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            About This Book

          

        

      

    

    
      A decade ago, a bad play-date turned composer Ella Hudson off BDSM.

      Now she's been offered a performance opportunity too good to pass up, but it means working closely with Jackson and Griffin--world class musicians, lovers, and Doms intent on adding her to their relationship.

      While Ella struggles to deny her true desires, maintaining her vanilla facade becomes increasingly difficult as the men re-introduce her to a world she'd written off.
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      Jack set his toy bag down with far more care than his temper demanded. “Dammit, Griff, I thought this one had promise.”

      “I know, babe.” Griff leaned in and touched his forehead to Jack’s. “Look, do you really think we need a beard? Sully knows the score and he’s cool with it. Do you honestly think Wil and Finn will care? I’m fucking tired of sneaking around. You like to fuck me, I like to fuck you. So what? It’s nobody’s business but ours, and I don’t like constantly having to produce a third to camouflage our relationship. Don’t get me wrong, I’m always happy to have some subbie pussy around to torture and fuck, but not to keep up appearances. It makes me feel like I’m not good enough.”

      Jack brushed a gentle kiss over Griff’s lips. “Idiot. You know it’s more than just fucking. I love you. You’re way beyond good enough; you’re everything to me. However, the reality is, neither of us subs, so even if we outed ourselves, we would still need a submissive if we wanted to play at Finn’s parties.”

      “You’re right, but I’m fed up with playing musical subbies. This one seemed like she might work out, you know? I don’t understand how I could have been so blind.”

      “Don’t go taking all the credit. I was just as blind. She took everything we dished out and begged for more. Maybe I was more wilfully ignorant than blind. Can you imagine how deeply we could have got involved with her if that business with Hildy hadn’t happened tonight? All the trouble she could have caused for us? I feel queasy just thinking about it.”

      “We sure dodged a bullet with that one. Speaking of Hildy, what’s the deal? Wil is notorious for going out of his way to avoid newbies, yet he shows up to a play party with one?”

      “Not our business.”

      “I know, but I don’t think we’ve ever had a newbie at a party before. Even Mac had some previous experience.”

      “Again, not our business.”

      “You’re no fun.”

      Jack grabbed the hem of Griff’s shirt and lifted. “Oh baby, I’m lots of fun.”
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      Griff smiled wide as he followed Jack into Finn’s music room. “Sully, you old slacker, it’s about fucking time you got back to work.”

      “I figured if I didn’t show soon, I’d be looking for a new gig.”

      “Does this mean you’re back in full swing?”

      “I don’t know about full swing, but I’ve been swizzling the hitty-sticks a little. Fucking busted ribs completely crimped my style.”

      Griff just about swallowed his tongue when Mac walked in wearing nothing but clover clamps on her nipples and leather cuffs on her wrists. His head was full of questions, but when Jack caught his eye, he nodded and kept them to himself. Not his business.

      Sully, who considered everything his business, was not so polite. “Nice outfit, sweetie. Special occasion?” Mac glared at Sully and slowly flipped him the finger.

      Griff held back a chuckle when he spotted Finn leaning against the door jamb. Oh, for a bowl of popcorn.

      “Oh dear. What an unfortunate turn of events, my love.” Finn walked across the room, sat in his chair, and patted his hands on his thighs. Mac stalked over to him and laid herself across his lap.

      He reached down and grabbed the thin wooden cleaning rod for his flute. “Before we begin, why are you being punished?”

      “I was disrespectful.”

      “Yes, you were. I accept that you and Sully have a special understanding, but when I have your submission, you must be respectful to everyone, regardless of your normal dynamic. It’s not like you don’t know any better. We’ve had this same conversation before. What was your punishment last time?”

      “Ten strokes with your hand.”

      “And what happens with repeat offences?”

      “Double the last with whatever implement you choose.”

      “That means it’ll be twenty with the cleaning rod. Colour, Mac?”

      “I’m green.”

      “Good enough. I’ll keep count. Do not move.” Finn placed his left hand on the small of Mac’s back before taking the first stroke. He laid stripe after stripe across her ass, never striking the same spot twice. Mac’s facial contortions and tears were the only sign of her struggle to accept her punishment. By the time Finn was done, her ass was striped like a candy cane. “All done, love. Now go apologise to Sully, and once your slate is clean, we will continue with what you were supposed to be doing before this little interlude.”

      Mac rose from Finn’s lap and accepted the tissue he held out. She took a moment to wipe her tears and blow her nose. Then she went over to Sully, knelt at his feet, and rested her forehead on his knees. “I’m sorry.”

      “All is forgiven, sweetie. I’m sorry too. I shouldn’t have teased you.” Sully leaned forward and kissed her head. Mac looked up and smiled, then rose to her feet and returned to Finn.

      “Good girl. Hands behind your back and turn around.” As soon as her back was turned, Finn clipped her cuffs together and kissed her shoulder. “Off you go, sweetheart.”

      Griff caught Sully’s eye and raised an eyebrow as Mac sat on the piano bench. Sully shrugged and shook his head slightly. How the hell were they supposed to have a productive rehearsal with a naked, decorated Mac in the room? More to the point, how was Finn going to concentrate on the music when most of his focus would be on his sub who would be teetering on the edge of her limits?

      “Holy shit, if I’d known it was bring your sub to work day, I would have brought Hildy. She and Mac would look so cute sitting on the piano bench with their tits clamped togeth—”

      The colour drained from Mac’s face, and Finn flew to her side as he snapped at Wilson. “Enough.” He unclipped Mac’s cuffs and gathered her into his arms. “Sweetie, I fucked up. I’m so sorry.” As he left the room with Mac, Finn turned to the rest of the group and said, “You guys go ahead without me.”

      Wilson stepped towards them. “Mac, Finn, I’m—”

      “Not right now, Wil. I need to take care of her. Maybe before you leave...”

      Wilson ran his hand through his hair. “Yeah, sure.”

      As soon as Finn and Mac were gone, Sully pounced. “Dammit, Wil. What were you thinking?”

      “I wasn’t. It just slipped out. What was going on, anyway?”

      “My best guess is Finn was pushing at Mac’s issue with the piano bench and figured doing it during rehearsal with a room full of Doms was the best way to do it. He probably would have been right if he’d thought to give us a heads up. He’s usually more on the ball about this kind of thing.”

      Taking pity on Wil, Griff spoke up. “Don’t beat yourself up about it, Sully was rather indelicate himself and Mac’s reaction earned her a candy-striped ass.”

      Sully had the decency to look a little sheepish. “Yeah, I think Griff and Jack are the only ones who haven’t caused Mac pain of one kind or another today. Right, I guess we should get on with it. What are we playing first?”
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      As soon as the front door snicked shut, Jack was up against the wall, and Griff was kissing him like his life depended on it.

      Jack grabbed Griff’s shoulders and pushed him away. “Whoa, what’s this all about, babe?”

      Griff leaned back in and thrust his hips forward, grinding them into Jack’s groin. “I’m horny.”

      “That’s obvious, but why?”

      “What do you mean, why? Since when do I have to have a reason to be horny?”

      “We’ve been together for almost as long as we’ve been members of Dominant Cord, and not once have you ever tried to jump me the minute we got home from a rehearsal. So, I ask again, why?”

      “I guess it was watching Mac submit to Finn—at least before it all went to shit in a handbag—it was beautiful and sizzling hot. It was love. I want that for us. It made me horny.”

      “You don’t think we have love that makes you horny?”

      “Are you being purposely obtuse? Our love makes me all kinds of horny. Sharing a sub with you makes me all kinds of horny, too. But I think having a mutually loving relationship with a sub would make us complete. And before you get all pouty, you know as well as I do that we’d probably end up killing each other if we didn’t have a sub to torture, and you love pussy just as much as I do.”

      Jack had no idea what to make the whole situation. He trusted Griff absolutely, but he had a tiny, nagging doubt he could not shake. Sudden changes in behaviour didn’t happen without a reason, and Griff got that horny from witnessing a monogamous, heterosexual, Dominant/submissive interaction—not the homosexual interaction waiting for him at home.

      It wasn’t that long ago he’d wanted to out their relationship to the world, and lately, he’d stopped banging on about it. Did he really want a bi-sexual, poly relationship or was he looking to go straight? He knew Griff’s comment about killing each other if they didn’t have a sub was meant to ease his concern, but it only did the opposite.

      Despite his fear for his relationship, he decided to smooth things over. “Okay, I get it, but I think we might be asking a bit too much of the universe. How many people are lucky enough to find one perfect love, let alone two who also have to love each other? It’s a tall, tall order.”

      “Doesn’t make it impossible, though.”

      Jack stroked a finger along Griff’s cheek and brushed a gentle kiss on his lips. “No, you’re right. It doesn’t make it impossible.” He leaned in for another kiss as he took hold of Griff’s hand and guided it to his erection. “But see what you do to me? That’s all because of you.”

      “Aw, fuck! Just because I haven’t jumped on you after rehearsal before doesn’t mean you don’t get me all hot and bothered. Rehearsals take it out of me, and after blowing my horn for hours, I’m not in much of a mood to blow anything else, not even your perfectly delectable trouser trumpet.”

      If only Griff would shut the fuck up. Every time he opened his mouth, he made it worse, and Jack had to wonder if Griff’s subconscious had taken control of his mouth. He wasn’t usually this insensitive. They say to fake ‘til you make it, so Jack decided to brazen it out and not let his hurt show. Instead, he dropped to his knees. “How about I blow your perfectly delectable trouser trumpet instead.”

      By the time he’d made the offer, Griff had his jeans at half-mast and his cock on parade. “Now you’re talking.”

      Jack held Griff’s cock at the base as he swirled his tongue around the head, occasionally darting to the centre to lap up the pre-cum. He continued to tease until he felt hands at the back of his head—Griff’s way of telling him it was time to get serious.

      He opened his mouth and sucked on the knob, alternating between strong and gentle. Jack fought the increasing pressure at the back of his head that was forcing him farther down Griff’s cock.

      “Fucking goddammit, Jack. I’m in no mood for being teased.”

      Jack pinched the inside of Griff’s thigh and pulled away from his cock. “And I’m not a fucking sub you can order around. Blow your own fucking horn. I’m going to bed.
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      Standing with his jeans around his knees and his rapidly deflating cock swinging in the wind, Griff wondered what the fuck just happened. One minute, he’s well on his way to blowing his load down his lover’s throat, the next, he’s left hanging without a clue. Past experience, while rare, had taught him to leave Jack alone and wait until he was asleep before joining him in bed.

      Griff pulled up his jeans and refastened them. He took a quick trip to the kitchen to grab a beer, then he retreated to the living room and flopped on the sofa.

      No matter how he looked at it, he couldn’t figure out what had set Jack off. Yeah, watching Finn push Mac to the edge of her limits and how beautifully she submitted totally got his motor running, but did it really matter what got him all charged up as long as he spent the energy at home? Surely there had to be times when Jack came at him with all cylinders firing because he had been turned on by something external to their relationship. It couldn’t be the idea of adding a female sub to their mix. Jack had been pushing for that for years.

      Griff switched on the television and zoned out. He was done trying to figure out what the issue was. Jack was both a grown up and a Dom, and as such, he had a responsibility to communicate.

      An explosion on the TV startled Griff awake. He checked his watch and figured Jack would be asleep. He hated it when Jack fucked off to bed in a huff. It didn’t happen often, but when it did, life tended to really suck for a while. At least he’d be able to get some sleep before he’d have to deal with Jack’s next wave of anger.

      He crept into the bedroom with his arms outstretched to help him feel his way to the bed. He’d already stripped and taken care of all his needs in guest bathroom to reduce the risk of waking Jack.

      He was momentarily blinded by the sudden glare of the bedside lamp. “Quit your fucking creeping around, Griff, and get into bed. I’m tired.”

      Shit. “I didn’t want to wake you.”

      “Bullshit. You waited until you thought I was asleep so you could avoid any more conflict. It’s what you always do. This time I didn’t bother pretending to be asleep so you could avoid me.”

      “What the fuck is that supposed to mean?”

      “Did you honestly think I would be able to go to sleep before I knew you were safely in bed with me?”

      “I thought you were over that.”

      “Well, I’m
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