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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
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