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						    THE THINGS WE DO FOR LOVE
 
 …Henry brushed his hand over Trevor’s hip, cupped his buttock, then traced the crack between his cheeks. Trevor groaned and thrust again, feeling his pre-cum smear over Henry’s smooth, rock hard torso. Henry grabbed his own cock and wiped it against Trevor’s thigh as he continued his path down Trevor’s body. Trevor stared at his lover, his body taut with anticipation. What little willpower he possessed was funneled into keeping his orgasm at bay. Henry’s palm against his sac didn’t help, nor did the finger tickling his anus. Trevor fisted his erection and shoved Henry to his knees, stabbing for his mouth. Henry’s tongue flashed over the tip of Trevor’s penis, lapping at the milk collecting there. Tiny shock waves slithered up the length and settled in Trevor’s balls. Henry’s lips closed over Trevor’s glans and his tongue twirled around the edge, through the slit, over the oh-so sensitive frenulum. Trevor clamped his hands on either side of his lover’s head and thrust deep. Henry took his length with a low growl, somehow managing to lick Trevor’s balls in the process. They hugged the base of his penis, ready to shoot their load. Just a little longer. His body ignored the order. More heat rushed to his groin. He was lost in the wonder of Henry’s mouth, the joy of being with him again. A softer cry peeled his eyes open. Patty. Her back was to
 
 them, but he could see her reflection clearly in the mirrored wall. She lay sprawled on the pillowed sofa, pussy gleaming, hands working nipples and clit, her gaze locked on them. He shifted his gaze to that image, watching the roll of Henry’s head as he sucked and licked him, the wild thrust of his own hips. Beautiful…intoxicating…orgasmic…
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 THE THINGS WE DO FOR LOVE
 
 Diversions Where the water diverts On a blue moon night, Forever you shall be Those lovers who unite.
 
 1
 
 THE THINGS WE DO FOR LOVE
 
 CHAPTER 1 Patty Carter recognized the signs well. Tension rippled off her husband like heat waves off the desert. She had to give him credit for not letting it spill over to others—the kids at home, the Marines at work, or her. Most guys drank themselves to oblivion…or worse. Not Henry. He was very good at keeping the tension inside. Too good. But it was there nonetheless—apparent in the way he moved, the haunted look in his eyes, the way they fucked. He was on autopilot. And she could just about guess at its cause— the extra responsibilities of promotion, the need to hold it together during his participation in the Over-30 Basketball League, and now the very real possibility of deployment in a 2
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 few months. The pressure of keeping his secret was weighing heavily on him, but not nearly as much as his need to indulge in that secret. Frankly, Patty was starting to feel the strain of keeping up appearances herself. She cooked up a storm every time they had a party or a potluck to attend. Her rationale was that, if she threw enough food at these people, perhaps no one would notice the erection her husband sported whenever he was around good-looking men—specifically, good-looking Marines…Marines who worked for or with him. He’d done everything he could to try to contain the beast—loose pants, tight jockeys, even heavy duty jock straps. Some days it just wasn’t enough. It was obvious someone needed to calm the waters of Henry’s libido. That someone was her. She’d promised him, before they got married, that she’d make sure he was always kept in check, his secret needs kept quiet, yet fulfilled. In a house with two children, there was only so much she could do. Whispered fantasies and dildos weren’t going to cut it very much longer. Henry was becoming more distracted each day, and distraction led to mistakes, mistakes were career-busters, or in a war situation, certain death. No, it was her job to take control, to see those distractions were eased, and that’s exactly what she was going to do, starting the instant he walked in the front door. The kids were spending the weekend with friends. Patty had a suitcase packed for her and Henry, not that he’d be wearing much this weekend. The reservations were made at a private resort in 3
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 Palm Springs called Diversions—a place known for its discretion, magic, and for indulging its guests in their every need. The staff had arranged everything as she’d requested, even the delivery of Henry’s special surprise. The arrangements had cost a pretty penny, a cost she’d split with Trevor. As far as Patty was concerned, it was money well spent. Who could put a price on love? Patty paced the floor while she waited for her husband. Anticipation made her hornier than hell. She could see the gleam in his eyes when he walked in and saw her. He wouldn’t question where the kids were. He wouldn’t say a word. He’d know instantly she’d taken control and would gladly let her to so. Her skin-tight jeans and cleavage-baring tank top would let him know who was in charge. The camouflage military uniform would come off. His breath would be shaky and his cock hard. It made her pussy clench just thinking about it. That would be a good start— making him eat her while she warmed his ass with some wellplaced belt strokes. She might even let him come. But even he wouldn’t be able to guess how the night would end. He might hope and fantasize about it—that was a given—but it was much too soon since their last visit with Trevor for Henry to guess he’d be with them tonight. Since they’d been transferred to the west coast, they could only see Trevor once a year now, generally during their summer visit back east. The fact Trevor was willing and able to drop everything and fly out to California said a lot about their deep bond…and how much he loved Henry. That action 4
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 alone ought to see Henry through the hard months to come— to know he was loved greatly by a wife willing to do anything for him, and a lover willing to do the same. That there were two people in the world to whom he could give complete and utter control, and never have to worry. She heard his truck pull into the driveway, then the muted sound of the engine as he parked in the double-car garage. Her braless nipples tightened, pushing against the confines of her white tank top. The moisture in her crotch grew. Her clit swelled against the seam of her tight jeans. Yes, she was definitely going to need to come before they left. Then Henry walked through the door. Patty had never seen him look more worn down. His expression was grim. The weight of the responsibilities he carried, the secrets he hid, showed in his once bright blue eyes. He slipped his briefcase onto the kitchen table and heaved a sigh. It broke her heart to see him this way, even more so when he forced a smile, squared his shoulders, and started her way. As if she didn’t know how he really felt. Throbbing pussy aside, Patty had a responsibility to him and she took that responsibility very seriously. This wasn’t about what she needed. It was about what Henry needed. He froze in mid-step when he saw her standing there. His eyes brightened. His breath caught. Without question, he started to undress, gaze never once leaving hers. Patty waited until his chest was bare and he stood in camouflage trousers and military boots before she started a slow perusal of his body. Years of military training had made 5
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 him lean yet cut. Lack of chest hair displayed those muscles nicely, inviting fingers to wander along their angles. His dark brown nipples had beaded with excitement. Patty licked her lips. He made a strangled moan. She gave him a warning glance that he’d not been given permission to make any sound. His Adam’s apple bobbed with his swallow. Dropping his gaze, he squatted to untie his boots. Patty sauntered forward, then paced a slow circle around him while she waited. Henry didn’t waste time, but he also wasn’t frantic about it. He knew patience would guarantee his eventual reward. When he was fully nude, he started to kneel as was the standard beginning position when they assumed these roles. Patty pressed her hand against his shoulder to stop him. “No, you may remain standing. Hands behind your back, though. I don’t want them wandering to that beautiful cock just yet.” It was a beauty—long and thick, veiny and swollen. It was a wonder Henry was able to keep it contained at all. She traced her index finger along the top, right to the tip moistened with fluid. Patty smeared it over the shiny, deep red crown, then continued her journey along the underside of his cock. Henry’s breath was shallow, but he kept his groans contained. “I’m going to cup your balls now,” she said softly against his ear. Goose bumps erupted over his skin. “There’s no need to hold back when I do.” He groaned the second she weighed his sac in her palm. Patty loved how they felt soft and hard at the same time, loved 6
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 the way they hugged his body when he needed to come. She kneaded them firmly, watching his eyes close, his mouth gape with sheer pleasure. The forearms locked at his back flexed from the effort to keep them in place when she knew he wanted to wrap his hand around his cock. She nudged her finger between his testicles and rubbed her thumb over the base of his dick. He thrust up on a groan, raking his erection against her stomach. She caught his nipple between her teeth and twirled her tongue over it. “Mmm…you smell fresh. Tell me why.” Patty knew why, but it was part of the scene she was starting to build for him. She looped her hand around his penis and feathered her fingers upward. “I…I showered after my noon run.” He looked down at her, long lashes shadowing his blue eyes. He ran before work, at lunch, and when he got home. The poor guy was a ticking bomb of stress and frustration. “Smells heavenly.” Another stroke had him shuddering. He sucked in a breath through his teeth. Patty stepped away, slowly releasing his cock as she did so. “You’re later coming home tonight than I expected.” In the past when they assumed these roles, the lapse would have garnered punishment. It looked like his erection swelled in anticipation of it now. But Henry needed a stronger release, one she couldn’t satisfy alone. “I’ve put fresh clothing on the bed for you. Get dressed. We’re leaving for the weekend. And I want that dick as hard coming out of the bedroom as it was going in. Understand?” 7
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 “Yes.” There was never a “ma’am.” That bordered too much on military rules and regulations. Much as Henry loved the Marine Corps, the whole purpose here was to set that aside and be free of those restraints and demands, if only for a little while. “Good. Five minutes. I’ll be in the car waiting.” She gave his cock one more leisurely stroke, then walked away. When she glanced back over her shoulder, Henry was gone. Only a sock remained where they’d been standing. Smiling, she continued on.
 
 8
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 CHAPTER 2 With one hand, Henry threw his uniform into the corner of the bedroom and grabbed for the Dockers and red pullover Patty had placed on the bed. She’d even selected the red silk boxers that felt so heavenly against his skin. Relief had poured through his body the second he’d seen her standing there. Her attire said it all—she was taking control. One day he swore they were going to dress her in black leather and spiked heels. Maybe even buy her a kitten whip. A shudder rippled down his body right to the tip of his aching cock. The woman was a pro when it came to a good spanking. She could heat his ass like nobody’s business, leaving him thinking about it, feeling it, for days. He loved the 9
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 feel of leather striking his bare backside. There was something cathartic about it. It warmed him to his soul, made him feel alive, and helped him fight the world’s demons. Unfortunately, with two kids in the house, and living in a neighborhood of paper-thin walls, the opportunity to cut loose or to have a full array of toys wasn’t there. They’d learned to content themselves with quick interludes when the kids were out. Those generally satisfied his immediate needs and relieved his stress until their get-togethers with Trevor. Sadly, those playtimes were reduced because military orders had sent him west, while Trevor remained in D.C. The pressure of military life—the responsibilities, the façade Henry put up— were weighing too heavily. He needed this weekend. God love Patty for realizing it. He could always depend on her taking control when he most needed to let go. She made everything right, reordered his world, gave him his sanity. She’d looked like salvation standing there waiting for him—breasts spilling over the top of her shirt, jeans hugging those curvy legs, long blond hair drifting over her shoulders. The only thing missing was a belt or paddle in her hand. Obviously she was waiting until they got to their destination. He quivered with the thought of what she might have planned. He tugged his clothes on, fighting the urge to stroke his erection, to defy her order not to come just for the pleasure of feeling her skilled hand at work. Patty could be extremely inventive in their sex play. She understood the void in his life and did her best to help fill in. She guarded his secrets well, too. Henry knew he was a lucky 10
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 man. That didn’t stop him from missing Trevor. At the thought of his—their—long-time lover, Henry shoved his hands in his shorts and fondled his balls, rolling them in one palm while he fisted his cock in the other. He felt complete with Trevor in a way Patty couldn’t reproduce, for all her skills. Trevor pulled up those deeper feelings Henry kept tamped down, giving him the outlet Henry desperately needed…followed by a fucking so supreme all the dildos in the world couldn’t compare. And the very best of all? Having his cock burrowed into Patty’s tight pussy while Trevor’s tunneled in Henry’s ass. The heat…the pressure…the love… “What do you think you’re doing?” Henry jumped at the sound of Patty’s voice. “Keeping it hard?” he asked, making no move to release his genitals. Her arched brow called him a liar. Henry wouldn’t argue the point. Slow steps brought her before him. Grabbing the waistband of trousers and shorts, she yanked them down. “It seems I underestimated your needs. And since it is a rather long drive…” She traced the head of his cock, then nudged his hands away. Henry let them fall to his sides, curling his fingers into fists to keep from thrusting into her touch. “Step out of your clothes and spread your legs.” Short nails raked over his stomach muscles, sending electric shocks right to his balls. When he didn’t move fast 11
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 enough for her liking, a sharp hand smack to his buttock spurred him on…and shot pre-cum to the tip of his glans. Without further command, Henry spread his legs and bent over, hands braced on the foot of their king-size bed. Eyes closed, body tight with anticipation, he waited…and waited. Her movements were so quiet, he wondered if she was still there, but he didn’t want to shatter the fantasy by looking. The first stroke of leather over his bare ass buckled his knees. Fire raced over his buttocks, swelling his cock and balls to the breaking point. Pain exploded into pleasure all the way to his fingers and toes. A second stroke ripped a shuddered groan from his throat. A third, and he fisted the bedspread and begged for more. On twenty she swooped her hand between his legs and squeezed his balls. Hot lips slipped over his cock, nibbling, sucking, setting fire to the rest of him. Poised on the edge of the bed, Patty pulled him into her mouth, feathering her tongue over his erection, down to his balls and then up again. She tickled his sac, eased her finger deep into his anus, then flashed that leather over his butt as she finger-fucked him. Henry lifted his hips for more, thrust into her mouth wildly, pivoting between the two feelings like a machine gone wild. His arms shook from the effort to keep in position when he wanted to jam his fingers into her thick hair and nail her head in place. As if reading his mind, Patty eased away. He whimpered at the loss of the heat of her mouth. Now more than ever he wanted to yank her back into place. He stared down at her, 12
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 pulling in shaky breaths. Her blue eyes held steady. It wasn’t a challenge he saw there. It was a promise. She was in control and she’d take care of him…completely. For the next couple of days, he needn’t make a decision about anything. He needn’t worry about having to please anyone. There’d be no one taking bites out of his soul, only Patty mending what he’d gone through these last months. He released another breath and closed his eyes as she looped thumb and forefinger around his penis. Her tongue curled around his erection, lips tightening as she licked and sucked. She pumped his balls in her hand, while one finger continued to thrust into his rectum. Only one thing would have made the moment more supreme, and though Patty did a damn-fine job, Henry let his mind wander to Trevor. Them tucked face to crotch, fingers frantically fucking each other’s ass. Trevor wielding the belt until Henry finally let go of all the tension. Trevor lifting his knees and sliding his cock deep inside Henry. Heat rushed Henry’s crotch. He could feel his balls swell with the need to come. Patty toyed with him now, drawing out the sensation, and Henry built on his fantasy. She was spreadeagle before him, pussy gleaming, hips lifted for fucking. He’d shove his cock inside her at the same instant Trevor did him. Sensation rippled over Henry at the thought. They’d fight coming too soon. But it would be too— His mind blanked as orgasm seized him. His body went rigid, like it was one giant cock. Then jism blasted from him into the welcome haven of Patty’s hot mouth. She greedily 13
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 milked him, swallowing everything he had to give. Then she caught him when he sagged in the aftermath and guided him to the bed. Henry lay there feeling more relaxed than he’d been in a while. Warmth from the strapping cradled him. He didn’t realize Patty had stepped from the room until she returned to his side, wiping a hot, wet washcloth over his genitals. She followed up with kisses over his testicles and flaccid cock, then rested her head against his stomach. He could feel her hard nipples poking his hip. “I think we’re ready to go now,” she said softly. He urged her upward until she was lying beside him. Gaze locked to hers, he yanked down her tank top and seized her nipple in a hard suck. Patty arched into him. One flick of his thumb popped the button open on her jeans. He shoved his hand inside, right to her wet pussy. She cradled his head while he circled his fingers over her hard clit, and she writhed with every stroke, her breathing punctuated by sharp gasps and low moans. She came quickly, clamping her thighs around his hand as she quaked with orgasm, while he rolled his thumb over her pulsing bulb. He didn’t let go until the final spasm died and she released him. Henry kissed circles around her breast as he slipped his hand free. Moisture coated his fingers. Her scent drifted to him. He licked her taste from him, then brought his fingers to her lips. Patty drew one digit inside, curling her tongue around it as she had his dick. He pulled free, cupped her cheek, and 14
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 dropped a kiss to her lips. “Now I think we’re ready to go, although I’m so relaxed I feel like I could fall asleep right now.” “You can…in the car.” She brushed her fingers through his short hair. Love warmed her eyes. “I can do a lot for you, but toting your heavy ass to the car isn’t one of them. And, trust me, this is a weekend you don’t want to miss.” She gave him a love pat and pushed from the bed. “Five minutes.” Henry didn’t waste a single second.
 
 15
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 CHAPTER 3 It was dark by the time Patty pulled to a stop on the cobblestoned apron of Diversions Resort. Henry had slept the whole way, more proof of how stressed he’d been and how relieved he was to let someone else take the reins. She studied the buildings before she cut the engine. The place resembled a Spanish mission—white stucco, red-tiled roof, arched doorways. Lights were tucked into the heavy foliage and towering palm trees. She understood two creeks paralleled the winding canyon road and led to an oasis. She doubted they’d see it during this trip. Henry’s privacy was paramount. He needed to enjoy this weekend without looking over his shoulder. 16
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 She scuffed her hand over his thigh. “We’re here, honey.” He blinked and stretched as she turned off the car. “Shit, I swear I can’t remember pulling out of the garage. Where are we? Palm Springs?” “Yes…Diversions,” she said with a smile, and unhooked her seat belt. Henry’s eyes widened. “No request denied.” “And they mean it, too.” She patted his thigh. “Come on.” The instant they stepped from the car, a valet appeared out of nowhere to take the keys and a bellman stood before them. “Welcome to Diversions, Patricia. The Reflections Suite awaits you. All is as you requested.” He gave a slight bow, retrieved the luggage from the valet, then led them into the depths of the gardened interior. Not once did he look at or acknowledge Henry. Her husband was invisible as far as they were concerned. Their footsteps tapped on a flagstone path that threaded through a garden paradise lush with greenery and scandalously decorated with statues of lovers frozen in various sexual positions. Nothing was forbidden. She liked that. This wasn’t a place for prudes. She liked that, too. Patty glanced at Henry to see his reaction. The hint of a smile lifted one corner of his mouth. In a few minutes, she knew that smile would explode across his face. The entrance to their suite was set in an alcove shaded by greenery. As they approached, soft lighting clicked on to guide them safely. The bellman unlocked the door, then swung it open for them. Patty gave him a smile and stepped across the 17
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 threshold into an ocean of blues reflected by mirrors everywhere she looked. Her body tightened when she heard Henry’s sharp intake of breath behind her. “It’s beautiful. I don’t know if I feel like I’m flying or swimming.” He trotted down two steps that led to a sunken living area and sank into the pillowed furnishings. “Oh, man! This feels like heaven.” Patty thanked the bellman and locked the door behind his exit. The room was beautiful, beyond her expectations. But she couldn’t say if it was the mirrored walls, the multi-shades of blue, or the surprise waiting beyond the midnight blue portal to the bedroom suite that had her heart racing. It was definitely a place for making love. Bowls of condoms were scattered throughout the room. Lube masquerading as decorative bottles was only a hand-reach away. She understood toys were in drawers and discreet niches. A king-sized four-poster bed waited in the bedroom, made for bondage and discipline. She knew all the equipment they’d ever want was in the closet. A whirlpool bathtub big enough for six showcased the bathroom. Patty wondered if that’s where Trevor waited. The man loved hot tubs—they all did actually. Then he stepped into the doorway wearing nothing but a terracotta-colored Diversions robe, a smile, and an erection no robe could contain. His black hair was damp from bathing. Water droplets still clung to the nape. Joy danced in his dark eyes. He braced against the doorjamb and gave her a wink. “And here all this time I thought we were heaven.” 18
 
 THE THINGS WE DO FOR LOVE
 
 Henry snapped upright at the sound of Trevor’s deep voice. She’d never seen his eyes so wide. That she’d actually managed to surprise him… Patty clasped her hands beneath her chin and blinked away tears. Henry glanced between them. “I can’t believe this. Oh, my God…I don’t know which one of you to kiss first.” Trevor motioned toward Patty. “It was all our lovely lady’s idea. She should get the honor…but then you’re all mine. At least for a while.” Henry vaulted over the back of the long sofa, ran up the short steps, and eased her face between his hands. He slipped his mouth over hers, tongue gliding through her lips and around hers. Patty felt the kiss all the way to her toes. He pulled back on a sigh. “I love you so much. Thank you.” He kissed her again, then strode toward Trevor. Trevor opened his arms and met him halfway. Patty felt the hug from where she stood. Trevor closed his eyes and inhaled, one hand splayed against the middle of Henry’s back, the other cupping his head. She watched Henry’s reflection, the expression on his face similar to the one on Trevor’s. Heads turned into each other, lips parting. Trevor’s skimmed over Henry’s ear, licking the lobe before dragging across his cheek, and sealing over Henry’s mouth. Patty squeezed her breast to quell the ache in her hard nipple. They were beautiful to watch, one kiss deepening into another, hands exploring every line and angle. She could see them wherever she looked. She stripped her clothes away as 19
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 she walked to the nest of pillows below, then sank into bliss…and let her eyes feast. *
 
 *
 
 *
 
 Trevor kneaded Henry’s lips beneath his. God, he wanted to crawl inside the man! He couldn’t believe he’d made it in time—barely. He’d come in the door, thrown his clothes one way, his suitcase the other, and headed for the shower to wash the stench of travel off him. They’d walked in just as Trevor was knotting the robe. Though why he bothered with covering up was a mystery. All he wanted was to feel his skin pressed against Henry’s. Seeing him—them—once a year wasn’t enough. He longed for the monthly getaways they used to enjoy. Why the hell did the Marine Corps have to send Henry to the west coast? Still, it was a hell of a lot better than having him overseas. Fear stabbed his heart. Trevor fisted Henry’s shirt and hauled it up his back, over his head. Henry shook free of it, his short hair spiking up. Frantic hands tugged at the knot on Trevor’s belt, then gave up and shoved the edges of the robe wide in order to stroke Trevor’s cock. Trevor groaned and pressed his palm over Henry’s chest, rubbing until Henry’s hard nipple burrowed into the center of his hand. He rocked into Henry’s loose grip and tucked his fingers into the waistband of Henry’s trousers. “Get these off before I rip them off.” But he didn’t wait for Henry to comply. With one jerk, he popped open the button 20
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 fly and sliced down the zipper. He groaned at the feel of silk beneath his hand and the hot steel it contained. Henry moaned and toed off his shoes, then shoved his clothing down and off his legs. Trevor yanked his belt free and shoved the robe from his shoulders. Henry followed its descent, lips skidding over Trevor’s chest. Trevor cupped his head and damned the military regulations that required Henry’s once-full hair to be short, when Trevor longed to dig in deep and hold on for dear life. Teeth grazed one nipple, raking back and forth, while Henry twirled the other into a point between his thumb and forefinger. Trevor thrust his hips forward, not so silently begging for that mouth around his cock, or Henry’s hand stroke, or—God!—their dicks thrusting in time against each other. It’d been so long, and so damn lonely. Henry brushed his hand over Trevor’s hip, cupped his buttock, then traced the crack between his cheeks. Trevor groaned and thrust again, feeling his pre-cum smear over Henry’s smooth, rock hard torso. Henry grabbed his own cock and wiped it against Trevor’s thigh as he continued his path down Trevor’s body. Trevor stared at his lover, his body taut with anticipation. What little willpower he possessed was funneled into keeping his orgasm at bay. Henry’s palm against his sac didn’t help, nor did the finger tickling his anus. Trevor fisted his erection and shoved Henry to his knees, stabbing for his mouth. Henry’s tongue flashed over the tip of Trevor’s penis, lapping at the milk collecting there. Tiny shock waves slithered up the 21
 
 THE THINGS WE DO FOR LOVE
 
 length and settled in Trevor’s balls. Henry’s lips closed over Trevor’s glans and his tongue twirled around the edge, through the slit, over the oh-so sensitive frenulum. Trevor clamped his hands on either side of his lover’s head and thrust deep. Henry took his length with a low growl, somehow managing to lick Trevor’s balls in the process. They hugged the base of his penis, ready to shoot their load. Just a little longer. His body ignored the order. More heat rushed to his groin. He was lost in the wonder of Henry’s mouth, the joy of being with him again. A softer cry peeled his eyes open. Patty. Her back was to them, but he could see her reflection clearly in the mirrored wall. She lay sprawled on the pillowed sofa, pussy gleaming, hands working nipples and clit, her gaze locked on them. He shifted his gaze to that image, watching the roll of Henry’s head as he sucked and licked him, the wild thrust of his own hips. Beautiful…intoxicating…orgasmic. Cum raced for freedom, searing his cock with its sweet heat. Henry sucked hard and groaned with Trevor as the first gush coated his tongue. Trevor’s body shuddered with the release. He shoved deep as another spurt overwhelmed him. He watched Patty tense and whip her head from side to side as she came, too. The memory of how they all felt together kept his dick hard. He eased from Henry’s mouth and urged him to his feet. Trevor covered his lips, licking the remnants of cum from the corners, sliding between to taste himself within. When he 22
 
 THE THINGS WE DO FOR LOVE
 
 pulled up for air, Henry’s blue eyes were dark with want, his cock tucked up tight against Trevor’s and both wedged between their bodies. Henry’s gaze drifted over Trevor’s shoulder. Judging from the extra throb of Henry’s erection, Trevor guessed he’d seen Patty watching them. Without a word, they turned in her direction. Her eyes widened and she shifted around, arms opened to receive them. Trevor kissed her first and then stepped back for Henry. He swallowed a new rush of feeling as Henry’s big cock stretched her pussy. Trevor snagged a condom from a nearby bowl and covered his erection. This place was a dream come true for lovers. He palmed one of the discreet tubes of lubricant and knelt behind Henry. The sight of his balls tucked against Patty’s pussy was too much to resist. He bent forward and sucked one into his mouth. Henry’s moan caressed his ears. Love overwhelmed Trevor. He bit back a rush of tears and sucked the other testicle. Henry arched his back and widened his legs a little more. Trevor lashed his tongue over Patty’s anus. Her gasp speared through him. It was times like these he wished he had two penises. No one in the world could give him what these two people did. A growl rumbled in his chest. He nudged his face against the juncture of their bodies, inhaling their scent, licking of their mingled juices. Their pelvic muscles clenched and his dick throbbed in response at how great it’d feel to be burrowed in Henry’s tight ass once more. Trevor’s hands shook as he 23
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 squeezed lube onto his fingers. Henry’s puckered hole gave them a kiss when he touched it. He spread lube around in a corkscrew motion and then dove into Henry’s rectum. Muscle contracted around Trevor’s fingers, pulling him in. His cock strained to replace them, throbbing with every beat of Trevor’s heart. He glanced into the mirror and found Henry’s eyes caressing him. Patty’s gaze was focused on their image overhead. Everywhere they looked they’d see themselves together—the way it was meant to be. He looped one hand around Henry’s hip, more to brace himself than to hold Henry in position. Cock in his other hand, Trevor guided it into the tight passage. “Oh…God! You feel so fucking great!” All the wet dreams, daydreams, and memories were nothing compared to this. “I know. God…I know.” Henry’s eyes were closed, mouth agape. Trevor had never seen a more blissful expression in his life. Patty lifted her legs to their waists and parked her heels in Trevor’s butt cheeks. The position shifted Trevor deeper into Henry and he knew he couldn’t hold back a second longer. He indulged himself in a long stroke out and in. Pleasure rippled through him. This was how he loved to fuck—slow and easy, drawing out the sensation to a slender, taut thread. Of course, fast and hard was pretty damn good, too. Henry moved with him on the next stroke. His ass contracted around Trevor when he plunged into Patty. Trevor rolled his hips, reveling in the feel of his balls cushioned by 24
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 Henry’s and his cock held in that velvet vise. He thrust again, letting the moment take over. This weekend was supposed to be about helping Henry, giving him what he needed. But it was impossible to hold back when all Trevor wanted to do was fuck him until his balls ran dry. There’d be time for the rest of it when the fire of their reunion was quenched, when he didn’t feel like he’d die if he didn’t feel the two of them come beneath him. Patty rode with them, her heels urging them faster and faster. Her arms were tossed over her head, squeezing the life out of the cushion under her head. Henry’s hand was wedged between them, giving her the friction her clitoris needed. Every contraction in her cunt was echoed in Henry’s ass. “Yes,” Trevor gasped out. “Fuck us. Fuck us hard.” And even he couldn’t say who he was talking to. The request put them into overdrive, gliding together in a frenzy of need, a swarm of emotion. Trevor’s hips slammed forward as orgasm seized him. Wave after wave of jism spurted from him until spots swam behind his closed eyes. He heard Henry cry out, felt the pulse of his own ejaculate as he came and the clutch of Patty’s muscles as she joined them. They collapsed beside each other, heaving breaths like they’d run a marathon. Trevor rid himself of the condom and then wrapped his arms around them, but it was Patty he kissed. She was the one who had made this possible, who loved Henry—and, by extension, Trevor—enough to help this happen, to accept everything they were and make it better. He cupped her cheek and brushed his thumb against it. 25
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 Saying thank you wasn’t necessary. She knew. She’d always known. It was a sacred trust Trevor would hold in his heart until his last breath and beyond.
 
 26
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 CHAPTER 4 “Come on, you two.” Patty stretched to her feet and extended her hands to them. “There’s a hot tub with our names written all over it. You go ahead, and I’ll arrange dinner for us. Something simple we can eat with our fingers.” Henry liked the sound of that. He still couldn’t believe she’d arranged all this without him realizing it. It was a true testament to how wrapped up he’d been in work and worry. He wasn’t about to let one second of this weekend go to waste either. “Make sure it’s something we can eat off each other, too.” Trevor grabbed her hand and yanked her down between them. Patty squealed with delight. It’d been a long time since 27
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 Henry had heard her laugh like that. She’d been through hell these last few months trying to cover his ass. He knew this weekend was supposed to be about him, but Henry was going to make sure she enjoyed herself, too. Smirking, he cupped her breast at the same time Trevor did. Together they thumbed her nipples. Patty sighed and closed her eyes. Just as quickly, she flashed them open, smacked their hands away, and rolled back to her feet. Eyes sparkling, she wagged her finger at them. “Behave. Into the tub, both of you,” she said with a laugh. “I’m starving.” Trevor’s eyebrows inched closer. “You know what? I just realized I am, too.” He scratched his rippled torso as he pondered the mirrored ceiling. His naked cock rested against his thigh, highlighted by the dark hair that surrounded it. Completely sated and content…and begging to be brought to life. Henry couldn’t resist kissing it. Trevor sighed and combed his fingers through Henry’s hair. “I’ve missed you.” Henry rasped his cheek over Trevor’s thigh. “I’ve missed you, too.” The emotion in Trevor’s voice wrapped around Henry’s heart. Patty knelt beside them. “Go relax in the hot tub and catch up, while I order dinner. I’ll be there shortly.” “Grab a bottle of wine from the rack when you come,” Trevor said as he rolled upright. “We can toast our reunion.” Henry hadn’t noticed a wine rack. He laughed to himself. 28
 
 THE THINGS WE DO FOR LOVE
 
 All he’d noticed was the cushy furnishings and Trevor. The sight of him standing there, the joy in the surprise, still left him weak in the knees. Arms around each other, they walked through the huge bedroom suite and into a bathroom just as large. Cobalt blues and stark white were offset with touches of coral, tan, and blue-green, making the room feel reef-like. A large shower stall was tucked against one wall, while the hot tub looked out on the garden courtyard through a shimmering glass. Trevor sank into the hot water with a contented sigh. “Oh, yeah. I swear one of these days I’m gonna buy me one of these.” Henry eased in beside him. “You’d never leave it.” “That would be decadent.” He reached behind him and turned on the jets. “I can see it now. I’d eat there, watch TV, sleep—” “Drown.” Henry chuckled. Trevor smiled. “There is that drawback.” He draped his arm over Henry’s shoulder. “Talk to me. Tell me everything.” Henry leaned into the comfort of his body. The water swirling around drew them closer. “It feels childish in retrospect, but I can’t help the tension building up.” “Patty said you’re running about twenty miles a day now. You look damned hot and that would be great if you were training for a marathon, but…” “I don’t want you to misunderstand.” The last person, save Patty, Henry wanted to hurt was Trevor. “It’ll never happen. I love you.” Trevor kissed his temple. 29
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 “Start talking and let it all go.” “Patty’s great and I love what we do together, how she tries to help me through it, how she covers my ass. But I can’t let go the way…” He sighed. “I need a good, long, hard cry.” Saying it out loud made Henry instantly hard. It wasn’t that he bottled his emotions. He’d cried at the births of his children, at deaths which occurred with family and friends, even at movies. But those tears weren’t the type of unfettered release he needed. “You’re going to get that.” Trevor dropped his hand to Henry’s cock and rubbed his thumb over the crown. “But you know it’s never enough. You have to talk it out, too.” Henry knew that, too. But how could he put his jumbled thoughts into words? “I was unprepared for all the bullshit and chain yanking that came with being promoted to major. I swear if the fucking colonel gets his ass chewed by the general, he chews my ass. If someone below me fucks up, he chews my ass. If he and his wife have a fight or one of his kids screws up, I get the fallout. “Plus, his wife thinks Patty should be at her beck and call. I was prepared for the responsibilities, but not the bullshit politics. Don’t we have enough to worry about with the war? Where the fuck are his priorities? We’ve got to get ready for this deployment, not worry about birthday balls, bake sales, and…basketball games.” Despite his rant, Henry was even harder. Trevor stroked him. Henry leaned his head into the padded rest behind him and soaked in the affection. Trevor nuzzled his neck, kissing 30
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 him there before he nipped his earlobe. Sensation sparked a path to Henry’s core. “Tell me about the games,” Trevor asked, tracing his tongue around Henry’s ear. “You were there under duress.” “Yes.” The word whispered from his lips. He couldn’t think straight with Trevor touching him. “I’m stuck babysitting…making sure no one gets hurt doing stupid things. The guys knew it and resented it. Not that I blame them. I tried to make it up to them…parties at the house. I was the outsider. Thinking of that made me think of…other things. I missed you so much. But being so close to them in play, smelling them, seeing them. I…” Trevor pulled him astride his lap until their cocks touched, then he slowly ran his hand up and down Henry’s crack. “Did you want them?” Henry hesitated and finally shook his head. “No. I was horny, yes. But I wanted you. I resented what they had together—” Trevor pulled back. “They were gay? Bi? The colonel had you spying?” “No.” At least he didn’t think that was the colonel’s intent. As for any of them being gay or bi, Henry spent so much time trying to hide himself he really didn’t look to out anyone else. “I resented what I’d lost by being away from you.” Trevor chuckled. “Oh, babe, you could never lose me. We’re just going to have to make more time for each other. It’s been too long for me, too.” “What happens to you and Patty if I’m killed overseas?” It 31
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 was one of his biggest fears, the one that gave him night sweats and terror-filled dreams. Trevor’s grip tightened. Henry heard his swallow over the sound of the whirlpool jets, or maybe he just felt it. Trevor stared over Henry’s shoulder. Seeing demons of his own? Henry wasn’t sure he wanted to know. He half expected Trevor to toss back the argument any of them could die crossing the street. It’d be a valid point, but wouldn’t make him feel any better. Trevor pulled in a breath through his nose and locked his gaze onto Henry. “I’ll always be there for you. I’ll never leave Patty alone and suffering. For all she’s done for us, for all she’s brought me and you, for the joy she brings to your face, the children she has borne, the tenderness and love she gives to you…and me…” Trevor blinked away tears and clutched Henry to him. “I would always take care of her and your children. Always.” They moved at the same time, grabbing each other’s head and sealing their lips together. Henry molded Trevor’s mouth beneath his, thrashing his tongue around and deep, memorizing the taste and textures all over again. Trevor groaned and cupped Henry’s ass, hauling him closer as he ground his cock against Henry’s. Henry reached down and wrapped his hand around their erections, holding them together. Trevor rolled him back, grabbing his wrists and holding them over his head as he wedged him into the seat on the opposite side of the tub. Trevor raked his cock over Henry’s in long, delicious strokes. 32
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 He kissed Henry as hard as Henry had him, pulling up for a quick breath, only to dive in once more. Henry arched into him, seeking friction for his aching nipples. Trevor clasped Henry’s wrists in one hand and brought his other to Henry’s chest and rolled the turgid flesh between his thumb and forefinger. Moaning, Henry locked his legs around Trevor’s calves and rolled his hips. Trevor’s groan rumbled in Henry’s throat. He loved the feel of Trevor’s balls smacking his, the weight of Trevor’s body, the hot cock pulsing in time with his. He could come a thousand times and always be ready for more. Trevor yanked his head up on a growl that clenched his jaw. The sight of him unleashed in passion screamed at Henry to join him. He lifted his legs higher, wishing they’d taken precautions and he could have Trevor in his ass again. He felt the twitch in Trevor’s cock, the flex of his balls that signaled orgasm. And then they were both coming, heads snapping from side to side at the force of the release…then sealing their mouths once more as the last of it spurted free. Trevor released his hands with a gentle sweep of his fingers, loving him all over again with those caresses Henry craved so much, loved so well. A sigh settled them next to each other as the jets cycled off. Seconds later the smell of food drifted in, and Henry realized Patty had never joined them. “She’d better not be eating all the food,” Trevor joked as he hoisted himself from the tub. “If she is, I might just have to pull her over my knee.” 33
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 Henry laughed. “Now she just might like that.” I know I do. They snagged towels from the heated bar and patted dry as they strode into the living room suite. And there she lay, facedown on the pillowed sofa, unopened wine bottle in her limp grip, sound asleep. Three wineglasses were lined up on the table next to several covered dishes. She’d put on a Diversions robe and clipped her long hair up. That was as far as she’d gotten to joining them. “Our poor baby.” Henry leaned down and brushed a kiss against her cheek. Her eye lids fluttered open. She rolled to her back in a lazy stretch. “Sorry, guys. Guess I was more tired than I thought.” Trevor sat down and pulled her feet to his lap. “Then relax and let us spoil you for a little while. After all”—he rubbed her toes—“we live to serve you.” “Oooh…I like the sound of that.” She gave a long stretch and shrugged free of her robe. “I don’t know whether to tell you to feed me, carry me to the hot tub, or to pour me a glass of wine. So…” She swung her feet off Trevor’s lap and slid down to one of the pillows around and table. “Bon appétit.” Patty scooped a wedge of ciabatta bread into cheese spread. The creamy mozzarella oozed off the side. Smiling up at the men, she caught the drip on the tip of her tongue. Both their cocks saluted her. “Ah…another appetizer. Come kneel beside me and let me have a closer look.” She motioned to the pillows beside her. Neither of them hesitated. 34
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 CHAPTER 5 Patty ran her fingers up the insides of Henry’s and Trevor’s thighs. Goose bumps lifted the hairs and their erections raised a bit more. They knelt on either side of her, hands locked behind their backs, fully open to her exploration. “Those bad boys better not get in my food,” she said and tickled her nails over their testicles. “If they do, I expect one of you to lick the other off.” Her hard nipples tightened with their joint intake of breath. Heat from their hard-ons radiated to her arms. The thought of being sandwiched between two impressive cocks took her breath away. “Or maybe I’ll do the licking.” She traced her finger under 35
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 their cocks, stopping short of the crown. Lips parted, she glanced under her lashes at Trevor, leaned closer and sucked his glans into her mouth. Both men tensed. She indulged Trevor for a second or two, then gave Henry equal attention. “Very nice.” She sighed and settled into her cushion. “Sit. Let’s eat.” “You or the food?” Trevor asked. Patty couldn’t help the laughter that bubbled out. It was impossible to take the dominant role when Trevor was around. No matter how much they played, he naturally took the lead. They eased down beside her and bracketed her with their bodies. Henry’s breath tickled her neck as he nuzzled in to kiss it. Trevor uncorked the wine and poured. “A toast,” she said, lifting her wineglass. “To us, of course.” “Of course,” they replied in unison. The crystal ping sent shivers down her spine, or maybe it was Henry’s hand wandering to her pussy. His long fingers dove between her lips, seeking the tunnel beyond. Oh, yes, definitely his hand. Trevor stroked her nipple, pulling it between his fingers while it elongated into a hard point. “You two make it very difficult to concentrate on food.” “Sorry,” Henry said. She could see his smile from the corner of her eye. “Hmm…” Patty smirked and picked up two feather-light quiches. Though a tricky maneuver, she managed to bring the 36
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 food to their mouths at the same time. Lips kissed her fingers as they wrapped around the morsels, and she felt it in her heart. Henry closed his eyes in rapture when the food hit his taste buds, but it was Trevor who moaned. “That good?” she asked with a smile. “Feels like flavor just melted in my mouth.” Henry’s eyes twinkled. “May I have another…please?” The words sent her body into overdrive and a gush of wetness to her crotch. He responded with a lazy twirl of his thumb around her clit. “Here…” Trevor lifted a quiche to Henry’s mouth. Henry wrapped his lips around Trevor’s fingers and accepted the food. Trevor traced his thumb over the bow of Henry’s mouth as he chewed. And when Henry swallowed, Trevor kissed him, nipping at the corners of his mouth before easing his tongue inside. Patty’s heartbeat tripled. She couldn’t take her gaze off them. This was love and she was a part of it. The emotion… She pressed her fingers against her lips to stifle the soft cry. It still came out, pulling their gazes her way. Strong hands spanned her back, drawing her closer. They dropped kisses to her cheeks, the edges of her mouth, her earlobes, and neck, each one more firm, more demanding than the one before, until each breath she made was a moan. Patty closed her eyes and let them have her. Trevor pulled her against him, scuffing his callused hands 37
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 over her nipples. He nudged his erection into her lower back and raked his teeth over her shoulder. Henry pulled her legs toward him until she was cradled between the men. Determined fingers urged her legs farther apart, hot lips kept them there. Trevor cupped her chin, holding it steady while his lips claimed hers. He tasted of wine, quiche, and Henry. Patty drank it in and draped one leg over her husband’s shoulder. Henry stabbed two fingers into her cunt and pressed into her G-spot. Her moan vibrated in Trevor’s mouth…then Henry suckled her clitoris. Patty arched into the caress. Trevor caught her ass in one hand and ran his fingers down the center. He probed her tight hole for a mere second before plunging inside. She writhed into them, knowing the instant she came she was going to get fucked…and come again. Trevor slipped another finger inside. She tossed her other leg over Henry’s shoulders and clutched his head between his thighs. His tongue wandered over her clit and through her labia, bringing her to the edge before darting away, building her higher with every pass. Trevor dragged his mouth from hers, down her neck, and to her aching nipple. Her body clenched at his low growl. He suckled her breast hard. Patty cried out and fisted his hair. She yanked his head up and forced it to the other breast. He drew it in without hesitation. Henry latched onto her clit, lashing it with his tongue over and over. Orgasm shot through her, taking her breath, her senses, and quaking her muscles. Patty could barely move in the aftermath. Henry laid back and drew her over his body. Pre38
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 cum from his cock smeared over her belly. He grabbed her hips, hoisting her into place, and pierced his erection into her pussy. Patty bowed her back, then collapsed into his arms. He rubbed circles over her shoulders, going lower and lower until he reached her ass. He parted her buttocks and Patty gasped at the cool lube Trevor worked into her hole. Her clit swelled once more with the probing. She nestled her head on Henry’s chest and lifted her ass for more. She knew Trevor would have put on protection, but she’d been too wrapped up in her orgasm to hear him do so. Her pussy contracted around Henry’s dick when Trevor knelt behind her. He brushed his erection over her thighs and she knew from Henry’s moan that Trevor had cupped his sac. Then she felt the pressure of his cock, slow and steady. Patty groaned as the head slipped beyond the ring of muscle. Henry shoved his hand between them and right to her clit. She pulled it away. If he touched her now, she’d come and she wanted to bask in this feeling forever. Trevor eased in another inch and another and another, until he was balls deep in her ass. Patty thrust against Henry, against Trevor, setting the tone for the fucking she wanted. They rocked with her, building momentum with every plunge. She shoved Henry’s hand back between them. His thumb rasped over her clit, bringing her to the peak of orgasm and keeping her there. Patty writhed into the caress, taking control. Fingers gripped her hips—Trevor’s, then Henry’s—trying to still her 39
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 moments, but they all knew who was in charge. Orgasm ripped through the men. Patty lifted her head and came with them. As the moment subsided, she rested her cheek on Henry’s chest, letting his steady heartbeat soothe her. He combed his fingers through her hair and brushed kisses to her forehead. Trevor’s warmth covered them both. This was contentment. This was security. This…was love.
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 CHAPTER 6 Patty twirled her wineglass slowly, watching the golden chardonnay reflect the muted bathroom light. The empty food plates were ringed around the edge of the hot tub, and they’d just polished off the second bottle of wine. “I do believe this is the height of decadence,” she told the men. “And we deserve every second of it.” Trevor rested his head on the padded lip. His eyes had been closed for so long, Patty thought he’d gone to sleep. Henry was much more relaxed than he’d been in months. The lines of tension in his face were gone. But he’d still want to do this tonight. It seemed there was no better time than right 41
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 now. She nudged Trevor’s knee with her own, a private communication Patty was certain he’d understand. He pulled in a breath and sat upright. “But even I’ve had enough soaking for one night.” “Good. I’m beginning to feel like a prune.” Henry hoisted himself from the tub. Water slid from his body like a second skin. He looked like a god stepping from the sea. Trevor followed. “Well…you don’t look like one.” Patty smiled. Neither man needed to worry about shrinkage. Even flaccid their penises were impressive. She let her eyes feast and finished her wine while they blotted each other dry amid kisses and caresses. In her mind, there was nothing more perfect than watching them. She didn’t want to think of how things might have been if she hadn’t loved Henry so much, if she hadn’t been open to all his needs. Patty couldn’t imagine a life without Trevor any more than she could imagine a life without Henry. She set her empty glass aside and stepped from the hot tub. The men opened their towels to her. They rubbed the plush material over her body, until the only hint she’d ever been wet was in the stray curls at her neck. “It’s time we do this,” she said quietly, and held her hand out to Henry. He clasped his fingers around hers and squeezed. Trevor cupped his neck, drawing him close for a deep kiss Patty felt to her toes. Their roles were clear. Nothing needed to be discussed. Without another word, she led Henry to the bedroom suite. 42
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 *
 
 Relief poured through Henry’s body. Anticipation made his dick hard. He’d given up trying to understand why he needed this to fully relieve his stress. What did it matter anyway? Neither of them questioned it; they merely helped him. Some would call it punishment. That had always left Henry shrugging. How could anything that made his feelings flow be punishment? It freed him in ways he couldn’t begin to describe. With Patty and Trevor he didn’t need to—they understood. The ritual of preparation helped soothe Henry. Patty led him to the foot of the four-poster king. It was a high bed, perfect for fucking a partner. Soft leather straps were camouflaged in the spiral posts. Patty knelt before him and released the bindings. Behind him, Trevor open the closet housing all the implements he’d ever want. Henry watched him in the mirror, his hand slowly caressing each item as he considered what he would use first. Henry sucked in a sharp breath when he felt his cock brush over Patty’s stomach. She pressed closer as she tied one arm and then the other to the bedposts. When she was finished, she scooted back until he had a clear view of her and the pre-cum glistening against her flesh. She massaged it over her belly, then dipped her fingers into her pussy. Drawing out moisture, she brought her fingers to his lips for a taste, denying him at the last minute when his tongue flicked out. His grunted complaint became a full-fledged groan when 43
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 Trevor seated a lubed butt plug up Henry’s ass. It felt good, but not as wonderful as Trevor’s cock would. Trevor grazed his nails over Henry’s skin and knelt beside Patty as he tossed two condoms on the bed. She ripped open one and slid it over Trevor’s cock. Trevor groaned and stretched facedown before her. Henry’s erection lifted several degrees when he saw the second butt plug in Trevor’s hand. A leather paddle was in the other. Patty leaned over Trevor, rubbing her breasts over Trevor’s back. She opened the second condom and rolled it over Henry’s dick. Once it was seated, she fondled his sac. Henry wrapped his hands around his bindings and thrust forward. She caressed his thighs and moved away. Trevor lifted his ass and parted his thighs for her. Patty nipped his butt cheek, then slowly inserted the plug. The man groaned, handed her the leather paddle, and crawled over her lap. She clamped her thighs around his cock and brought the paddle down with a healthy smack. Henry’s body tightened with Trevor’s groan. It was a preview of what was going to happen to him and he could barely stand the wait. Trevor pumped his hips on every spank—Henry lost count of how many she’d delivered—then bowed his back on a hard orgasm. Patty set the paddle beside her and rubbed Trevor’s red ass until his breathing calmed. He eased away, rid himself of the condom and put on a new one, then picked up the paddle and drew Patty over his lap. She wiggled until his knee was tucked against her pussy. 44
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 The scent of her, coupled with Trevor’s musk, wove around Henry, intoxicating him more than the finest wine. Patty groaned with the first swat, writhing wildly into Trevor’s knee. Deep pink marked the spot on her pale ass. Trevor put its match on the other cheek. She came in less than ten spanks…but Trevor didn’t stop. He spanked her through another orgasm, longer in coming this time, and then another…and another, until she lay limp across his lap. Trevor soothed the heat with his hand, then helped Patty to her knees. Lips parted, she crawled to Henry. Henry pushed his hips forward, offering his cock as she neared. She hovered just beyond his reach, making him wait for it. A groan parted her lips more. He tore his gaze from her face to Trevor kneeling behind her. The other man was working lube into her ass, his erection spearing the air. Henry swallowed past his dry throat when he saw Trevor grip his cock and aim in toward her rectum. He glided in quickly…and Patty’s lips closed around Henry’s dick. Henry thrust into her mouth, fingers biting into the straps that bound him as he tried to pull himself more surely into the fucking. His gaze was locked to the imagine of Trevor’s cock working in and out of her ass, knowing soon it would be him. His ass that would feel the heat of Trevor’s paddle and the plunge of Trevor’s cock taking him hard. Trevor shoved his hand to Patty’s crotch, rubbing against her clitoris. Her moans vibrated through him, teasing his orgasm to the surface. She clamped her lips tight as she climaxed. Henry felt Trevor’s final thrust as he came, too. He 45
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 was seconds behind…and just like that, she stopped. A sob of frustration ripped from his throat. She cupped his balls and squeezed, doubling his agony with kisses around his crotch. He felt the mattress shift as Trevor left it. Henry tracked his motion in the mirror, his body stiffening as Trevor eased behind him and pulled the plug from his ass. Trevor put both devices into a sealed plastic bag and tossed them into the trash. Slow steps took him back to the closet. He lifted a leather strap from a hook inside. The first sting shot heat across Henry’s ass. The second took his breath away. He closed his eyes and let them have him—Trevor welding the leather, Patty tormenting his genitals. Each stroke yanked his emotions to the surface, making them raw and exposed and ready to unleash. Every cell tingled. He felt alive. Trevor was relentless, strapping him with steady, hard strokes that demanded Henry purge himself. They were breathtaking in their intensity, giving Henry little time to recover, to think, to do anything more than feel. And still they kept coming. One after the other. Faster, harder. Patty’s hands fluttered down his thighs, then raked over his stomach. Her breasts nudged his cock, promising comfort between them, but moving away before he could get it. “Let…go,” Trevor ordered. A sob caught in Henry’s chest. “Let…go,” Patty whispered against his balls. Trevor laid two whacks over his ass, harder than before. Then he wrapped his arm around Henry and pressed his body 46
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 close. “Let it go, love. Let it all go,” Trevor whispered against his ear. Henry sagged as much as the bindings allowed and released the pain. Sobs rattled through him. Tears poured down his face. He cried and cried, barely aware they had set him free. Patty clutched him to her and pulled him with her to the bed. Trevor curled beside them, covering them with as much of his body as he could without crushing them. They kissed and petted him, saying with touch what he already knew— they would always love him…he would always be safe with them. Henry couldn’t stop crying. He didn’t want to. He wanted the stress and frustration gone, and this was the best cure in the world. And to think they’d gone through so much effort to give this to him now. “I love you both so much,” he sobbed out. “We love you, too,” they said in unison. Patty shifted beneath him, sliding her legs over his. The heat of her pussy called to him. She nudged his cock and he slipped inside, but moved no farther. Trevor rubbed Henry’s burning ass. His tongue soothed the fire. Henry would be feeling this glorious strapping for days. The thought hardened his penis all the more. Patty’s muscles contracted around it. She licked the tears from his cheeks and then handed him a tissue for his nose. He was calming now, easing into that sweet spot of pure relief. 47
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 He nestled his head on the pillow of Patty’s chest, hugging her tight, lifting and parting his ass for Trevor’s attention. He got it with a gentle probe of Trevor’s finger. Henry sighed as the cool lube penetrated him. He was spent, yet still hard as a rock. Trevor knelt behind him and parted Henry’s cheeks with his cock. He pushed against Henry’s anus with the head, paused, and eased inside. Now I feel whole. No wild fucking this time, just slow, sweet glides into each other. Like being in a cradle only love could produce. Orgasm washed over Henry. He was vaguely aware of them coming, too, and wondered that any of them were able to do so after all the times they’d come tonight. Relief weighed him down. Patty kissed his cheek. Trevor kissed his shoulder. He closed his eyes and sank into sleep.
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 CHAPTER 7 Trevor watched Henry sleep. No demons haunted him this morning, and if they had during the night, Trevor had been too knocked out himself to notice. Even his own fears had failed to torment him. Being with Henry and Patty made everything wrong in the world right. The thought of having to leave tomorrow ripped a hole in his gut. Something had to change. Yearly visits weren’t going to cut it anymore. They were his stress relief, his link to sanity…and they were clear across the country from him. He needed to see them more often—once a quarter…no, once a month. Henry would be deploying soon, and Trevor needed to spend as much time with him as possible before he left. Even 49
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 as he thought that, Trevor shook his head. His job had its tethers, too, just as Henry’s did. It was one reason why he hadn’t moved to the west coast with him. He’d worked hard to get good recognition as an investigative reporter in D.C. Starting again from scratch wasn’t a wise career move. He eased from the bed and walked to the bathroom before the urge to wake Henry overcame him. As much as he wanted to make love to the man, Trevor also knew Henry needed to sleep it out. He caught a glimpse of Patty lounging in the living area. Wrapped in the Diversions robe, she slipped a cup of coffee and flipped through a National Geographic. Breakfast sat on the table in silver buffet servers warmed by canned heat. Now that he was up, he could smell bacon. His stomach growled loud enough to wake the dead, or at least pull Patty’s head up. Her smile invited him to join her. Trevor snagged a robe on his way out of the bathroom. She had a steaming cup of coffee waiting for him. “You look very regal this morning,” he said as he sat beside her. “Should I be offering to feed you grapes?” Her soft laughter brightened her blue eyes. “Perhaps later. Breakfast is screaming my name.” “Mine, too.” He patted his stomach. “So I heard. Henry still asleep?” “Out like a light.” He put bacon, scrambled eggs, and buttermilk biscuits on plates. Patty slid the plates into their spots and pulled the butter and jam closer. “I don’t think any of us budged an inch last 50
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 night. We’re also very much out of shape. I’m actually sore today.” “Yeah…me, too.” He sank into the cushions and bit into the bacon. “I’ve been thinking…” She tilted her head his way as she chewed her food, waiting for him to continue. “I want to come out more often. With the kids, it’s easier for me to come to you, and I want to spend as much time with Henry before…” He couldn’t finish the sentence. He didn’t need to. “I know.” She wrapped her hand over his. “I’m worried, too. And once Henry is away, I won’t be able to see you either.” No, people would talk. She’d be monitored by the other wives. Ostracized and gossiped about. Plus, it wouldn’t be the same without Henry. Trevor wouldn’t be able to do it without him. He pulled in a heavy sigh. “I’m going to see if I can find a way to go with him.” “What?” Her expression asked Trevor if he’d lost his fucking mind. He laced his fingers through hers before she could pull away…or smack him. “I can pull some strings. Call in some favors and get in as an embedded reporter. My people would love that.” “But I wouldn’t.” Henry’s voice was firm. They glanced up to find him standing a few feet away, Diversions robe draped from his shoulders, hands on naked 51
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 hips, scowling. For the first time in a long time, Trevor was actually intimidated by him. This was the no-nonsense Henry—the one the Marine Corps loved. “I thought you were asleep,” Trevor said. He snapped the edges of the robe closed and strode toward them. “There was no one to snuggle next to and I was getting cold. Then I smelled breakfast and… Don’t change the subject.” He thunked Trevor on the back of his head as he sat down. “Coffee?” Patty poured without waiting for his response. “Thanks, honey.” He picked up the cup and took a healthy drink, wincing at the heat. “As for you…” He sat the cup down with a clatter. “No, absolutely not. You want to help keep me alive, then you stay put. I’ll have enough things to worry about over there without worrying about you. I know you have to do some scary shit for your job on occasion.” He snapped up his hand. “And I sure as hell don’t want the details of that. You do what you have to do, and I don’t interfere with your job. Don’t go interfering with mine.” “Wow…someone’s feeling better.” And Trevor was more turned on than he could say. “Thanks to the two of you…yes.” Henry pointed his finger at Trevor. “Promise me you will not interfere.” Trevor rolled his eyes. “Oh…the things we do for love.” Henry smacked his thigh. The warmth spread straight to Trevor’s balls. “Cut the crap,” Henry said. “Promise me now.” “I promise.” “Good.” Henry picked up his coffee cup as he stood. “Now 52
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 grab the food and bring it to the hot tub.” “I’ve forgotten how bossy he can be,” Trevor mumbled to Patty. She snickered when Henry lifted an eyebrow Trevor’s way. “Better watch out. He’ll have you tied to the bedposts soon.” Trevor grinned. “One can only hope.”
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