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When | moved here, | grabbed the first available room in the
city...one that was available, thanks to a nasty breakup. The room
was fine, the rent reasonable, and my roommate and | got along
while allowing me to save up for an apartment of my own. | thought
I'd hit the jackpot, until, before | had enough, his ex came crawling
back and pushed me out.

To assuage his guilt, my roommate gave me a lead for a room in an
older home, one where all the renters were “just like you.” | assumed
they meant bi, but after falling in love with the place and giving my
deposit, | discovered what they really meant—this was a house full of
littles and me? | wasn’t even sure what that meant, not really.

| have two choices, confess or cross my fingers that no one figures it
out. | choose the latter. It's not like | would ever betray their trust or
try to ruin their good time. | knew what it was like to be the one not
accepted and | wouldn’t wish that on anyone. And besides, the longer
I'm here, the more | wonder if maybe | am little after all.
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Boston

The headlamps of the bus were heading my way, and | ran as fast as | could, barely
getting to the stop on time.

It was the last bus of the night for this route and, had | missed it, I’d have been
screwed.

The cost of ataxi the distance | was going would be astronomical, if I could even find
someone willing to travel that far this time of the night.

I’d been stuck at work, finishing a project that wasn’'t even mine.

My coworker gave their two week notice and was told that they were no longer
needed, effective immediately.

If they weren't needed, | wouldn’t have been working past midnight to get their shit
done.

No one would call me the perfect employee, but when the boss begged for someone
to take it over, | was the first one with my hand up after they changed the offer from
comp time to overtime.

| didn’t need another day off. | needed cash. | was saving up to get an apartment of
my own, or maybe a small house. Something that didn’t require a forty-five-minute
bus ride to work or sharing a space with someone who was fine but not a person I'd
choose to spend time with.



| plopped into my seat and braced myself for the long journey home.

The smell of the bus was every bit as ripe as you' d expect at this time of night—stale
beer from some drunks who’ d been wise enough not to drive, the faint smell of puke,
and, of course, awhole lot of body odor.

But the bus was a cheap way home, and it wasn’t like I’ d been expecting elegance.

Theride felt extralong and | nearly missed my stop, thanks to my bright ideato close
my eyes, “just for a minute.” If the driver hadn’t sammed on his breaks, I'd have
been forced off at the last stop on this route with no bus back.

“Night.” | gave the bus driver a nod on my way off and popped into the twenty-four-
hour convenience store across the street from the place I'd been calling home to get
some very overdue dinner.

All of the hot food was either long gone, or, in the case of the pizza dlices, far past
their time to be tossed out.

| ended up grabbing a questionable turkey sandwich out of the cooler and a bottle of
lemonade before jogging across the street and up the four flights of stairs to my
apartment.

I’d only been there for a month, and the place wasn’t horrible. I'd have loved an
elevator, especially when moving in, but the landlord kept the hallways clean and lit,
and the neighbors were quiet. There were far worse places | could be.

My roommate Ray wasn't a friend, or even an acquaintance until we moved in. That
had been a first for me. | preferred to either live alone or with someone | knew and
liked. But | was no longer in my college town and knew exactly zero people here
when | took my job.



It was ajump scare seeing the rent prices here.

If it was only the rent | had to think about, 1I'd probably have sucked it up and
snagged a place of my own and taken on some side hustles to make ends meet.

Moving in cost so much more than that. Most places | inquired about wanted first,
last, and a deposit.

| was looking at big bucks from the get-go, and one thing | didn’t have was big
bucks.

Ray’s ad in the local marketplace had seemed too good to be true.

He had a private room that didn’t require first or last month’s rent.

He didn’'t even ask for adeposit or lease.

The listing raised every red flag there could possibly be.

That was probably why it was still available.

When | finally sucked it up and inquired, my one-month relocation benefit at the
extended-stay hotel about to expire.

| didn’t have high hopes, or any hopes really.

| figured best-case scenario was in a not-so-great part of town.

Worst case? It had rats and roaches, and I’d need to walk through an area | should
never bein after dark, and there was mold.



Thankfully it was none of those things. Ryan was nice enough, the room wasn't too
bad, and the price was great with no hidden anything.

He' d been through areally bad breakup, and his girlfriend moved out.

From the sound of it, I’ d have done the same exact thing she had.

He' d slept with his boss, of all people.

But that wasn't for me to judge, especially not when | was the one fully taking
advantage of the situation like alittle vulture.

I’d been very up front with him from the time we met, letting him know | liked both
men and women.

| posed it as a question pertaining to overnight guests, a litmus test I’d read was solid
in an article about roommate hunting while queer.

In theory, it was known to keep me out of what could quickly become a pretty ugly
situation.

If he said | could only bring home women, they were biphobic, and | didn’t need that
inmy life.

Thankfully Ray didn’t pull that. He said as long as we kept it in my room, he didn’t
care who | brought home or how many, but that the living room was off-limits to all
guests without prior approval.

It wasn't ideal, but at least he didn’t send me packing, which was better than moving
in and finding out later they were assholes.



| went straight into my room. Normally | wouldn’t eat in there, but | knew that if |
made too much noise in the kitchen by opening cabinets or even shutting the garbage
can alittletoo loudly, I’ d disturb my roommate.

And the last thing | wanted to do was piss him off.

Not signing a lease went both ways. It allowed me to move out without notice, but it
also allowed him to kick my ass to the curb in the same manor.

Living here had been great as a stopgap. | was about halfway to my savings goal for
an apartment. But if | could stay here longer without the commute killing me, | might
even have enough for a down payment on a small house.

| ate my sandwich quickly and climbed into bed beside my stuffed koala.

| barely had the light off when | realized my roommate wasn't alone.

Their bed was creaking, and the moan was definitely female.

| grabbed my earplugs, popped them in, put on some lo-fi, and went to sleep thinking
maybe he’d moved on from his ex.

It wasn't until the morning, when | walked into the kitchen and put my pot of coffee
on, that | saw who it was.

He had not come close to moving on. This wasn’t some random one-night stand or a
girl hejust started dating.

Nope. It was his ex. | recognized her from the picture he showed me when he sobbed
about what a dumbass he was.



“I'm Boston.” | somehow made the moment more awkward with those two words.
Ugo.

“My boyfriend said you were staying here for alittle while.”

Boyfriend. That was not the word | wanted to hear. Boyfriend meant they were back
together. Boyfriend meant my bedroom, the one that had once been her office, might
no longer be mine.

“Yeah.” What else was there to say?

“Thanks for helping out with the billswhile | threw my fit of temper because he made
amistake.”

Mistake. She called him putting his dick in his boss a mistake. This situation was
going from bad to worse. He'd somehow managed to gaslight her into thinking this
was her fault.

From the sounds of it, my days here were limited...very limited.

| pressed the button on the coffee maker. “Excuse me, | need to catch a shower before
work. Nice to meet you.”

The next day, my roommate told me she was moving back in in two weeks and would
need her office for work. And that was fair enough, but also, that didn’t give me alot
of time.

“I'll start looking,” was the best | could offer. | not only needed to find a place
without the cash most complexes needed, but had to find one with immediate
availability.



“1 know this sucks, but | got you,” he said and handed me a little pull-tab flyer with a
phone number on it. “It’s aroom for rent in an older house. Y ou’'d be one of multiple
renters, but they’re all like you. I’'m sure you’'ll get along.”

“Like me?’

“Yeah, like you with your preferences.”

Oh. He meant they were queer. That was one hurdle skipped. And at least he was
trying?

“Well, thanks. I'll givethem acall.”

| didn’'t realy have a choice, and besides, it had to be better than being homeless.
Right?
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“Hey, Elliot, before you leave for work, | need to talk to you.”
My stomach dropped. | hated when people needed to talk to me. Mostly, | loved
people. They were quirky and weird, every single one of them. Especially the ones

who were trying so hard to be what they thought was normal.

But, from my parents, I'd learned that necessary conversations were usually about
something I’ d done wrong.

| hoped that wasn't the case with Monroe. | liked living here at this sanctuary he'd
made for uslittles.

“Of course.” | took afew calming breaths.

“It's okay.” Monroe clapped me on my shoulder. “I didn’t get your rent this month.
Y ou’ re always so punctual, | wanted to check in on you.”

| cocked my head to the side, confused. “I paid the rent, Monroe.”

His thick eyebrows bunched above his nose. He was attractive, but | saw him as only
agood friend. “Oh.”

Then | remembered. | hadn’t given him cash like | usually did. “Remember you said
paying through the app is better for you? That way you don’t have to go to the bank.”



His dark eyes flicked to mine. A smile slowly formed. “I forgot | asked you to start
that this month. | thought | was losing my marbles.”

“Go on and check before | leave, just in case there was an issue. | sent the test deposit
afew weeks ago, and you said you received it, but let’s make sure.”

Monroe pulled out his phone and clicked on the app. “Thereit is. Right on the first.”

“l gottarun.”

He smiled. “Go. Have a great day.”

| waved to him on my way out.

As | pulled into the parking lot of our local library, my heart lifted. A lot of peoplein
thisworld drudged to work every day. Dragging their feet. Grumbling all the way.

| wasn't one of those people. Sure, | reshelved books and watched over the study
rooms. Every once in a while, there would be someone grumpy or someone who
thought getting louder was the answer, but | loved being around books.

They didn’t disappoint you or treat you badly.

They were there for comfort and information and to stimulate the mind and soul.
Being alibrarian was the absolute best.

Since it was the heat of summer, there were more patrons than usual. More people
typing on their laptops in air-conditioned private rooms. More kids coming in and out

with parents. More books to shelve. | would sometimes open the door to the
children’s room to listen to story time from my desk.



| loved every second of it.

My shift ended at nine. We used to be open until ten but, with cutsin funding, we had
to close earlier. The resulting dip in pay made me spend alittle less on extras.

| took pride in being a good steward of my earnings.

At home, a few of my roommates were still awake, watching a movie in the living
room.

Showered and changed into shorts, | made my way to the kitchen. The last thing |
wanted to do was heat up the house even more than it was. We kept the air
conditioner on a reasonable temperature right between being able to afford the hill
and roasting.

| decided on leftover spaghetti, since it could be heated up in the microwave. | really
wanted some mini corn dogs as well, but we were out.

Those were my favorite.

As| ate, my good friend Scottie came into the kitchen to fill his sippy cup with juice.
“Do you want to play later?’ he asked.

| glanced at the clock on the wall. “It’s getting late, so maybe tomorrow? It's my day
off.”

Scottie nodded. We'd had severa late-night talks about life and love. He was a good
listener as well. “That sounds good, but | work in the morning. We have movie night

tomorrow aswell. All of us.”

“Are you making your crazy movie popcorn for all of us?’



Scottie threw in gummy worms and Oreo crumbles. Everything he could get his
hands on. He called it popcorn salad, but there wasn't afresh thing in sight.

“Of course. It wouldn’t be amovie night without it. See you then.”
| had a mini ice cream cone before going to bed. While | brushed my teeth, | leaned
against the counter and tried not to let the nighttime loneliness in. It already began to

creep into my thoughts.

What | wanted to do was crawl into bed with a daddy who would wrap me up in his
arms. Stroke my hair. Pull the blanket up over my earslike |l liked it.

Someone to take care of me.

That waswhat | really wanted.

| hopped into bed and opened up my latest romantasy obsession.

| could only read a few chapters at a time before getting tired at night, so this one
book lasted over a month.

Most people thought that librarians sat and read books all day long and got paid.

Sure, | got to read sometimes but mostly, there was work to be done.

| sighed happily. Tomorrow was my day off and | intended to play my little heart out.

My days off were recharges for me.

My eyes began to close and | put my book on the side table and shut off the lamp.
Going to bed would be alot better with someone to cuddle with.



A whole lot better.
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Tripp

| hadn’t dlept past seven since Juno came into my life.

She had big brown eyes, floppy ears, and the coldest nose I’d ever had thrust into my
armpit first thing in the morning.

When | adopted her at the local shelter event, they’ d told me alot about her.

She had been about four months old, loved long walks, and would break into zoomies
every time let her out in the yard.

Poor pup had been surrendered along with her siblings, and she was the last one of
the litter till there.

What they didn’t tell me was that I’ d brought a morning person—morning dog—into
my life. And that was not the life I’ d been accustomed to leading. | got up early only
for work, sleeping until noon on the weekends more often than not.

Still, I'd challenge anyone to say no to the cutest pup in the world.

Even after three years, | couldn’t think of her as anything but a puppy.

She still had the goofy, sweet attitude.

Together, we' d hiked al the local trails and some farther away, seen waterfalls | had
no idea existed, even taken a weekend trip to the beach because I thought Juno might



like sand and surf.

Spoiler dert: at first, she didn't want any part of beach life, but, once | got out the
Frisbee, she forgave me for getting her toes all sandy.

With a business like mine, it was hard to make plans far in advance, which meant |
missed out on most group activities, and Juno was the perfect companion, ready to go
whenever | was and never upset because | got stuck at the office and tickets to a
traveling Broadway show went to waste.

It was also why | was single. | peopled all day at work, and sometimes that didn’t
leave enough of me for another person.

“Hello, girl. You know the sun is barely up?’

She bounced on the bed next to me, her brown, black, and white fur glossy in the
early morning light.

“Do you need to go out?’ Odds were that yes, she would like to go out and do what
dogs do in the morning, but the main reason for the excitement was less biological
function and more an interest in having fun.

| often thought that she had the right idea, but | couldn’t come up with away | could
make hiking and Frisbee throwing into away to pay the mortgage.

At least, with my own insurance agency, Juno could come to work with me most of
the time, curling up under the desk by my feet and patiently waiting for her lunchtime
walk and snack. Life could be awhole ot worse.

Before Juno, | generally ate at my desk or not at all, but, with her, | had a reason to
leave the building and stroll down the street to the park on the next block.



The deli on the block took phone orders and didn’t mind if my furry cutie camein to
grab my food, health department rules be damned.

That half hour, sitting on a bench and eating a sandwich while Juno frolicked in the
dog park with her besties: priceless.

After lunch, back to the office for meetings and paperwork before either waiting
around for an evening appointment or going home to work out in my home gym, have
something easy for dinner, and calling it a night.

Or, on rare occasions, Juno had a night on her own while | visited my club, Chained.
As a daddy with no little, the little room there was an ideal location to find like-
minded caregivers for a short chat or alittle who wanted a daddy for a play session,
no strings attached.
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Boston

When Ray told me the room for rent was in a large house, | formed a vision of
something far smaller than what | walked up to. In its day, the building had probably
been a boarding house or some city official home back in the day. The place was
absolutely gorgeous and huge.

My initial concern had been that the rooms would be too small to accommodate
multiple roommates. Taking in the architecture, | doubted it. The entire neighborhood
was dotted with homes from a similar time period but none quite as large as this one.

| took out my phone and snapped a few pictures, thinking that maybe | might research
the history. I’d always been fascinated by older buildings and, even if this hadn’t
been a potential new place for me, it would ve caught my eye. Something about the
place intrigued me.

| walked up and knocked on the door, skipping the bell, which felt far too modern for
the carved masterpiece that was the entrance.

As | waited, my imagination took off, and | envisioned the door being opened by a
butler dressed in an old suit from years gone by.

All the stories a building like this could tell.
But instead of the regal employee ready to announce my arrival to the owner of the

home, a man about my age opened the door wearing jeans and a random T-shirt from
alocal restaurant. Far more relatable but not quite as fun.



“Y ou must be Boston.”

| nodded. “I am. Are you the person I'm meeting?’

“Yeah, I'm Monroe. | own this place—well, the bank owns...you know what |
mean.”

As he led me inside, he told me about how he inherited the home but had to borrow a
lot of money to fix it up. Having roommates was a way to keep the building while not
going bankrupt.

“And it’s fun to have people to play with.” He clicked the door behind us and gave
me a minute to soak in the atmosphere.

It instantly felt like a home when | walked inside. Maybe not my home but one
nonetheless. There was no apartment-complex vibe, so similar to a hotel. People lived
here. It wasn’t just a place to sleep.

He toured me through the grand living room and the kitchen that might as well be an
entire restaurant compared to what 1’ d been used to. And then we went upstairs. “This
iIswhereyou’'ll beif you decide to stick around.”

The room was almost as large as my current apartment, if | included the en suite. |
could easily set up a workstation, along with my bedroom set and possibly even a
couch. Hardly mammoth, but compared to the places I'd been living since |
graduated, close enough.

“All the rooms are different in configuration, but to keep things simple, we all pay the
same rent. Even me.”

That was interesting. Why would he pay rent to himself? To keep it fair, | supposed.



It was nice to know he wasn’'t a Slumlord—so many of them were sketchy as could
be.

“We can go over the rules when we go downstairs. As far as visitors in your room,
obviously, we want to keep this safe for everyone, so no one should feel

uncomfortable in their own home.”

| agreed with that. | might not be a huge fan of mega-rules, but also0—when you lived
together, you made compromises.

“Now, I"'m sure you' re waiting to see the playroom, so let’s go.”

He hadn’t come across as a big nerd type, where there would be lots of video games
or moviesto the point they needed their own room, but | was fine checking it out.

| was shocked when he opened the door.
When he said “playroom,” he didn’t mean videogames or Lego. He meant basically
something that looked like a nursery from a community center or a church. There

were areas of toys, short chairs with tables. It was very much not what | expected.

| nearly asked if there were alot of single parents who lived here. Thankfully, he cut
me off before | put my foot in my mouth.

“You're allowed to play here whenever you want.

If you want to dress little or dress in your normal clothes while you play, it doesn’'t
matter.

But there is a schedule in the kitchen if you want to have a daddy or a mommy come
play with you.



We redlly try to limit those times, again so people feel comfortable. ”

It took me a second to process—this wasn't a playroom for children. This was a
playroom for people who were into kink. Specifically age-play kink.

| didn’t know alot about it, but it seemed pretty harmless as far as preferences went. |
never yucked on anyone's yum, but 1I'd be lying if | said | was comfortable with
blood or air play around me. Age play? Definitely not a deal-breaker.

“Do alot of people use this area?’

“Of course. And if someone’'sin here, feel freeto join. Part of the reason we only rent
to littlesis so that everyone feels comfortable.”

Wait—they only rented to littles? Was that who Ray thought | was when he said there
were “people like me”? Did he think | was little?

| wasn't. And | wasn't sure why he thought that. It didn’t offend me or anything, but
it was abit confusing.

The right thing to do would be to leave. Tell him | was sorry | made a mistake and
go.

But | had two days to vacate my apartment, and | was a safe person. I’d never be
cruel or unkind about anything that happened here, and | for sure wouldn't tell
anybody.

Maybe sticking around until | could get my own place wasn't the worst idea. There
was no rule that said | had to be playing in this room. At least, not that I'd gotten
indication of yet. | could come home, stay in my room, mind my business, and then,
when it was time to move on, move on.



It was far from ideal, but | aready loved this house, and | could see myself being
friends with Monroe.

Although...are you redlly friendsif you lie about who you are?

Crap. Thiswas a harder decision than | thought it would be.

“Let’sgo downstairs and review the rules.”

“ Sounds good.”

Maybe the rules would hold the answers | needed and let me know if | could do
this...or if it was time to find one of those long-stay motels. The kind where you had

to jimmy a chair under the door handle in the hopes of keeping safe at night. | hoped
it wasoption A. | really liked this place.
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What a fun and relaxing day. I’d played video games in my room most of the time. |
loved the cozy games. Stardew Valley was my favorite. Farming games were the
best.
Tonight was movie night, and | wanted to get something real into my stomach before
my obligatory handful or three of Scottie's popcorn salad, so | shut my console down
and headed for the kitchen.
When | got there, someone was standing in the middle of the room, looking lost. He
had short, wheat-colored hair and beautiful eyes. His hands were on his hips. He wore
gray lounge pants and a navy-blue hoodie.
Attractive didn’'t even begin to cover how gorgeous he was.
“You must be Boston?’ | asked.

He snapped out of hisdaze. “I am. You are?’

| barely quelled my giggle. “Elliot. It's nice to meet you. Monroe said we had a new
roommate. |’ ve been in my room all day.”

He nodded. “ Just moved in today.”

The nervousness came off this man in waves. His gaze darted around the room, and
bare toes tapped on the linoleum flooring. Being the new guy was never easy, and |



wanted to help him feel at ease, welcome. “Have you seen the playroom? | have some
timeif you want to play before the movie starts.”

Boston nailed me with a stare. “1 don’t know.” Poor guy. Maybe he was new to the
little life or he'd never been able to play before.

“That’s okay. We don’t have to. | was about to make some mini chili dogs on
Hawaiian buns. Are you hungry? Wanna share?’

“lI am hungry,” Boston answered. “But | hate to take your food.”

| waved him off. “Eating with friends is more fun anyway. Besides, we all share
around here. It’s not just a house, it’s a community.”

“That’snice. Can | help?’

We made mini chili dogs together, and | cut up some cucumber spears because
vegetables add fiber. When we took the hot dogs out of the oven, Boston was
practically drooling.

| had a strong urge to care for him for some reason. He was beautiful and nice. But he
was alittle like me. Others had throupled up before, but | didn’t know if that was my

fate. Besides, there wasn't a daddy to share. Or, at least, | didn’t have one.

Maybe Boston did, but | needed to stop overthinking and making up futures with
someone |’ d just met.

While we ate, he answered some basic questions. Where he worked. Things he liked
to do. | avoided the little subject because he seemed wary of saying anything about it.

| picked up our empty plates and started toward the sink. “Do you want to watch the



movie with the others?’

His gaze went to the living room where the others were gathering for the show.

Scottie would be in to make popcorn salad any minute.

Littlesdidn’t just sit on the couch and watch amovie.

They brought out blankets, pillows, sleeping bags, and stuffies for the comfy
community event.

Most of them dressed in jammies as well.

“I don’t know.”

His unease made me anxious. | knew how it felt to be that nervous.

“Maybe | should go and unpack instead. It all seems overwhelming.”

Poor Boston. We could be a lot. | didn't want to assume things about him, but his
trepidation made me think more than ever that he was new to thislife.

He would be okay around here. We didn’t judge, and everyone lived at their own
pace.

It was the one place | knew of where we could be ourselves.

Of course there was Chained, but as far as a place to call home, thiswas it.

“Can | see your room?’ | asked. | didn’t want to push him, but the urge to get to
know him better guided my thoughts.



“Oh, sure.”

We walked up the stairs together to his room. Boxes and totes lined one wall.

“How about | help you make your bed? That way, you at least have a comfy place to
sleep tonight.”

“That would be nice. Thank you.”

He pulled out a neatly folded comforter and sheets, along with standard pillows.

Some of us had cartoon or character bed sheets and comforters, but his sheets were
plain baby blue and the comforter a basic white with thin navy pinstripes.

We made the bed together, laughing over the messed-up corners of the fitted sheet.

We got it wrong three times. This was why | insisted on stripes on my sheets. The
stripes never did me wrong.

“Well, good night, Boston.”

“Good night, Elliot. Thanks for...thanks for tonight.”

“You' re welcome. See you around.”

| really, really hoped | saw him around.

Not wanting to spend the rest of the evening in the house, | skipped the movie and got
dressed to go Chained. They had the best little room and had gotten alot of new toys.

But, tonight, | didn’t go to play, just to hang out.



| met my friend Sammy there, and we had a drink.

| was tempted to go to the little room, but | hadn’t dressed for it, and | had a hard time
getting into the right headspace without the clothes.

The conversation area with its comfy couches and chairs was relaxing enough.

A few drinks in, | was ready to get home. | had split days off and a shift in the
morning.

Thislittle liked his sleep.
| took off and went back to the house but, before retiring in my bedroom, | stopped at
Boston's door. The light was off. | sent a wish up to the gods that he was sleeping

well and being here would somehow heal all of his nervousness.

| also wished we would be good friends.
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Tripp

Sometimes, even if | wastired, Chained was the only place to go to clear my mind.

Over the years, I'd been a member, so many of the other daddies had become good
friends of mine.

I’d witnessed their meeting their littles at the club or once or twice at a munch, and
seeing their relationships blossom had been a heartwarming experience.

Every one of them deserved their happiness, and it was small of me to feel even a
pinch of jealousy, but it was hard not to.

| didn’t want to take their joy, just hoped one day I’d meet the little who filled my
empty cup.

The club was busy tonight, and | tagged along with Bridger and his little Hudson and
afew other couplesinto the little room.

Ms. Lily had an event going on, as she so often did, athemed evening.
This time, it was called: Literature for Littles, focused on the many books in the
library there, most of them picture books but a few a little more advanced for the

middles.

Of course, there would be storytelling, but the books were just the base for the
evening.



The door to the little room was wrapped to look like a book titled The Best Night
Ever.

The window in the middle of the door was left unwrapped so a little or their mommy
or daddy could see from outside what that night would be like.

Following Hudson across the room, we passed groups of excited littles and their
caregivers gathered around the various activities, their laughter and chatter
contributing to the atmosphere promised by the door wrap.

As aways, arts and crafts, building games, circle games, and others were available,
but the clever Ms. Lily kept it from seeming ordinary.

Our first stop was a puzzle station, where Hudson and his friends assembled a giant
floor puzzle.

It came together to reveal six special book covers.

“Where did she find this, do you think?’ Bridger asked. “These are some of Hudson's
favorites from the library here.”

“Guessing special order,” | replied, not even trying not to laugh as the second they
finished, the littles took it all apart and mixed it up again. A few stayed to do it again,
but Hudson and most of the others split up and darted off in different directions.
“Looks like he found the glitter.”

“Oh no.” Bridger paled. “I am still getting the last of it out of his hair from the Teddy
Bear’s Picnic with Sparkles.

| chuckled. “The bane of daddies. The best thing about being single and just playing
for an evening isthat | don’'t have to deal with the aftermath of glitter.



" If that was so great, why did it make me nostalgic for when | did have alittle in my
life?

Sure, it had been an effort to make sure the dignified banker would arrive at his office
the next morning without the light catching any sparkles on his nose or ears, but it
was also rewarding. He loved his bubble baths.

“1 know what I'll be doing in the wee small hours.

" But he made no move to stop his little, who was gleefully gluing multicolored
glitter onto a piece of poster board in an attempt to recreate his favorite bunny from a
story, or at least that was what the club staffer in charge of the project had explained
was the idea.

But hisbunny... “Isit me, or doesthat bunny look more like aduck?’ | mused.
Hudson wore a onesie patterned with yellow rubber duckies, bright yellow socks, and
sneakers that had ducks that lit up whenever he stomped his feet. Which he did often.

He was adorable, and rapidly becoming sparkly.

Bridger leaned in and shook his head. “That’s aduckie. But | guessit’'s not abig deal.
He' s having agood time.”

Since the little was beaming and chatting with his neighbor while adding a beak to
the “bunny,” there was no question he was enjoying himself. “Creativity is
important.”

“Yes, itis.”

Hudson finished his project and handed it to the staffer who clipped it to a cord strung
across the wall, to dry. Then he was on his feet, stomping them a few times to light



up his shoes. “Daddy, | want to play agame.”

“Okay, my best boy. Which one?’

“That one.” He pointed across the room to where littles sat in a circle while one ran
around the outside, tapping shoulders. Maybe some version of Duck, Duck, Goose,
probably changed to meet the theme. “Come with me, Daddy. You, too, Daddy

Tripp.”

“Thank you, Hudson, for inviting me. | think I’m going to go have a drink, though.” |
hadn’t seen a single little who caught my eye, and it wasn't that much fun without a
little to play with, even if Hudson and Bridger were allowing me to keep them
company.

“Bye, Daddy Tripp.” Hudson was already in the circle by the time I'd said my
goodbyes to his daddy and started for the door. Other friends were equally involved
in the fun, but | was done for tonight.

Outside the little room was a very different atmosphere, much more adult.

Other rooms had their own activities. Like the pet room and some private dungeons
and things, but when | emerged onto the main floor, it was to the area most of the
members spent their time at Chained.

Asaways, | was reminded of how much | liked the gentler air of the little room.

It might be loud, and there could be paint on the tables and frosting on cheeks.

Sometimes people left for diaper changes.

But out here where impact play held sway, along with fire, electric, and all the other



kinds of activities most people associated with kink.

The music was different, intense, and the lighting set to spotlight the submissive
bound to the spiderweb.

Those who knew better were not surprised by puppy play or littles whose evening
was spent gluing glitter to poster board.

As | nursed my drink, aman afew stools down the bar caught my attention. He wore
ordinary clothes, but something about him said little. Attractive, lithe, a sweet smile
when he accepted his glass from the bartender. | was just about to go over and say
hello when another man joined him.

Time to go home and tell Juno about my evening. Even she' d be bored by it, though.
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It was great having Elliot help me unpack and get settled in. That time together made
this feel more like a place | belonged than aroom | was renting. For afew minutes, |
thought | might go downstairs and join the others for movie night when | was done.
Movies were fun, right?
But | chickened out, unsure what I’ d see there.

Were they going to be wearing diapers, sucking on pacis?

Was it going to be a show written for young children or a horror movie or a rom-
com?

Would they have snacks I’ d want to share or baby food?
| didn’t know what | expected from a social evening here or age play in general.

Instead, after Elliot said his goodbyes, | stayed in my room, wandering down to the
kitchen when my stomach finally protested too much about being empty.

| stopped by the movie night long enough to say hello and not appear like | was
avoiding them.

It was very different than what | thought it would be.

There were blankies and stuffies, many of which were not much different from my



koala.

They weren't necessarily baby or toddler toyslike | half assumed.

In fact, one of them had a huge bear sitting on an empty chair—I guess so he could
watch too?

| didn’'t even know who the bear belonged to, but he made me smile.

But as | scanned the room, Elliot wasn't there.

Was that the real reason I’d made sure to put in an appearance?

Elliot definitely was afactor, and not in the best way.

| was attracted to him. Very. Mixing home and play was the epitome of bad decision-
making, and | wouldn’t act on it.

But making good choices and shutting down feelings weren’t the same thing.

Maybe he went up for the night, or he was in his room. As much as | wanted to see if
it was the latter, | refrained. Being too needy wasn't going to open the door to
friendship, and | wanted at least that from him.

Instead, | wandered in to the kitchen, made a cup of instant noodles to curb the
hunger, and then went to bed.

A week passed, and I'd managed to avoid the playroom without coming across as
weird or rude. I'd met all my roommates, even if just in passing, and every one of
them seemed nice. But | connected most to Elliot. And not just because he was hat,
although he was exactly my type.



Looking back on our few interactions, he intrigued me.

He was little. He had to be if he was living there.

The odds of two of us accidentally finding this place and keeping quiet were slim to
none.

Besides, he talked about little things in passing.

Although, in alot of ways, I'd have thought he had daddy vibes: he helped me with
my room, cooked and cut things up for me, checked in to make sure | was doing well.

One day, I’ d need to ask him about that.

Maybe after | moved out and could share the truth—that | wasn't redly little.

If that was true. The longer | stayed here, the more | questioned if maybe | was.

Not in the way these people were. | didn’t ever act onit.

But I'd be lying if | said | didn’t appreciate the little things that Elliot did for me,
things normal friends wouldn’t.

My day at work had been long and boring, waiting for different test runs of our
reports to go through before checking to make sure they were working properly. It
was a lot of dtting, and with sitting came my brain wandering...straight to the
playroom.

What harm could it do for me to go in there and try it out? Maybe I'd like it. It might
be exactly what | needed. Or it could be awkward and weird, and I’ d never have to do
it again.



There were no rules to this, except for the one | aready broke—the one where |
signed up to rent aroom in a house | probably shouldn’t be living in. | was glad | did
it, though. In so many ways, this place was perfect and | was aready learning new
parts of myself.

When | got home, | took a quick shower, wanting to wash the city bus off me. |
grabbed the most youthful shirt | had, bought at an amusement park the previous
summer, and a pair of pgama pants. It was hardly what anybody would cal little
attire, but it would work.

I’d already checked, and the little room wasn’'t checked out for any visitors for the
rest of this month. It was safe. Still, | was nervous as | reached the door. | didn’t want
to share my first time there with all my roommates. The pressure would be too high. |
wanted to explore on my own.

The lights were off when | arrived, which was good. 1'd have at least some time to
myself. | flicked them on and went around the room, taking in a book station, crafts,
cars, and blocks—including the huge plastic bricks. That's where | started.

| stacked them aimlessly, no final project in mind. They were al squares and
rectangles. There wasn't much | could build other than awall, and before | realized it,

all the bricks were used, and | had avery large wall of plastic in front of me.

That silly task, that playing, allowed me to escape from my own mind for that time.
Was that how it was for everybody? |s that why they enjoyed this so much?

“1 liked your tower.”

My head snapped up to see Elliot in the doorway wearing footie pajamas and a huge
smile.



“I thought | saw the lights on. Can | join you?’

| nodded, unsure what to say or how to say it. Was | supposed to be using a small
voice since I’ d already been playing? Was there a protocol to all of this?

We took my wall/tower apart and built it together again.

After dismantling it, we didn't really talk, just adding one block after another, taking
turns and enjoying each other’s silent company.

Once all the blocks were used, we took it apart again and stuck everything back in the
bin. Block time was over.

| was about to excuse myself to go to bed. This already had been a big deal for me,
and | didn’t want to push it. Thistime in here gave me awhole lot to think about.

But just as | moved to stand, Elliot asked me, “Can | read you a book?’

Like | could turn down that face.

| nodded, and we went over to the beanbags, sat down, and he grabbed a book about a
koala, probably because he'd seen mine. Elliot seemed the kind of guy to pay
attention. And | wasright.

“Your stuffie’s not here.”

“1 didn’t know if we could bring our own toys, or if this was shared toys only,” |
explained. It was an actual thought that had gone through my head on multiple

occasions during the short time I’ d been here, so not exactly alie. The logistics of the
room fascinated me.



“It's always up to you. And you never have to share your specia stuffies. Not ever.”
There had to be a story there.

Koalakins lived on my bed, and | did almost snag him but stopped short, unsureif I'd
brave coming in here at all. Next time, I’d bring him with me. Because one thing I'd
learned today was that there would be a next time.

He opened the book to the first page and read the words on it. He flipped to the next,
but this time, he made up a story based on the pictures, not reading a single one of the
words. | loved it.

It made the story exciting and new, even if it was completely ridiculous and not at all
close to what the author intended.

Sitting there, listening to him read, being in this space, not having any cares in the
world, at least for this moment, was comforting in away | never expected, amost like

a hug.

It was also painful, my sides hurting from laughing so hard, especially as he read the
third book.

The voices he made... How could | help but join him.

But also, between the laughing and the listening, | was struggling. Struggling not to
lean forward and kiss my roommate. Talk about the fastest way to complicate things.

| needed to keep my growing attraction to him under control before | messed up what
was looking to be something great.
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By the time we got to the end, there were tears rolling down my face. Boston was so
much fun. He ended up joining me in the character voices and even made sounds
when they did things.

Hewas really a blast.

| put the book away but didn’t want to say the end on our evening together. Not even
close.

“l don't know if you're feeling up to it, but would you like to join me at Chained?
Just adrink or two. I’m not in the mood to play but | could use a scotch.”

Boston looked conflicted. His gaze darted around the playroom and he wrung out his
hands. | thought for a second he was going to say no. Until he didn’'t. “You know

what? | could use that drink. Sure. Let’sgo. I'll just have the one.”

| shrugged. “My treat tonight. No worries. We have to get you approved as a guest,
though. Let’s get online and seeif we can do it quickly.”

“Approved?’

“They redly value their members' privacy. Last time | took a guest, it was very fast,
So cross your fingers.”

It was as fast as | hoped. | didn’t know how they checked the info or what they were



even looking for, but they were sure efficient. | shut my laptop lid. “So that’s that.
Meet me at the front door in ten?’

| noticed he took a moment to make sure the books were stacked in order of size and
put his chair back under the table.

As soon as | was out of sight, | rushed to my room and picked out some nice jeans
and a black button-down shirt. | didn’'t button it al the way, and then | rolled up the

sleeves to the elbow.

With my phone and my wallet in hand, | made my way to the front door where
Boston was waiting. Tapping his toe. Waiting.

He was a little like me, or so | thought. | shouldn’t be taking him for drinks, but |
couldn’t help myself. Something inside me wanted to take care of him and love him.

| guesslove didn’t follow any rules.

“Ready?’ | asked.

Boston nodded. “Yeah.” We walked outside and got into my car. Boston cleared his
throat and looked at me while | started up the engine.

“What?’ | asked.

“Nothing. Not nothing. You look really good tonight.”

“So do you.”

We got to the club, and | headed straight to the bar with Boston following close
behind me. When | stopped at a table, he bumped into me. “ Sorry.”



“It’ sfine. What' s your poison?’

We spent the night at a tall round table, talking about my work, his work. Observing
people at the club. We made up stories about people who passed us. Boston was
really good at it.

Before long, our one drink turned into two for me and over five for my companion.
He wanted to know more about me and my life as a little. How | knew the lifestyle
was for me. If | had adaddy and if they were nice to me.

“l don’t. | want one. I’m sure you do too. | just haven't found the right person.”

“How do you know you’ ve found the right daddy?’ he asked.

| shrugged one shoulder. “1I guess I'll just know. I'll feel safe and taken care of. Free
to beme. Totaly inlove.”

“What if something happens and you don’'t think you're a little anymore or maybe
you never were.”

| had a feeling we were no longer talking about me. Boston had more drinks than me
and clearly was more than tipsy. “I’m sure my partner would love me for more than
just my chosen lifestyle. | would hope they would accept me no matter what.”

He huffed out a laugh.

“Did you want to go? | think you’ ve hit your limit.”

“1 think | have too. My head is getting fuzzy.” When one person told another they’d

hit their alcohol limit, the answer told you a lot about that person. Alcohol enhanced
anger. Deepened depression. Brought out the best and worst in people.



Boston leaned on me as we walked out of the club. | got him into the car and turned
on the heated seats in case he got cold. He went on and on about how cute | was and
how he liked spending time with me.

| told him the same things, but | was sure my words fell on deaf ears. Or drunk ears.

Either way, the next day, he wouldn’t remember what | said, but | would recall
everything.

Back at the house, | helped him to his room and then into his pgamas. He giggled a
bit as | tucked him into bed.

“What are you laughing at?’ | asked, setting a glass of water and afew pain relievers
by the bed for the next morning, along with a hydration drink.

“You're so cute. | want to kissyou.”

Oh. “I"'m not sure you're in the right frame of mind, Boston.”

He sat up and cupped my face. “I might be a bit tipsy, but | know what | want.”

“And what is that?’

“Your lips.” He leaned forward and pressed his soft lips to mine. | was instantly lost
in the connection. Closing my eyes, a moan escaped my mouth.

“That was nice,” | said when we parted.

He nodded. “It’ stoo bad, though.”

“Too bad about what?”’



“Too bad I’'m not like you.”

Then, after our first kiss, Boston passed out cold.
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Going to Chained and imbibing more than my share of alcohol had not been the plan.
| wasn't a heavy drinker in general. Usually | was driving or getting home on my

own, So even one was a lot. But Elliot had driven, and one drink led to another led to
another.

The club was much...so very much. There were people sitting near us wearing
different kinds of fetish gear, others in fancy suits, yet others with jeans and crop
tops, and afew people even in pgjamas.

And there was nothing creepy or wrong about any of that.

It was just a lot taken all at once, especialy knowing that al of them were there
because they were into some non-vanilla enjoyment.

I’d gone from my first time playing with a little to gitting in a kink club in a
nanosecond, and | handled it poorly— very poorly. Drowning in booze was never the
answer.

Elliot had taken care of me, though. | owed him...big-time.

| woke up with a headache, two bottles of water by my nightstand, one half gone, and
amouth that tasted like trash.

| opened one of the waters and guzzled it, hoping that it would help the headache.



Until that happened, | wasn't going to be able to think clearly enough to figure out
what bridges | might need to be repair, thanks to my shittastic decision-making the
night before.

| wasn't even sure how | got to bed; I’ d been that bad.

As| tried to piece the whole night together, it slowly came to me.

| didn’t recall saying anything embarrassing or bad, but that didn’t mean | hadn’t.

| remembered hearing about Elliot’s little side and him telling me that he thought |
was done for the night.

At least | wasn't an asshole when he did that.

| knew how scary that could be, telling someone it was time to be done drinking.

I’d had more than my share of altercations trying to be the good friend back in
college, but unlike those undergrads, | just went with it.

I’d always been a pretty chill drunk, more often falling asleep than anything else.

But from agreeing to go home to waking up, it was still all ablur.

| padded into the bathroom to take along shower.

Hydration didn’t work by being in humid environments, but | always felt like taking a
shower was the starting cure for hangovers, whether it did anything or not.

| stayed under the hot water a long time before shampooing my hair and cleaning my
body, trying to grasp at memories.



They kept falling away.

And then it hit me.

“Fuck!” | grabbed my cheeks, squeezed them tightly. How— how could | have not
only told him I liked him but kissed him?

He waslittle. | was not.
And what did | do? Kissed him like a freaking drunken loser. It probably wasn’'t even
good for him. Drunk kisses were not known as the most caring and sweetest ones on

the planet.

| needed to apologize. Maybe he'd be kind enough to forgive me. Please let that be
the case.

The water started going cold, telling me my shower was done, ready or not. | threw
on some clothes and ordered a box of donuts to be delivered from my favorite bakery.
| wanted to do something as a thank-you for getting me home/apology gift. Donuts

felt like a decent way to go.

| grabbed them off the porch as soon as they arrived and went up to his room,
knocking tentatively, worrying that he might be mad at me. He had every right to be.

But when he opened the door, he was smiling.

“You look better than | thought you would.”

“I drank too much,” | said as | shoved the box of donutsinto his arms.

“Yeah. | wasthere. | remember,” He chuckled.



“Thisis athank-you for getting me home, and also an apology.”
He leaned forward and looked down the hallway, | assumed to see if anybody was
coming, then dragged me in, and shut the door behind us. He patted a spot on his bed

for me to sit and put the donuts on his dresser before joining me.

“Please don't tell me you're sorry for akiss.” His words were not even close to what
I’ d expected.

“l am. But it's more than that.” | closed my eyes, hating what | had to do but knowing
it was for the best. “I'm really new to this little thing, and I-I don’t even know if |
belong here in this house, if I’'m being honest. But you're little.

And | likeyou. A lot. | liked you not drunk.

And apparently, | like you awholelot when| am .

But also, I'm not adaddy. That | know for sure. And I’'m-1"m—"

My apology turned into a full-on babbling session.

Before | could finish, his hands were on my cheeks and his lips were on mine.

Thistime, it wasn't alittle peck—it was a full-on kiss.

Slow and steady at first, and then deeper and deeper until | pulled away, not wanting
to push too far but knowing that if we kept going, my hands were going to wander.

“Well, there you go. Now | kissed you .” He grinned.

“That was arevenge kiss?’ | asked.



And he pressed his forehead to mine. “No. That's an I’ ve been wanting to kiss you
since we met kiss.”

“You're not mad | might not be little?’

“Why would | be mad at that? Correct me if I’'m wrong, but you’re new to this and
you're trying to figure it out. You are trying to figure it out, right?’

“lI am,” | whispered.

“Why don’t you come to Chained with me, and I’ll show you the little spaces. Maybe
you could check it out.”

“Areyou sure? It won't be weird after the whole kissing thing?’

He gave me a quick peck. “Not weird at all. Now, tell me about these donuts. You
said they’re your favorite. Show me which one | need to start with.”

We hadn’t figured anything out. Not even close. But, as | bit into my cruller, for the
first time since | realized | was attracted to him, | knew that we would.
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After my last trip to Chained, I'd decided not to go for a while, but when several of
my friends decided to make an evening of it, | let them talk me into coming.

There were often single littles who would like a daddy to play with.

The other night there had been several, but they didn't approach me, and | wasn't
interested in them anyway.

But I'd often found someone more compatible and if not, I'd hang out in the
conversation area and visit.

Preferable to watching everyone else have fun in the little room while | was alone.

Tonight, there were no specia events going on, just an ordinary evening, or as
ordinary asthings ever got at Chained.

Club members were free to come any night, and they could bring guests as long as
they got them approved ahead of time.

Privacy was very important to many people there, some of whom were quite
prominent figures in the local community.

In afew cases, they qualified as celebrities, and their membership or even presence
there could cause them great damage if it were made public.



| had seen these people there, enjoying the privacy and freedom Chained allowed
them.

The chance to be themselves away from the cameras and gossip of their daily lives.

Even | could appreciate that because my clientele might not understand my private
life.

Then again, as an insurance guy, | knew alot about them, and some of their choices
were hard for me to grasp.

As long as adults treated one another with kindness, though, it was not for me to
judge.

The world was full of many people, each of us with our own needs and desires.

| met up with Bridger and the others in the conversation area where they were sharing
one of the big/little appetizer platters with their littles. The delicious tidbits helped
raise my mood, as did the single whiskey | allowed myself on a night when | was

likely to play.
| leaned back on the comfortable leather sofa and listened to daddy talk, my like-
minded friends telling amusing stories about both their daddy selves and their day-to-

day existence.

| was more relaxed than I’d been in a long time when | suddenly spotted the guy
who’ d been so intriguing to me the other night.

Thistime, | didn’t have to surmise whether he was little.

He was with that other guy again. Another little was sitting with him at a table, and



they were sipping at sodas and speaking, heads close together.

| enjoyed watching them, seeing how the first man seemed to care about his friend,
speaking in a soothing tone and patting his hand.

Perhaps it was the second man’ sfirst time here?

He certainly looked nervous, and | wondered if they would be going to play later.
They’ d gone to the trouble to dress, but that made them more unusual.

Littles, at least those wearing their little clothes, generally went straight to the little
room, unless they were accompanied by their daddies like Hudson with Bridger and
Austen who was here with his daddy, Clark.

These two continued to talk for afew minutes while sipping their drinks.

Their serious expressions made me think they were not in little headspace, yet, and it
also had me turning away.

Despite being intrigued, | didn’t want them to feel uncomfortable because | was
staring.

It would be unkind, and littles on their own were particularly vulnerable.
Although | was attempting to focus on the conversation at the table, and | wasn't
looking directly at them, | couldn’t help but notice when they walked past us in the

direction of the hallway leading to the little room.

“S0, are you busy at thistime of year?’ Clark asked. “I aways imagine insurance to
be something people are interested in buying during the darker months. It's just so



beautiful out there, now.”

“It's not totally predictable, and | haven't made a study of it or looked up the
statistics, | think summer is the quietest time. At least for me. Open enrollment in the
late fall is a busy time for health insurance, but the other types vary a little more.”
Littles and insurance, my best topics.

We all chatted for a few more minutes while the littles demolished the little side of
the tray and half of the big part. Hudson fell over on his back, patting his stomach.
“Daddy, | think | ate too much.”

Bridger studied hisface. “My poor boy. Do you want to go home and rest?’

He popped up, scrambling to hisfeet. “No, I'm okay. | was just kidding.”

“Crying wolf,” his daddy intoned. “I think maybe we should go home, just in case
you really are alittle sickie.”

“No, please,” Hudson whined. “I’m all better now. Can’'t we go to the little room just
for awhile?’

“You are for sure okay?’

“I’'m better now.” He grabbed his daddy’s hand. “But we'd better play now just in
case.”

“All right, my best boy.” Bridger stood up and allowed his little to tow him away.
“Anyone else coming?’

It seemed they all were, and | let the flow of the crowd take me aong with them into
the little room.



“Maybe you'll find someone to play with this time,” Bridger said when | caught up
with them.

“Y ou never can tell.”
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Elliot

“Do you like to paint?’ | asked Boston. “I like to paint the pictures by numbers.
Those are my favorite.” The numbers took the thinking out of it. Once, | tried
coloring books as a way to have some fun by myself, but | ended up criticizing my
choices of colors and tones. Wasn't so fun in the end.

“Um, yes. | like that too but there are too many people there. | think...l don’t know if
| want to stay.” Boston tugged at his T-shirt and fiddled with the yellow laces on his
shoes.

At first, he'd been fine. We read books and played with a light-up board where we
could use pegs to make a picture, but that didn’'t last long. Boston was squirmy and
kept shoving his hands into his pockets and rocking on his feet.

There was nervous and then there was glassy-eyed, disassociation. Boston looked like
he was experiencing the |atter.

Maybe this was too much for him. We should’ ve stuck to the playroom at the little
house. Shoot! The last thing | wanted to do was make him uneasy.

| scrambled over solutions in my mind. | didn't quite know how to help him. He
looked so cute in his shirt and tiny shorts. There had to be a way to make him more

comfortable.

Maybe there was an available daddy.



| scanned the room for someone. Daddies hung out along the edges of the room,
waiting for someone to invite them to play.

| spotted one. He was with another little, but | knew for a fact that little had a daddy.
In fact, his daddy was across the room, gathering supplies for whatever project they

were working on.

The dark-haired daddy might be a third wheel. Maybe he would be interested in
playing with us.

There were lots of activities set up tonight. Boston might be interested in one more
than the one I’ d picked. Maybe he was just going along to get to play with me.

One way to find out.

“See that daddy over there? The one with the dark hair?’ | sat next to Boston, putting
no distance between our bodies, hoping my nearness would help calm him.

Boston barely looked up but nodded. “He doesn’t look mean.”

“1 bet he's not. | haven’t met a mean daddy at Chained. | think they vet most people
before they become members.”

“What about him?’ He used his fingernailsto pick at the cotton of his shorts.

“I thought he might like to play with us. | sometimes feel safer when there’'s a daddy
with us.”

Boston didn’t seem so sure. He wrapped his arm around mine and leaned his head on
my shoulder. “Do you think he' s nice?’



“We can ask him.”

My new friend looked back toward the daddy in question and then back at me. “He
doeslook nice. You go. Ask him. Please.”

That was what we were missing. | should’ ve figured. We were missing a daddy. | got
up and walked over to the man and waited until he looked at me. | was starstruck. He
was handsome from afar, but up close—his attractiveness was breathtaking.

“Can | help you?’' he asked.

“It' sElliot,” | answered.

“Elliot. Isthere something | can do for you?’

| took along, cleansing breath. “I was wondering if you wanted to play with me and
my friend Boston.”

“Well, my nameis Tripp.”

“Daddy Tripp, will you play with us?’ | hated asking twice, but | wanted Boston to
be comfortable and have some fun—more fun than we' d been having already.

“1 would love to play with the two of you. Are you sure your friend wantsto join?’

Over my shoulder, | saw Boston getting more antsy by the moment. “Yes.”

“Hmm. Okay, but if you or he gets uncomfortable, please let me know.”

| nodded. Daddy Tripp got up and ironed the thighs of his pants with his pam. The
music grew louder right as the lighting changed. We couldn’t hear it al in the



playroom, but the switch in bass beats told me they were ramping up the energy.

| tugged on Daddy Tripp’s shirt and leaned in. “There’s something | have to tell you
first. Before we play.”

“What isit?’ The daddy, tall and a bit muscular, leaned down. His cologne caught my
nose, and | inhaled deeply, loving the rich, musky oak and sandalwood. Those scents
called to me.

“My friend Boston, well, it's his first time being a little here. In the playroom. We
play at home but not here. He's very nervous and shy. | thought a daddy might help

calm the situation.”

“You're a very good friend, Elliot. It's nice of you to care for others. Are there
activities he doesn’t want to do? How can | help?’

| shrugged. “I don't think so. Just being there should be enough. We thought you
looked like a caring daddy.”

“l strive to be. Let’s go over there, and you can introduce us. How does that sound?’

Nodding, | took his hand. “ That sounds great.”

We walked over, and Boston stood up, dusting off his bottom from where he sat on
the floor.

“Hello, Boston.”

“Boston, thisis Daddy Tripp. Daddy Tripp, thisis my friend Boston.”

“What great names the both of you have,” Tripp said.



“Thank you,” Boston muttered. “It’ s like the city.”

“Itis. | lovethat.”
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Tripp

They invited meto join them.
The two littles who had so intrigued me were playing together in the little room.

| spotted them the moment | entered, and although | did not approach them, | wished
| could.

One of the most important elements of the daddy/little culture here at Chained was
that the littles should always feel safe.

And that meant there was an unspoken rule that said a daddy could not initiate
contact—the little had to do it.

It was anything but a perfect system because, of course, a little did not want to be
rejected, so they were looking for signals that the daddy was interested.

On agood night, that could be entertaining.

I’d seen daddies make the funniest faces trying to catch a little’'s attention without
seeming pushy, and littlesfall over in giggles at their antics.

And | had generaly had good luck in finding play partners when | wanted one over
the past several years.

If alittle did not return my interest, no big deal.



| wasn't looking for more than an evening’s play anyway.

But now? With these two who seemed perfectly content to play together without
needing a daddy? | had the awful experience of watching no fewer than three daddies
going through the gyrations of letting them know they were available and being
ignored before the two looked over at me with interest.

And my heart rate kicked up.

Elliot, the little I'd seen the other night, informed me that this was his friend's first
outing as alittle, and that he was not very sure of himself.

Understood. If Boston had a bad experience, it could make him reluctant to explore
an important part of him.

Something no daddy would ever want to be responsible for.

“| see there are alot of fun activities tonight,” | said, leaving the choices to them, as
they should be. “ Anything special you'd like to try?’

The two of them shared a glance then Elliot pointed, and if | hadn’t been so happy for
the opportunity to spend time with them, my heart would have sunk to my toes.

“Ah, the glitter station.” To be fair, glitter was not available every night. Probably not
every week, but | seemed to be good at hitting the nights it was. “Lead the way,

boys!”

We had to wait a few minutes, since the table was popular, but as soon as two seats
opened, | pulled them out and helped them to sit down.

A nice lady with abig smile, introduced herself to them as Miss Rebecca, and hel ped



them to get started on the project, creating a sparkly picture frame for “a picture of
your favorite stuffie or maybe a pet.”

“1 don’'t have apet,” Elliot told her, shaking his head sadly.

Boston offered a shrug but no words. It was enough to understand he didn’t have one
either. Little boys should have an animal to play with. Juno would love them.
Sometimes | felt like | wasn’t enough fun for her but these two...

“Do you like dogs?”’

Boston looked up from where he was gripping a bottle of glue in one hand, afive-by-
seven frame in the other. His eyes held such longing, my breath stalled. “You have a
dog?’

“I'll show you.” | automatically reached for my phone in my pocket, only to
remember that my phone and all its photos were safely locked up until 1 was ready to
leave. “That is, yes, | do.”

“Isit abig one?’ asked athird little from the same table. “My dog is giant, and | am
going to put his picture in the frame when | get home.”

“Will it fit in the frame?’ Elliot asked, afrown creasing his brow. “Maybe you should
ask for abigger one.”

“Miss Rebecca,” the little said, “I need a frame this big.” His arms stretched wide.
“Or my fluffy dog-dog Bruce won't fit.”

The staffer’s eyes twinkled. “Well, | don’t have one that big, but maybe your daddy
will print out a photo the right size.”



“My daddy can do that,” he bragged. “He can do anything.”

“Here’'s the biggest we have, just so he doesn't have to work any harder than
necessary,” Miss Rebecca said, handing him what was probably eight by ten. “Now,
what color is your dog-dog? You'll want to pick out the best glitter to make his fur
shine.”

“l can’'t get any glitter on him, though. I’m not even alowed to pet him after | do art
until Daddy baths me.”

A very good policy in my mind. Getting glitter out of the fur of a gigantic fluffy
dog...

not a job any daddy wanted. Sounded like this little shared a dog and a life with his
daddy, and as he and Elliot and Boston completed their projects, he confirmed that.

It was a happy picture, and my imagination jumped to what it would be like to come
home to dinner with these two.

They’d be throwing a ball for Juno while | grilled up some burgers or hot dogs, then
it would be bath time.

My giant tub had been more of an asset than | realized when | bought the place.

They would both fit, along with lots of bath toys.

| shook myself free of the thought, surprised I’d done such future tripping. We'd just
met, done one scene—which was very much still happening—and they might not be

nearly asinterested in seeing me again as | was them.

After glitter, we did paint and the night’ s floor puzzle and wound up with a story.



| walked them to the group changing room, bemused by the unusual connection |
could see between the littles.

Two boys who obviously were attracted to one another in friendship but more.

Maybe they just wanted a daddy for the evening. Boston was very new to the scene.

But no matter what, even if it didn’t come to anything, | wanted to get to know them
better. So before | left, | gave them my business card. “My cell phone number is on
there. I'd like to see you both again, maybe for dinner, if you are interested.”

“Thank you.” Elliot took the card and held onto it. Not ayes or ano. Most likely they
needed to talk. Asthey disappeared into the room, they left atrail of glitter from their
completed frames. | wondered what picture they’d put in them, since they had no
pets. Probably a stuffie. But what kind?
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| kept the business card on my nightstand that night and tucked it into my
pocket—Kkept it with me for a day or so while life was busy and work made me
amost forget about it.

Almost.

Tripp had been so loving and thoughtful. He was patient with Boston. Never pushy in
the least. He watched over us as we painted and put together the puzzle.

If he noticed the attraction | felt to Boston, he didn’t say so. Even when we wanted to
make a glitter frame, he didn’t bat an eye. Some daddies didn’t like glitter. It was a
mess at times but sooo much fun.

Boston didn’t say aword about calling the daddy, but | wanted to.

By the second day, the card was burning a hole in my pocket, begging me to pay
attention.

While on my lunch hour, which was six at night since | was working the afternoon
shift, | went outside to the reading garden and called the number.

The place was usually busy during the day.

Kids reading and soaking up the sun. Moms and dads letting their babies get some
sun and a bit of quiet.



Friends having coffee while discussing their favorite new reads amongst the seasonal
flowers.

“Hello?’ Tripp’s voice instantly made my body shudder in the best way.

“Hello, thisis Elliot. | don’t know if you remember me? From Chained.”

His chuckle wrapped around my torso, warming me. “Of course, | remember you,
Elliot. I'm so glad you called.”

“I’m at work. On my lunch break.”

“Hmm. Where do you work? | hear some car sounds but also afew birds.”

My turn to laugh. “I am alibrarian. I’ m outside in the reading garden, hence the birds,
but also, we are near a busy intersection.”

“A librarian. That sounds like an interesting job.”

We talked for a while about my job, and he asked me if | was having something
decent to eat on my break.

“Leftover bowtie pasta. Sometimes, at the house, we make big meals, and everyone
can have a portion or as much as they want.”

“That's good to hear.” | heard him click something like a remote. Perhaps he was
turning the TV off so he could hear me better. “1 hope to get to know you and Boston
better.”

“l want to get to know you, too. Where do you work?’ A dog barked in the
background.



“Hold on, please, Elliot. | have a package. One second. Please don’t hang up.”

While | was on hold, | took a few bites of food, but | was way more interested in
talking than eating.

Tripp came back on the phone. “ Sorry about that.”

“You have adog?’

“l do. Her nameis Juno. | adopted her from a shelter.”

“Isshebig?’ | asked.

“Sheis. Do you like dogs?’

For a few minutes, we talked about dogs. He told me he owned an insurance agency,
giving him some freedom to make his own work hours, although they were often long

anyway.

“You and Boston are friends?’ Tripp asked. | was wondering if he noticed the
budding care between us. Maybe he did.

“We are.”

“But you and he are more than friends, right?”’

Werewe?“l don’t know.”

“1 can see you like him. It's sweet the way you two look at each other. Speak to one
another.”



“I like him alot, but...”

“And | like both of you, but | think you two should figure out how you feel about
each other before anything else.”

“Anything else?’

He chuckled again. The sound did things to me.

| checked my watch. Shoot. My lunch was almost over.

“1 would love to take you and Boston on a date, Elliot.”

“I would like that too.”

“How about you and Boston figure out where you are and then call me.”

“1 would really like to go on a date with you but also with him. Thisis confusing.”

“It's okay. Take your time. I'm a patient man. Call me when you can, even if nothing
Is decided. Y our voice is soothing to me, sweet one.”

His calmed me. Also, his presence. His kindness and the umbrella of security he gave
Boston made him all that more attractive.

“Okay. Goodbye, Tripp.”

“Good night, Elliot.”

| hung up more bewildered than ever. | wanted a daddy like Tripp, but | also had an
undeniable tether to Boston. He and | really needed to have atalk.



| kept myself busy for the rest of the night, trying and failing to keep my mind off my
predicament. Nothing worked. | didn’'t even take my break. | was a bit hungry, but
my nerves were getting the best of me and taking most of that away.

When | got back to the house, | made a beeline for Boston’s room. There was a
chance he was fast asleep, but | knocked anyway.

He wasn't asleep. “Hey, can we talk?’
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Boston

| couldn’t get Daddy Tripp out of my head. But also, | couldn’t get Elliot out of my
head. It was flooded with men and all things little and daddy, and | wasn’t sure what
to do with all of that.

I’d never considered myself poly, but also never thought to myself, | wasn’'t. My
relationships in the past had always been fairly short, never getting too serious.
Between work or just not meshing, | never ventured there with anyone.

But the more | thought about these two men, the more | wondered if maybe the three
of us could work together. Monroe had mentioned once in passing that my room had
previously belonged to a little who was now living with his daddy and another little.
So it wasn't unheard of to share.

He never said they were in love or anything more than doing scenes, but moving in
together felt like a pretty big commitment. | couldn’t imagine a scenario where it was
just playing together oncein awhile.

| swapped out my crayon for a different shade of blue and went back to my coloring
page.

My head had been buzzing all day, and | hoped being in the playroom might help
with that.

| supposed it did, in asmall way, but only enough for me to try and process what my
emotions and desires were going through, not enough to silenceit.



“You're going to break the crayon if you keep grabbing it that hard.”

| hadn’t heard Elliot come in, but he was now standing beside me and correct. | not
only would break it; | had already done so. Four broken crayons sat beside the box. |
put new ones on my mental list of things to buy. These were communal supplies, and
it was only right to replace what | damaged.

“Yeah, | havealot on my mind.”

He sat across from me, snagging a crayon of hisown. “Can | help?’

| nodded, unsure if he meant with the picture or my confusion. | was happy with
either or both.

“Are you thinking about Daddy Tripp?’

“1-1 was. And | was thinking about you. And | was thinking about whether or not |
was little. And about whether or not | was poly. And just—a lot of things.” It all came
out, much easier than I’ d expected.

| loved the way | could share with him. Not once did | feel uncomfortable about
being open with him, not after the kiss apology, anyway.

He wouldn’t judge me. Or, if he did, he wouldn’'t make me feel bad about it.

Judging kind of comes with being human. It's how you react to those feelings that
matters.

He continued coloring as he asked questions to clarify the different things | was
feeling when needed, but never pushing or ignoring me to make the bicycle he was
coloring extra pretty. He was giving me the sense of ... privacy, as| let it all out.



And when | was done, he put the crayon back in the box and his hand on mine.

“Let’s go to my room.” It wasn’t a question. He stood up, holding my hand. “We'll
clean up later.” He must have sensed my hesitation.

“Sometimes, you seem like Daddy.” | meant it as an inside thought, but it didn’t stay
there.

“Yeah, that’s one of the things we should probably talk about.” He intertwined our
fingers, and we wandered back to his room, where we both sat on his bed, facing each
other, criss-cross applesauce.

“lI have Daddy Tripp’s number. And | talked to him the other day. He said he's
interested in dating both of us. I'sthat something you' d consider?’

| nearly bounced on the bed. | thought wanting both of them was asking for too much
and that 1I’d end up with neither. And here he was saying the door was open, that it
was a possibility.

“I"d like to try. | didn’t get jealous when you two were playing together.” | wasn't
gonna put it past me that | might at some point feel that way, but initial gut reactions
were pretty telling in my experience.

He took both my handsin his and held them between us.
“Now, about what you said about me being Daddy. | don't know what it means
either. But from thefirst time | met you, | liked taking care of you. But also—I need a

daddy.”

“l don’'t understand what you mean.” | was nervous that he was about to reject me.
Only hedidn’t.



“It means, if we do this, and we start dating Daddy Tripp, I’d want him to be Daddy.

But that doesn’t mean | wouldn’t want to take care of you too.

And | have no idea what that would look like.

But if that’ s okay with you, then maybe we can move on from here.

Maybe start with a date where we can figure out if we even like each other outside of
Chained. ”

“Okay.” There was moreto say, but | couldn’t find the words, so | remained silent.

“Who knows? Maybe Daddy Tripp’skind of ajerk when he'sin other places.”

| rolled my eyes. “He seemed like a nice daddy to me.”

“Me, too. But we won’'t know unless we get to know him better. Should I call him?”

“Yeah. I'd like that.” Having Elliot take care of things made this a whole lot easier.
“You know what elseI'd like?’

“No, but | bet you're gonnatell me, sweet boy.”

Something about the way he said sweet boy warmed me up from the inside.

“I"d likeif I could kiss you.”

“Nope. | wannakiss you.” He took our joined hands, pulled me to him, and sealed his
lips to mine.



We stayed in his room, kissing on his bed for areal long time, not going any further,
just enjoying the taste of each other, the feel of our bodies close together.

It was nice. Really nice.

| couldn’t help but wonder if it would feel this good once we had a third. | was both
thrilled and terrified to find out.
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Tripp

After my conversation with Elliot, | wasn't sure things were going to go any further,
but to my surprise, a little while later, my phone rang again. Elliot said they had
talked about me and decided they wanted to have dinner with me.

| had by no means been sure that would happen, but now that it had, | knew exactly
where | wanted to take them.

Somewhere we could enjoy delicious food and quiet conversation in a nice
atmosphere.

| texted my reservation right away and received confirmation.

Although I'd spent a good many evenings there wining and dining clients, The
Golden Buffalo was busy enough I’d been slightly concerned about them having the
availability | wanted.

Elliot and Boston arrived at the Buffalo in arideshare.

I’d offered to pick them up, but they declined, saying they didn’t want me to go out
of my way, since I’d be coming right from my office.

The address was on the card | gave them, so they knew the restaurant was just a
couple of blocks from the agency.

But also, they were using good sense, meeting someone they’d only known for a few



hours, member of Chained or not.

Once we' d spent some time together, they could decide whether to get in a car alone
with me.

| waited for them in the bar, sipping a whiskey and people watching.

Most of the others were from the surrounding offices, having after-work drinks with
coworkers or client meetings, but in an hour or two, they’d all be gone, replaced by
couples and others there for a nice meal in comfortably elegant surroundings.

“Mr. Stanz?’ The hostess approached me. “Y our table is ready whenever your guests
arrive.”

“Thank you, Ariana. | was a little early, but they should be here any moment.”
Provided they hadn’'t changed their minds. | checked my watch. “Due in five
minutes.”

“Just let me know.” She lifted her hand in a wave and headed back toward the front
where her station lay. But no less than a minute later, she returned, leading Boston
and Elliot into the bar. “Mr. Stanz. Y our guests are here.”

“Then | guess we' d better go to our table, unless you' d both like to stay in the bar for
a while?” Which wouldn’'t be great considering the dining arrangements, but it
seemed polite not to rush them. “We can order cocktails at our table aswell.”

They exchanged a glance, something I'd noticed they often did. “I think the table is
good,” Elliot said.

Boston nodded, and our hostess turned on a heel and started through the dining room.
“Right thisway, gentlemen.”



Our table was located in a private room tucked away behind the main one, something
| had used afew times for business but never for personal evenings.

Once our server came in and took drink orders and left, Boston and Elliot picked up
their menus, but they both seemed alittle twitchy.

Maybe they thought | had some kind of nefarious plan?

“1 reserved the room so we'd have quiet to talk without worrying about people at the
next table listening in, athough the servers are going back and forth right outside the
door, and of course coming in and out,” | said, wanting to get rid of any concerns.

“But if you'd rather we eat out there, we can. Whatever you’' d prefer.”

“No, thisisnice.” Boston smiled shyly. “I’ve never been in aprivate dining room in a
restaurant. |s the food the same?’

“Unless you place a specia order, but | thought we'd just choose from the menu,
since | don’t know what you like best. Everything is good, though.”

“Lots of people think littles only eat macaroni and cheese or nuggies,” Elliot said,
“and, true, when | am in little headspace, | often do enjoy that sort of cuisine, but
when I’m big, | love seafood.”

“The Buffalo, in addition to all the red meat their name implies, has a whole page of
seafood in the menu, and I’ve tried most of it and never been disappointed. Boston,
what is your preference?’

“Just chicken, maybe.”

“That sounds good,” Elliot echoed him, setting the menu down.



Oh, heck no, we weren’t playing the get the cheapest thing because it's all | deserve
game tonight. “Really?’ | allowed disappointment to color my tones. “ That makes me
uncomfortable to get what | wanted to. But the chicken isfine.”

“No, don't do that,” Boston protested. “We don’'t want you not to get...what were
you thinking of 7’

We all had bison filet and lobster tail. And it did my heart good to see the two of
them enjoying their food. We chatted easily throughout dinner about work and the
news and the weather, just first-date stuff, but as the server set the dlice of cookie

monster cheesecake on the table.

“l didn't even know they served this here,” | marveled, eyeing the blue filling and
multiple kinds of cookiesin the crust and as decorations. “What isit exactly?’

“Cookies-and-cream cheesecake with food coloring for effect and a layer of ganache
and al the cookies.” Elliot was well-informed, but Boston ssmply stared at it and
licked hislips.

“Wow.” | used my fork to break off asmall taste. “It’s good?’

“Delicious!” Elliot scooped some up, followed by Boston, and they touched forks
before giving me a glance.

| held out mine and as one, we put them in our mouths and chewed.

“Well?’ Elliot looked from me to Boston and back again. “ Good?”

“Delicious.” Boston went back in for another bite. “Best dessert ever.”

“How did you even know to ask for it?’ | also took some more. “It wasn’'t on the



menu.

“It's pretty popular on social media,” Elliot replied. “And after a perfect dinner, |
thought it was worth asking at least.”

The ending to our meal provided the perfect little-ish touch to the evening, even if we
did have it with espressos. And over our shared blue cheesecake, we decided to take
things as they came. No pressure, get to know one another and see how it went.

For afirst date, it was pretty darn awesome, and when they let me drive them home, |
walked them to their door and gave each a sweet kiss good night.
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Boston

I’d been so nervous about dinner. It was a meal at a restaurant, a typical date in that
respect.

But | was going with two men that | liked, and we were trying out having a three-
relationship of some sort between us.

That, in and of itself, was so new to me.

So much of this was—especialy knowing he was a daddy and, the first time he saw
me, | was dressed in my boyfriend’ slittle clothes at a sex club.

And then there was the fact that | kept thinking about Elliot as my boyfriend. Was
he? No. But he wasn't my friend either. He was more.

It was alot to take in, and my head was really bad at shutting down when | needed it
to.

| hadn’t needed to worry at al. From the time we climbed out of our rideshare and
met Tripp at the restaurant, everything had been wonderful.

| felt comfortable and safe. The food was amazing, and, even though | didn't
understand how any of this would work, | left the restaurant knowing that | wanted it

to and feeling like the same was true for the other two men at my side.

Tripp walked us up to the door and kissed us goodbye so sweetly, | nearly melted. If



we'd lived somewhere else, I'd have invited him in. But this was a little house,
bringing a daddy in without notice wasn’'t acceptable, and it was probably for the
best. It kept us from going too fast, too soon.

Or so | thought.

Elliot and | both walked up the stairs toward our rooms, but as we reached the
landing, | knew | wasn't ready to say good night.

“Can | have asleepover?’ | asked, meaning just that...sleeping over to sleep.

“Sure. Do you want to grab Koalakins?’

“Yeah. I’ll meet you back here. I'll take a quick shower too.

" 1t would give me time to get my longing to kiss him under control, because tonight,
that urge was so much stronger than in the past, and I’d want it to go well beyond

that.

This was complicated enough without adding sex to the mix before we figured things
out.

We agreed to meet in thirty, and | went to my room, pulled out a pair of my favorite
comfy jams, and popped into the shower.

My initial thought was that | would take matters into my own hands. It wouldn’t take
much to reach down, grab my cock, and jerk the arousal away.

Only it felt wrong—Ilike | was being disrespectful in some way. And | knew that was
ridiculous. Neither man would fault me for taking care of myself. Heck, they’'d
probably think it was hot, knowing | did it thinking about them.



But still, | couldn’t bring myself to do so and left the shower just as needy and horny
as| waswhen | got in.

Koalakins and my pillow in hand, | headed down to Elliot’s room and walked inside.

| should have knocked. Of course | should have.

It was the polite thing to do. But | hadn’'t thought of it at the time, and, when |
stepped inside, he was standing there, buck naked, his cock semihard, just out therein
the open as he toweled off his hair.

“I-I’m sorry. Do you want me to leave?’

He shook his head. “Nah, you’ re good.”

| quickly shut the door behind me, not wanting anybody else to see his naked glory.
Oncel did, | didn't even pretend to hide how | felt about seeing him. | raked my eyes
up and down his body, soaking in hisform.

“Is it okay? Can 1?7’ | asked, and he looked back at me quizzicaly. “I want a taste.
Can | have ataste?”’

He swallowed before giving a slight nod.

| threw my pillow and Koalakins on the bed behind him and dropped to my knees.
This was going to be fabulous. | hadn’'t even touched him yet, and he was already
getting harder, just knowing what | longed to do with him.

“Thank you. | need a snack.” | put my hand behind him, holding him steady, my
fingers grabbing his ass, and took my hand and wrapped it around his hardening
length. He was mostly hard already in anticipation. It was so fucking hot.



| jerked him afew times as | circled his tip with my tongue, and then | took him into
my mouth, reaching behind him with my other hand and pulling him toward me so
that he went all the way to the back of my throat with one quick motion.

He groaned—and that only spurred me on.

There was atime and place for teasing and coaxing and playing.

Thiswasn’'t it. More than anything, | wanted him to come fast and hard...

to see the magic | could do, with none of the torture that we'd probably both have
been facing being so close to Daddy Tripp at dinner and neither of us being able to do
anything about it.

| worked his cock like it was my job—taking him back as far as | could, swallowing,
twirling my tongue, holding him firm as | fucked him with my mouth until his body

froze and the warmth of his cum shot to the back of my throat.

| made sure not to lose a drop, swallowing it all and savoring the taste. | licked him
clean before | pulled off of him.

“Oh my fucking god. Y ou know what you're doing.” His fingers were woven through
my hair, holding on tightly. I’d been so into what | was doing | hadn’t even noticed
him grabbing on.

Helet go, and | stumbled back until | was sitting on the bed. | licked my lips, looked
back at him, wanting him to see how much this sated me. | didn’t even care that | was

hard as arock. This...this was enough.

| crawled into the bed behind him, snuggling for the night.



“Probably put some pajamas on before you go to sleep,” | teased. “You'll get cold.”
I’d have preferred he be naked, but the room was chilly, and if | could take care of
him in that small way, then | wanted to do so.

It struck me that my Koalakins was sitting here, while we were in a little house,
having just eaten dinner with a daddy, but everything about what we'd just done was

just typical dating fun. Hotter than, because Elliot, but nothing kinky or little about it.

| didn’t feel like he was being a daddy, or that either one of us had any role other than
two guys who liked each other trying to get off.

| closed my eyes, using Koalakins partly as a pillow, partly as a snuggly, as Elliot
shuffled around the room getting ready for bed.

| hadn’t expected the covers to be pulled off me or for me to find him kneeling
between my legs, licking his lips as his gaze met mine.

The man was hungry with a capital H, and | was there for it.

“My turn,” he said—Ilike | could deny him that.

| raised my hips to help him pull my pajama pants down and then watched as he
lowered his mouth onto my cock. Unlike me, he did take his time—Iicking, sucking,

nibbling, stroking.

If he thought | was good at this, he was afreaking prodigy.
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Elliot

As soon as | caught my breath and got dressed again, the guilt settled like a boulder
on my chest.

“What isit?’ Boston asked, turning over to face me.
“It doesn’t feel right without Tripp.”

“Yeah...” Helooked as torn as | felt. All of ustogether, well, that was the reason we
were so hot and bothered we couldn’t take the tension anymore.

“What should we do?’ | asked my friend. No, friend wasn't right. What we had was
clearly more than that.

“Should we call him and tell him? It feels like we just cheated on him, but we didn’t.
| don’t know.” Boston was right.

“1 think we should. Do you think he’s home yet?’
“Let’scal him. If he answers, then we'll know.”

“If he's driving, he won't answer,” | reminded him. “Remember, he said he never
talks or texts when behind the wheel.” No true daddy ever would.

| picked up my phone, though, and we called him. He answered on the first ring,
saying he'd just gotten home. What great timing we had.



“Can we video chat with you?’ | asked.

“Of course. Let me get settled, and I'l1 call you.”

Boston put his clothes back on, and we sat on the bed, our backs against the
headboard.

While we waited, Boston reached over and threaded his fingers with mine.

It was the first time we' d held hands, and it meant everything to me.

We were together. Also in a throuple or whatever we were called, but we were
together.

The phone rang, and | entered the video chat, making sure we both were in the frame.

“1’m glad to hear from you so soon after our date. Is everything okay?’

“We need to tell you something,” Boston blurted out. | was glad for it. | was going to
work up to the admission, but there it was.

“Please do. Y ou can tell me anything.”

Boston looked to me. Oh, now he was shy. “We were very worked up after you left,
and we had sex. Not really sex, but...”

“1 see. Did you enjoy yourselves?’

“We did,” Boston said, tightening his hold on my hand.

“I’'m glad you two were honest with me, but I’ m also happy you had a good time. I'd



like for you to tell me what you did. It really turns me on thinking about the two of
you together.”

It did? | thought he would be upset. | should’ ve known better. Tripp was a patient and
gentle daddy.

“We gave each other blow jobs,” | said. No point in dancing around the fact.

“Hmm, | think since | wasn’t there, | should get some details. Don’t you?’

Boston gasped. “Y es, Daddy.”

“Good. Tell me exactly what you did. I'm getting hard already. Tell me how you two
took care of each other.”

We told him in detail how we sucked on each other’s cocks and made each other
come. While we did, Tripp showed us how we were affecting him and how he was
taking care of himself while we watched.

I’d never had a sexy video chat before, if this counted as that.

| didn’t know the rules in that regard. I’d never been with anyone | trusted enough to
even talk about this kind of thing through a device that could record before.

And now | was with two men who | trusted completely with keeping this private.

Daddy Tripp wasn't embarrassed at all about his arousal at our story and in return, |
tried to make sure to leave no detail untold.

Boston wasn't quite as open, and | wasn't sure if it was due to shyness or because he
was so busy watching our daddy stroking his very impressive member.



He was long, thick, and my mouth watered just from looking at it.

If 1I’d been in the room with him, I’ d have been begging for ataste, but | wasn’t. That
would have to wait until the next time | saw him.

He came, loudly, our names on his lips. It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen, and it
was going to take alarge spot in my spank bank, for sure.

Daddy said good night, so he could go and clean up, leaving only Boston and me in
my bed.

“We should sleep.” | climbed off the bed to turn off the overhead light and then got
back in bed with Boston. He threw his arm over me and snuggled in close. “Miss

me?’

“Yesssss.” He kissed my shoulder. “You were gone for at least ten seconds. Do you
think Daddy Tripp misses us?’

“How could he not, after we made him come like that?’

“That was hot.” His leg wrapped around mine as if holding me there. “I’d never seen
someone | know do that before. | didn’t know | liked it.”

“1 didn’'t know it was my thing, either. It's fun to learn new things about ourselves,
isn't it?" | was speaking to him but also to myself. I'd sort of thought | had my
preferences in the bedroom all figured out, but since these two men entered my life, |
was no longer sure.

“Especialy when I’m figuring it out with—" He was cut off by his own yawn.

“Go to sleep, Boston. Love you.” | hadn't meant to say it, but it felt right and there



was no way | was pulling it back.

“Loveyou, too. Night.”

He said it back. Boston. Said. It. Back. Best night ever.
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Tripp

After our first date, we' d had several more.

The three of us went to dinner at other, more casual places that each mentioned
liking, and one night we went to the movies.

So far, our time together had been “big” time, which | was enjoying very much.

We were not on a schedule, and every opportunity to spend time with Boston and
Elliot was one | would not have missed.

But, one night while sitting outside an ice cream shop, the two of them licking cones
in adisturbingly sexy way while | sipped aroot beer float, a topic came up that we'd
so far avoided.

“1 think it’stime for usto try dating one on one.”

Boston’ s cheeks reddened. “We did sort of do that that one night, Elliot and me.”
“Yes, you did.” The three of us were still at the kissing-good-night stage, and other
than that one evening, they had not repeated their intimacy. Even though | had told
them | was very glad they had a good time together and never tried to discourage

them because | didn’t have the right to.

Which was why | had plans tonight with just Elliot.



The night of the ice cream date, we'd agreed that it was important that each of us
have an individual relationship with each of the others.

I’d never imagined myself in a three-way relationship, and | was navigating with
care, not wanting to make any mistakes so big that | could not correct them.

And, while | loved spending time with the pair, enjoying their interactions, | had to
admit | looked forward to an evening with Elliot.

He had an outspokenness that often had him speaking for both of them, and it should
be interesting to converse just with him.

With that in mind, I’d planned an evening conducive to conversation.

Somewhere we could talk without interruption and establish a connection with just
the two of us.

| didn’t want to go the private dining room at The Golden Buffalo for this date, since
it really was a place where we' d created a memory for the three of us.

After considering and rejecting a number of other ideas, | sent him atext. Do you like
horse riding?

The reply came in about two seconds. And it consisted of a long series of hearts. So,
yesto horse riding.

My next text was to a friend, another daddy who while a member of Chained, lived
far enough away on his ranch to make it in rarely. When he confirmed that we were
welcome to come for the afternoon | had in mind, | let Elliot know to be ready the
next afternoon. Then | went to work on our picnic.



“Where are we going, Tripp?’ he asked when we were in the car, headed out of town.
“1 haven’'t been horse riding since | was a kid. My uncle took me to the stables in the
park a couple of times, but we aren’t headed in that direction.”

“No, not the park. We are visiting my friend's ranch. He invited us to come and ride
aslong aswe like, and | thought we could have a picnic.”

“Horse riding and a picnic?’ He grinned over at me, looking as simply happy as I'd
ever seen him. “What a perfect date.”

We had about an hour-and-a-half drive, which also fell in with my plan to spend time
talking, and being together, but Elliot was so excited about our trip we mostly spoke
about horses.

| had more experience than he did, had summered on a ranch a few times as a teen,
working, but Elliot’ s enthusiasm had me every bit as excited as he was.

| told him about what it was like working on the ranch.

It had been a seminal experience for a city kid, and while | hadn’t chosen to do that
work forever, I'd never forget it.

“You're not only adaddy, you' re a cowboy daddy.”

“Well, mostly | fixed fences, but | do like that image.” | turned off the highway and
drove under the Triple L Ranch sign then down along dirt road. “My friend is going
to be away this afternoon, but he told us to go right to the stables and his ranch
manager will set usup.”

“Okay.” He didn’'t say anything else until we entered the white building with its row
of stalls, some empty, others with horses peering over the doors to see who had come



to visit them. “Tripp, are horses always this big?’

“No not all.” | paused to stroke avelvet nose. “Come see this sweetie, Elliot.”

He moved up beside me and reached a tentative hand toward the white mark on the
mare’ s forehead. “What a pretty girl. Is that her name on the door? Star?’

“It sureis.” At the voice from behind us, | turned and saw Griffy the ranch manager
approaching. “And she' s the one we have in mind for you. Elliot, right?’

“Yes. She'stal.” Elliot shook his hand, but his eyes held doubt. “I don’t have alot of
experience.”

“Miss Star isgentleasalamb. You'll be safe as houses on her back.”

As we rode out of the barn, Elliot asked me in a quiet voice, “What does safe as
houses mean?’

“l know it's a British expression, and Griffy is from Montana. | think it just means
realy safe. How are you doing with her?’

“So far, okay,” he said, letting go of the reins with one hand to stroke his horse’s
neck. “Thank you for this. It's a dream come true.”

We rode for about an hour before we reached the meadow | had in mind for our
picnic.

| climbed off the gelding | rode and helped Elliot down.

He moved a little stiffly, so we walked around for a few minutes before | spread out
the blanket and picnic on the soft grasses and settled in to eat and continue to talk.



It was like catching up with an old friend from a previous life who wanted to know
what I’ d been doing in this one.

And when the last sandwich was gone, the apples al crunched, we lay back side by
side and held hands, gazing up at the sky and watching the big puffy clouds blow by.

And then, Elliot rested his head on my shoulder and fell asleep.

It was a perfect spot for a romantic assignation, but | didn’t want to make love with
just one of them for the first time together.

Nothing wrong with their one-time evening or even if they chose to do it again.

It was just what | wanted and needed—hboth of them at once.

The horses grazed on the lush grass, and | lay quietly while Elliot slept. It was such a
sign of trust to slegp around another person, or at least that was how I'd always felt,
and | felt so honored.

Finally, the sun was getting low and though | hated to do it, | woke my date. “We
need to get back before it's dark,” | told him, helping him to sit up. “Or I'd let you

sleep longer.”

“It's okay.” He stood and took a couple of steps, groaning. “I think | need to ride
more often. I’'m all stiff.”

“We can do that for sure,” | told him. “Let’s lead the horses for a few minutes so you
loosen up, okay?’

“Okay.”



| packed up and picked up my horse’ sreins then we started down.

After ten minutes, we mounted and continued down to the ranch where the manager
took the horses and turned them over to hands, refusing to let us do any of the work.

“Boss wants you up at the house for dinner,” he said. “And I’m not to take no for an
answer.”

So much for aloneness, but Elliot seemed fine with it. He asked all kinds of questions
about ranch life and ate hisweight in brisket and apple pie.

Then we drove home, where | walked him to the door for a kiss. The sexual tension
vibrated, and we' d get there. When the time was right.
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Boston

Things had been going really well with Elliot, Daddy Tripp, and me. We'd gone out
together, al three of us, a few times, and his dog Juno pretty much stole my heart
instantly when we met her on video chat.

There was so much cuteness in that ball of fur, | couldn’t even stand it.

| teased that | wanted him to bring her to our house so | could keep her, knowing full
well that A) Tripp would never allow that, and B) we weren’'t supposed to have pets

here.

But the idea of snuggling up with her during a movie night sounded pretty fabulous to
me.

| checked myself in the mirror one last time before hunting Elliot down. “1 need a fit
check.” | twirled slowly in front of him.

“Yeah, you nailed it. Those are your sexy jeans, and not an eye in the place will be
anywhere else.”

“Sexy jeans? | didn’t know | had sexy jeans?
Aren’t they all the same?’ | knew sexy jeans existed, of course.

| could reach into Elliot’s drawers and pick his out with ease.



But | always thought mine were all the same.

Heck, they were even the same brand and style.

Guess not, if Elliot liked these. | made note of which they were for future reference.

“Nope. Those cup your ass just right,” he said, giving my butt a playful smack.
“Tripp gonna be here soon?’

| checked my phone. “Y eah. Next couple minutes.”

“Well then, you'd better hurry and kiss me before he gets here. And if you're
anywhere with chocolate, don’t forget my date tax.”

“Date tax?’
“Yes. Date tax. If | can’t be there for the cake or the pie or the cookies or the candy or
whatever chocolate you are around, you have to bring some back to me. It's only

fair.”

“And did you bring me back a dessert last time you went out?” He'd brought me
nachos, but | was ignoring that, enjoying our light teasing.

“Cheeseisjust as good,” he said with agrin. He wasn't wrong. “Now, kiss me. He'll
come exactly on time and you know it.”

| gave him afar too brief kiss.

“Did you want to say hello?’

“Nope.” He tapped my nose. “Thisis your date, not mine. And it's afirst date for you



two without me, so hurry on. I'll wait for my tax.”

Another playful smack on my ass, and | jogged down the stairs, opening the door just
as Daddy walked up the front steps.

“Little excited for our date?’

My head bobbed up and down like those silly bobbleheads, and | didn’t even care. “I
arT]_”

| pulled the door shut behind me and hurried into his waiting arms. We'd kissed, held
hands, and hugged during our times with all three of us, and we' d had conversations
and video chats that went a lot further than that, but there was still a thrill about
feeling his arms around me.

“Where are we going?’

“That’sfor meto know,” he said.

He kissed my cheek and took my hand, dragging me to the car as | protested, very
poorly, about needing to know where we were going to make sure | was dressed

properly.

“You need to trust that if you weren't, I’d have told you by now.

“Because you're adaddy?’ | asked.

“l suppose so, yes. But also, because | like you and wouldn't want you to feel
uncomfortable.”

He liked me. Heart emojis bumped around in my mind.



Tripp opened the passenger door, and | slid inside.

We ended up at karaoke night at a local bar. It wasn’'t a random date choice. Once,
when we were talking about what little things | liked, I’d mentioned once how much
fun | had singing silly songs at karaoke. Because, to me, anything silly and fun and
not prim and proper felt little at first.

But the more | played and the more | talked to both Elliot and Tripp, the more |
realized that there was fun, and then there were the things that helped me forget about
the world around me and kind of dlip away. And those were little. At least, to me,

they were.

Coloring didn't work as well for me, but blocks, cars, and listening to stories did
wonders.

Crafts, too, aslong as they weren't hard.

Glue and glitter all day long. But cutting?

That brought all the thoughts back as | focused on making sure | didn’t mess up the
lines.

| pretty much avoided that now when | was in the playroom.

Elliot said you never stopped learning about who you were and what you liked. So,
yay me.

| ordered soda instead of alcohol, remembering what it was like the time | went to
Chained with Elliot.

| hadn’t done anything | regretted. In alot of ways, being drunk had helped me say



things | needed to, but | had woken up with a horrible headache and missing parts of
my memory from the night before.

| wanted to remember every single second with Tripp. Soda, it was.

We sang, both together and solo, listened to some really horrible renditions of songs
that weren’'t good in the first place, and heard a few people sing well enough that they
should have been on open-mic night and not at a karaoke bar.

There was laughter, afew flinches, and awhole lot of shared food.

And when we could no longer take the noise, we went for awalk, finding a little café
for dessert...

acafé where | got a piece of chocolate cake to bring back to Elliot as my date tax.

We even kissed under the stars, but all too soon, it was time for me to go home.

| was happy for an evening when | didn’t want to say good night instead of one where
| wished it were over. Having to endure the company of some dates |I'd had in my
past was no fun. Reluctance to part from Tripp was a good thing, even if | didn’t love
it.

Tripp kissed my cheek and whispered, “Be sure to tell Elliot all about our night when
you give him this cake,” making me once again hate the stupid rule that stated he had
to stay outside unless prior arrangements were made.

“1 will, Daddy Tripp.” It was the first time I'd called him that the entire night. It felt
right, and the smile he gave in return reached his eyes before he gave me one last kiss
and walked back to his car.



| ran to Elliot's room, not only to give him his date tax but to let him know
everything that was happening.

He snatched the box fast and opened it. “I guess | have to keep you.” He plopped
onto his bed, taking the plastic spork that came with the cake and digging in for a
huge bite.

“1 left something for you on the dresser.” His mouth was full and, if he hadn’t
indicated the piece of furniture with his head, | might not have understood what he

was saying at all.

“For me?’ | walked over and found a drawing of Koalakins one of the frames we
made the first night with Daddy Tripp at Chained.

“You drew thisfor me?’ It was good...really good.

“Of course | did. You weren’'t going to use your frame. It required cutting.” He
chuckled, his mouth still full of food.

“You saw that?’ | hadn’t mentioned it, but he knew.

“Of coursel did. | pay attention.”

“Thank you.” | wanted to say so much more than that, to tell him how it warmed my
heart that he took the time to notice the small things, how it made me feel on top of
the world. Instead, | sat beside him and opened my mouth.

“What? Didn’t you have your own?’

“No. | had pie.” And it had been delicious.



He let out a fake sigh. “Here.” He fed me a spork full of cake...his cake. It was the
most delicious bite I’ d ever eaten.

We devoured the rest of it as | told him all about my night...a night that | wanted to
include kissing him breathless. He was very on board with that plan, and we were
sure to tell Daddy Tripp all about it, not because he made us but because he thought it
was as hot aswe did.
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It had been the slowest day of all daysin the history of forever. | was sure of it.
Knowing that | was finally going to get to go to Chained with both Daddy Tripp and
Elliot resulted in the clock ticking at a snail’s pace. Every minute felt like a year. It

was worse than waiting for Santa at Christmas as a small child.

One glance at my phone told me that very soon, the slow torture that was being
patient would be over.

| didn’t have to organize anything for the night.

Daddy Tripp took care of all of the details.

He packed my clothes. He arranged the changing room.

Everything. | was sure Elliot had a say in some of it.

He was far more familiar with the place than | was and balanced an interesting role.

He was little. There was no denying that, but he was also a caregiver of sorts for me
at times.

| thought of him as maybe a big brother more than a daddy, but the vibe was there.

All | had to do was be ready to go by six o’clock and | was...hours early. Six o’ clock



took forever and six weeksto get here, but finally, we were in the car and on our way.

| sat in the back seat with Elliot. Daddy Tripp looked like our chauffeur more than
our daddy with us snuggled back there together.

Normally, we took turns sitting next to him, but Elliot must have sensed that | needed
company—or maybe he was just as excited as | was.

But in either case, we sat in the back, holding hands tightly, bouncing up and down
and giggling. So much giggling.

We were doing this, going to the place where this al began, this time as a committed
triad.

L eaving when we did had us arriving before the bulk of the members, and we found a
parking spot close to the entrance and checked in fairly quickly. Ms. Lily was at the
front desk chatting when we got there and was excited to take us to our changing

room, the one Daddy Tripp had booked for us.

I’d heard about all the different themes of the changing rooms, but nothing prepared
me for when she opened the door to let usin.

It was afull-on zoo theme. There was nothing subtle about it and | freaking loved it.

The walls had murals filled with all different kinds of animals from around the world
but not realistic ones.

They were cartoonish and adorable. The changing table had decals of elephants and
giraffesal over it.

The containers holding supplies like individual use lube, condoms, packages of baby



wipes, and diaper cream—all of those had different animals on them as well.

This place did not mess around.

| walked around, soaking it all in.

“1 know you didn’'t feel comfortable bringing Koalakins here, but | thought this was
close enough.

" Daddy hadn’t picked it just because it was fun.

He chose it specifically because he knew that it would help put me at ease.

| wasn't surprised by this. He was always so thoughtful, but hearing it did have me up
in my feels.

| threw my arms around him, and Elliot’s came around me from behind for a huge
Teddy-Elliot hug.

From there, Daddy helped us get dressed—first me then Elliot. We were wearing
matching shirts, both brand new. They were tight and almost cropped-length with
embroidered cookies on them.

| didn’t think the cookies had a particular meaning as much as they matched—and
they were cute.

Or maybe he picked them because he wanted to get that cookie later.
| needed to ask him, but not now. Now was about figuring out if playing at the club

with Daddy Tripp like this was something we should do more often and if | wanted
my own membership or if being a guest once in awhile was enough.



Both Daddy and Elliot assured me that no decisions needed to be made tonight or
even in the near future. That pressure was on me 100 percent by me. It was just how |
was.

The first time we were here, Elliot and | were new friends and Daddy was a stranger.
This time, we were aready together, aready comfortable with each other, and
already loved each other. It was going to be so different and | was thrilled to
experience how.

As we walked out with our knee highs covered in koalas, our short shorts, and our
matching shirts, | knew we were in for the best night ever—or at least one of them. |

seemed to have alot of those with these two, and | didn’'t expect that to end any time
soon.

Daddy took our hands, and we worked our way to the little room.

There were afew people in here, but not many.

Ms. Lily was setting up a book for story time as we walked in.

Miss Rebecca, who helped last time we were here, wasn't to be seen, but she'd
probably show up.

From what Elliot said, they tended to make sure that the same people were in the little
room so people felt comfortable and safe.

“What should we do first?” Daddy asked.

It was a no-brainer for me: blocks. Brick blocks like the ones in the little house
playroom.



They were the first little toy | tried, the first one that helped me see how this kind of
play could take the world away from me, and it felt only fitting for our first activity
here.

They had a ton more bricks than back in the playroom, and we spent at least an hour
building a huge wall—both wide and tall.

Daddy helped hold it in place as we went taller and wider until every brick was gone.

Then welet it fall and shatter everywhere, giggling before building it again.

Maybe it wasn’t the most exciting activity in the room and definitely not for this club.
Just the things | saw walking to the little room told me that. But it was absolutely
perfect.

After our second wall was allowed to collapse and we picked the pieces up, we opted
to join Ms. Lily’s story time, and | was in the exact state of mind to experience it
fully.

From there, the rest of the night was amazing, but that first activity...that was a
memory |I'd never forget. It was special in away words couldn’t express.

| felt loved. Cared for. But also like I'd finally found where | was supposed to be and
who | was supposed to be with. Elliot and Tripp were my people. Most people were
lucky to find love with one person, and somehow |I’d managed to find it with two.
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Tripp

I’d invited them over to my house to watch amovie, but | think we all hoped it would
be more than that. At least | did. The air between us was charged with sexual tension
whenever we were together, and our foray into playing at Chained again was even
better now that we knew one another well.

Spending the afternoon getting ready for our date, | was as nervous as a teenager with
hisfirst boyfriend.

| knew about the popcorn salad at the little house from an invitation to join them one
night, but | didn’t think | could achieve Scottie' s masterpiece—also, | found it alittle
intense for date night.

S0, instead, | went another way, big food, but with alittle twist.

A knock on the door startled me just as | finished my last bit of food artistry, and |
covered the plate and set it in the refrigerator. Okay. Whatever happens is good. If we
end up in the bedroom, if we don't... It will still be a wonderful evening, so no

jpressure.

| hadn’t given myself a pep talk like that before a date since | was that teen boy back
in the day.

It was about as effective now as it had been then.

But what did fix it, was opening the door to see Elliot and Boston on my front steps,



holding hands, their expressions revealing anything but calm.

My daddy side snapped into gear, putting their feelings first, and | offered them a
broad smile.

“Right on time! | picked out a few movies for us, and | hope you'll like one of them.

Boston nodded solemnly. “Whatever you like, I’'m sure we will too.”

“Oh no, not like that.” | reached for their linked hands and used them to draw them
inside. “We all have to agree. | picked one animation, one superhero, and one action
movie. Come and see.”

When we were seated on the sofa, | told them which | had in mind. “Of course, we
can stream amost anything you like, | was just a little nervous and wanting to be all
ready for your visit to my home.”

A whoof from the backyard preceded the entrance of a very fluffy dog who was super
excited to meet any and all workmen, guests, and anyone else who came through the
door. Before | could stop her, she had her front paws on Elliot’s thighs and a friendly
dog-dog smile pointed at Boston.

“Oh, this is Juno!” Boston dropped to the floor cross-legged and held out his arms,
Two seconds later, my dog and my boys were rolling around and having the best time
ever. Juno and | had a great life together, but this dog wanted boysin her life as much
as| did.

And my heart swelled even bigger with joy and an emotion we hadn’t named yet but
that | hoped | wasn’'t the only one feeling.



Once the two were covered with fluff, | managed to convince them to sit on the sofa
while | brought out our snacks.

Juno stretched across both of their laps.

She didn't belong on the couch, knew better, but from the furry state of the
upholstery, she spent most of the time | was not with her, slegping on it.

There were alot worse things a pup could do on her own, so | had given up on telling
her not to.

Besides, the photo | took of the three of them would warm any winter’s night.

“What are those?’ Boston’s jaw dropped. “That’ s fruit?’

Elliot clapped his hands. “I saw them on TikTok. Heart emoji fruit snacks! See?’ He
pointed to the plate.

“The yellow part is pineapple, but it can be other things like mango or papaya, and
the eyes are strawberries. These are...oh my gosh, you know we could do other
emojis for house movie night. But what would we make the sunglasses out of 7’

| had also brought out a mini grazing board with nuts, cheese, grapes, apples...

various things that soon turned into a craft project as the two of them attempted to
create al their favorite emojis.

At first, they used TikTok on one of their phones, but then they decided it was
cheating, or maybe they wanted to be more creative.

Either way, | got to sit back and watch my men express their creativity on a whole



different level.

Juno wandered off to eat her dinner in the kitchen eventually, and we ate all the
artwork, cuddling on the sofa and making plans to wow everyone with their skill.
They were even considering doing their own video to demonstrate. But then, it got
quiet. The hilarity eased, and the atmosphere changed.

“Movie now?’ | asked. “I think we need a break.”

“Can we watch it in your bed, Tripp?’ Elliot asked, resting his cheek on my shoulder.

“l don’'t have ascreen inthere,” | said. “I’'m sorry.”

“Don’'t be.” Boston stood up and reached out a hand to each of us. “We can make our
own movie magic.”

For a moment, | thought he really wanted to film us in bed, but then Elliot laughed.
“No movies, but lots of magic, okay?’

| let out a breath of relief. Sex was great when it was in the moment, but the idea of
watching myself in action made me shudder. Camera shy, much?

“Good. | want to concentrate on making you both feel good, not about what would
look good on film...video...whatever.”

My bed was a California King, plenty big enough for the three of us, and | might
have bought new bedding for the occasion.

Nobody commented on it, but | was far too focused on other thingsto care.

Like the men who were shedding their clothes next to it.



There was nothing little about these two at the moment, their toned bodies and not-
little cocks making me feel a bit over my head. Could | be enough for both of them?

But the dynamic here was not a daddy and histwo littles.

It was three adult men who knew what they wanted in the bedroom, and once the
kissing started, | no longer worried about who might satisfy whom.

And when we were all giving one another blow jobs in a configuration | had no idea
how we managed, | was ready to take back my doubts about filming our time in bed
together. Because we were awesome.

Award-winning, possibly.

My heart pounded so hard, | was sure they could hear it, as we stopped before anyone
came. “Condoms and lube in the nightstand,” | said, hoping one of them was close
enough to reach, and rewarded when the supplies landed on the mattress.

Boston lay on the bed, on his back, knees pulled up to his chest, and | helped prepare
him, holding his cheeks apart while Elliot donned a condom and covered it in lube
then inserted dlippery fingersinto hishole.

| was ready to come already, but when Elliot replaced his fingers with his cock, | got
on my knees behind him and went to work on his hole.

I’d never been with two men this way before, but it seemed so natural, so perfect, so
complete, as we moved in tandem, Elliot in Boston, me in Elliot, and Boston stroking
himself in perfect rhythm.

He went first, with a sharp cry that had my balls tightening. Elliot froze, gasping, and
that was it for me, my cum spilling into the condom reservoir. Safety first, but



bareback in aweek or two was going to destroy my mind.

| braced myself on my hands, shivering in reaction before we all collapsed in a heap,
kissing and panting and laughing a bit.

“Why did we wait so long?’ Elliot asked, nibbling on Boston’ s throat.

“To be sure,” the other man said, quivering.

“I'msure,” | said, stroking whatever | could reach, “that you were both worth waiting

for.
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Boston

Collapsing into a pile of sweaty limbs with Tripp and Elliot was not how | anticipated
the evening ending.

| thought we' d take it slow, like we had been.
I’d never been so happy to be wrong. And now?

Now, | was lucky enough to end up in the middle, with both of them snuggled up, one
on each side of me.

| was the center of the most perfect sandwich there was.
Simultaneously exhausted and wired.

Tripp kissed my forehead and announced that we needed to get cleaned up. Moving
hadn’t been in my immediate plans, but his suggestion was solid. Waking up a sticky
gross mess in the morning wasn’t my idea of a good time and even with the condoms,
there was mess aplenty.

Slowly, | got out of bed with Elliot and Tripp, and we went into the bathroom, where
he had a fairly decent-sized shower. We took turns washing each other’s hair and
each other’ s bodies, exploring our partners at a slower pace than we had in the bed.

Everything had happened so fast once we decided where the evening was headed.
How could it not? We'd been wanting this for so long. Once we finally gave



ourselves permission to go full-speed ahead, | loved every minute of it.
Once we were clean and rinsed, Tripp turned the water off and then, starting with
Elliot, dried each of us off from head to toe. And then being the daddy that he was,

offered us each a snack.

| wasn't hungry, though—not for food. The shower had woken me up again in
multiple places, and | was ready to be pressed against my men once again.

No, that wasn't what | wanted, longed for something else, and part of me was too
scared to ask them for it.

The other part of me couldn’t wait to blurt it out.

“I think we lost him,” Elliot teased.

| turned to Elliot, wondering what I’d missed while envisioning my guys making out
while | watched.

“l don’t know what you mean.”

Both me and Tripp started laughing.

“You went away from us.” Elliot tapped my nose. “What were you thinking about?’
This was my opening. “I-I’'m not sure you wanna know.” | was only half teasing.
They would either love my idea or hate it. But one thing was for sure, they would

never make me feel bad about it. Both of them were great about that.

“Now, you really need to tell us.” Tripp intertwined his fingers with mine, anchoring
me.



“l was thinking that you and Elliot look realy hot when you kiss, and | kind of
wanted to watch you do more than kissing.”

“Oh redlly? And what was that more you' d want to see?’ Elliot raised his eyebrow.
He 10,000 percent knew and wanted to hear my words.

There was no judgment in his voice, just a sort of happy amusement mixed with some
heat. | didn’t know if he was going to like what | was about to say, but whatever the
case may be, he appreciated that | was speaking freely based on the way his hand
now rested on my chest.

| turned to Tripp. “I'd like to see you...inside him.”

“Inside me?’ Elliot ran his finger down my chest toward my already hardening cock.
“Where should he be inside me? My mouth? My hole?’

Damn. | hadn’t thought about that. “1 don’'t care. Just...somewhere. |s that something
that maybe we could do sometime, Daddy?”’

The name filled the bathroom.

“Are you interested in seeing it now? Is that on the table?’ Elliot’s attention was no
longer on me now; instead, he was watching Tripp.

“If that’s what our boy wants, can we deny him?’

Me. | was our boy. | freaking loved it.

| dropped Tripp's hand and ran to the bedroom, where | dragged the small chair his
suit jacket hung over toward the bed and took a seat.



“I'm ready.” So beyond ready. This wasn't the first time this scenario had run
through my head, but it was the first time | allowed myself to acknowledge it, and
that pushed me to shareit.

Elliot shook his head in humor. “Looks like our boy wants a show. Let's give it to

him.

I’d never been brave like this. | wasn’t one to hide who | wanted or what my desires
were, but this—this was so bold.

So outside my norm. Then again, I'd gone from somebody who liked men and
women to somebody who discovered that they were not only poly but also
little—why not add voyeuristic to the mix?

Elliot climbed onto the bed. He crooked afinger for Tripp, and they both sat there on
their knees, kissing, then hands wandering while small moans of pleasure escaped
them. They managed to angle their bodies so | was able to see everything. They were
putting on the show, and | was there for it.

They continued for a few minutes and then Tripp guided Elliot so he was flat on his
back, his cock hard and bouncing with the motion of it.

Tripp worked Elliot’s cock with his mouth while he managed to coat his fingers with
lube and work Elliot’s entrance until he was squirming beneath Daddy, begging for
more... and more Daddy gave him.

Tripp helped get Elliot situated so that he was bent over the back side of the bed and
then slowly entered him. The angle was perfect for me to see him as he entered our
partner. | could see every single movement from where | sat. He bottomed out and
then slowly at first, he thrust in and out.



My hand went to my own cock, not even caring if they saw...maybe liking that they
could. Letting me see what they were doing had me so turned on, how could | sit
there and not take matters into my own hand.

| jerked intime as Tripp’ s tempo quickened.

My cock was hard as nails, much quicker than it should have, given | had just come
so recently, and my climax wasn't far behind.

As cum coated my hand, Daddy reached beneath Elliot and grabbed his cock, helping
him orgasm before he too exploded inside our mate.

It was the hottest thing I’ d ever seen, ever participated in.

And | had afeeling our sex life was only going to get hotter from here.
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Elliot
Tripp texted us in our group chat the night before.

He wanted to take us to breakfast, since he didn’t have any meetings and we both
were working odd shifts and didn’t go in until noon.

It took work to get together while our schedules were different, and especially since
two of us lived in another home from our daddy, but we made it work.

| wanted it to work more than anything.

“What are you wearing?’ Boston came in without knocking. He'd seen me dressed
and nude, so there was nothing to hide

“Just a T-shirt and shorts. It’ s so hot outside.”

Boston smiled with one side of his mouth, looking very boyish.
He and Tripp were truly the most beautiful men I’d ever known.
“You look really good in that. Not that you don’t in everything.

" We shared a quick kiss, and he hung out on my bed while | washed my face and got
dressed.

He took my hand in his, and we walked to his room where he got dressed, giving me



ashow while he did.

If Tripp wasn't waiting for us, we might not have gone out at all.

“Have you ever been to this place?’ | asked, speaking of the restaurant Tripp insisted
on. It had upscale diner offerings but only stayed open for breakfast and lunch. After
that, it closed down.

“No. But I’'m starving for French toast.”

“| thought you were starving for me?’ | laughed, edging my fingers up histhigh.
“Wait until we get home.”

“Hmmm...”

Tripp stood up as we walked in the door. He sat between usin the curved booth as we
decided what to have.

Once we' d ordered, he took our hands. “1’m so happy to see you two. | was hoping to
discuss something with you next week, but | didn't sleep very well and thought |
should talk to you about it today instead.”

“Was it something bad?’ Boston asked. “Isthat why you couldn’t sleep?’

“No. Well, | don’t think so.”

“Pleasetell us.” | tugged on his hand. “I won't be able to eat until you do.”

Tripp chuckled so low and deep, it tickled parts that had no business getting tickled in
a packed restaurant.



“Well, it wouldn’t be good if my boys couldn’t eat.

| wanted to talk to you both about...I want you two to live with me.

That waswhy | couldn’t sleep last night.

| wished you were with me, cuddled up in my arms. My bed feels so empty without

you.

| already knew my answer, but | would let Boston reply first. | didn’t want him to be
pressured by my response. Tripp was everything | wanted in a daddy and a partner. |
knew he loved us even though we hadn’'t said the words. Perhaps it was time to say
those things.

“Are you sure?’ Boston asked. “What happens if we get into an argument? If you're
mad at me—at us.”

Tripp turned to him. “If we have an argument or disagree with something, then we
work it out, together. Gently. With love. | won't turn you out without a home just
because we have afight, Boston. What kind of daddy would | beif | did? What kind
of a partner?’

“He would never,” | supported. Boston knew it too. Tripp would never put us out no
matter the reason.

A tear dlid down Boston's face. “I had to say it, but | love you and | know you love

us.

And just like that, he' d broached the subject.

“1 love you both,” Tripp said.



“And | love you both,” | said. By the time our food arrived, we were all happily
Crying messes.

“Isit bold of me to assume you two want to move in?’ Tripp asked.
“Not at al. When should | start packing?’ Boston asked the question on the tip of my

tongue. “We don’t have alot. We only have our clothes and personal items and a bit
of furniture.”

“How about this weekend? If | recall correctly, all of us are off.”

“Weare.”

“Then, thisweekend it is. Until then, how about you two start spending the night with
me?’

We agreed and dug into our meals with gusto. The French toast was perfect. After we
ate, it wastime for all of usto get back to the real world but tonight, after Boston and
| got off work, we would pack a bag and go sleep where we belonged, in the arms of
the man who loved us.

Boston texted me several times during the day asking if | was excited and if it was
okay when he got off his shift to start packing my stuff as well.

| had been sure he would be the hold up in this relationship, but | was excited to
know he was happy as well. Enthusiastic, even.
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Tripp

Having my littles under my roof changed everything.

They brought such joy into the house, and reminded me of what had been missing in
my life for so long.

I’d had littles before, but they’d never lived with me, and it had only been one at a
time.

The frames they made the first night had pride of place on the mantel, one filled with
a picture of the three of us and Juno, the other just our pup, drawn by Elliot because,

as little Boston said, she was that important.

Every time | looked at those frames, | remembered the night they made them and no
amount of glitter shed that had to be swept up mattered.

Even as we grew together, I'd been unprepared for how much they would change my
life.

No more dinner meetings. They both had different schedules, but my day was eight
hours and no more.

That way, | could go home for dinner with whichever of them was home or, if | was
lucky, they both were.

And funny thing, when | told people | wasn't available in the evening, that | was due



home to my family, they always managed a daytime appointment.

It paid to be firm.

We tried to make it to Chained one night a week, two or three of usto play or just to
visit with like-minded folks, went to playdates once or twice a month, and dated each
other often.

But Saturday afternoons were for daddy/little play, and we did that in the new
nursery. Completely magical times together.

“Daddy, we don’t have bubbles,” called Boston. “My duckieswon't get in the tub.”

“I’m sure we have some.” Mostly because | kept an extra bottle hidden away. Elliot
and Boston had a tendency to pour way too much bubble bath into the water the
second my back was turned.

“l found it, Boston,” Elliot called.

I’d already started the water and left for a moment to answer the phone, but when |
reentered the bathroom, it was to find a bathtub crowned with mountains of bubbles
and no littles in sight. Schooling my voice, | said, “Oh no. Boston and Elliot are

missing, and | came in here to wash their hair.”

Giggles emerged from the depths of the tub. There was at least a half abottle in there
to create the effect, but it was worth it for their delight.

“Hmm, Daddy hears something, but | don’t see any little boys.

I’d better look for them.” | left the room, calling their names, and listening to their
laughter behind me.



Returning to the bathroom, | sat down on the closed toilet seat and sighed.

“Oh well. I guessI’ll have to put posters up for missing little boys.

| hope they’ Il be okay. They’re going to miss their favorite dinner. ”

They both surged upward, sending bubbles flying. Much easier to clean up on the tile
than finger paints, clay or glitter, for sure. And their smiles were so broad, their eyes
twinkling, it was the most fun even though it was a game they played often.

“We're here, Daddy!” Boston crowed.

“We fooled you!” Elliot added.

“l see that!” Dropping to my knees, | soaped up a washcloth. “1’d better wash you
both before you disappear again and miss your dinner entirely.”

Rubbing the soapy cloth over their skin, | told them how glad | was to find them safe
and sound.

Then | passed out some new duckies and boats to add to their flotilla and distract
them while | washed each boy’s hair.

Then | settled back to watch them play until the water cooled.

Once again, | blessed whoever put this tub in because we sure got a lot of use out of
it.

Then | helped them out one by one, dried them carefully, and dressed them in footie
jams. “Naptime, my bestest boys,” | said, guiding them into the nursery.

“Not sleepy, Daddy,” Boston said, rubbing his eyes.



“Then | guess you don't want a bottle.” | shrugged, hiding my smile while they
scrambled to their double crib and held their arms up for me to help themin.

Boston and Elliot cuddlied together, and | handed them the bottles I’ d prepared while
they were looking for bubble bath. “Y ou’ re such good boys.”

Elliot pulled his bottle from his mouth. “Don’t go 'way, Daddy.”

“Never.” | kissed them each on the forehead and settled in the glider right next to the
crib. “ Story?”

Their library was growing al the time as they spotted books with beautiful
illustrations and intriguing concepts.

As my boys drifted off into dreamland, | set the book on my lap and leaned my head
back to rest my eyesfor afew minutes.

Our Saturday afternoons were my favorite time of the week, but these two boys could
sure make a daddy tired by the time they were over.

Not that I’d ever complain. In an hour or so, they’d be awake and wanting either
nuggies or steak and shrimp, depending on whether they were still in little space. |

was prepared to enjoy either.

After my nap.



