday was Christmas Eve, there was a good chance they would be missing the holidays with their parents because of me. I didn’t like knowing that.

“We will,” Sir confirmed, his eyes locking with mine. “They’ll actually be down here tomorrow.”

My jaw fell open, and I nearly choked on my food. “Here? Like in the house, here?”

Master chuckled. “Probably wouldn’t be wise to force our mother to sleep on the beach.”

No, probably not. However, this was not good news. Not for me, at least. I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to act around their mother. Would she approve of me? Did she understand their lifestyle? Could I merely hide in my room for the duration?

“She’s thinking too much,” Sir told Master in a mock whisper.

I couldn’t stop staring, stunned to the roots of my hair by this news. 

“Ask a question, pet,” Sir ordered.

“Does your mother… Does she know about your lifestyle?”

Master chuckled, picking up his drink. “I’d hope so. Considering our father’s her Dom.”

My eyes were as round as saucers. “Really?”

“Well, technically, he prefers to be called her master,” Sir clarified.

My jaw practically unhinged.

“What?” Sir said with a chuckle. “Did you think that generations before ours were strictly vanilla?”

Well…actually, I had thought that. Maybe not outwardly so, but it had been an assumption. Clearly, an ill-conceived one.

“Don’t worry, pet,” Master said, his tone soothing. “You’ll enjoy the company of my parents, and they won’t make you feel awkward.”

“Will I be naked?”

Sir smirked. “Of course not.”

Well, that was a relief.

However, my thoughts took on a life of their own. I could picture their mother wandering around naked, which would be uber-creepy and wrong on so many levels. How had they grown up in a house like that? I’d never given it much thought, but now that I had, I was a little creeped out by the idea.

Sir exhaled loudly as he leaned forward. “Look at me, Luci.”

My gaze shot up to his face.

“Our parents will arrive tomorrow. They’ll be here for two days. We’ll have a regular dinner. Then, we’re having a party on Christmas Day. No, it’s not a traditional holiday gathering, but I guarantee you’ll enjoy it. We’ll have a number of guests arrive that morning, and they’ll be leaving that night.” He grinned. “While our parents are here, we’ll keep it very vanilla, if you will. And they’ll leave before the dirty stuff takes place on Monday.”

I nodded, trying to make sense of it all.

“Do they…?” I grabbed my glass and took a gulp of water. “Do they know that I’m here?”

“They do. We’ve told them about you.”

That warmed me. It was unexpected, and it eased some of my tension.

Master pointed at my plate with his fork. “Now finish your dinner. We’ll soak in the hot tub, then get a good night’s sleep. The next couple of days will be the same mundane stuff that most families enjoy on Christmas. And then on Monday, we’ve got some interesting things planned for you.”

“BDSM things?” I asked.

“Well, of course.” Master chuckled. “After all, testing your limits is something we enjoy.”

Grabbing my fork, I focused my attention on my food as I tried to wrap my head around it all. Testing my limits seemed tame compared to having to spend the next two days with their parents. What if they didn’t like me? What if they thought I was all wrong for their sons? 

What if…what if…what if…

It was all too much.




CHAPTER 5

Luci

For whatever reason—whether because they knew I was having some reservations or simply because that was how they intended it—I slept alone last night. 

After spending an hour in the hot tub, Master took me to my room, then tucked me into bed. Sir came in a short time later and kissed me goodnight. And it wasn’t one of those platonic kisses either. The room definitely heated a few degrees.

But then they both left.

And I was alone.

At first, I was disappointed because the thought of sleeping between them was something I’d pondered for quite some time. 

Unfortunately, that hadn’t happened.

For some strange reason, it didn’t bother me as much as I thought it would. Simply knowing they were in the same house was enough for now. However, now that the sun was rising and I was alone, I felt alone. I didn’t know what to do, where to go, what to say, so I remained in bed, staring out at the brilliant blue water that seemed to go on endlessly.

It wasn’t until Master came in that I stretched and turned, smiling up at him.

“Good morning, pet.”

“Good morning, Master.”

To my surprise, he crawled, fully dressed, into bed with me. It was a move I never would’ve thought him capable of. The man was always so proper, so well put together. Gone was the hot tub attire from last night. Instead, Master was sporting a pair of black linen pants and a lightweight white shirt. It just seemed off that he would willingly wrinkle his clothes to be next to me.

But pleasant at the same time.

He pulled me against him, wrapping his arms around my naked body and pressing his lips against my neck. I inhaled his sexy scent, relaxing into his hold. 

“Our parents’ll be here shortly.”

I stiffened as soon as the words registered.

He chuckled. “Considering it’s already ten in the morning, it’s not that early for company.”

Company, no. But his parents weren’t company; they were…his parents. Crap.

“Talk to me,” Master urged.

I sighed, then rolled onto my back and stared at the ceiling, enjoying the warmth of Master’s arms around me. 

“What if they don’t like me?”

Master chuckled, and as always, it surprised me to hear it. He was the man who rarely smiled and didn’t laugh all that much. Although now that I thought about it, Master had changed somewhat in the few months I’d known him. He wasn’t quite so…pretentious. At least some of the time, anyway.

“My mother is like any other mom, pet. Only she has a broader viewpoint than some. You’ll find that a lot of people in this lifestyle are less judgmental overall.”

“So, you don’t think I have anything to worry about?” 

He kissed my neck again. “No. I don’t. She’s gonna like you. What’s not to like? You’re smart, beautiful, and you know how to make people feel welcome.”

Wow. I hadn’t expected those compliments. But I would take them.

“However, there is something you should know.”

Of course there was.

The way he said that had the hair on the back of my neck standing on end. I turned my head so I could see his face.

“My mother is more than a sexual submissive. She doesn’t merely offer sexual submission to her Master; she gives up total control,” he explained. “Do you know what that means?”

“She’s a slave?” I knew there was a difference between a Dominant/submissive and a Master/slave relationship, but I didn’t truly grasp everything that it encompassed.

“In the realm of BDSM, yes.” Master nodded. “My father was an experienced Dominant when he met my mother more than forty years ago. They hit it off right away.” He kissed my nose. “I’ll let her tell you the story, but I want you to have the opportunity to see a rare dynamic between a Master and a slave. Their love is their greatest bond, and her submission is what fuels them both.”

“Master, what’s the real difference between a slave and a submissive?” I’d read so much, and some of it I understood, some of it I didn’t. One thing I’d noticed, there were a lot of people who attempted to define this lifestyle, a lot of them having never experienced it for themselves.

“A submissive willingly gives up control. Sometimes only in the bedroom or during a scene, sometimes more often, but they generally have limits, and they’re involved with negotiations with their Dom. A slave gives up total control, and with this, they empower their Dom to make all the decisions, often without negotiations or limits.”

Oddly enough, I was now anxious to meet them, to witness the relationship they shared. From what I’d read online and the groups I’d explored, I knew I did not want to be a slave. I needed the opportunity to make my own decisions about certain aspects of my life. Plus, the idea of not having limits was not appealing to me in the least. I knew for a fact there were things I was not willing to do, no matter what. 

Not that I would judge another person for what they needed because it wasn’t my place. I just hadn’t had the opportunity to see a real-life Master/slave relationship.

Master shifted on the bed. “Now, I’ll give you two options this morning.”

Needing his dominance, I turned to face him.

“You can either suck my cock, allowing me to come down that tight little throat, or you can let me eat your pussy until you flood my mouth.”

My breath slammed roughly in my chest, the raunchiness of his words enough to make me forget about everything else except my master’s pleasure.

“I’d like to do what pleases you.”

He nodded and got to his feet.

“Turn over onto your back.”

I rolled onto my back as he pulled the blankets off the bed.

“Pull your knees against your chest, then spread them wide and hold them open for me. I want to admire your pretty pussy before we begin.”

I was instantly wet, my arousal fueled by his dirty words and his dominance.

I got into position, which put my pussy on display for him. He stood at the end of the bed, simply staring between my legs. Although it turned me on, I also felt a modicum of modesty. I had to fight the urge to cover myself. 

“You have a beautiful pussy, little one. Don’t ever feel the need to cover it. It pleases me to see those puffy lips and soft, pink center.”

His praise melted me. 

He proceeded to remove his shirt as he spoke. “Mostly, it pleases me to see you wet and eager for my mouth.”

Well, he was getting that in spades. 

My attention drifted to the hard planes and angles of his chest. My fingers itched to touch, but I didn’t dare move, not wanting to break the spell. I wasn’t sure if this was the prelude to a sexy blow job or if he was going to feast on me. Either way, I was enjoying it.

When he started moving toward me, my legs trembled. And when his knee rested on the bed, my blood surged in my veins. My pussy was so wet I could feel the trickle of my juices. I craved his tongue on my clit, but I kept that to myself.

“I’m gonna feast on you for a while. Only when you think I’ve had my fill are you allowed to come.”

Oh, crap. That seemed like a tall order. How in the world would I know when he was ready for me to come? 

The warmth of his breath fanned the eager place between my legs, and I inhaled deeply, trying to prepare myself for the pleasure of his wicked mouth. Master took one long lick between my legs, pulling a moan from me. The soft rasp of his tongue was heaven. 

He took his time, licking and nipping, not giving any attention to my clit whatsoever. It allowed my arousal to slowly build. When Master’s tongue finally flicked my clit, I jerked and twitched, the powerful sensation making my insides quiver. The more he did that, the more time he spent tormenting my clit, the harder it became to hold back. I couldn’t tell if he was ready for me to come, and I wanted to please him. Considering the overwhelming pleasure he was gifting me with, I felt it was only fair. 

Master’s hands pressed down on the insides of my thighs, forcing me open even more as he pressed his mouth fully between my legs, his lips suckling my clit. Unable to move, I couldn’t stop the pressure from building inside me. 

“Oh, God!” An electric current of energy shot from my clit to my womb, then radiated out in all directions as I came hard and fast.

When Master lifted his head and licked his lips, he looked pleased. 

“Thank you, Master,” I said on a rush of air. “That was…amazing.”

“My pleasure, pet. My absolute pleasure.”
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Per Master’s instructions, I showered, then did my hair and makeup. He had mentioned laying my clothes out, so I donned a towel while I did all of that, then went into the bedroom to see what he had selected for me. Knowing I was going to meet their mother and father, I was curious as to what he considered appropriate for that encounter.

I smiled to myself when I saw the short, flirty black skirt and the sexy off-white sweater. Well, it wasn’t really a sweater because it was so lightweight, but it was cute. I knew instantly that these hadn’t come from my wardrobe, but they obviously knew me well.

The ensemble lacked a bra and panties, which I hadn’t really expected. However, there was a teeny tiny black and white bikini, which made me giddy. There also weren’t any shoes, but this was an island, and there was a beach, so I was hoping this meant I would get to feel some sand between my toes.

After pulling on the outfit, I took a quick look at myself in the mirror. I liked what I saw. Not merely in the physical sense, either. These past few months have taught me some things about myself, and I believe my confidence level has been growing, which has allowed me to accept some of my flaws while focusing more on my strengths.

I owed my four bosses for that, I knew.

Realizing I couldn’t stay in my room forever, I took a deep breath and ventured downstairs. I could hear people talking down below, and I hesitated halfway down. 

“Come down here, pet,” Sir ordered. 

His command made me smile. It also made me feel as though I’d been caught with my hand in the cookie jar. 

Straightening my posture, I continued down the stairs, hoping to appear graceful. When I got to the bottom, all sense of decorum shot right out the window when I saw the man and woman sitting on the sofa in the living room.

The man was a spitting image of Master and Sir, only older with a head full of salt-and-pepper hair. The woman was likely the most stunning woman I’d ever seen. She had dark brown hair that was an inverted bob, longer in the front, shorter in the back. She didn’t look a day over forty at best, but based on my calculations, she had to be close to sixty, and that was if they’d gotten together when she was twenty.

“Over here, sweet girl,” Sir instructed. “I’d like to introduce you to our parents, Melanie and Jeremy Moore.”

I had absolutely no idea how I was supposed to handle myself in front of these people. Master had informed me that their father was a Dom. Did that mean I was supposed to bow to him? Avert my gaze?

“The first rule of a good submissive is to be polite to your guests,” Master said, coming up behind me.

I squeaked, surprised by his appearance.

He chuckled and took my hand. “Mom, Dad, this is Luciana Wagner. Pet, meet our parents.”

Be polite to your guests.

For some reason, that comment broke me from my stupor, and I realized that Mr. and Mrs. Moore were no different than me in the fact that they were humans, and I was to treat them with the general respect I treated everyone with.

Mrs. Moore glanced over at her husband. I noticed his subtle nod before she placed her hand softly on his thigh. It seemed like a thank-you gesture to me. Once she stood, she moved over to me with a beaming smile on her beautiful face.

“It’s wonderful to meet you, Luciana.” She leaned in and hugged me. 

She was tall, quite a few inches taller than me, in fact.

“Oh, please call me Luci,” I muttered, enjoying the warmth of her embrace. It was such a motherly thing to do, and I felt a hint of longing, wishing my own mother treated me as kindly. I couldn’t remember the last time my mother had hugged me.

When Mrs. Moore pulled back, she fluffed a long strand of my hair and smiled. “She’s as beautiful as y’all said she was.”

She had the same twang as her sons.

I felt myself blush. “Thank you, Mrs. Moore.”

“Please call me Mel.”

Smiling, I nodded.

“Come over here, Luci.”

My eyes widened at the gruff command coming from Mr. Moore. He was in full Dom mode. Or perhaps that was the setting he was always in. It made sense, considering what I knew about Master and Sir. Although Sir was a little more laid-back at times, Master was always on, always in command.
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