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A note from this Author to you, dear reader…


If you’ve found your way to reading this novella, then you’re already familiar with our foursome of Fox, Ky, Daddy Thorne, and Ven… mmhmmm?

If you haven’t read VENGEFUL GODS and you’re attempting to dive on in to this little sequence of bonus stories, PLEASE make sure to go and devour Vengeful Gods first.

I promise, this will remain right here waiting for you, as a delicious dessert to feast upon. (It’ll also make a hell of a lot more sense!)

All my love, xo


Thank you to everyone who took a leap of faith and tumbled down the rabbit hole into this world with me.

Thank you for fiercely loving these characters.

When I say you’ve changed my entire life, I mean it.

This one is absolutely for you.
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Part One

The Woods


Naughty Boy:



You know we love you, right?




Yes…




Naughty Boy:



Don’t sound so uncertain.




Well, this sounds ominous.




Oh god. Are you about to bring me another tongue?



I thought you’d finished with the list of people you needed to hack to pieces for me?



Naughty Boy:



You’re so cute.




No, not a tongue.



But that makes you horny, so don’t pretend like it didn’t sound fun for a second.



I’ve got a client arriving in 5 minutes, you know.




Naughty Boy:



Well, as I say, you know we love you.




I do.




I love you *heart eyes*



Naughty Boy:



Then it’s best to remember that…




Because it might not feel that way with the way we fuck you tonight.



…





Fox


“Can I propose right now?”

I snap a series of quick photos for my portfolio, and the girl with the brand-new ink on her wrist beams at me.

“Might have to have a team meeting about that. I come as part of a group package, ya know.”

“Well, if it means I can lock down your talents on a permanent basis?” She laughs and twists her arm to get another good look at the additions we’ve just made. “I love how it’s come out… same time next month?”

“Absolutely. We’ll fill in that shading, and I’ll come up with something to add to that spot on the outside of your forearm.”

We’ve been working on adding to her full sleeve, and now we’re at the stage where we’re both having far too much fun filling in the blanks.

“You’re the best, Fox. Honestly.”

“I accept ego fluffing seven days a week.”

She blows me a kiss and heads toward the door. “You locking up now?”

“Yeah, I’ll follow you.” I set my phone down and cross to the front door, with large bay windows on either side staring out onto the twinkling night of Port Macabre. Lights glimmer on the reflection of the harbor.

“Wait, you’re not walking to your car in the dark, are you?”

“Nah, my girlfriend’s picking me up; actually, she’s just there.” She waves at the vehicle parked up out front with the lights on.

“Ok. Drive safe.”

I deadbolt the door as she trots over to the car and watch to make sure she’s safely in the passenger side. They exchange the cutest kiss and grins as she shows off her new design wrapping around her wrist.

I can’t contain my own smile as I turn back to begin collecting my things, and packing away my gear, except the fine hairs on the back of my neck stand on end.

My phone is missing.

I know I left it right beside my tablet.

Just as I take a hesitant step closer to the counter, with my eyes bouncing around the empty room, the music cuts abruptly.

“Hello?” My pulse starts thudding triple-time.

Eerie silence greets me.

“Ky?” I know my naughty boy was supposed to pick me up tonight after I finished cleaning up the studio, but he’s not due to meet me here for another hour.

All I hear is my own heart and the bounce of my voice off the wooden floor and brick walls.

It would be just like him to sneak in here and play a prank, and the only place he could be hiding is behind that counter.

I’m feeling dead on my feet after a full day of clients, and I know that makes me more susceptible to being skittish, with past experiences in life hard to shake, even though I know I’m safe and protected by my men. So, I straighten my spine, shaking off those old feelings I don’t want to be haunted by anymore. Instead, I stride over to plant both hands flat on the countertop, and lean onto my tiptoes to peer over, expecting to find his brilliant grin beaming back at me.

Except, as I lean my weight forward, my brows crease.

The space is empty.

And that’s when it happens.

I’m grabbed from behind, one gloved hand captures my mouth, and before I can do a thing—before I can put any of my self-defense to use—my feet are duct taped, along with my wrists being snatched together and bound at my front.

Three bodies surround me. All dressed in black, and as the figures who just expertly rendered me immobile stand up, I can see out of the corner of my eye that they each have masks on.

Not the ritualistic ones of the Anguis, no, these are red stitch masks, with black hoodies drawn up to conceal their individual identities.

My panicked breath against the hand over my mouth doesn’t relent, even though I know.

I know it’s them.

We picked out the masks together, but they refused to tell me when this would happen… and as much as this is something I want—a fantasy of mine that they’re bringing to life—it still runs white hot adrenaline interspersed with genuine fear pumping through my veins.

They work rapidly and efficiently, in a way that shows off the terrifying skill set they’ve all been trained in.

A cloth gag is affixed to my mouth and tied around my head as I make an attempt to thrash my head against the hand covering my face. However, that does absolutely nothing. My captors follow up their rough and precisely enacted handiwork by adding a blindfold.

My men didn’t tell me exactly what they would do, or how it would happen, but we discussed the rules beforehand.

Thorne was adamant about making sure I could stop things at any stage, which is why my wrists are being secured in front of me, not behind my back.

Even though I’m gagged, blindfolded, and about to be tossed in the trunk, he wanted me to still have use of my hands so I can remove any of my sensory deprivation at any point in time if I want to.

He was the most reluctant to give me this; I could see the war behind his eyes each time we talked about it. Yet here he is, one of the three loves of my life, letting me have this experience because he cares about me enough to pretend to kidnap me, dump me in the woods, and chase me like I’m nothing more than a conquest to catch and use.

God, I love him.

I love all of them for agreeing to this.

Something gets placed over my head, and instantly, all sound disappears. Noise-canceling headphones.

Then, the world flips and slides sideways as my body is upturned. The point of a strong shoulder digs into my stomach, and I flop around helplessly while being carried away.

Whoever has me over their shoulder crosses my studio floor with long strides, moving faster than my short legs are normally able to. As soon as we pass through the door, it’s only the feel of the night air hitting my skin, warm and with a faint breeze coming off the water nearby, that lets me know we’ve left the building.

We pause, and every noise is barely audible, just a faint scuffle. I feel the reverberation of the deep voice of whoever is carrying me as they speak to one of the others briefly. The short burst of words extend through my sternum like a rumbling wave.

I think it’s Ky, but I can’t be sure.

That’s when my body gets flipped again, and my shoulder makes contact with a solid surface, jarring against something hard and unforgiving. It scratches my bared skin like rough carpet. This time, my legs are manhandled along with my body, tipping me over, as gloved hands roughly force me into a position lying on my side.

Who would have thought the most romantic thing to happen to me today would be getting stuffed into the trunk of the car belonging to my men.

A breeze gusts over my face, my fingers are pried apart and then forced around a smooth, cool object.

My phone.

Another of Thorne’s stipulations for this misadventure was that he point-blank refused to leave me trussed up in the trunk without a way to call for help if I want this game to end.

Then comes the decisive slam, signaling the moment I’m truly trapped. They leave me enclosed in here, with my heart pounding, and all I can sense is the rocking of the vehicle which comes next as they take up their seats.

I hear muffled voices from inside the front, beyond the seat partition. That’s followed quickly by the hum of the engine as it roars to life, a strong smell of fuel, and the jolt marking the second we begin to drive.

Locked in here, with my senses taken away, I’m hyper-aware of every bump and curve of the asphalt. I feel the temperature keep rising the longer I’m kept in this tiny, cramped space. After a few minutes have passed, I’m definitely sweating, my pulse hasn’t relented, if anything, it keeps intensifying since my body and brain can’t tell the difference between the illusion of being taken like this, and the reality that this is nothing more than a little bit of fun and depravity.

Even though they’ve done everything we agreed to so far so that we could safely play this game, it feels oh so real.

We drive for a period of time that feels so different from what I’m used to. I thought I’d be able to tell where we were or how far we’d traveled, but I was so naive.

Just when I think we surely must be nearing the compound, a different texture grinds beneath the wheels, one that rattles through my teeth, jolting and jarring, which means we’ve abandoned the regular road, and gone onto gravel.

Now I really have no fucking clue where we are.

My fingers cling to the phone they’ve given me—with Thorne’s stern voice ringing in my ears that I needed to use it the second it felt too much—and even though being cramped, pretzeled into this tiny space feels like a lot to handle, I’m determined to see this through.

My mind tries to stop frantically whirring, while I focus on calming my breathing through my nose.

I’m well aware I could slip this gag out of my mouth, remove the blindfold, and send them my safe word within about three seconds. Except there’s also seeds of doubt there, embedded in my mind that tickle a fucked up part of my brain, scratching the itch of this fantasy.

Being forced.

The longer we keep going, with my body being tossed roughly as we round a few sharp bends at what feels like a heart-pounding speed, I feel the brakes engage. Gravel crunches beneath the tires, and the entire car slides as we come to an abrupt stop.

I feel the pressure wave of three car doors slamming in quick succession, more than hearing them actually thud closed.

Above me, a sudden rush of fresh night air hits the exposed skin on my face and arms as the lid to my confinement is opened.

While I’m certain they’ve taken me somewhere remote on our peninsula, there’s just enough unknown… enough uncertainty. It creates a symphony of white noise inside my brain, sending signals that are ramping up my fear levels for what is about to come.

Because even though the three of them understand my desire, I also have no idea how they’re going to enact it. That part I left up to them to surprise me, and well, apparently, they’ve gone all out on that front.

Color me shocked and surprised and more turned on than I should be.

Gloved hands wrap my arms and legs, hauling me out with the kind of brute force that causes my knees to clash against the hard edge of the trunk, leaving a sting blooming across the bone.

My eyes water, and I wince, with a pained nose deadened by the thing around my mouth.

I’m wearing a tank and a skirt, what with the summer heat, and now that we’re in this scenario, it feels all too vulnerable compared to the glimpse of what I saw the three of them wearing when they first grabbed me.

Head to toe black. Combat boots. Visual anonymity.

The headphones are torn from my head, snagging on my hair, which drags another muffled yelp from behind the material gagging me. At the same time, another set of hands pulls the blindfold away, leaving me blinking at the sight of my captors.

It’s pitch black, but I catch a brief glimpse of their glowing red masks staring down at me, their imposing height illuminated by a flashlight before the damn thing is shone right in my face, blinding me.

My bound hands fly up to shield my eyes as I duck my head away from the brutality of the light, and I let out a feeble protest.

As I do so, my heart thuds a frantic beat. Someone—who I can’t see because my sight is now more or less just a giant white spot—grabs my ankles and runs a sharp blade along my bare skin, before the tape is severed.

“Better start running.” The gruff words of my wolf hit the shell of my ear as he drags the blunt edge of the knife up the length of my thigh.

“The quicker we catch you, well, that means you won’t earn any orgasms, baby girl.” This time, my Viking’s voice is silky smooth and filled with the kind of promise that I know he absolutely means it when he says he’ll deny me.

“You get a head start. Make good use of it.” Words that are far rougher and grittier from Thorne than I’m used to are accompanied by another flash of light straight to the face as I’m shoved by my shoulder.

With hands bound in front of me, and a gag in my mouth, I do as they say.

I start running.


Thorne


My boots crunch through the dried pine needles and pieces of bark littering the forest floor. I walk, with the flashlight trained on my prey as she scampers ahead of me.

I shouldn’t be enjoying this as much as I am, but I’m also having to wage an inner battle against the protective asshole part of me that is screaming to put an immediate stop to this.

She could fall.

Her wrists are taped together.

What if she hits her head?

So, I hang back, but not nearly as much as I’m supposed to. Allowing the beam of my flashlight to bounce over the uneven terrain, it lights a glow, revealing the direction Foxglove runs off in as she flies into the night.

Ven has her tracker up on his phone, Ky most likely is doing the same. It’s not like she can truly go missing out here, but it took me a minute to get on board with what my girl wanted from us.

Except, seeing the shy smile glimmer in her eyes when I finally relented and agreed to this fuckery, well, of course, I’d already lost before we’d even started.

She’s unsteady on her feet, finding her footing and stumbling a few times. My pace quickens as I keep closing the distance between us.

I get her first, and I’m in no mood to draw this out.

Ven and Ky can be the ones who play hunter and hunted.

I’ll take what I want, then happily sit back and watch our girl get used so beautifully.

Almost as if she hears my thoughts, that’s the moment she chooses a path that will make my next move oh, so easy.

Foxglove veers to the right, and the thick coverage of the trees gives me the perfect path to cut her off, as I break into a jog, closing in rapidly. I flick the flashlight to a red glow, matching the mask, providing enough for me to see by, and her head whips around at the sudden loss of scattered light from just a second ago.

When I catch her, she’s panting, wide-eyed. Foxglove jolts as I grab her from behind, just like back at the tattoo studio.

“On your knees,” I growl through the plastic, and that draws a faint, whimpering noise from behind her gag.

My good girl sinks down with her back to me, trembling, as my hand holds her neck.

Through my gloves, I feel her throat work down a frantic swallow, and that’s when my cock jerks in anticipation of where this is heading.

Using the toe of my combat boot, I kick her knees to spread for me. “Wider.”

Foxglove whimpers again, a soft sound that for a moment has me pausing because my brain is connecting this kind of moment to far too many times when I had to do this shit with only one outcome in mind. The kind of scene that ended in pools of blood, rather than pleasure.

My good fucking girl, as if she can sense that I’m fighting a battle to fully allow myself to take on this role that she wants me to play, her fingers reach around my wrist, and squeeze reassuringly a couple of times before falling away once more.

That flips the switch.

Letting go of her throat, I clip the flashlight to my vest and push forward, shoving one hand between her shoulders to tip her body so that she crashes onto her elbows, ass in the air.

I’m moving before my brain catches up, pulling out my knife. I fist the hem of her skirt where the stretchy fabric is pulled tight across her thighs and tug it up to bunch around her waist. All it takes is two quick snicks of the blade against delicate material, and her panties fall away from her body into my waiting hand.

“Up,” I command, and Foxglove scrambles to sit back on her heels, staying on her knees, as I circle around to stand in front and look down on my girl. The faint red glow gives me enough light to see that her eyes are wide, and her nostrils flare when she catches sight of the lacy material clenched in my fist.

Those eyes bounce up to mine, and she looks like a fucking dream on her knees for me. This girl always does.

Crouching down, I use the handle of my blade to tilt her chin, keeping her gaze raised to mine.

“Looks like someone needs to be taught a lesson. Running around a forest in the dark with drenched panties, and you expect to get away with it?”

She makes a ragged noise into the gag and shakes her head.

“Undo my belt.” Getting back to my feet, I stand and watch on as her fingers fly straight to catch on my waistband. That eagerness makes me a little glad for the mask and the cover of darkness because, goddamn, she has my belt undone and my hard cock out in record time.

I hook one finger into the corner of her mouth and pull the gag free. She works her jaw a little and makes a soft noise, one that sounds a lot like she’s turned the fuck on.

“Safeword,” I growl.

She blinks a couple of times and wets her lips. “Island.” Her voice is raspy and barely more than a whisper, but I’m satisfied with that.

“Good girl.”

Looming over her in the dark, I give this gorgeous creature exactly what she wants. “Go on then. Fill your mouth and suck me ‘til I spill down that throat of yours.”

Her eyes flash, and she clutches hold of one thigh to steady herself, taking me into her hot little hole, and god fucking damn, does she feel like a dream. Allowing her tongue to swirl, she bobs faster, humming around my length with each dip forward. I let her choose her pace; this is about Foxglove’s fantasy, after all.

She sucks me down, getting progressively sloppier, more desperate. Drool starts to collect at the corners of her mouth as her head keeps dipping, and she slurps around my length, doing her best to take as much of me as she can at this angle.

All too soon, I feel it. Her cheeks hollow out over and over as my rigid cock hits the back of her throat. With one hand, I tug on her hair, and that tiny command is all she needs. She swallows around my tip, and the pressure zaps up my spine.

There’s no holding it back anymore.

I can’t help letting out a grunt as my cock throbs, and I’m so close to spilling across her tongue.

My girl fucking knows it too because she claws at my thigh, trying to tug me deeper, and moans around my length, sending vibrations along my dick that feel way too good.

“Jesus.” My bark escapes on a rush of air right from the base of my lungs as I sink deep, holding there as my length throbs, swells, and unloads. “That’s it. Goddam, that’s it, baby.” Thrusting my hips in and out, the racing sensation in my chest keeps time with each shove in and out of her plush mouth. “Swallow every fucking drop. Don’t waste a single thing.”

My girl does exactly as I say. She laps around my dick and cleans me up. Her eyes are watering, but as she pulls off me, licking up my length the way she likes to do, I see the faintest smile dancing on her lips.

She sticks out her tongue. Proudly showing me how good she’s been.

I want to scoop her up and lavish her with praise, but we’ve got so much more left in this game to play tonight.

Before she can fully catch her breath, I pinch her chin, and use the opportunity to shove the material covered in her arousal into her mouth.

Pulling my girl to her feet, I let my mask graze the side of her face, and growl.

“Better keep running.”


Ven


Watching my girl get to her feet and stumble away, it would be too easy to fall on her immediately.

She’s all starry-eyed after enjoying Thorne’s fat cock far too much. I know he wasn’t that keen to do any of this with her, but eventually came around. Which is why he played the soft dom with her tonight. Letting her take things at whatever speed she wanted to, rather than pinning her down and forcing anything.

Me, however? Oh, my little fox and I know exactly how to play this game.

We’ve had plenty of fun in the heart of these woods before now.

So, I let her stumble and fumble her way through the pine trees, her ass nearly hanging out below that skirt bunched up around her hips. Tits almost falling out the top of her thin-strapped tank. I let her descend further into the forest, all the while keeping my prey in my sight. She pauses, leaning up against a tree for a moment, struggling to catch her breath around those panties shoved in her mouth—a perfect touch that, if Thorne hadn’t fucking done, I definitely would have.

Peering around, she’s trying to figure out which way to go next, so I help make the decision for her. I toss a rock to land amongst the leaf litter over to her left, and that causes exactly the reaction I was hoping for.

She jumps a mile at the sudden noise and bolts.

Now I get to really enjoy the chase.

Taking a wide arc, I know she’s going to have to follow the small patches of pale moonlight that fall sporadically on the forest floor. There’s just enough to guide her now that she’s had some time to adjust to the darkness, and it leads her straight toward me.

All I have to do is wait.

I toss another rock, this time a little further, watching on as she stops dead and then spins, lurches, races from the sound.

Another few steps is all it’ll take.

Throwing another one, to land closer to her heels, it causes her head to whip around, and that’s when she collides into my chest.

“Hmm. I’m disappointed. You make it far too easy to catch a little slut.” I wrap my palm around her throat.

My girl immediately starts thrashing. With Thorne she was happy to be caught, whereas with me, she knows this dance.

A string of noise comes from behind the gag, and she tries to wrench free of my hold.

Sometimes, I let her get away a second time, to prolong the game, to give her more of a chase and let her run like a startled rabbit until her lungs are aching and thighs are burning white hot. Except tonight there are three of us hunting these woods, and my dick is ready to fall off if I don’t get to paint her with my cum as soon as possible.

Fox looks gorgeous in anything, but there’s something special about seeing my girl with a freshly fucked mouth, mud on her face, and cum smeared across her pale skin.

We’re both a little messed up like that, because she loves it, too.

Walking her backward, I grin behind my mask as she fights me every step of the way, keeping on going until her spine collides with a tree trunk.

“You’ve already had someone take this throat, haven’t you?” Pulling out my knife, I flip the blade in front of her face, the silver catching a brief glimpse of the moonlight. “A little whore, lost in the woods, with a belly full of cum already.”

She argues a string of muffled noises from behind the material stuffing her mouth.

“Kneel.”

Those big eyes stare back at me, filled with lust and defiance, and just when I think she’s going to force my hand, she allows me to push her down to her knees.

“Look at what you’ll do, all for the chance to be filled with cock.” I taunt, and as she lowers down, I stab the blade, embedding it deep into the wood. She tries to look around and see what I’m doing, but I use the opportunity to roughly grab her bound wrists. Lifting them over her head, I hook the tape over the handle, and she’s strung up perfectly for me.

“Since you’ve already been greedy and swallowed down his cum, you don’t get mine.” My fingers work at my belt as I step back and take in the sight of her, arms stretched tight over her head, drool glistening at the corners of her filled mouth. “No. I’ll find somewhere else to mark up.”

Slipping the leather free, her eyes track every movement through the dark. Working quickly, I wrap it around her neck, and my girl makes a groaning noise of pleasure when my makeshift collar pulls tight, fitting perfectly.

With one fist, I hold onto the length like a leash, and push down my briefs to let my cock spring free.

She starts squirming immediately.

I fist myself and drag the leaking tip over the curve of her jaw. Her tits heave with each shaky breath through her nose, and I know she’s going out of her head right now.

“I’m gonna take this gag out, you’re gonna open up, and I’m not gonna stop fucking this pouty little mouth until I want to. Understand?”

Fox nods frantically.

“So fucking eager to be used.” I shake my head and click my tongue. “He let you have control, allowed you to hump his leg and suck on him like a sweet little plaything.” Hooking a finger past her bottom lip, I tug on the soaked material.

“But you’re just a hole for me to use. Nothing more.”

My girl gasps and sucks in a ragged breath as her airway is freed for just a second, enough time for her to hastily run her tongue across her lips before I tug on the belt and shove my cock into her waiting mouth.

I thrust in and out, with one forearm braced on the tree, planting my feet so that I can absolutely own her. Exactly the way I know she wants me to.

Her whining and whimpering is mixed with gagging sounds as my dick fills her mouth, thickening with each thrust. My fist grips the belt so tight, it’s like if I let her go, she’ll vanish, even though I know she’s strung up here and can’t go anywhere.

My hips pump forward, and it’s so fucking good. I know the other two are watching, and there’s some sick, twisting satisfaction in knowing that they’re seeing the two of us together like this.

That they’re seeing how goddamn beautiful our girl is, when she gives herself over completely and lets me push her boundaries.

Thorne’s always going to be the one who will act as her protector. Ky is always going to worship the ground she walks on. I’m the demon in the dark she loves to invite into her bed and willingly be ruined by. Over and over.

“Fuck. You’re just a sloppy little whore, aren’t you? Look at this mess. Drool running down your chin while you’re choking on me.”

Fox’s eyes water as she struggles to swallow and lets me keep on shoving in and out of her mouth.

“I bet you could come just like this. All I’d need to do is jam my boot in between those thighs, and you’d fall apart while grinding against my laces.”

She makes a desperate sound, begging me to do exactly that.

My cock aches, and the coil winds tighter, and I know I’m close to losing it. The ways we’re going to reward her after this will make it absolutely worth the agony of being denied what she wants right now.

As I feel my balls draw up, I yank myself out of her mouth, spit hanging on a long dangling thread between the head of my cock and her lips. With the leather still gripped in one fist, I use my other hand to aim the head of my cock at her chest, and a couple of firm tugs are all I need to unload. Cum shoots onto the valley of plump cleavage, and some of it catches her chin as I pump my dick and listen to her porny little moans fill the night.

“Oh god. Please. Please.” She starts writhing and begging, and even though I’d happily fall on her right here and now, that’s not part of the plan.

“No,” I grunt. Grabbing her chin, I crudely swipe up cum off my dick with the drool-soaked material of her panties, then stuff them back in her mouth. Fox whines furiously when her brain catches up with what is happening.

I hum to myself and drag the last beads of sticky wetness on the tip of my length across her lips before stepping back.

“Keep running, little fox. You haven’t earned the right for anything, yet.”


Ky


Goddamn.

My dick is leaking everywhere after having to watch all of that.

I hate fucking watching—Thorne gets off on it, and Ven doesn’t mind—but it’s torture having to be last to the events of this game, and those two assholes know that.

Fox thinks this is hard for her? Try having to watch on as she choked on both their cocks and wait my turn.

Screw them. At least when we get her back home and cleaned up, I can spend the rest of the night rewarding her. I don’t care what they do, but I’m gonna be the one eating her until she can’t fucking see straight. They can sit in the corner playing with themselves while I enjoy listening to my girl scream my name over and over.

Ven tucks himself away and removes his belt from her neck. Even though I can’t see his face beneath that mask, I know his body language. He’s standing back, enjoying the sight of his cum splattered all over her chest and watching her writhe for him.

Reaching up, he tugs the knife out, letting her arms fall and body slump forward onto the ground.

Then he uses the folded over leather to hook under her chin, tilting her head, forcing her to gaze up at him, and must say something to her, because she scrambles to her feet and starts running again.

Only now, she’s doubly horny, and blissed out after being so thoroughly used in quick succession. So, it’s hardly a chase, more like stalking my sweet little confused prey.

Tucking my hands in my pockets, I follow after her, roaming along the ridgeline that lets me look down on where Fox scrambles along the track a few feet below me. After how perfectly she’s just been owned, I doubt my footsteps will even register.

Smirking to myself, I keep pace with her short strides.

“Trying to escape, baby girl?” I call out, and my voice does that thing where it echoes and ricochets around the trees. Her head jerks around, frantically trying to look for where I might be creeping up on her. She nearly spins and falls in the process.

“I can see your pussy weeping from here.”

She makes a noise that I know is supposed to be a protest, but ends up sounding exactly like a whimper and a plea for me to catch up to her.

I tut, and lengthen my strides to position myself in her path. “Look at the mess you’ve made of yourself. It’s running down your legs.”

Fox is fading; the adrenaline coursing through her veins is only gonna keep carrying her so far, and I’m too selfish to drag this out any longer.

I pounce.

It only takes a second, but I crash through the trees and band one arm around her waist, dragging her body back against mine.

“You’re such a slut for this.” The blindfold I took off her earlier is easy to slip back on, and as I take away her sight once more, she moans against the panties balled up in her mouth.

Now that I’ve got her exactly how I want, I tip my mask back on my head so I can enjoy this next part without anything getting in the way.

Using one boot, I kick her legs out from under her, and it’s too easy to tumble my girl down to the ground. She’s splayed out on her back beneath me as I kneel between her thighs, and fuck me, she’s the hottest goddamn sight. Bound and gagged and blindfolded, with Ven’s cum starting to dry on her chest, and I know Thorne’s already filled her throat.

“I bet you think I’m going to give you what you want,” I purr, as I take in every detail. The way her tits threaten to fall out of that top, the way her skirt is hardly covering her bare pussy. She struggles a little, lying flat on her back, but it’s feeble at best.

“You think I’m the good one… who will give in and listen to your pleading? Well, think again, baby girl. I’m the devil who likes to see you filthy and squirming for me.”

In one hand I’ve got my phone, and I flip the flash on as I start filming.

This part… oh, she’s definitely going to enjoy this part later.

Sitting back on my heels, I hook one finger beneath the rucked-up fabric of her skirt, and pull it all the way, fully exposing her cunt.

“Oh, look at the mess you’ve made.” The harsh light reveals just how slick she is between her thighs, and as Fox twists and tries to squirm away from my scrutiny, her legs part and reveal all that flushed, glistening flesh. “Uh uh. You’re staying right there.”

Letting the camera roam up her body, I make sure to catch every depraved inch of how she’s been hunted down and treated exactly the way she wanted to be. If there’s anything I know, it’s that my girl will want to curl up against my chest when she’s blissed out and been fucked to within an inch of her life and watch this together. I can’t wait to show off just how gorgeous she looks.

“Spread your legs. Hold yourself open.”

Fox tries to deny me, and shakes her head from side to side. Leaves and twigs stick to her hair, and mud coats her cheek and forearms. Add that to the cum on her chest and streaked across her chin; she’s quite the masterpiece.

Fox’s hands are still bound, but there’s enough give beneath the duct tape that she can do as I instruct. It’s fucking hypnotic to watch on and film her hungry fingers as they blindly reach down, as she seeks out her pussy like the good fucking toy she likes to be for us.

“Don’t you dare touch yourself.”

A shudder runs through her body. Her legs fall open wider, and I click my tongue.

“Jesus. Look at that. Two seconds on your back, and you’ve already got your cunt on display for the world to see.”

Goosebumps roam across her arms, and she hesitates before trying to bring her knees back together. I make a gritty, demanding noise and pin her legs wide.

“You’re gonna stay right there. My pretty little pussy to do whatever I want with.”

Dragging my pants down, I take my cock out and give a firm stroke, planning my next move.

“Look at your tits, covered in cum, and your tongue still coated from where someone else has got to you first.” I keep talking as I film, and she keeps shivering with pleasure. “Such a little slut running around out here, used and filthy. I don’t even think you deserve my cock.”

A soft little begging noise comes from behind her gag.

“No, you’re gonna hold yourself open so I can watch you get wetter and wetter for me while I stroke myself, baby girl.”

Fox moans even louder now. Her fingers tighten against her pussy lips, and it’s all captured on camera, the way she flushes and squirms and responds to my words.

God, I hope Ven and Thorne are watching this shit from the shadows because I’m having to fight tooth and nail not to blow right here and now.

“That’s it. Keep on holding yourself open, but don’t touch; you need to be well-behaved and not touch, even though I know you’re aching.” Her little noises keep on coming more frequently now, as my fist glides up and down my dick. I’d much rather have her sweet little mouth wrapped around me like those greedy assholes did, but I know this is gonna be a thousand times fucking hotter for her to watch back later.

Just as I feel the tingling, and my balls tightening, I lean forward and let a long line of spit fall from my lips, to land on her clit.

Her back bows up off the ground, and she makes a desperate noise as soon as the wetness makes contact. As soon as she feels it hit her swollen bundle of nerves, and that saliva starts sliding down to coat her.

I keep shuttling my fist and get closer and closer to the edge as Fox pleads with me, making muffled bursts of sound.

Finally, it’s all too much, and my dick jerks beneath my hand.

As I fight to keep the camera steady, cum pulses out of me and coats her exposed clit.

The noise that comes out of both of us is feral.

Fox is writhing in pleasure and an absolute mess.

My heart is thundering in my ribcage as I blow out a shaky breath, soaking up every inch of our girl.

“Christ, Ky.” There’s a dark noise behind me, as I hear boots crunch across the ground at my back.

Thorne’s hand steals the phone, and I see that he and Ven have both ditched their masks and gloves. At the same time as he takes over control of the video, he steals the last threads of my sanity when he swipes a finger through my cum, grazing over Fox’s clit for a brief second before he brings it to his mouth, sucking down and making a filthy fucking noise in his throat as he catches the moment on camera.

He does it for her, because he knows she’ll want to watch later.

Ven’s tattooed hands appear in front of my line of sight, as he bends to rest one knee beside our girl’s head and pushes the blindfold back, revealing running tracks of mascara and her dark lashes fluttering wildly. He pulls the sodden panties from Fox’s mouth and brushes his knuckles over her lips, studying her carefully.

She makes a whimpering little noise, and I take the opportunity to tuck myself away as I’m pretty sure my soul requires a moment to settle back into my body with the intensity of it all.

Although, if I thought Ven was going to switch straight into aftercare mode, he proves me wrong. Our wolf licks his lips, takes the opportunity to swipe his own fingers through my cum painting her cunt, and brings them to his own mouth as Fox watches on with glazed, blissed-out eyes.

He sucks down, tasting the evidence of both of us, before removing those fingers and slipping them past her lips and pressing onto her tongue.

Thorne films the whole thing.

“You ready for your reward now, beautiful?” he murmurs, brushing a thumb over her lips.

Our girl nods and brings her bound hands up to brush against his tattooed throat. Her eyes flit over to both me and Thorne, and she lets out a raspy little hum of satisfaction.

“Please.”


Part Two

The Date


Foxglove:



I’m so excited for you.




Aren’t you two supposed to be busy?




Foxglove:



We’re waiting for takeout.




Wish you would have let me help you get ready…



Ven:



He’s nervous as shit, little fox.




Foxglove:



Aww. You don’t need to be, Daddy.




You’re going to sweep him off his feet...



Thank you for picking out my outfit for me, Foxglove.




Ven:



See. He’s ignoring me. Which means he’s busy pacing up and down, bet you anything.




Foxglove:



Well, I know you’re going to look very handsome.




That blue is my favorite color on you. Makes you look very swoony.



Make sure to roll the sleeves up on your shirt… one sight of your forearms, and he’ll absolutely melt.



If Ky walks out here just wearing sweats, I swear to god…




Foxglove:



He promised he wouldn’t! I told him he needed to put a shirt on, otherwise he’d be sleeping in the spare room all week.




WAIT.



Let me make sure.



…



Ven:



The threat of no dick or pussy for a week? That boy will be a perfect angel.




Foxglove:



Ok. I made him send me a photo. He’s going to be ready in about two more minutes.




It’s just a date.




You two are making it sound like I’m getting down on one knee for him or something.



Foxglove:



But it’s your FIRST date.




You guys are gonna be so cute. *heart eye emojis*



Ven:



You could fucking hand-feed him chicken nuggets, and he’d be happy.




Either way, Calliano, that boy is gonna drool all over your cock for treating him like a princess.




Thorne


“No flowers? What is this shit?”

Ky’s green eyes bounce all over me as he strolls into the kitchen, arms raised above his head to tie his hair back. A smirk plays over his lips when he catches my eyes dropping to the patch of toned stomach and trail of hair revealed above his waistband, and my mouth goes dry.

He looks so fucking good.

That usual messy bun sits on top of his head now that he’s fixed the elastic in place, but he’s wearing a white short-sleeve, button-up shirt and beige slacks. Against his tanned skin, he looks like he should be strolling beach-front or on some magazine cover, and I suddenly feel so damn inadequate.

Somehow, after all these years between us, I’m left fumbling and tongue-tied, without a clue how to do this.

A date.

Apparently, I’m left rudderless when it comes to something so mundane and normal.

“Fuck you very much, I cooked you dinner, that’s your flowers.” I tuck my hands in my pockets. “That shirt looks good.” I concede, giving him a dip of my chin.

The tips of my ears heat.

Ky runs his tongue over his lips, purposely letting me shift uncomfortably in the wake of my sort-of compliment. “Our girl picked it out. She said you’d like it.”

That makes me a puff of air gust out of my lungs, a chuckle coming from me, as I glance down at my own attire.

“I bet she chose that for you, too.” He crosses the space between us, and tugs on the loose collar of my navy-blue dress shirt.

I swallow and make a noise that I suppose is an agreement.

“Ven said you were nervous.”

“He doesn’t know shit.”

Those green eyes dance. “Did you know this is my first date?”

“I’ve been there for damn near every moment of your life,” I grumble. “Fucking fitting that I’d have to be the one to date you, too.”

My heart is trying to climb out of my throat.

“You’re cute.” He leans forward and kisses me, in that way he does. A simple gesture that makes me feel whole in a way I can’t damn explain. It’s as if he reaches into my brain and fits pieces back together that previously had been scrambled and scattered, allowing them to feel something approaching a sense of calm.

The scratch of his beard tickles my lips, and the hit of mint lingers on my mouth when he draws back. “So, what’s the plan?”

Suddenly, I’m nervous as hell. What if he hates it?

“I’m not gonna hate it.” This idiot can read me like a book, and I both love and equally despise that fact, depending on the occasion.

“We’re not going out anywhere… is that ok?” One hand wraps around the back of my neck.

“Sure. If I don’t have to put shoes on, and I can take my shirt off, you know I’m happy as a clam.”

“At least leave your shirt on for the date.” I huff, and gesture for him to follow me out to the deck area.

“Yes, sir.” He bumps my shoulder. “Does that mean I can guarantee sex on the first date, if I promise to leave my top on?”

“Christ.” Running my fingers through my hair, his laughter follows me out through the doors to where everything is set up waiting for us.

Our girl has been more than industrious.

There are garland lights strung everywhere, lighting up the space with a warm amber glow set against a pastel orange evening sky. Just as promised, there’s a large screen, and already loaded and waiting to press play is some ridiculous old-school horror film, one that Ky loves to talk about endlessly given half a chance. Something about the revolutionary use of melted plastic and wax to recreate the special effects of people's faces falling off.

He loves that kind of crap, and I suppose that means I get the pleasure of watching him enjoy it, even if I couldn’t care less about the movie itself.

As I cross to grab us each a beer, I realize he isn’t on my heels anymore. Turning around, I’m not exactly sure what I’m witnessing. It’s an expression that, in all our years of being together, I’m not sure I’ve ever seen.

“You did all this? For me?” His eyes are wide as they bounce around.

“Not just me. Foxglove, too. I’m sure she convinced Ven to help as well; you know how he is with her.”

“I’m…” He scrubs a hand over his beard.

“Swept off your feet? Ready to get on your knees for me?” I tease. The asshole inside me has woken up at the sight of him struck speechless, getting rid of the lingering nerves for the moment. “Come on. Have a drink and let’s eat some food. Then we’re gonna watch your silly little movie, Harris.”

“You’re definitely getting laid tonight.” He taps the necks of our beers together.

“I should fucking hope so.”

___

“Man, you really went all out on this.” Ky leans back in his seat, stretching one arm behind his head. He looks at me across the table with hooded eyes and a glow hitting his cheekbones from the couple of glasses of wine and pasta alla Norma I cooked for us. “I feel like I could be in Sicily or some shit right now.”

“Next time, I think I’ll try doing that sauce a bit different.” I swirl my wine in the glass.

“Nah, you nailed it. I’m being serious. That was insanely good.”

I shrug and take a sip, watching his profile as he looks out over the familiar sight of the forest wrapping around the compound.

“Reckon you would’ve done something like that? Cooking, or cheffing, I mean…” He keeps his eyes somewhere far away on the horizon, but the question is directed at me. “You know… if things had been different?”

My weight shifts to lean back as I let my mind wander for a moment. Who knows what our lives would have looked like. Caring parents. Families. A loving home. Except, that’s potentially a whole different world where Hawke and I grew up and didn’t know any of the people we’ve both come to love so fiercely. Which means it’s hard to reconcile the worst possible goddamn things happening to you in life with the fact that it ensured you would find the best and most powerful love you’ve ever known.

In my case, multiple times over.

Running my fingers through my hair, I let my heavy breath gust out through my nose. “Maybe… but you only think I’m good at cooking because I actually follow a fucking recipe. Unlike your chaotic squirrel-on-acid shit whenever you’re in the kitchen.”

Ky tilts his head back and laughs, exposing his throat, and that sends a coil of heat through my stomach. How did I go so long not recognizing or acting on how I felt about him? It seems unthinkable now, to not be able to love him and take care of him as more than just a brother.

I guess it always was that for me, and I was just too damn scared of rejection to ever allow myself to dare to think it could be more.

“I think you’d have rocked that. Probably ended up some celebrity pin-up boy cook. Plus, you’d have jizzed your pants every time someone said Yes, Chef to you.”

He cackles into the night air as I clear my throat and drain the last of my wine.

“And you wonder why no one took you on a date before now?” Setting my glass down, I push up out of my chair. “Come on, you little shit. Now you get to cuddle and watch your film because, apparently, that’s the sort of crap we’re supposed to do on a date.”

Those green eyes glitter like two emeralds, reflecting the strings of lights hanging overhead.

“Can I be little spoon?”

“Fine.”

“Do you promise not to bitch when I want to pause it and tell you all the cool stuff about how they did the gory effects?” He runs his tongue over his bottom lip, hitting me with a look that is pure mischief. One he absolutely knows I’ll give in to each time because, evidently, when I love someone, I turn into the biggest fool on the entire planet.

“Give me the running commentary.” I settle on the outdoor couch, with my back leaned up against the cushions, and wave the remote in his direction.

Ky plops his ass down and then wriggles around like a puppy, until he gets himself settled against my chest.

“Are you quite done?”

“Yup.” He pops the p and swipes the remote out of my grasp.

The movie starts playing with the world’s longest series of opening credits to endure because that’s what movies used to have, apparently… back in the day.

“You didn’t ask me.” Ky nudges my foot with his own.

“Didn’t ask you what?”

“What I would have done… or whatever.”

“Because I already know the answer to that.”

“Oh yeah?” His voice is laced with curiosity.

“You would’ve had your fancy pretty boy cock out on camera for money. If not on one of those apps, you definitely would have been a fitness influencer who spent more time wanking on live stream than actually doing anything gym related.”

Ky’s shoulders shake as he descends into a full-body laughing fit while tucked up against me. I’m trying to fight the smile that wants to crawl across my lips, but hardly succeed.

Eventually he blows out a long breath, getting himself back under control.

“Man, you’re not wrong. Bet you’d have been my most generous patron, too.”

This time I just shake my head into the night air. “Dreams are free, Harris.”

As he keeps snickering to himself, the ghoulish organ music plays, and the opening ‘fright’ scene starts rolling.

“I don’t know if it means anything, or if I’m just being a sappy romantic, but I’m glad it was you.”

“Me?”

“For my first proper date.” He tips his head up and sneaks a smile my way.

My fingers tighten where they’re threaded with his, resting over his chest. Our hands linked over his heart, with his head resting over mine.

“I’m glad it was you, too.”


Part Three

The Single Bed


You’re telling me that within the past forty minutes Ky’s suddenly come down with the plague?




Little Fox:



Yep.




I’m getting the full surround sound effect.



Would you like me to send you an audio recording?



Very funny, our girl thinks she’s quite the comedian.




Little Fox:



All I’m saying is count yourselves lucky that you’re leaving the country for the night.




You don’t have to be here to deal with the world’s worst patient.



Thorne:



Foxglove is right. Harris really is the worst when he’s sick.




Little Fox:



Lucky ol’ me.




Thorne:



Ven, I’ll meet you at the jet in twenty.




It’s just a fight.




I can go on my own, since pretty boy apparently can’t make it.



Little Fox:



Don’t be stubborn. You need someone there for you, and besides, Thorne is already on his way to meet you at the airstrip.




Thorne:



Thank you for looking after our boy. We love you.




Prop him up in bed with some Transformers cartoons once he stops hurling, and I’ll get the guys on security to deliver you everything you’ll need.



Little Fox:



I love you both so much.




Send us updates on the fight, or I’ll be worried sick.



Please text me as soon as you land, ok?



Remember, little fox… I never lose.





Ven


My muscles ache with that bone-weary level of tiredness that comes from a lengthy bout in the ring. When the punches being thrown amount to winning or losing, rather than with any other goal in mind, it’s a different kind of fight, I find.

More fun, more of a chance to toy with my opponent, but also more tiring. I’m not having to concentrate on anything except scoring and technique, rather than chess moves to try and figure out the best way to inflict a fatal blow.

To be honest, that was the hardest part at first. Having to pull my punches and remember the real reason I was stepping into the ring.

It would have been easy to walk away entirely, I guess, but truth be told, I need this shit more than I realized. Not that I need to be landing my fist into someone’s face until they spit fragments of teeth and globs of blood everywhere.

No, what I need is the fight. The fucked up part of me enjoys the hunt.

Even if the only way I satisfy that craving is through games and a square surrounded by ropes these days.

Probably healthier than what I spent too many years of my life being forced to do.

There isn’t any other way to explain it. Some people need to run their demons away or lift heavy shit in a gym, but I need the opponent, or more precisely, the target.

So, now, I get to do that for money, and the other guy gets to go home without the body bag.

Peering at my knuckles, they’re cut up, and I’ll need to find some ice when we get to wherever the fuck we’re staying.

This fight was in some back-of-nowhere town, buried in snow and vodka, where we had to fly to some remote location in order to take part. Prize money for it was a big draw card, as well as the fact several of my initiates who I’m mentoring were entered in the draw as well.

Ky was supposed to come with me, but instead, thanks to whatever took him down at the last second, I’ve ended up with Thorne being by my side for this trip, which is… different. To say the least.

With Ky, we’ve got a flow. The two of us have done this so many times together, and yet, in all the years I’ve known the Callianos, I’ve never had to spend time like this with just Thorne.

He did what was needed to support me in the ring. Impeccable in every detail, as he always is. The guy has seen me fight enough times that he knows the ropes well. It’s this more recent part, when we’re long rid of the noise and the crowds, when he hasn’t said much on the drive to wherever we’re staying.

Our jet is due to leave in the morning, since this backwater little piece of Siberia we’ve come to is almost permanently coated in ice after dark.

Fox wouldn’t hear of us attempting to use the runway this late at night, with conditions well below freezing.

So here we are. Attempting to navigate darkened streets and snow drifts until we find whatever accommodation we’re due to stay in.

I’m ready for a hot fucking shower and to clean up this blood.

Lights glow up ahead, and some palatial-looking hotel sits at the end of a sweeping driveway. Way out in the middle of nowhere. Somewhere frequented by the Anguis and owned by one of the high-ranking members.

As we pull up and the valet handles the vehicle, we both grab our bags and head inside. Although, we don’t even make it as far as the front desk before a man with a clipboard and wire-rim glasses cuts us off, looking flustered as hell.

“Mr. Calliano, I’m so sorry, but there has been a problem with the rooms you have booked.”

He looks like he wants to crawl into a hole and die. Probably fair, considering the look Thorne is decimating him with right now.

As he looks over at me, I see the man’s eyes widen and do a double-take, seeing the state of my split lip and bloodied hands.

“A problem?” Thorne drawls.

The concierge shrivels behind his clipboard, using it as a shield.

“We are overbooked… with the fights and event this evening, and more guests than we anticipated. So, it is just a single room we have available, instead of the two rooms you had reserved.”

This sounds like a problem for someone else, and I don’t fucking care.

“Whatever.” I surge forward and snatch the keycard out of the man’s fingers. “We share a bed all the fucking time. I don’t give a shit about sharing a room.”

My boots echo against the marble floor, and I hit the elevator call button. Behind me, I can hear Thorne talking to the man some more, but I’m not paying attention. He’s asking questions and trying to see if there are any other possible options, while the guy charged with delivering the news is stammering something about the closest alternative place to stay being over an hour away.

“You getting in?” I grunt as the doors swish open, and an expanse of glass and gold and piped piano music reflects back at me the battered and bruised appearance I managed to startle the neatly put-together man at my back with.

“Tenth floor, room 1011. Take a left as you exit the elevators, and it’s at the far end of the wing—”

Thorne steps inside the elevator compartment with me and the doors are already closing before the man can finish speaking.

I don’t care about us having to unexpectedly share a room; we do it all the time back at the compound. We share a bed, we share our girl, and we share Ky.

What lurches around inside my gut is that this is the first time we’re doing this alone, and the man beside me is about as easy to read as I am on a good day.

So, now we’re stuck here, side by side, as a light flickers through the sequence of ascending numbers, and we travel toward the floor where we’ll both be staying for the night.

Without the buffer of anyone else in the way to provide the perfect distraction from the noise that has progressively gotten louder. The barking inside my brain whenever it comes to the lingering, unanswered question of who Thorne Calliano is to me beyond a person I share a whole lot of goddamn parts of myself with.

Great.

Just fucking great.


Thorne


Ifollow behind Ven’s broad shoulders as we walk the long length of carpet leading to our room.

Our shared room.

Where I already know, I can feel it in my goddamn bones, that there’s not going to be two neat little single beds arranged side-by-side.

No. It’s going to be a double bed, one that is probably too small for the likes of the two of us to fit in without it being… cozy.

Sharing a bed with Ven? That’s not anything new. We’ve experienced far more intimate things together since our girl came into our lives and somehow decided to stay, joining us all together in a way that I could hardly have imagined or fathomed or dropped to my knees and begged for only a blink of an eye ago.

What I couldn’t have factored in amongst that, was the man opening the door in front of me.

He’s bloodied and cut to shit, and normally Ky would be the one to do this part for him. To help with taking care of the fighter version of Ven after he’s exhausted himself in the ring and needs to have someone to step in and give him that caring he so readily gives to others. Even if he’ll never admit it in so many words.

He’s an enigma of sorts, and difficult to comprehend. However, we’re both one and the same in that regard. We both rely on actions, whereas Ky is good at expressing himself, and our girl seems to be able to read everyone like a damn book.

The two of us don’t exactly know how to put what we’re thinking and feeling into words, and therein lies the conundrum we’re rapidly approaching.

As that door swings open, and the sight greets me that I already knew would be waiting for us, I swallow heavily, drop my bag, and fold my coat as we both make our way into the cramped space.

Shutting the door at my back feels like it seals us into a moment that I’m not sure either of us will be the same once we emerge out the other side, come morning.

I blow out a breath and scrub my hand through my hair. We’re both standing in the small alcove of the single room. Shoulder to shoulder, we stare at the world’s smallest fucking double bed.

There’s nothing else that would fit in here; it’s a tiny room at the end of the hall, and there’s only a small balcony overlooking a lit-up winter garden outside and a breakfast table with two simple chairs.

Ven makes a gruff noise, dropping his bag down beside mine.

“I’ll take a shower,” he says.

My stomach clenches. This is the strangeness of our unspoken dynamic. We’ve seen each other naked countless times. There’s practically nothing we haven’t shared in the most intimate of ways, except at the same time, it’s never been just the two of us in a situation like this.

It seems impossible for there not to be this energy prickling in the air. After all, we’re in love with the same people. We spend our days and nights side by side. If I had been blind to truly understanding my feelings for Ky, that was one thing.

However, I can’t deny that with Ven, it’s always been something different.

Something I wasn’t ever supposed to act on or know about, yet it’s impossible to be around him and not feel the magnetic pull he has on all of us.

My eyes catch on his shoulders, the cut of his jaw, the wetness of his hair. He’s never made it easy to know what he’s thinking, and I guess that’s why I’ve always left my own thoughts that skirt around the edges of what it means to share a life with Ven well alone.

He and Ky have their thing. He loves Foxglove something damn fierce. Does he want—or need—anything more than that?

Do I?

The question lingers and swirls in my brain as he drops his coat, then bends down to open his bag, except that’s when I notice it. He sucks in a sharp intake of breath.

I’m moving before there’s any chance of stopping myself.

“You’re hurt.”

He tries to wave me off. “Just my damn ribs. Nothing more than usual.”

“What can I do?” I stand over him. “What would Ky usually do for you?”

As I say the words out loud, I hear it.

The air in this room turns electric in an instant. Crackling and sparking and igniting the million-dollar fucking question.

What would Ky usually do for Ven when they’re all alone together for the night?

The man crouched down before me reaches behind his neck and tugs at the damp, slightly bloodied shirt to pull off with an awkward yank. Only he winces and makes a rough noise as he gets stuck halfway, no doubt bruised and sore after that fight that went the full ten rounds before he was pronounced the winner by unanimous decision.

“Don’t be a martyr, Ven. Stand up.”

He pauses, then cranes his neck to look my way.

I see the darkness of his eyes. They study me. Warily.

Even after all this time, after all these years, and with all the ways we’ve grown so deeply intertwined with one another. I know that exact look.

The one that speaks volumes for men like us who don’t trust easily, and certainly are even less likely to open our hearts to anyone.

“Gonna get in that shower fully clothed, or what? Stand up.” I nudge his knee with my boot.

As he slowly rises to stand before me, those eyes of his, ones that have seen more death and bloodshed than my own rotten soul has, bore into my own.

“Tell me if something hurts more than usual. I’ll get a fucking doctor out here if I need to.” I grunt, as my fingers reach for the soft hem of his long sleeve tee. As I curl beneath the fabric, my touch grazes his bare skin, and it’s like the air gets sucked from the room.

My pulse thuds harder in my neck, and I work the material up over his chest. Revealing inch by inch all that tattooed skin and the rippling layers of muscle defined and cut and outlined across his chest.

He watches me work the material higher, and as I get to his pecs, our eyes lock. This feels like the moment we’ve been circling around for so damn long now. Something entirely more intimate than rubbing our dicks together inside our girl or sharing her and feeling each other move through her inner walls. It’s so much more than both pleasuring Ky at the same time and driving him out of his head with how good it feels to be dommed by both of us at the same time.

My throat bobs as we stay stuck there, only a few inches apart, with both our chests heaving as I’m undressing him, and it’s suddenly like we’ve stepped beyond an invisible threshold.

I know that the moment I lift this shirt over his head, everything is going to change.

“Ky is ok with it,” he says. In a way that is so matter of fact, yet comes out in that rumbling, deep tone of his.

That knot in my stomach turns into a ball of heat. Winding and coiling and building in intensity.

“Our little fox, too.”

“You’ve talked about it?” The words feel like they catch in my throat. Sounding more harsh and ragged than I intended.

His dark gaze glitters before he nods. “You helping me get out of this shirt, or what, Calliano?”

That right there. That’s Ven’s secret. He gives me the option, without making it difficult or awkward. All I have to do is decide which way I’m turning at this particular crossroads.

This man before me won’t judge me if I turn back, or decide to take a different path. He’ll still be right there and stick by my side all the same.

Ven gives me a choice, knowing that in my life, there have been so many times that my choice has been ripped from me or ignored. The tormented part of him sees my own tattered parts and respects if that’s as far as I’m willing to go.

His eyes drop to my mouth for the briefest second, before they flick back up to hold my own.

Goddamn.

Knowing that he wants something more… that flips everything on a dime.

My fingers tighten in the material, and I pull, getting it up over his broad shoulders, and past his head. Leaving him bare-chested, coated in dried blood, and looking every inch the murderous bastard he was when he first walked into my life. Only, I know that good heart he hides away, that side of him he protects in much the same way I’ve learned to do over the years, too.

I let my gaze roam across his skin, noting the patches of purple starting to bloom on his ribs down one side, and my head tilts as I examine him for anything that might be more concerning than just needing some ice and painkillers.

“Nothing you haven’t seen before,” he murmurs.

“Just making sure you’re not gonna collapse on me with internal bleeding or some shit like that.” I poke my tongue against the inside of my cheek.

“You planning on being rough with me?”

My eyes narrow, heart pounding. We’re so close, yet we haven’t really touched one another at all.

“Maybe.” I study him, watching as his pupils dilate a little more. “But you know as well as I do there’s a time and a place for pain. I suspect you’ve had your fair share tonight.”

His nostrils flare.

I crouch down, and gesture toward his boot. Knowing that he couldn’t even get a t-shirt over his head, there’s no hope in hell of him removing his own boots, or we’d be here all night.

As my fingers work to untie the laces, and loosen them, before attending to the other side, I feel his stare boring into the top of my head.

“I can hear you thinking,” I say. Sliding one boot and sock off for him.

“What are we gonna be, a couple of switches?” He chews the words, shifting his weight to let me repeat the action on the other side.

I purposely let the question hang in the air. Weighing it up, before I dare reply, as my body keeps heating and my dick thickens inside my pants, the longer this conversation and the act of my putting my hands all over him progresses.

“If that’s what you need, Ven.” Standing upright, that movement brings us back eye to eye. “Though, I don’t actually believe that’s what you want.”

Ven makes a dark noise.

“No. You’re gonna continue to take care of Foxglove, just like you’ve taken care of Ky for a fucking long time, but I think you need someone to take care of you every now and then.”

My hands hover over the buttons of my shirt. Even though it’s fairly fucking obvious where this is heading, I still pause for a second. Letting us breathe into this decision we’re both about to enter into with our eyes wide open.

“What about you, Calliano?” He watches my hands as they start to move, threading each button through its eyelet until the fabric hangs loose, allowing me to shuck the shirt off and toss it toward my bag. “Who takes care of Thorne in all of this?”

I pause for a second. Trying to collect the words that refuse to come together neatly, yet they’re in my brain somewhere. “This is what nourishes me. Seeing you all in a good place. Knowing I can be part of giving that to all of you… that’s more than enough for an asshole like me.”

Ven’s eyes drift down over my own bare torso. Can he hear my pulse racing? Because it sure feels like there’s a drum hammering inside my chest.

I want this with him, and knowing the others have already talked about it, and given their blessing, well, then it somehow seems I’ve yet again ended up in a situation where I’m the last one to realize what has been right there for the taking this entire time.

“So, you’re gonna get in that shower, and you’re gonna let me take care of you.”


Ven


Thorne tracks behind me, those blue eyes already spending the better part of the past ten minutes piercing straight through every guarded part of my soul.

The back of my neck prickles, knowing what is potentially about to happen, while also having no fucking idea.

I give more than I take with Ky. We never had any set rules between us, but more often than not I top him. It’s what he enjoys, but every so often, we’ll switch roles.

And now… well, I’ve already had a front-row seat to Thorne Calliano in the bedroom. I’ve seen, and felt, what it’s like to be fucked by him.

A raw shudder goes through me.

I didn’t think this is what I’d ever want, but then he gave me that look just now and saw straight through my crap and didn’t back down, and if there was anyone I’d trust with this, it’s someone who has been through just as much fucked up shit as I have.

My dick is already straining, eager as all hell for this after having had more than one occasion to get acquainted with Thorne’s cock.

I flip the shower on, and start to shed my pants. He’s doing the same on the other side of the small bathroom. When I’m with Ky, he’s usually a smart ass, taunting and quipping and knowing how to wind me up in these sorts of moments.

With Thorne, the air feels like it’s filled with static. The tension between the two of us hangs as thick as the building steam with the mirror starting to fog, and the damp clinging to my skin.

“How does this work?” I say. Stepping out of my pants and briefs, now fully naked.

Thorne does the same.

Jesus.

I have to scrub my hand over my mouth, because we’re both fully fucking hard.

“No hiding that, then, is there, Ven?” His lips twitch as he takes in the sight of both our dicks leaking and straining for this moment. “Let’s clean you up.” His eyes roam, and I see the way he catalogs my injuries—temporary as they might be.

Something about that, the way he cares, even long before he ever needed to care, sits squarely in my chest.

Not heavy as such, but weighty.

If that even makes any goddamn sense.

I step into the shower, letting the spray hit my hair, and I take the moment to run both hands over my face and allow the warmth to wash over me from head to toe. There’s the familiar, faint tinge of red that runs down the drain between my feet, and the pummeling heat of the water lets everything ease inside me for a moment.

Except, it’s only a brief reprieve before the feeling of him coming closer takes over my awareness. Not in an awkward way—I mean, we’ve fucked together in the shower plenty of times before now—but in a way that is exactly what Thorne does. He commands a space, owns it without even having to say a word.

“Turn around.” His voice is a little rougher than before.

I do, and rest my spine up against the tiled wall, letting my eyes rake down his tanned chest.

He lathers up some soap in his hands and runs some through his own hair, before washing it out under the spray, letting himself do exactly as I did a second ago, while I get the opportunity to simply watch him.

It’s comfortable. Familiar.

I know exactly what he’s doing.

This is Thorne’s way of making sure I don’t turn around and snap at him like my namesake wolf, which they all like to call me.

He rakes both hands over his hair, water dripping down every angular line of his handsome fucking face, and my dick jerks at the sight of him glistening wet.

Reaching for another pump of soap from the dispenser, he rubs those hands together. Capable, strong hands that I now realize just how curious I am to have them on me as he looks me up and down. That impossibly blue gaze pauses to take in my thick length, and it twitches as he steps closer.

Somehow he’s managed to pin me up against the wall, all without even damn well trying.

“You good?” He reaches out and takes hold of my arm, starting to roam across my skin, cleaning off the remains of the fight and the sweat and the dried blood that could be mine or could be the other guy’s.

My chin dips.

It’s taking everything to sink into this, to fully let him take care of me, when it feels like it’s embedded in my damn bones to always be the one who does this for the people who mean the entire world to me.

Thorne doesn’t linger, he doesn’t go softly. It’s functional in many ways, which I kinda appreciate, but it’s also a deeply personal and intimate thing. The act of him tracing over the corded lines of muscle and veins and joints of each arm. He methodically makes his way across my chest and down my stomach, and it’s only when his fingertips start to trace the lower lines of my abs that we both start breathing like we’re running a fucking marathon.

The water beats down, and his hand drifts lower, lower, lower.

My blood feels like it’s boiling with anticipation.

With the other hand, he fists his own cock, swiping a thumb over the head, as he runs a finger to trace down the v that leads his attention down to my throbbing length.

That’s when it happens.

His fingertips graze my dick, and it feels like time evaporates entirely. All I can watch is the movement of his hands, the way he strokes himself, lengthening and thickening as he does so. The exploring, assured touch of his other hand wrapping around me.

“Christ.” The air rushes out of my lungs, and my head tips back against the tiles as he brings us closer and allows the fat, swollen heads to brush together.

“Fuck you feel good,” he murmurs, just loud enough to hear over my racing pulse and the beat of the water. “Let me take care of you.”

He said those same words just before, but this time, when he repeats them, it feels more like a promise. More like the words of a man who wants this more than one time, when we’re stuck what feels like a million miles from home, and the other loves of our life. It sounds like the promise of someone who intends to be like this for me all the time.

Or at least that he wants to, if I’ll let him.

He keeps stroking the both of us, letting the sensitive tips of our cocks rub together as he does so, and holy fuck does it feel insanely good to have his hand gripping me.

Before long, my hips are bucking into him, and I’m clawing at the wall behind me for purchase.

“You wanna turn around for me?” He isn’t really asking, and I’m out of my head enough with this moment, that I don’t question it.

I’ve barely shifted in place and planted my hands on the wall when I feel him move behind me. Thorne encourages my feet to spread wide, and uses that moment to quietly run soap over my back, my shoulders, and down the slope of my spine.

Then he’s at my ass.

Well, shit.

He kneads and slides the soap around back there, while I’m damn near climbing the walls at how good it feels to have him right behind me, taunting me but also taking care of me, and it’s fucking with my head.

I don’t hate it.

I don’t know what to think.

It’s Thorne, and I trust him, and that’s about all I can damn well concentrate on.

He lets the spray fall over every place that he’s so carefully attended to, and that’s when we really fucking step across the point of no return. His fingers spread me, and his mouth closes down while my head falls forward on an involuntary groan.

“Fuck. Holy fuck. Thorne.” I choke out.

His tongue swirls and explores, eases into every part of me, and gradually pushes forward. I feel his own noises of pleasure against my flesh, and even though I can’t see what he’s doing, I know what this scene looks like all the same, of what this looks like when I’ve watched him do this before now, and that memory imprinted in my mind’s eye is more than enough to have me squeezing my eyes shut with a dark, gritty noise escaping my throat.

He takes his damn time, while heat pools and builds in the base of my spine with each lap and press of his hot, wet mouth.

For a moment, he stops; I feel him shift his weight, and then his hand reaches around to fondle my balls and roam up and along my length at the same time as his tongue sets back to work again. Jesus. His hand is coated in spit, and it’s so goddamn slick and good that everything is throbbing now.

Just when I’m damn near shaking, he pulls away.

Over the racing of my blood in my ears, and the drone of the water, there’s a click of a cap and the cool sensation of lube over my ass.

Thorne’s fist brushes up and down against my cheeks as he works over his cock, before fitting himself there.

“You’re good?” He checks in. The way I’ve seen him do what feels like a hundred different times with Ky and Fox and now it’s that same dangerously smooth voice brushing up against my ear.

“Yeah. You?” I tilt my head, and the feel of him brushing up against my spine is fucking electric.

He chuckles a little and blows out a breath. “Didn’t think this is how tonight was gonna go, that’s for sure.” I feel his cock twitch up against my ass.

“What are you waiting for, then?” My palms flatten over the tiles.

“Hmm, eager are we?”

“I’m not your pretty boy to tease,” I growl.

He strokes around my hole, and starts to press forward with a lubed-up finger.

My eyes fall shut with the burst of pleasure roaring through me.

“No, you’re not.”

He works me, easing forward, and goddamn I just want him inside.

“Relax for me, Ven. Just like that.” Thorne’s words are velvety and hypnotic, as he keeps on saying words that, from anyone else, I’d most likely ignore. In fact, if it were anyone else, we wouldn’t be in this position at all. Only, it’s this man, and he somehow turns my brain inside out as he gradually builds up to adding another finger, and probably against my better judgment or sanity, I turn to putty in his hands.

Pretty soon, the head of him nudges, right there, and as he fits himself against my ass, we both make a rough noise.

“Christ.” A strangled groan comes out of Thorne as his tip slips in. One hand slaps the wall just outside mine, and it’s a sight that leaves me gaping for air.

I’ve seen his hands, veined and tanned and strong, when they’ve teased our sweet little fox’s cunt. I’ve watched them stroke Ky’s cock and play with his piercing. I’ve watched him fist his own dick plenty of times.

Right now, right this second, that hand is next to mine, and it’s because we’re finally allowing ourselves to tumble into this place that feels so damn right and natural.

Or maybe that’s just my dick talking.

We’re both panting as he keeps working himself deeper, easing forward with shallow thrusts as my body stretches to accommodate him and fuck my fucking life; I’m seeing stars as his cock starts to gradually stroke in and out.

Eventually, he’s fully seated inside, with hips fitted together in a way that can’t be a coincidence that our bodies already seem to know how to do this.

“Goddamn you feel unreal.” Thorne damn near gasps as he draws back and then presses forward.

A dark noise bursts out of me.

“Ky is our good boy…” He withdraws again, then slides deeper, and it’s so fucking hot and slick, and our skin is damp with sweat and the steam.

“But you’re not good, are you?” This time, he reaches around and closes his lubed-up fist over my rock-hard length, and pleasure shoots down to my toes.

Each time he thrusts now, my cock slides in and out of his strong grip, and holy shit, I can already feel my balls tingling in anticipation of release.

“You’re dark…” Thrust. “And twisted the fuck up…” Thrust. “And broken, aren’t you.” Thrust.

I’m groaning. Chasing his movements. Letting my hips follow his as his words coat me in that rumbling, commanding voice I didn’t expect to have such an effect on me. The wet slap of our bodies moving together bounces off the tiles to add to the feral sensation of being together and desperate for each other like this.

“You’re our dirty boy.”

This time, I grunt from somewhere deep in my belly. My balls draw up, hot skin tightening with need.

“Oh, yeah. The way your ass just squeezed my cock so damn tight, I think you like being a dirty boy.”

“Fuck. Fuck you, Thorne. Fuck you for feeling this good.” I can’t help bucking against his hand, his cock, I’m stuck somewhere in the middle of too much pleasurable sensation, and being the gorgeous asshole he is, Thorne knows it. He feels the way my body can’t help but respond to him working me from behind and in front, and fucking hell, I’m getting so close.

“Want me to fuck this ass while you’re balls deep in our girl?” He pumps into me harder, twisting his grip on my length with each moment he drives forward.

His cock hits that spot that lights my entire body up, making my toes curl against the wet floor.

“Want me to stuff you full while you’ve got your tongue shoved inside her pussy? Maybe I’ll line them both up like a feast for you… that way you can take turns. Suck Ky’s pretty boy cock until he bursts down your throat, then eat your fill of sweet, dripping cunt.”

“Oh fuck. Ffuuuck.” I’m out of my head. My dick jerks, and it all drives through me in a wild, triumphant roar. His filthy fucking words do me in, and my dick swells and unloads as he pumps me ruthlessly. I’m bucking into his hand, backing into him with frenzied motions, trying to chase both sensations because all of this is so new with him but also so familiar I can fully let go… all of that potent energy combines and swirls into something that grips my chest and erases any thoughts from my mind.

My mouth hangs open, making desperate, feral noises—or maybe that’s Thorne, I don’t even goddamn know—as his hips stutter, faltering, and he buries himself deep.

His teeth meet my shoulder, and the sting doesn’t even register.

“Unghhhh. Fuck. Christ, Ven.” I feel his dick pulsing inside, spilling forward, pumping into me.

Thorne keeps shifting in and out, as we both find our way to come back down.

I don’t know what I expected to feel like, being with him in that way, giving him control like that. All I know is that my body trusted him, even if my mind might not have, and there’s something settled inside me. This is how it feels when I’m with Fox, and when I’m with Ky, and now Thorne gets added to that list of people who somehow have the key to unlocking that unique sense of safety I’ve only ever snatched glimpses of until I met them.

He’s the one to speak first, still lazily thrusting against me, but his hand on the tiles drifts across to nudge mine. Our fingers line up alongside each other. “Holy shit,” he breathes out, voice more than a little unsteady, but sounding like he’s just as caught off guard by this as I am.

I turn my head. “You gonna let me return the favor sometime?”

It takes him a long second, gathering his thoughts, and I see him consider what that would mean for him after everything he and his brother have been through.

“Perhaps,” he murmurs. Then, after a couple more languid shifts of his hips, he withdraws, and we both let out a hiss as he pulls out, the pace of our breathing starting to calm gradually.

I twist around to face him, grabbing the shower head to clean up. “Think about it,” I say. Looking at him standing before me, not exactly in a new light, but knowing that some pieces have rearranged themselves inside my brain and my chest after that experience with him.

“I will.” He soaps himself up, and I pass him the stream of water to rinse off.

“I know you love the look of my cock.” Resting my shoulder against the wall, I stay there watching him.

“Do I now?” He hits me with the arch of an eyebrow, and those blue eyes aren’t quite as startling blue, mainly because his pupils are so blown out with pleasure.

“I’ve caught you looking.”

He slaps the water off, and the silence echoes around us for the first time since we got in here, with just a few drips hitting the floor in a quick trickle.

“Hard to miss that thing.”

That’s when he steps into me, eyes flickering all over my face, in the way he always does with the others after something particularly intense. Except, instead of asking me, or demanding words like he so often does for them, he simply brushes our mouths together.

It’s not exactly a kiss, more of a silent acknowledgment.

“We good?” I say. Letting our foreheads rest together.

He nods, grunting out a very Thorne-noise that comprises a whole lot of things, but mostly is his way of simply saying, yes.

When he finally steps away, it’s to grab us a towel each, and after wrapping his own around his waist, he reaches out to take my chin, tilting me to one side so he can get a proper look at the bruise I know is well developed there by now.

“I’ll order room service, and we need some ice for your face.” He muses, as I dry myself off. “Foxglove will kill me if all I did on this trip was fuck you and take you home looking like that.”


Thorne


My brain struggles for a moment to piece together where I am and why I’m staring at a room that isn’t our own.

That’s when the faint sound of the incoming video call jolts me again. It must have been what woke me in the first place.

I groan and have to untangle myself from Ven, who is lying face first into his pillow like he always does, with dark hair going in a thousand directions, except his heavy arm is slung across my chest, making it impossible to move.

“What fucking time is it?” His voice is thick with sleep and muffled against the pillow.

“Too early,” I say. Hitting the green button as I do so. Which brings up the sight that makes my heart feel like it’s going to burst, the two other most important people in the world to me fill the screen. “Way too fucking early, is what time it is,” I growl at them.

They’re both grinning like idiots.

“Soooo…” Foxglove is tucked in the crook of Ky’s arm and looks blissed out of her mind. They’re in bed. Of course, those two are. “How was your night?” She says in a sing-song voice that leaves me under no illusion that the people I’m staring at on screen have got beans they’d better start spilling straight away.

“You look like you’ve made a miraculous recovery, Harris.” Rubbing my eye with the heel of my palm, I’m greeted with his usual mischievous grin.

“Oh, yeah. It’s amazing what an entire night getting to feast on our girl can do.” He hums. “Her pussy has magical healing properties, I swear to god.”

“Oh, my god.” She pushes on the side of his bearded jaw. “At least try to pretend you were actually sick for five minutes.”

“Looks cozy over there.” Ky’s grin widens by a mile when the man beside me rolls over and blinks, before making a gruff noise.

“Let me guess, Ven was big spoon?” He keeps pressing for details while Foxglove’s blue eyes glimmer at me in the video image. I see the way her teeth dig into her bottom lip as she devours the details she can see on screen at her end.

“Got something you want to share, Foxglove?” I ignore Ky’s mirth, and hone in on my girl, who is definitely squirming.

“No.” She shakes her head, trying to hide a smile.

“You know what I think?” I sink back in the pillows, and Ven instinctively readjusts so that he pulls me against his side. “I think you’re a dirty little liar.”

From the brilliant, beaming look of happiness on her face as she watches the two of us lying together, bare-chested and more or less cuddling—or whatever it is that we’re doing—I’d say our girl got exactly what she wanted.

“Other than Ky eating your cunt all night, what’s got you grinning like that, little fox?” The man beside me scrubs a hand through his hair.

“You guys look so good together… do you have any idea how happy we are right now?” She breathes, and the words rush out in a tumble of excitement.

“Sounds like you might have had something to do with room arrangements.” I’m only teasing as I give her a firm look, and our girl knows it.

“I can’t help that they were overbooked.” Her lips roll together, giving away just how much of a lie that was.

It’s echoed by Ky’s laughter.

“If you’re happy, then you know that makes me happy,” I say.

“As long as you both are?” She hums. More than a hint of what sounds doubtful in her mind. Our sweet girl is thrilled with her meddling, but worried all the same.

I take the opportunity to twist my head to look up at Ven, whose face is still relaxed with sleep, even though he’s sporting a mottled purple cheekbone, along with the cut on his lip that doesn’t look half as bad this morning, but I’m sure stings like a bitch.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake.” He grumbles, then reaches to grab my jaw and he drags my mouth to his. It’s not purely for show; he kisses me genuinely, letting our tongues slide together for a moment, before he drags his teeth over my bottom lip.

Ven grabs hold of my hand wrapped around the phone, and brings it closer to our faces.

“Stop chewing that lip, little fox. You don’t have anything to worry about…” He shoots me a look, and it’s the side of him that loves to torture our girl. “Other than the fact Thorne and I have got a long flight ahead of us, where we’ll spend all that time figuring out ways to punish your sweet little ass when we get home.”


Part Four

The Bath


Naughty Boy:



Why can’t I just pick the same date as your birthday for mine, baby girl?




Thorne:



Isn’t that a bit weird, even for you, Harris?




Trying to be twins now or some shit?



I’m sure I know what you are… and it’s not a Pisces.




Raven is definitely a water sign, though.



Naughty Boy:



It’s not fair, you and Hawke know your birthday?




Thorne:



We do. I just never told you.




Naughty Boy:



Well you have to tell us all now.




Thorne:



Do I?




Naughty Boy:



I know what your cock tastes like. I think I deserve to know when your fucking birthday is.




Bet you’ve already told our girl.



He’s already told you, hasn’t he, baby girl?



He’s a Sagittarius.




Naughty Boy:



Of course you told her.




Bet all Fox had to do was bat those eyelashes, and you gave in.



So what am I, then???



I feel like I’m having an existential crisis here.



Spent decades not giving a shit, and now I wanna know.



*watery-eye emojis*



Thorne:



Pretty sure you’re a pain in the ass.




What star sign is that, Foxglove?



You’re definitely a fire sign. My guess is that you’re a Leo.




Which means you were probably born sometime around August.



Naughty Boy:



Summer birthday? Fuck yes, I can live with that.




The rest of you can have your shitty cold-weather birthdays.



I’ll keep you warm with my endless charm and good looks.



Thorne:



The center of attention… yup, that’s definitely you, pretty boy.





Fox


I've just finished shutting off the lights and shouldering my bag when I hear the powerful rumble of Raven’s bike.

Even though we each make sure to spend plenty of time together separately, as well as when all four of us are with each other, it still feels like a sparkling thrill of a moment when it happens to just be the two of us.

He’s such a solitary creature by nature; it’s different when he chooses to spend time with any of us, and I treasure these opportunities to greedily have his entire focus on me.

My swooning heart skips around inside my chest as I do my final check on the locked front door and cross the studio to exit from the back of the building. As I set the alarm and deadbolt the door, I catch sight of him pulling up to a stop out of the corner of my eye, and the engine cuts.

By the time I’ve double-checked that I have everything with me and tucked my keys away, he’s waiting.

The skipping sensation in my chest immediately turns to giddy butterflies in my stomach.

My wolf is leaning up against the bike, with a faded black tee stretched over his muscles, one boot hooked over the other. Where his arm crosses his torso, his shirt has dragged up a little to reveal a slice of inked skin above his belt.

Well, shit. My hormones are sighing and swooning at the sight of him running a hand through disheveled hair as he uses the other to set his helmet on the seat.

“Do I want to know why my phone has been blowing up?”

Tugging his phone from his pocket, he starts reading over the message thread, then cocks an eyebrow as I draw nearer.

“So, I’m a water sign, am I?”

“Definitely.” I’m straight up undressing him with my eyes.

“Thorne and Ky are off doing shit, so I get you all to myself, little fox.” His attention is on his phone as he tells me our plans. “I already had sushi delivered for you.”

“Mmhmm.” There’s no avoiding or denying it. I’m a horny mess at this time of the month, and, as always, he’s doing all kinds of spectacular things for me. So, god help my raging need to launch myself at this man, I straight up drool over him, instead of forming words.

He runs a thumb across his mouth, eyes scanning the rest of our chat before his gaze flicks up and lasers in on my eyes.

The hunger in mine is reflected in his own.

Raven knows exactly where I’m at in my cycle. In fact, I’m damn near sure he’s either got his own tracking app on his phone, or just uses his spyware to monitor mine.

“You wanna unlock that door and go back inside?” He pockets his phone and uncrosses his legs, dragging me to stand between his knees. That deep voice sends a pulse of desire raging through me, straight to my clit. As his hands find my hips, the smell of pine that always clings to him mingles with the fuel and rising heat from the engine.

I shake my head.

My fingers trace over the spot where my name adorns his neck.

“Tempting…”

The corner of his lip curls as I dangle the word; he knows I’m his to do whatever he wants with.

“Will you have a bath with me when we get home?”

He tightens his fingers, digging into my softness, and lowers his head with a delicious rumbling noise. My wolf nips at my neck, followed by a kiss, then brushes a wicked invitation against my ear.

“As long as I get to eat your cunt first.”


Ven


“Idon’t give a fuck if we’re both water signs or whatever, you need to have dinner.”

My girl is so relaxed after falling apart for me multiple times that she’d probably damn slip under the water if I leave her in here alone.

“Five more minutes?” She pouts.

“Save your adorable shit for the other two.” I push her forward so that she has to sit up and let me get out of the bath from where I’ve been lying behind her. “The water’s nearly cold anyway.”

“I don’t think my legs work.” Fox hangs over the edge, resting her head to one side against her arm, as she watches me rummage around to find towels and clothes for us, with a loopy little smile on her face.

Little does she know, I’d gladly stay in there for a few more hours, but I don’t know the last time my girl ate anything. Between orgasms and a full day of tattooing, she needs some food and her wheat bag.

“You can’t walk? Then my work here is done, in that case.”

A brilliant smile stretches across her features, lighting those baby blues as she giggles softly.

“Can we eat dinner in bed?”

“Sure. As long as Ky doesn’t get back and join us and decide to leave fucking crumbs everywhere.” I reach down to hook her arms, lifting her up to a standing position before guiding her legs over the lip and onto the floor mat, one by one.

“I was joking.” She bats at my arm. “I can stand.”

Wrapping a towel around her shoulders, we both enjoy that languid, warmth trickling through our veins. Fox lets me dry her off, as I work methodically over her tattoos, her arms, the damp hair around her nape.

Kneeling down in front of her, I roam the towel across the soft swell of her stomach, then down each leg.

Once I’m done, that leaves me on my knees in front of her, and our eyes lock. She pushes her fingers into my damp hair, shifting the strands back off my forehead, and gifts me a tiny smile.

A moment that seems unbelievable for someone like me, that I’ve ended up here. With a life like this to cherish and take care of.

Leaning forward, I let my lips meet the warmth of her skin just below her navel, as her tiny fingers thread with my wet hair. Keeping my mouth there, I tilt my eyes and find her still staring down at me, watching on.

“I know we can’t ever give you that,” I murmur before swallowing thickly. “I’m sorry if it was something you might have wanted.”

There’s a moment when her lips part ever so slightly. Probably just as taken off-guard by the intimacy of this moment as I am. The two of us have never talked about kids or children or anything like that before—although, I know she has had something approaching those kinds of conversations with Thorne and Ky.

Her head shakes ever so slightly from side to side.

“No, I never did.” Those fingers brush across my forehead again, then along my temples, tracing my skin as she speaks. “What with the world I grew up in, I always knew, no matter what my future was gonna hold, that I didn’t want to have kids of my own. I’d made that decision a long time before you all crashed into my life.”

We pause there for a moment, as I see that she’s piecing together some further thoughts. She sounds so sure, so certain, it eases some tiny part of me who still worried, on a certain hidden level, that maybe one day we wouldn’t amount to enough.

“It’s more than I could ever have dreamed of to get this kind of love with you all. It’s more than I ever thought I’d be able to wish for… or that I deserved to have.”

I kiss her stomach again before reaching for the fresh pair of her period underwear, sliding them up her legs.

Fox lets me set them in place before I get to my feet with one of my own t-shirts in hand. My girl chews her bottom lip a little, but dutifully raises her arms so I can slide the soft fabric over her head.

Cupping her face, I let my lips find hers for a long moment, not trying to start anything, but to tell her in the only way I know how much she means to me. How much I love her with every goddamn cell in my body.

“You deserve everything, little Fox. Know that.” I speak against her lips, and I feel her smile against my mouth.

“So do you.”


Part Five

The Birthday


Thorne:



Where the fuck is Harris?




We’re never going to get anywhere before midnight at this rate.



Ven:



Last I saw, he was following our girl into the bathroom.




Thorne:



God, he’s such a slut.




Hey, I’m doing us all a favor here.




Just making sure our girl doesn’t need help with fitting that toy in her cute little ass.



Thorne:



She can’t get ready if you’re trying to get her naked every five seconds.




Ven:



I don’t care. We can just stay here.




Thorne:



We all agreed we wanted to do something special for her.




Ven:



I’ll fuck my girl anywhere. Doesn’t need to be at the club.




Thorne:



You’re not dragging her off to the woods tonight, either.




Ven:



Jealous?




You wanna join me instead?



Thorne:



…





Fox


I’ve hardly set one foot into the luxurious velour booth—semi-circular and fitted in a rich green fabric—when Thorne scoops me onto his lap.

Ky sits to our left, the first to sprawl out and make himself comfortable, with both arms casually draped across the back of the cushions. At the same time, my wolf fills the seat on our right, in his instinctive position to guard all of us at the entrance to the area where we’re seated.

Even though there’s no longer the need to be on watch thanks to the way our lives have changed for the better, he can’t help all those years of training being in his blood.

As I’m tucked against Thorne’s chest, and he carefully arranges the silky soft fabric of my gown to gather on the seat beside us, I jolt at the pressure intensifying in my ass.

He knows it, too.

All three of them look devilishly handsome tonight, all dressed in fitted black suits with open-collar shirts. They’ve wanted to bring me here to Noire House, to the club I am still bound up with, even if I leave the day-to-day running of everything to Poe and her men, who do a miraculous job.

The woman in question waves at us from across the room where she’s chatting with other clients and taking care of VIPs in attendance for the evening. Meanwhile, a stage show is underway, with two men in the process of being bound with rope, their muscled nakedness being caressed beneath a sultry lighting.

I know we’re not staying in this main part of the club for long, however Poe encouraged us to spend some time taking in some of the showcase, and she probably also knew I needed a hot minute to calm the hell down.

My overactive imagination has been running wild all week. Since this is our first time being here as guests, I don’t exactly know what to expect.

A lot of orgasms, I hope.

Thorne makes a delicious noise at my back, and kisses my neck as we watch the figures on stage. There’s a woman working magic with the ropes she’s handling, and the two men she’s binding with expert precision look like they’re in a state of complete bliss.

While I don’t think I’d particularly want to be tied like that with the intricacies of knots and crisscross patterns against my skin, I understand that feeling of safety that comes with being in someone else’s capable hands.

A waiter comes over, bearing a tray of unopened champagne on ice and four flutes. They hand me a card, letting us know the bottle is compliments of Poe.

I open up the simple cardstock embossed with the gold ouroboros adorning the club’s front doors.

Happy birthday, babe. Enjoy all the delights on offer tonight. We love you and remember your safe word. x

Just as the items are set down and Ky takes over the process of popping the bottle for us, his phone lights up on the table.

He peers at the screen, eyes quickly scanning the message, then snorts with laughter.

“What?” Thorne asks.

“Just Hawke,” he replies, pouring us each a glass to start the night off.

“What does he want?”

Ky taps the screen again to read the message out loud: “Happy birthday Fox. Whatever you do, don’t let Thorne pour your drink for you.”

I slap my hand over my mouth, unable to help myself from giggling. Then squeak as the sudden movement jostles the toy beneath me.

The man at my back sounds entirely unimpressed, muttering something about his brother being a complete dick.

“What? Too soon?” The corners of Ky’s lips twitch as he hands a glass my way and then gently taps our drinks together, exchanging a knowing look with me as he does so.

“Not that I remember, of course, but apparently you boys quite enjoyed your night the last time Thorne offered me a drink at this club.” I smirk back at my naughty boy.

He runs his tongue over the front of his teeth, letting his gaze devour what I’m wearing. Clearly enjoying the sight of me tucked into Thorne’s broad chest, as well.

This man knows exactly what I’m experiencing as I sit here with the bejeweled toy nestled inside my ass. All we’re waiting for is the moment the man who has hardly let me go for two seconds during the ride over here, and has insisted on me sitting like this, to start us off on the inevitable path forward.

The remote control sits in his pocket; I know it.

We sip on our champagne, bubbles tickling my nose, and take in the show while the atmosphere in the room grows more heated. There are plenty of other members here tonight, however this particular room is cleverly designed. Each of the circular booths has privacy screening, with only the bar on the other side of the room, and whoever is on the central stage, able to see what is happening inside any of these secluded spaces.

It’s the perfect mixture of public and private.

However, something tells me that we won’t be staying in this particular location for long. If there’s one thing I know about my men, it’s that they’ll gladly show me off and indulge in a certain amount of public affection, but they are absolutely and resolutely uninterested in being exhibitionists like some of the other guests gathered here this evening.

I hate to think what Raven might do to someone if they saw a bit too much for his liking, knowing his particular talents when it comes to disposing of people.

While we might not be able to see what is happening in the booths surrounding ours, we can absolutely, most certainly, hear the pleasurable events taking place.

If anything, that’s something I’ve found always catches me by surprise. The noise that accompanies the public areas of the club is something else.

Poe seems to take it all in her stride, although this is the world she lives and breathes on a daily basis now… even if it wasn’t always like that for her.

“Enjoying the show?” Thorne’s lips find my ear, and I melt against him. My dress is a pool of satiny turquoise and silver fabric across his lap. The thin straps over my shoulders slump a little, putting my cleavage on display, and I love the way three sets of eyes caress me with heated looks.

As I lick my lips and nod, my Viking’s gaze drifts over my head, and I know the two of them are exchanging a silent conversation. He flicks those green eyes back to meet mine, and there’s an instant wave of heat that flushes through me, anticipation coiling low in my stomach.

“Here, allow me, baby girl.” Strong fingers pluck my nearly empty glass from my hand, and as he leans forward to set it aside, his other hand finds my ankle.

God, the way this man only needs to brush that sensitive spot, and I know I’m done for.

Except his wickedness is less about me and more about the ways they intend to torture and tease, as the reason for him taking the glass from my hand becomes immediately clear.

A low, startling vibration winds through me.

Thorne brands me with a hot palm, resting his hold firmly over my stomach. That firm, silent command traps me in place, ensuring that the toy is seated as deep as possible inside, while I squirm and gasp.

“Shh. You’re going to be a good girl and not make a sound, aren’t you?” he murmurs, soft and dangerous, because I know this version of Thorne.

In this sort of mood, he’s an unrelenting force.

Now, I realize why Ky is holding my ankle. He’s pinning me down for Thorne to do whatever he likes.

“I don’t know if I can.” My breath comes out choppy. The waves of sensation build stronger, my body heating as their game starts to take shape.

“Mmm. You’re going to be quiet for me, Foxglove. Because I know you want to be rewarded tonight, don’t you?”

I can’t see my wolf seated on the other side, but his closeness, his energy, is palpable. Meanwhile, Ky slides nearer, his gaze firmly fixed on my face. Soaking up every little detail and hitch in my breathing.

“How wet are you, baby girl?” He rasps out.

Thorne uses that opportunity to bunch the shimmering fabric of my dress, slipping one hot palm underneath, with the spill of material covering the place between my thighs where his fingers immediately seek out and confirm exactly what he’s looking for.

“What a dangerous game you’ve been playing.” He nips my earlobe, pinching the flesh between his teeth. “Do these even count as panties?” With firm, decisive fingers, he nudges the tiny scrap of sheer fabric aside and examines my pussy.

My back arches as he starts fondling me, hidden below the flounce of my gown, pushing below the delicate lingerie, while he keeps up the relentless low buzzing of the toy in my ass. It’s nowhere near as intense as other times when we’ve played like this in public, but add in the fact he’s rubbing circles over my clit and dipping down lower with each pass of his touch, that heightens everything to the point my head starts spinning.

“Oh god.” My pulse quadruples as I gasp my way through the building intensity of pleasure.

“Quieter than that,” Thorne says. Knowing exactly how impossible he’s making this for me.

Ky slides his hand to wrap around my calf, and uses the other to hook my chin. “Come here.” He guides my lips to find the crook of his neck, and I let out a muffled whimper, inhaling his warm, delicious scent that lights my body from head to toe.

My orgasm is building, steadily rising, and yet I can already tell that Thorne is going to deny me. He’s going to ruin me tonight, and I’m such a slut for him that I’ll be out of my head thanking him for the gift of relentless edging before long.

“How does she feel?” It’s the deep rumble of my wolf that makes me clench and push my tongue against Ky’s stubbled throat.

“Horny and dripping… such a filthy thing, hiding a dirty little secret beneath a pretty birthday dress.”

“Be a shame if we made a mess of our girl with such a beautiful outfit on tonight.” Raven’s voice dips into a lower octave, the one that causes my thighs to attempt to slam together around Thorne’s hand.

“Hmm, I think our slut wants you to do exactly that.” He sinks a finger inside me, and the urge to moan louder races up my throat. “Based on how tightly she just squeezed my fingers, she’s gagging to bend over and let a wolf have his way with her.”

As he speaks, he plunges that thick finger in and out. The fullness and dull vibration of the toy in my ass adds to the flare of sparks igniting my blood.

“Goddamn, I wanna watch. You’re killing me here.” I feel Ky’s voice reverberate beneath my mouth as I suck and lick at his neck in an effort not to start whimpering out loud.

“Don’t think you’re gonna get away with asking for anything tonight, either.” Thorne hits our naughty boy with a stern voice. “I know you were trying to steal a taste before we even left the house.”

He slips his finger out of my channel, and I feel the burn hit my cheeks when it becomes apparent he’s removing his hand from beneath my dress.

There is absolutely no hiding the fact I’ve coated his hand in my arousal.

“Clean me up, and if you do a good job, you can have both their fingers playing with your greedy pussy.”

I’m every inch the perfect, eager slut for this man. Immediately unfastening myself from where I was doing my best impression of a starving vampire against Ky’s neck, to now suck down on Thorne’s fingers. He pushes his middle and forefinger into my mouth, hooking inside and rubbing my scent and taste all over my tongue.

As my glazed eyes lift, I take in the dim lighting of the room. The stage show still continues in the background. However, it feels like we’re in our own private bubble tucked away in here.

For a moment, I clench up, wondering if Poe and her men can see the depravity we’ve quickly progressed into… then I remember, this is their world, and they’ve seen much wilder scenes than the four of us engaging in a bit of heavy petting.

“Wonder what our little toy is thinking about? Go on and fuck her pouty little mouth real good, Thorne. I bet she’s dreaming about how loud she screamed with both of us eating her at the same time this morning.”

My wolf fists the material of my dress, crudely shoving his calloused touch beneath the tumbling layers draped over my thighs.

He’s clearly done with watching on.

Now he’s in the mood to take what he wants… and boy, do I want him to. Repeatedly.

His fingers find the edge of my panties, roughly shoving beneath them and sinking into my pussy. A noise comes out of him that is somewhere between self-satisfied that I’m already in such a state, and disapproving. It’s a powerful combination, one that he’s an expert in wielding when it comes to my body.

Raven knows I get off on his callousness, and he always treasures me after in a way that is its very own reward.

“Jesus. Feel her, Ky. Go on and put your hand up her skirt like you’ve been wanting to do this whole time.”

“No looking.” Thorne commands, just as my Viking eagerly dives for my dress. “But you’re allowed to touch, for the moment.”

A noise of protest accompanies the sinful glide of his palm up the length of my inner thigh.

“Mmmfuck, baby girl. Oh, you must be aching. Feel how slippery you are already.”

He’s right. I’m going out of my head, with Thorne gently using his fingers to fuck my mouth and their two sets of hands roaming and rubbing between my pussy lips, around my swollen clit, and down to my entrance. My breasts are heavy with need, hard nipples rubbing against the fabric of my dress, and the plug in my ass continues to send rolling gentle waves of vibration through me.

Just as I think it can’t possibly get any more torturous, my wolf murmurs something that I can’t hear above the thunder of my pulse.

And that’s when I feel it.

They both slip a finger inside me at the same time.

The cool of Raven’s rings brush over my sensitive pussy lips, while they wrap their hands together and push into me.

A soft moan gets swallowed up by Thorne’s fingers pressing down on my tongue.

“You think we haven’t been planning your punishment for you and naughty boy’s little game you played?” His heated words brush against my ear.

My eyes drift back in my head at his wicked promise.

“Time to pay the price.”

___

The door seals us inside our private den, and my wolf fists my hair before I can truly take in every detail. Fuck whatever efforts I went to with styling and curling; he’s already on a mission to have me writhing at his command.

“Jesus, I want to make a mess of you in this dress. I want to see you ruined while all wrapped up in pretty pastel fabric.”

His eyes are two dark holes boring into me.

I don’t dare allow my gaze to drop, or my attention to waver, because I know he wants all of me focused on him right now. Thorne and Ky are somewhere on the other side of the space, but the man in front of me walks me backward into the room until my calves hit the side of the bed.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see the room is dimly lit but stylish, furnished in black and gold, with this giant bed taking center stage. It’s certainly alluring, but doesn’t scream sex club, however, I suspect that is my men’s doing.

This is our own private room that is reserved solely for us. They’ve had it fitted out specific to our wants and needs, after all.

“Lose the pathetic excuse for panties you’ve got on, and get up there, on your knees, little fox.”

With a sharp tug of my hair to remind me that this is all about following his commands, I scramble to do as he says. Slipping my thong to the floor, followed by my heels and gathering up my floor-length gown as I climb onto the vast bed. This entire scene makes me feel like a princess who is about to be defiled in the most sinfully addictive way.

When Raven comes back into my line of sight, he holds something in his hands—three cuffs and couplings, one large at the top with two smaller ones at the base, affixed to a long, wide black strip joining them all in an upside-down T shape.

His bulk climbs onto the bed at my front, and all I can do is stare as I appreciate how gorgeous he is. Those tattoos reach from below his open shirt collar, the point on his neck that now bears my name. The hollow of his throat invites me to run my tongue over every line, if only he’d allow it. He’s methodical, positioning the flat strip to sit flush with my spine, then twists my arms to settle behind my back, fist over fist. It locks my wrists in place when he attaches a padded, wide cuff to each. Then, once he’s satisfied that my arms are restrained behind my lower back, he allows me a drugging, slow glide of his rough touch. His hands slide up, following the length of my spine over the top of my dress, until he reaches my hair and buries both hands into my curls with a dark grunt.

There is an ocean of deviousness consuming me as he gazes down at my position, knelt and bound before him.

“You’re nothing but a fucktoy for us to use however we want.” Those coarse words make me shiver with anticipation. “A desperate little slut who spends all day waiting for the next opportunity to be filled with cock.”

I lick my lips, gaping at this man who I love with all my soul.

“Is that all you are?” He scrunches his fingers, yanking my hair, forcing my chin to tilt back.

“Yes,” my whisper floats between us.

That draws a satisfied glimmer into his eyes. Shifting his weight, his grip relents, and those impossibly broad shoulders move. As Raven leaves my line of sight, I can see the others and what has been going on becomes revealed from their position across the room.

I didn’t know what to expect.

Apparently, tonight, our naughty boy and I are being punished equally for our meddling.

Just as they threatened.

Across the other side of the room, I hear Ky whining, and that’s when Thorne steps aside, revealing that my Viking is naked. Except that’s not all; he has him on his knees, legs splayed wide, cuffed in a similar stance to my own with fists restrained behind his back.

Other than him being entirely naked, the difference is, he has a ball gag in his mouth and a cock ring fitted at the base of his shaft.

Thorne crouches down and pinches his bearded chin. “Let’s see how much watching you can tolerate before you lose your mind.”

Ky struggles and protests. Eyes flashing with a mixture of desire and dissatisfaction. He hates watching, and his straining cock is already leaking. That silver bar catches the dim light and kicks as his eyes meet mine, taking in my own mirrored position to his.

The momentary glimpse of his version of this punishment is gone all too soon. Calloused fingers brutally cup my chin from behind, dragging my neck up, tilting my head backward to look upside down at the wolf looming over me.

While I’ve been gaping at the sight of Ky, he’s gotten rid of his shirt, and now rests my head against all that warm, bare skin of his tattooed chest. Raven towers over me from behind, massaging the exposed arch of my throat beneath his fingertips for a long moment, then slides a firm, cool object around from the other side of my neck. The unfamiliar sensation makes me jolt a little as I realize what this part is.

He fits the padded collar over my neck, lifting my hair as it settles in place. The entire restraint is connected, joining the wrists bound behind me to the place where I’m collared and at his mercy.

Those dark eyes flare, and pupils fully blow out as he gazes upon my bound figure, how he’s presented my body for them to use as they like.

I take a hasty swallow, all tingling anticipation and frantic pulse in the side of my neck below the wide black padded collar. Without realizing, my hands tug a little, not by my own decision—my wolf is the one who tests the restraints, seeing that I can still move slightly, but not a lot. Just enough that nothing is pinching or affixed too tightly for whatever he has planned.

“Open.”

My pussy clenches as I let my mouth gape wide, sticking out my tongue just as I know will please him. Allowing his fingers to slide along my jaw, he studies me for an agonizing, lengthy moment before allowing a long line of spit to fall into my mouth.

“My pretty little whore,” he murmurs, pushing my jaw closed so that I’m forced to swallow, and this man might as well have just told me I’m the love of his life for how that makes my stomach dip and swoop. Then, he’s gone. Leaving me kneeling there in this beautiful dress, bound at the wrists and neck, with my breasts pressed forward.

With lust-glazed eyes, I let out a soft whimper at the loss of his closeness and look around to see where he’s going.

Which brings me directly into the laser-focused intensity of Thorne’s stare.

He runs a thumb along his stubbled jaw, surveying Raven’s handiwork.

That’s when the two of them decide to really start driving home the punishment for both me and Ky. They stand together at the foot of the bed, squarely in the center of attention, and begin to undress each other.

I can’t see Ky because their strong bodies obstruct my view, but I can hear his frustrated growl through the gag they’ve left him breathing heavily through.

While I’m left going out of my head, watching them take what seems like an age to strip each other free of their clothing. Thorne’s shirt goes first, followed by the torturous sight of their hands both tugging and handling the waistbands and flys on their dress slacks.

To make everything even hotter, turning my desire into a molten pool swirling through my core—just as they get to the point where they’re left only in a pair of briefs each—Thorne slides a hand up our wolf’s tattooed chest.

That’s when their mouths join in a biting, rough kiss. His hand carries on its path, hooking around Raven’s neck, while his tattooed fingers mirror his actions. He settles his grip around the front of Thorne’s throat, and I straight up moan.

Each slide of their tongues and flash of their teeth nipping at each other’s lips, tugging, biting, licking, it’s all too much. Seeing them together is everything I could ever want and more, except I don’t want to just see them. I want to be right in the middle of their connection and to be able to roam my fingers over their muscles and warm skin while they kiss like it’s their last breath.

“You think our slut drenched the sheets watching you whimper for me?” Raven growls against Thorne’s mouth, and I’m so close to begging.

I suspect that’s what he wants.

“Which one? We’ve got two horny little playthings, remember.” His voice is sinfully smooth. “Get the ice, Ven.”

Oh, god. My mouth goes dry as those blue eyes drill into me, bouncing all over the location where I’m collared, and my chest heaves in anticipation.

He advances on me, and I can’t think or react. I’m simply trapped in place, awaiting whatever devious plans he’s got in store for my body.

“Please. Daddy.” The words drop past my lips. Entirely uncertain what I’m asking him for, just a taste, a fragment of his touch or pleasure-giving mouth. Anything really at this point because he’s played me perfectly so far tonight.

I can only imagine the state Ky is going to be in once he’s freed from his invisible cage.

“You think you’ve earned a reward, do you, Foxglove?” As he reaches the edge of the bed, his thumbs hook beneath the waistband of those briefs containing his erection. I can see the place where wetness darkens the front, and that almost does me in. Knowing that he’s hard and turned on and has just been sucking on Raven’s tongue… god, that has my pulse turning frantic.

“Let me be good for you.” I gasp out.

He arches an eyebrow at me, then drops the material, letting his impressive cock bob free. My teeth catch my bottom lip as I squirm and try to rub my thighs together to ease the intense ache blooming there.

“Come here, baby.” His voice dips low as he slides behind me, with legs spread wide. Air rushes out of my lungs at the dizziness of having him finally positioned at my back, even though it’s awkward for me, with my wrists shoved against his torso and the toy still inside my ass, adding to the pressure and sparking notes of desire that keep humming through my blood.

“Doesn’t she look beautiful tonight?” He nuzzles against my neck, speaking to the other two, and my eyelashes flutter, heavy with the impending weight of my climax, when one of these men finally allows me to reach that pinnacle. I’m hovering, dangling, closer and closer with each calculated moment they wind me into more of a frenzy.

Except, if I thought Thorne was going to give me something—anything—I was so fucking wrong. He’s wicked and cruel, even while being soft as silk. This man is only sitting behind me for one reason: to hold me down for the wolf, who now comes to kneel on the bed between my splayed knees with the ice bucket from earlier in one hand.

“You thought you were safe with him?” He laughs. Cold and mocking, then proceeds to dig out a cube from the container.

My tits are thrust forward thanks to my bindings, aching and heavy with pleasure, and he holds the ice over my budded nipple, allowing it to soak the thin material of my dress. The cold radiates through straight away, and the tight peak furls into an almost painfully hard point.

“Oh—Oh, god.” My panting intensifies.

I realize Thorne’s grip on my arm and creased flesh at my hip is brutal. He really is holding me down.

“So beautiful. Look at you.” He runs his nose against my ear.

“These tits… all they’re good for is sliding a dick between them and being covered in cum.” That intense cold is ripped away just at the point I don’t think I can stand anymore and replaced by a set of teeth. He nips at the hard point and covers the soaked material with his hot mouth, and I nearly climb into the roof.

“Mmm, such a good girl for us, aren’t you?” Thorne’s liquid praise washes over me, and it’s the most intoxicating mixture of ways they could mess with my body and raging desire.

Raven keeps going, alternating the ice over my other breast. Leaving me babbling with an incoherent string of begging. For him to stop. For him to do it again. For him to fuck me.

“A filthy little bitch in heat. That’s all you are,” he growls, and this time shoves my dress up around my hips, and one of those ice cubes is pressed against my swollen, protruding clit. A feral noise comes out of me as the freezing cold feels like it rockets along every nerve ending.

Thorne’s lips are soft and caressing against my neck. He murmurs sweet words, calling me wonderful and precious and telling me how much he’s in love with me.

Yet he traps me and forces me to submit to Raven, who occupies the space between my thighs as a ruthless torturer.

My wolf nips my painfully hard nipples through the saturated fabric, rubbing the ice cube over my clit until I’m in agony, or ecstasy; it’s hard to tell which.

His words are crude to match the way he’s roughly moving between my legs.

“Look at this slut, humping my hand,” he growls while shoving the ice cube gripped between his fingers into my pussy. Sweat damps my brow as the coldness feels scalding against my overheated flesh. Everything is so fucking wet between my thighs from my own slickness and the rapidly melting ice. It all feels just as filthy as he’s telling me I am.

Just when I’ve begged him to let me have his cock for the hundredth time, he pulls his hand away and tosses the remains of the ice bucket on the floor. Scattering a glittering carpet of tiny cubes everywhere. “Hold her for me, Thorne.”

It’s the only warning I get.

He hooks my knees, spreading me obscenely wide, and fists his cock at my soaked entrance. With a rough grunt, he shoves inside, and my back bows against the solid chest behind me. Between my restraints and Thorne’s grip on my body, I’m helpless as Raven braces his weight above the two of us and pumps into me.

After the intensity of the cold and now the heat of his thick cock filling me, I feel it tear through me on a rippling tidal wave. My orgasm hits straight away as I sob out moans of pleasure.

Not only does he stretch me and let his rough thrusts sink deep, the toy in my ass makes it feel so unbelievably full at this angle. His coarse words keep flowing. I’m his whore to use. He owns me. My body is his to fuck whenever and however he wants.

All the while, Thorne gives me the mind-altering treatment of holding me down like I truly am Raven’s fucktoy, at the same time as giving me soft whispered words of praise.

“Christ. She’s gripping me so fucking tight. Trying to steal my cum already.” The man inside me pulls out, with a dark noise.

These two are absolutely going to be my ruin tonight.

I don’t even think I register what is happening; I’m so out of my head. There’s a dull ache in my arms from being shunted repeatedly against Thorne’s body while I was being pounded into.

When I slump against his torso, softly whimpering, he chuckles. That’s the moment I know for certain that his gentleness before was all an act. Just a ruse to lull me into the false sense of security, thinking that he’d be my safety tonight.

Firm hands grip my hips, lifting me up and positioning my legs as I feel like I’m already boneless. How am I possibly going to survive more of this?

Then the man behind me sinks me back down over his fat cock. His thick length glides in easily, considering how shamefully wet I am and the way my wolf just owned my soul.

“Ky looks like he’s made a mess of himself over there.” His hips shift beneath me, gently thrusting up as I no doubt drip everywhere. “Do you think he’s learned his lesson? Do you think he’s earned the right to taste our girl?”

My eyes damn near drift back in my head as he makes sure to rearrange my pretty dress and spread me wide using two fingers over my pussy. While I can’t see his expression behind me, I know he’s watching our naughty boy as his touch spreads me, showing off the place where his cock buries deep.

I can only imagine how it looks, and through my haze, I can see the agonized expression on Ky’s face. This is killing him, and don’t the other two know it.

Our wolf strolls over, exuding dominant, controlling energy through every naked stride. Taking the gag out, Ky lets out a choked noise and works his jaw.

He spits out a stream of curses.

“Maybe all we’ll let you have is the flavor of her cunt wrapped around my dick.” Those strong fingers pinch his chin, hardly giving him a chance to recover his breath. “Choke on me ‘til I’m satisfied you’ve earned her pussy and Thorne’s cock.”

He grips his hair and begins to fuck his face, and it’s the hottest thing. My mouth hangs wide open on a soundless moan.

That’s when Thorne decides to move the final, calculated piece on the chessboard. Deep inside my ass, I feel the buzzing vibration start up again, and at the exact same time, Ky gags around Raven’s length.

The remote controls both the ring around the base of his cock, and the plug seated so goddamn deep inside me.

Our private room becomes a swirl of desperate noises, the both of us choking out sounds that are pure, unabashed, begging.

Ky’s dick is leaking and jerking, and spit runs down his chin.

The man standing over him tightens his hold, while the man at my back does the same.

I think I’m going to combust. The taste of my safeword dances on the edge of my tongue. It’s too much, but the reward of this is far too tempting. Wickedly so.

Our two commanders let up at the same time. The remote clicks to cease our doubled-up assault of overstimulation as Raven drags Ky off him. Leaving the two of us thoroughly used, both sagging and panting and sucking in clawing breaths, gasping for air.

A low, pleased growl fills the room. “Good fucking boy.”

___

The second Ky is freed of his restraint, he falls on both me and Thorne. Hardly even taking the time to rub at his wrists or recover from how brutally his mouth was just owned.

“Go on, since you’re so desperate to feast on her clit and lick his balls.” Raven’s mouth is still running the show, as my Viking does exactly that. His hot tongue glides a sloppy trail across the place where we’re joined. Roaming everywhere over my pussy and the base of Thorne’s cock, with hungry fingers exploring and pushing through my slickness to press at the spot where I’m stretched around his shaft.

“Fuck, oh, god.” The sensation of him adding a digit alongside the place joining us is unreal.

He’s making slurping, groaning noises, absolutely devouring the two of us at the same time, and I’m hurtling toward another climax. Fast.

Behind me, there are rumbling noises of pleasure coming out of Thorne, and I feel them vibrate through every inch of my body.

“Such a perfect little slut who gets extra wet when her lips wrap around a cock. Her ass is mine tonight.” Tattoos fill my vision as Raven moves in, kneeling to one side. “Hold her head so I can fuck her mouth.” He leans over the top of Thorne and me, bracing himself somewhere on the headboard above us.

He pushes his plush, fat head past my lips. Covered in the scent of me, the taste of Ky’s mouth, and a salty hit of pre-cum.

“I know you love the look of my dick, Calliano,” he murmurs wickedly.

My eyes roll back. A slutty, choking noise gives him exactly the reaction he’s seeking.

“Mmmffuck. Our girl wants to see us together, just look at the way she’s drenching Ky, and I bet she’s squeezing your cock like a fucking fist right now. I can see it written all over your face how goddamn tight her cunt is wrapped around you.” As he thrusts in and out of my mouth, his deep, gritty voice takes hold and captures all of us under his spell.

“Yeah, I bet you wanna blow and pump her full, don’t you, Thorne? Your own little cum slut to shove your cock into over and over until she’s leaking your seed because we all know you’ve been fantasizing about tying her down on a bed like this and leaving her spilling with you for years.”

Ky groans wildly with his face buried in my pussy.

Thorne’s dick throbs inside me.

I’m moaning around my wolf’s velvety length as he taps the back of my throat.

“Oh god, please…” Ky is begging, panting, hovering over my clit. “Please let me fill our girl up. Please let me feel her.”

Thorne is losing his shit at my back. His voice practically a growl. “Fuck you, Ven.”

“Our girl loves it; look how much she wants to have your giant cock inside her all day long. I bet she’d let you pin her down and breed her, too.”

His utter filth is what does me in.

I detonate on a primal noise that erupts from somewhere deep inside. It doesn’t make any sense why his filthy words turn me into a mess, but he reaches into my brain and unpicks everything I thought I knew about the kinks I enjoy and shows me a new one, without fail. Everything goes white and hazy, and my toes curl, with sparks flying everywhere, exploding through my limbs as I clamp down in a rhythmic wave.

Around me, I’m vaguely aware that my men damn near combust themselves, with each of them uttering dark curses. The reason why becomes obvious once my pulsing climax eases enough for me to realize I just squirted all over Ky’s face.

“Fuck. Goddamn, you’re doing so well for us, baby.” Thorne lifts me off his cock, gritting his teeth as I hear him tell my wolf to take the cuffs off, and gives him strict instructions to be gentle getting inside me as lube gets tossed around between them.

I’m so fucking blissed out and boneless, not to mention drenched, while I think I’m just smiling with an insanely giddy look on my face at my wolf as he frees me and rubs my wrists and throat, checking me over. I’m pretty sure I tell him how much I love him on repeat as I run my nose and puffy lips over his muscled torso like a woman possessed and let the three of them manhandle me as they damn well like.

Hands shift me so that I’m settled with my back against Raven’s chest now. Someone has eased the toy out my ass and drizzled lube everywhere—it might have been him, or one of the others, I don’t really know because I’ve got nothing but hearts and stars in my eyes—then he carefully works his way into my body. Gone is the rough domination from before. Now he’s taking care of me, even if it is while still pursuing his own wants.

I don’t fucking care. He can have it all.

Through the waterfall of pleasure sweeping through my blood, I watch Thorne feather soft kisses and praise over Ky while he carefully works the cock ring off him, our sweet, mischievous boy who is damn near out of his head with pleasure as well.

Then it all unfolds in the dance we all know how to do so perfectly. My Viking sinks inside my channel, letting his piercing work its magic as he takes my mouth with his own at the same time as he buries himself to the hilt.

“Goddamn, you’re my fucking heaven, baby girl.” He coats me in delicious praise as I wrap him tight to me now that my arms have been freed. “I love you so much; you have no idea.” His cock pulses as he struggles to hold back from coming immediately after being edged so brutally.

At his back, Thorne works his way inside until I can feel the moment it’s him fucking all of us, in that way he does so aptly.

“That’s it, let go, one final time, then you can rest, baby girl… I’m right there with you.” Ky grunts as I start rippling around him, then his cock jerks and spills, and we both tumble headfirst. At my back, Raven’s length thickens, and he curses and unloads inside me. Meanwhile, I know the man commanding all of us, rocking us all together, also loses his control. Thorne’s climax chases hard on the heels of the domino of clenching, writhing pleasure where we’re all splayed out beneath him.

It’s like we all merge into one. I’m so in love with each of them, and I can feel how that love extends between all of them in the same way.

With their small touches, the way their lips press against heated skin, the way their fingers reach out to search for one another in that hazy, come-down moment as we all drift back into our bodies slowly.

My men. My protectors. My everything.


Part Six
SPIN THE BOTTLE, BITCHES.


Want (aka need) a final hit?

There is a part six, where Ky schemes, as usual, to get everyone naked.

CLICK HERE TO GRAB THE BONUS-BONUS


Thank You For Reading


I had the best time revisiting Port Macabre and getting to hang out with these four… it always feels incredibly bittersweet saying goodbye to characters after spending so much time with them, being inside their heads and feeling their hearts beat so passionately for each other. I love their love, and I’m so beyond besotted with you for loving them, too.

There’s so much more to come from this world… and you’ll definitely be seeing glimpses of Fox, Ky, Daddy Thorne, and Ven in the future - even if they’re not the ‘main event’ you’ll be surprised where they pop up during future stories yet to be told. All our love, xo
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