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      A Vignette featuring characters from the Knights of the Board Room Series.

      
        Originally Posted November 2016

      

      Background: In Hostile Takeover, there was a hint that Lucas had a “sisters” fantasy enjoying Cass and Marcie in a shared erotic BDSM encounter (with Ben’s participation of course!). Marcie herself had some pretty explicit fantasies in that regard. This vignette explores that fantasy – for real!
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      Marcie opened eyes swollen from crying. She’d done a lot of that tonight. Her voice was hoarse from screaming, sometimes from the pain, sometimes from the orgasms, sometimes from being held on the edge of a climax so powerful that she’d felt like what’s-her-name staked out on the cliffs for the Kraken, the waves pounding her, over and over. Her body was still vibrating with them, like the rhythmic sense of movement after spending a day in the surf. She and Ben had done at the beach a couple months ago, swimming and body surfing at the Outer Banks. Eventually, they’d moved past the surf line so she could twine her limbs around him and be held close in his strong arms, her breasts resting against his chest, his distracting mouth on her throat as they rose and fell over the gentler swells.

      “What was her name?” Her voice was slurred.

      “Hmm, brat?” Her Master leaned over her, pressing those same tempting lips to her quivering shoulder.

      “That Harry Hamlin movie we watched. The girl staked out on the cliffs. What was her name?”

      “Andromeda.”

      “That’s it.” She winced as he rubbed salve into the welts he’d left on her ass, back and thighs, but they felt better since he’d immersed her in a hot bath. He’d joined her as he always did, holding her in the cradle of his thighs and arms while the soothing salts and soaps did their work on the marks left from the wrapping and tipping of the cane. She’d moved past the embarrassment she’d initially felt when he’d take her so far down this road that she’d lose control of all bodily functions. She was his. He could do whatever he wished to her, because in session or out, she trusted him absolutely. He terrified her, loved her, punished her and drove her to an edge impossible to describe.

      She could wryly joke this was just another night for the two of them, but this had been somewhat different. He’d integrated true punishment into it, a clearing of the slate. When she’d risked her life to help save Max’s, the former SEAL and K&A limo driver who’d gotten into a sticky situation with some drug dealers, Ben had promised he’d exact his retribution. He didn’t disagree with her helping Max; it was just the principle of the thing. If she was going to risk his property, he was taking his pound of flesh to help her remember the consequences of doing so, so that she didn’t do it casually.

      There’d also been an additional component to his enthusiasm tonight. She’d recently made her career change official, enrolling in the police academy to become one of New Orleans’ finest. Considering a normal night on patrol in New Orleans would routinely put her in harm’s way, she might find herself suffering his punishment on a weekly basis. She shivered with desire and dread at the thought.

      “If Janet had been okay with it, I would have made Max hold you while I administered that last caning,” Ben said grimly. “That’s the worst punishment I could have devised for him.”

      “He never would have stood for it. Probably would have broken your legs, and I like your legs. He doesn’t really get this, between you and me.”

      “I think he gets it enough, but you’re right, it would have torn him apart inside. Which would have been my point. But I’m not that kind of sadist.”

      Speaking of someone not getting something; or rather, someone who wasn’t quite at the level she and Ben were at with each other… She suspected this might be the best time to raise the topic, since they were in mellow space right now. “You know, Lucas’s birthday is coming up.”

      “Yeah. He’s going to be one year closer to being dead and less a pain in my ass.”

      “You love him and wouldn’t know what to do without him,” she corrected. “I was talking to Cass about what he might want for his birthday.”

      “All right. We’ll talk about that. But not right now.” He made it an order, softening it with a stroke of her head, and her aching flesh. “Just drift.”

      He knew her well. She could spend a couple hours floating on the edge of subspace, dozing in and out of consciousness, and she did so now. When she opened her eyes again, she thought an hour had passed. She was alone on the bed, but he’d stayed where he could see her, at his desk across the room. He wore a T-shirt and a ratty pair of jeans so worn and soft they clung to all the good parts of him. And there really weren’t any bad parts to Ben O’Callahan. Well, except the parts a woman would want to be bad.

      She knew he’d stayed close partly because he took his responsibility as her Dom seriously; the other part was he didn’t like even a wall to block his view of her when they had time together. The first time she’d realized that, it had warmed her deeply. Ever since, it had never failed to elicit the same reaction.

      She slid from the bed on weak knees. His lids flickered, so she knew he was aware of her movements. Their bedroom was the size of two rooms now, because he’d removed the non-load-bearing wall between it and the adjacent office area. The bedroom part was dominated by the antique canopy bed that was sturdy as a rooted oak tree. A good thing, since its stability was regularly tested. He’d done the caning when she’d been standing and tied spread-eagle against the footboard frame. If the bed didn’t weigh a ton, she might have pushed it right into the wall from how she was jerking against the blows.

      One of the two Civil-war era wardrobes in the room held an impressive array of toys, including the wood cane he’d used on her. The bed was hung with sheer drapes that smelled like lavender when the ceiling fan gently turned, as it did now.

      The office side had two facing desks with their computers and work-related stuff. It also had a large flat screen, a mini-bar with snacks and drinks, and a recliner chair wide enough for her to curl up at his side when he left the bed as he sometimes did in the middle of the night and watched TV. Sometimes he carried her with him, since she’d refuse to let go, her arms wound around him in the bed. After he settled her next to him, her head on his chest and body folded in his lap, she’d listen to the pleasant drone of the TV as she slept and dreamed.

      She didn’t think he’d be watching much TV tonight. He slept better when he’d worn her out like this. While there were those even inside their world who would never comprehend how taking a pound of flesh from the woman he loved helped exorcise his demons, or how it fulfilled and restored her to help him find that center, he and she did, and that was all that mattered. It wouldn’t have worked if she didn’t crave every blow, every punishment, as much as she craved his tenderness afterward, all part of the aftercare he gave her on every level—physical, emotional, spiritual. She had her own demons that needed to be exorcised at the end of his lash, cane, hand…whatever he thought would work best. He could make vicious use of kitchen implements and then prepare her a dinner with them equal to what was offered by a five-star restaurant.

      The world saw a cocky lawyer, a dangerous shark who would eviscerate his opponents without mercy in business and in defense of his friends, and those things were real and true. As real and true as what lay beneath that.

      She assumed they were still in scene protocol, for he’d not yet spoken the words that released her from it, so she came and knelt by him. As she waited, she studied his bare feet, braced on the wood slat beneath his desk. After about five minutes, he spoke, not looking away from his computer screen. "What is it, brat?"

      "I'd like to wear one of your shirts."

      "Which one?"

      "The one you're wearing now," she said, a tiny smile touching her face as she kept her head bowed. It was a T-shirt she'd bought him at the last Mardi Gras, a trio of brown and gold skeleton musicians playing their saxophones. The shirt was an off-white color that molded to his powerful upper body in a pleasing way. However, she wanted to actually see the pectorals covered in a light mat of gleaming dark hair, the sectioned abs, the ripple of muscle as he moved. She also wanted the smell and heat of his skin against her.

      He sighed. “I’m feeling shy. What's your second choice?”

      She glanced toward the second wardrobe, where the dress shirt he'd worn for work was hooked on the top of the door next to his silk tie. He'd looped that tie around her throat once or twice tonight, holding her life in his big hands, his green eyes on her face as she experienced the euphoria of that precisely measured breath restriction.  "I want to wear that one."

      "The one I wore today? That I sweated in during that conference call with Mitchener Electronics?"

      "You never sweat. You had them by the balls before they even called."

      He grinned, though his eyes remained on his work. "Stroking your Dom's ego. Okay, for that you can wear the shirt."

      She rose and went to the wardrobe, rising onto her toes to pull it down. As she slipped it on, she wrapped it around herself, burrowing her nose in it, savoring the feel of it holding her the way he did. She loved his scent, and imagined the fibers still held the heat of his body. Or maybe it was that her flesh still held his heat, and the shirt insulated and enhanced it.

      “Don’t button it.”

      Looking up, she saw he was watching her, and he’d pushed the laptop halfway closed. The flickering light praised the line of his jaw, his intent green eyes and firm mouth, his thick dark hair, tousled in that artful way a handsome man accomplished so effortlessly. “Come here,” he said.

      As she returned to him, he shifted around on his chair to bring her between his knees. His gaze passed over the visible curves of her generous breasts, her nipples against the loose fabric of the open shirt, then down to her thighs and the cleft of her sex. He slid his hands over her throat and into her abundance of hair.  “God, you're beautiful,” he murmured. “End of protocol.”

      She didn't have to be told twice. She climbed up and squatted on his lap like a frog, her feet braced on either side of his thighs in the roomy office chair. He kept studying her body, touching the new marks he’d put upon her. The wraps across her thighs and stomach were evident in thin red lines. He stopped on a bruise over her hip.

      "Who did this?"

      She smiled. "How do you do that? Even when you mark me all over, you always know the ones you haven't put there."

      "I notice everything about you. I know what's mine.” His gaze lingered on the bruise, his fingers treating it with care. "You haven’t answered the question."

      "That one was all me. I didn't keep my guard up during sparring and Billy landed a lucky blow."

      "So Billy is responsible," Ben said with a lazy drawl.

      "No, I am. You can’t cut up Billy’s body and leave it in a swamp. He’s a good teacher.”

      “He’s your sparring coach?”

      “Yeah.” She straightened with pride. “He says he’s afraid to let me spar with the other guys. Afraid I’ll hurt them and they’ll get discouraged.”

      Ben chuckled, as she’d hoped he would. While he was getting better about her attendance at the police academy, it didn’t take much for it to set him off. He was still so not on board with it. He’d had a hard enough time with some of her more risky ventures in corporate investigations. But for now, perhaps responding to her fervent mental wish that they not get into it again tonight, he let it go. Or rather, chose another tactic.

      “What do they think about you showing up in the McLaren for class?”

      She sniffed at him. “They’re totally fine with it. You’re not getting that car back.”

      "It was just a question.” He lifted his hands, giving her an innocent look, probably the only thing in life at which he failed consistently, though it always made her laugh. “I merely wondered what the other rookies thought.”

      "Oh, they pick at me, of course. Gives me a reason to outshoot them in range practice, since Billy won’t let me beat on them. When I outshoot them, the ones who are mean-spirited about it pretty much shut up.”

      Ben shifted, adjusting her so she sat on his lap and straddled him, her feet dangling out under either chair arm as he cupped his hands over her buttocks and held her. “Aren't you worried about getting ripped about being a dirty cop?”

      “Not the least. For one thing, you tell me all the time I’m a dirty girl.” She dimpled. “I also tell them I have an obscenely wealthy husband, and an even more obscenely wealthy brother-in-law and three adopted uncles.”

      “I bet they wonder why the hell you want to be a police officer.”

      “Maybe the ones who’re in it for the paycheck and benefits, because it’s better than most job opportunities they have. But I think even they have to possess a certain level of calling to stick with it. You’re not paid enough for the abuse. So those who’ve figured out I’m there because I want to be, they get it. They still have to razz me about the car, though. They’re cops."

      “Yeah.” Ben followed the curve of her breast inside the folds of the shirt. His thumb slid over her navel piercing. “You know I do understand how you feel about it, Marcie. Sometimes.”

      “I know you do. And I know how hard this is for you.” Her tone softened. “I’m grateful for every day you’re trying to deal with it. If it turns out…if it turns out to be too hard, I’ll figure out something else to do.”

      His eyes lifted to meet hers, his mouth tightening. “You want this, though.”

      “There are other ways I can help people. Less dangerous ways.”

      “Yeah. There are.” He didn’t say anything, and she felt that familiar sinking feeling, anticipating him listing out those options. Instead, he shook his head. “But there are very few people who want to do what you want to do, who have the integrity and grit to do it the right way and make a career of it. You do. I’m likely to be a bastard about it way too often, but as long as it’s what you want, I’m not going to tell you no.”

      “Not going to pull the ‘I’m your Master and I forbid it’ card?” She attempted to keep it light, because his words tattooed themselves on her heart and made her want to become inadvisably mushy.

      “You and I may be way more 24/7 than everyone else, except maybe Rachel and Jon, and I may come off heavy-handed on things that should be your call…”

      “I know how to stand up for myself when you try to bully me.”

      His lips quirked. “Yes, you do. Don’t interrupt me, or I’ll smack your very tender ass. I’m clear on what things are your choice, and when I need to be the supportive husband. Even if I’m still working on my learning curve.”

      “I think you’re doing brilliantly.” Hoping to leave it on a positive note, she opted for a subject change. "You remember me mentioning Lucas's birthday is coming up?”

      "Yeah. I could tell that was on your mind.”

      “We were thinking…"

      He lifted a brow. "We?"

      "Cass and I. She wants to do Lucas’s sisters fantasy."

      That stopped Ben’s idle stroking of her breast. His head came up as his fingers stilled. "When did this discussion happen?"

      "We were having lunch earlier in the week and she sort of brought it up."

      "In what way? Like she's talked herself into it?" The way Ben measured her expression, Marcie knew he’d weigh every word she spoke next, but that was what she wanted. She was pretty sure that Cass was ready, but if Ben was persuaded by what she’d learned from Cass, he could convince Lucas. This wouldn't work unless Cass was in the right mindset, by her Dom's standards of protection and love for her.

      “For the longest time, she’s said he’d have to settle for it being one of his perverted dreams.” She managed a smile. “But as time’s gone on and we’ve all done more with our Masters, and with each other, she’s started to be more comfortable with trying new stuff. More than that. I think she's not only ready… she’s curious."

      “You had some pretty detailed fantasies about Lucas yourself in the same context. At least until you became mine and I drove out all fantasies of any other men but me.”

      “Of course, Master,” she said demurely, and whimpered comically as he pinched her indeed very sore ass.

      "Has she told him?"

      “No.” Marcie shook her head. "She feels like the right thing…the right etiquette, so to speak, is to have you present it to Lucas first.”

      “Because he might need a little bit of prying to open his mind to the possibility, and that’s better coming from another Dom?”

      At his steady look, she shrugged. “That, and because she expects he would want to control how it was executed. I know that would work better for her, too, as a sub. She doesn’t want to feel like she’s taking control of or directing it, if that makes sense.”"

      "Yeah. It does.” Ben pursed his lips. “Okay. I’ll talk to him about it.”

      “You agree with me, that Cass is ready?” Marcie felt a flutter of surprise at his ready agreement, and a little rebound trepidation. What if she’d been too confident? Or Ben trusted her opinion too much? Don’t be an idiot, she admonished herself.

      “I trust your judgment, particularly when it comes to Cass,” he said, twining his fingers around a lock of her hair and tugging. “Sounds like she’s ready enough to initiate the discussion. And Lucas won’t let her get away with it being all third party anyway. He’ll talk about it with her first, you know that. So don’t start worrying about how it will turn out because you think it’ll be your fault for getting this started.” He touched her nose reprovingly and she wrinkled it at him. “We leave the final decision to him and her. But if I do this mediation thing, there will be a cost."

      "You want me to have Property of Ben O'Callahan tattooed on my ass."

      His lips quirked. "Not at all. I'm not that much of a Neanderthal."

      "Yeah. Actually you are. Did I mention cavemen give me the hots?" She laughed, squirming as he gave her another pinch. "So it's not a tattoo. What is it?"

      He paused. "You know how we've been donating to that Catholic mission in Mexico?"

      "Father Dominic's place. Father Dom." She dimpled. "I have a very difficult time saying that with a straight face. I'm going to Hell."

      "Probably, but not for the reason you think. You aren’t allowed to go anywhere I can't go, and I'm fairly certain Heaven has a warrant out to send me straight down if I show up at those Golden Gates."

      "I believe that’s Pearly Gates, and no, they don't." She softened. "I'm pretty sure God is a woman, and She knows all about you. She won't turn you away. Why did you bring up the Father?"

      "Last time we went to check on the operations in Mexico, we played poker with him a couple nights. Man is a card hustler. Doubled his donations that night. Anyhow, I got to talking to him after one of the games, and…"

      Leaning forward, Ben kept one arm around her to hold her close as he fished in his desk drawer. "I had him bless this. For you."

      It was a St. Jude's medal on a slim chain, something she could wear under her uniform.

      "Ben," she said softly, taking it. While she believed him when he said he wouldn’t always be able to make this decision easy on her, this gift said he accepted her choice. In his typical way, he'd done something momentous with a small gesture. Also typical for her husband, she was sure he didn’t want to make a big deal of it.

      "They bless things for a Catholic who’s never activated his member card?" she said in a teasing voice, though her throat was tight with unspoken emotion.

      "Well, I went to confession and took the sacrament, and lightning didn't bring the church down, so he owed me. Though my confession may have traumatized him for life."

      Her gaze flickered up to him, startled. He'd seemed more relaxed this week, and now she wondered if that was the cause. She didn't question it, sensing whatever had motivated him to do this was something he wasn't going to discuss. Instead, she slid her arms around him and held him so close he might have had trouble breathing if he wasn’t so strong. She pressed her lips to his temple. "Thank you, Ben. This means so much to me. I love you. More and more every day, and I didn't think I could love you more without my heart exploding."

      He cupped her head and brushed his mouth against hers. "Same goes, brat."
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      Ben paused at the half open door to Lucas’s office. Their CFO was frowning at his computer screen, an arc of papers fanned out on his desk and the nearby table. A quick glance at the contents showed charts, graphs, and endless rows of numbers. Things Ben understood well enough to be thankful his job was navigating the legal challenges, quagmires and valleys of an operation their size. He’d rather deal with all that than even one set of the numbers on Lucas’s screen. But they each had their niche.

      Well, okay, Jon might have a wider range. Boy genius could probably step into any one of their shoes. If Ben went MIA, he wouldn’t be surprised if Jon suddenly remembered, “Oh, yeah, I do have a law degree. Let me just pull that out of my ass and dust it off.”

      As Ben grinned mentally at that, he re-thought his assumption. Jon could step into any of their shoes except maybe Matt’s. Lucas was the most capable of handling Matt’s job if needed, but Lucas probably didn’t want to think about that any more than Ben wanted to think about doing Lucas’s job.

      Matt was the captain of the K&A ship. They could all take a temporary turn at the wheel when he needed it, like when Savannah had nearly died during childbirth. Matt had taken a month at home for her convalescence and to personally help care for her and their baby, no matter the top-notch nanny they kept on staff. However, when push came to shove, they all admitted without shame and with no little pride that he was the captain they most wanted at the helm.

      But Ben would trust his life, his heart and soul, to any of their five-man team. And he knew that bond, all the different, complicated layers of it, was the ultimate reason why Cass had come to Marcie, and Marcie had come to him, to talk to Lucas.

      Their women…there weren’t words to describe what each of their wives meant to them. And yeah, their Doms were all way too protective, but the independence and strength of those women kept that protectiveness from moving over the line into 1950s meets medieval times. As in, stay at home in the kitchen and the bedroom while surrounded by a fortress wall, fifty armed clones of Max, and a moat populated by the unfettered savagery of a…well.

      Ben guessed he’d have to own the dragon part of the metaphor. He’d evolved so that civility was a more comfortable fit for him, rather than an uncomfortable coat he’d shaped into Armani style with tremendous effort, but the dragon was there to be called if needed.

      But the bond between the men ironically meant they were each other’s best choice to help one of them see when he had to let his lady cross that line and not be an asshole about it. They could provide one another the necessary perspective to look past the concerns about her physical wellbeing to see when it was something good for her, something she needed as much as wanted. Life was about way more than staying safe.

      Yeah, easy for him to say in this situation with Lucas and Cass. It was still a work in progress for him and Marcie on the whole being-a-cop thing. Her heading out the door each day to rub elbows with the dangerous and unpredictable underbelly of New Orleans was something that initially had had one response from him. That savage side had thrown off the suit to stand naked, blood-stained and roaring under a full moon: No and hell no.

      The guys had talked him down. They understood, in a way Marcie and the other women never could, no fault to it, how it felt to stand back and let one of their wives step into harm’s way. He and Marcie had had some pretty bad fights over it, Marcie’s stubbornness and his Irish temper a volatile mix when they weren’t in agreement. But those fights had put it all out there, and the subsequent heart-to-heart talks with each of the guys had helped. Which they reinforced daily with their random comments and banter that expressed understanding and the “hey, don’t be a prick to her about this”, slap-upside-the-head, kind of support.

      He’d also talked at length with a friend of their inner circle, Leland Keller, who was on the Baton Rouge police force. Leland’s submissive and love of his life, Celeste Lewis, regularly walked the front lines as a crime beat reporter there. She was also one of Marcie’s close friends.

      Ben would never like it, but he’d finally meant what he’d said to her last night. If it was what she needed to do to be happy and complete, it was part of the whole husband-Master job to support her. He remembered the way Marcie had dimpled and glowed, the first time she’d been introduced as his wife at their wedding. She might not realize it, and he’d never admit it to anyone—though Jon probably already knew, because he knew every damn thing in the universe—but he felt the same damn kick when she or anyone else called him her husband, or even when he thought about it in random moments. It was a damn miracle. He’d never thought he’d be anyone’s husband, let alone to the most wonderful woman and submissive he craved above all others.

      So he’d learn to be a cop’s spouse. As long as that spouse understood if anyone ever did her serious damage or… He couldn’t go further than that, because as soon as the image of a uniformed sergeant or captain coming to his door with that somber look entered his head, he shut down. Needless to say, they’d never find that perp. He’d be dead in the most vicious way imaginable, making the work of Dahmer or TV’s Dexter look like clean and harmless fun in the Willy Wonka bubble chamber.

      He suspected that was why, when she was filling out her paperwork, Marcie had listed two emergency contact names in the event she fell in the line of duty. In typical Marcie fashion, she’d written it frankly:

      In case of serious or life threatening injury, contact Ben O’Callahan, husband.

      In case I am killed in the line of duty, contact Matt Kensington. He is to be told FIRST, and will inform my husband.

      Maybe the wives did understand things better than they gave them credit for.

      But he was digressing onto his personal shit. In this case, Ben believed Cass’s decision to cross a line was good for Lucas as her Master, as well as Cass’s growth as his sub.

      Marcie was Ben’s perfect match in the Dom/sub area, but if something happened tomorrow where she physically couldn’t handle those demands, he’d step and scale back however she needed to find a mutually pleasurable ground. Love was the common denominator that decided everything else. Which was kind of Cass’s point in this, right?

      Lucas was entirely satisfied with everything and anything Cass could give him. He’d never been the hardcore player that Ben was. But something Ben’s perspective gave him that maybe Lucas’s didn’t was that, as the bond between Dom and sub grew, sometimes that made other levels not only possible but desirable. Trust allowed them the pleasure of exploring new territory, if they both wanted that. Ben knew for sure Lucas had that capacity within him. He’d seen the guy play before he ever met Cass. If Lucas agreed Cass was ready for it, Ben was all about having a front row seat to watch Cass go deeper into that world and learn more about her husband’s capabilities as a Dom—and seeing her enjoy the surprise of it.

      He rapped on Lucas’s door, drawing the man’s attention from that jungle of numbers. “Hey. Looks like you’re doing nothing important and have your thumb up your ass as usual. Got five minutes for something not work-related?”

      “You know, if my fondest hopes are realized and the legal system is overhauled so we go back to a handshake to honor deals, you will be superfluous,” Lucas informed him. “Matt will have to find you work in the mailroom.”

      “Naw. I’ll apply to be your secretary. Easiest gig in this place, if I can put up with the ass pinching and having to wear short skirts to feed your misogyny.”

      “Uh-huh. I’ll tell Beatrice you said that. She’s as much responsible for the financial success of this place as I am.”

      “I’ll tell Matt to give her half your salary then.” Taking the banter as consent that Lucas had a few minutes, Ben strolled in, moving to take one of the chairs in front of his desk and balance his ankle on his opposite knee. Lucas finished typing whatever he needed to reach a good stopping place and sat back.

      “What’s up?”

      No reason not to get right into it. “Your lady wants to give you something special for your birthday.”

      Lucas lifted a brow. “Oh? And are you risking her wrath to spoil the surprise? You know she was plotting to kill you just last week.”’

      "That was a misunderstanding. Nate wanted to know how much you tip a stripper versus a lap dancer."

      "He's barely hit double digits in age," Lucas pointed out.

      "He wanted to be prepared. I figured Cass would be thrilled that he wants to see hardworking women properly paid for their work. Let’s not get side tracked. You know your sisters fantasy? She wants to give you that.”

      It was always fun to take Lucas off guard, since it didn’t happen a hell of a lot. But the lifted brow immediately drew down to meet the other in a forbidding line, and Lucas’s silver eyes steeled. “No. I know her limits, and she’s not comfortable with that. If Marcie pressured her in that direction when they were discussing birthday ideas—”

      Ben’s amusement disappeared. He held up a hand. “Hey. My girl isn’t like that, and you know better. Even if she was, Cass’s backbone is as rigid as some of those corsets she wore when you first met her. She’s not going to let her little sister push her into the wrong kind of session with her Master, even if he wasn’t sharp enough to catch her trying to do something she shouldn’t in some misguided attempt to please him. And this isn’t that, by the way.”

      Lucas stared at him, but then his penetrating look was replaced by something unexpected. Regret and some frustration—with himself. He shook his head, sitting back. “You’re right. That was undeserved to Marcie and Cass.”

      When Lucas rubbed a hand over his face, Ben recognized just how hard the guy had been working of late. It might be time to get him not only an additional admin, but a couple more accounting managers to take some of his load for this detailed shit. He was a control freak; they all were, which was why sometimes it was necessary to put a bug in Matt’s ear to force one of them to let go of the drudge work. He made a note to do that, even if he caught shit from Lucas. Over the past couple years, the guy had gone from dividing most his time between working for K&A and pursuing his amateur cycling, to being a husband to Cass and a guardian for her four younger siblings, three of who were still teenagers and living at home. He’d incorporated those large responsibilities without visibly missing a step, but he’d had to increase the pace. Even while continuing to be a supportive part of their extended family network.

      Ben fondly recalled a recent memory of his friend taking Matt and Savannah’s daughter for a bike ride, little Angelique facing backwards in her baby seat, tiny head dwarfed by the helmet, her arms outstretched and mouth open, tasting the wind as Lucas pedaled.

      He just made handling all those responsibilities look so effortless, sometimes even those closest to him could miss that he was getting winded. Maybe that was part of what had motivated this for Cass, to get him to slow down and change gears. She might also have been driven by what Lucas was explaining now.

      “Cass has been mourning Jeremy hard these past few months,” Lucas said. “That second-wave grief crap that hits just when you think you’re getting past it. I think she feels guilty, like she’s somehow been grieving too long, as if somehow me dealing with that is a burden.”

      Ben shook his head. “She has a generous heart, but that’s wrong thinking. Hope you’ve set her straight.”

      “Several times, but I’ve obviously gotten a little hypervigilant if I jumped to such a bullshit assumption about her and Marcie.” Lucas’s expression sharpened as he connected the dots he’d missed at the outset. It had only taken him two minutes to catch up, so Ben wouldn’t fault him on it. “Why are you coming to me about this?”

      “Because Cass talked about it with Marcie. She asked her to bring it to me so, if I was convinced, I could convince you this is a shared gift, something she wants as much as she wants to give it to you. Marcie is as aware of Cass’s grief as you are, because you two are closest to her. If Cass was doing what you’re worried about, Marcie would have caught it just as quickly, and defused it without bringing it to me. Marcie has a radar for bullshit like a bloodhound.”

      As he well knew. When they were first getting together, she’d seen through every wall he’d thrown up to persuade her he didn’t want her, and his insistence that she was misreading his signals. Looking back now, he couldn’t believe he’d been such an idiot, denying himself the thing that would save his soul. In fairness, it was because he was sure he would taint hers. But it had worked out because Marcie finally convinced him that she loved and needed him as much as he needed her.

      While it would be Lucas’s privilege to get to the bottom of all his submissive’s thinking on it before anything happened, Ben suspected the same foundation of logic was at work here. If Cass wanted Lucas to have something she’d seemed adamantly against for so long, something had changed for her. Something to make her want it now.

      Ben shared that perspective with Lucas. Lucas’s countenance became more thoughtful. “So why didn’t Marcie come to me directly about this?”

      “I think your brain is still caught up in these numbers, so I’m going to sit here for a minute and let you think it through. But here’s a hint. This isn’t about Nate having a problem with algebra.”

      Lucas’s well-defined jaw eased as he allowed himself a wry smile. “If Marcie had come to me with this, it wouldn’t be as my sister-in-law. It’s a sub coming to a Dom.”

      “Amazing. He can be taught. She would never have that kind of conversation with you. She also knew if I believed her, you would believe me, because we evaluate things differently when it’s coming from our submissives, versus our wives.” Ben shifted, putting the other ankle on the opposite knee. “The other reason she didn’t come to you—dumbass—is that your sister fantasy involves my woman. If she initiated a conversation with you about that, I would beat her ass. And not in a way she would enjoy.”

      “Is that even possible? Cause short of you using a paddle embedded with barbed fishing hooks, I’m not seeing her having a problem with any—”

      Ben bared his teeth in a feral grin. “Shut up. What about it? You want to think about it, or you want to put the wheels in motion?”

      “I’m still missing a piece here.” Lucas folded his arms on the desk and leaned forward. “And that’s how you and Marcie feel about it. I expect it wouldn’t have reached me if Marcie wasn’t comfortable with it, because Cass can read her sister, too. But what about you? You cool with this?”

      "You’ve nursed this fantasy forever about eating both sisters' pussies in the same room at damn near at the same time. Since you’re a bitch to buy for because you go out and purchase anything you want before we can do it, this saves me some birthday shopping.”

      “Yeah. Asshole. Give me a serious answer.”

      Ben leaned back in the chair, propping his shoe on the edge of Lucas’s desk before meeting the other man’s eyes. “You’re my brother,” he said simply. “Marcie and I want to help Cass give you this gift. I trust you with Marcie’s wellbeing without reservation. Hell, probably more than I trust myself with her. I hope you know you can trust me with Cass.”

      “I do.” A muscle flexed in Lucas’s jaw. “Okay. I’ll talk to Cass and get this straight between the two of us. Then I’ll let you know.”

      “Got it.” Ben rose. “That Ritz-Carlton suite might be a pretty sweet setting for it. You know Cass loves the terrace overlooking the river and the French Quarter. Me and Marcie could take a suite across the hall and join you guys when you’re ready, but give you privacy afterward if you want. Though that king would sleep four easy enough.”

      “I will not spoon with you, even if you beg,” Lucas said.

      “I’m crushed. Seriously, let me know. We’ll have some planning to do if it’s a go. I want details about what you have in mind to do with two beautiful women at your feet for the entire night.”

      “Sure you have to be there?” Lucas chuckled as Ben shot him an appropriately rude gesture at the door.

      “Long fall from that terrace, Bicycle-Boy. Then I’d have two beautiful women at my feet for the rest of the night. You know Cass is as practical as you are about money. She wouldn’t want to call in the law until we at least got a night’s worth out of the suite. And drank all the complimentary champagne.”

      As the lawyer took his leave, Lucas turned back to his screen, still grinning. Then he sobered. For a few minutes, the columns in front of him were the last thing on his mind as he put together what he wanted to do next. He made a quick adjustment on his shared calendar so Beatrice would know he’d be going out for lunch today.

      He needed to have a heart-to-heart with his submissive, and that was something best done on a lunch break, rather than this evening when they’d have the mid-week needs of three teenagers hitting them the moment they hit the door.

      But the Ritz-Carlton suite was a decent idea. He shot off a note to the head manager at the hotel, to put the wheels in motion. When he at last started working on the numbers again, his mind had a pleasant side distraction—what he planned to have for lunch.
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      Cass chose to work through noon, but she sent her administrative assistant out to enjoy the late fall weather, since New Orleans didn’t have many sunny days that didn’t come hand-in-hand with oppressive humidity. Nell had already teased her by shooting her a quick selfie from the overlook of Jackson Square, her hair fluttering in the breeze, the Mississippi behind her. Bitch.

      Cass should have heard her visitor approach, but within seconds of setting aside her phone, she was back in a deep analysis of the report on her screen. However, it didn’t take too long for a prickling on her nape to tell her she wasn’t alone. The exotic, masculine fragrance of her husband’s aftershave confirmed it. His fingers tunneled in her hair, an expected caress, but she gasped as he gripped and pulled her head back in one decisive, heart-stopping move that was pure Master, giving her no time to look at him. His lips pressed against her throat as her fingers slid off her keyboard to grip the edge of her desk. She’d slipped off her heels and her toes, clad in thin stockings, curled into the carpet.

      He used teeth as he slid his other hand up from her waist to cup her breast and explore. Heat swept through her core, a trembling breath whispering out from between her parted lips. “Did I give you permission to wear this today?” he said.

      She shook her head. They didn’t really do a lot of the 24/7 stuff, like him telling her what she could wear to work, but she understood why he’d asked. It had been awhile since she’d donned a corset beneath her work clothes. Her nails dug into the wood veneer as he bit her throat harder, tracing her pulsing carotid with his clever tongue. Oh-so-lightly, he brushed her nipple through the thin satin cup of the corset.

      “Hmm.” Straightening, he moved to her office door, closed and locked it. Leaning against it, he looked at her. That kind of look.

      He’d stopped by plenty of times to take her to lunch, or to give her a heated but friendly and quick hello kiss, ways to touch base with one another. On a normal day, they were extraordinarily busy, but she did the same with him when she could, their offices only a short distance from each other. She made the time, not because it was the proper, recommended thing to do, some pop-shrink yet very valid advice about prioritizing time for your marriage. They did it because they wanted and needed to see each other as often as it could be managed. Silly as it might sound, when she looked at him, the Christina Perri song about waiting a thousand years for him always rang true. She wasn’t anywhere near that age, but the road to get to him had at times seemed endless.

      When she’d first seen him in an office environment, he’d been wearing an outfit much like he wore today. Expensive gray suit, silver tie and crisp white dress shirt with the proper length of cuffs edging out from beneath the jacket sleeves. His aftershave combined with his heated male smell had made her imagine an Egyptian prince, never mind the ethnic discrepancy that his streaked blond hair and silver-gray eyes tossed into that analogy. Something about his singular intensity, the steady gaze, the way he moved his lean and powerful body, had made her imagine him walking the halls of an ancient palace. He’d be wearing a silk tunic, and his dark, kohl-rimmed eyes would assess everyone he saw. The way he seemed to be assessing her now, which gave her the desire to do what any concubine in the hallways would do who saw their prince. Kneel, and wait for his attention.

      In so many aspects of their lives, they were partners. They shared guardianship of her siblings, and made many decisions related to them. They had arguments, too, like any other husband and wife. Since she was a professional negotiator, he claimed it was almost impossible to win a fight with her. But when he gazed at her with the unsmiling, steady look he had now, there was no question who held the upper hand. When he was like this, she wanted him to have it. But she felt a fluttering too, sensing there was more to this visit than just the pleasurable destruction of her work-related concentration.

      “Let me see it,” he said softly. “All of it.”

      Everything in her wanted to obey. With barely any hesitation, she tucked her feet back into her shoes and rose, her fingers already slipping the buttons of her blouse. As she shrugged it off her shoulders, she moved around the desk and unzipped the skirt, letting it pool around her feet. Since she was decently tall, she’d be able to meet his eyes, but even in heels he still had her by a few inches.

      He came to her now, extending his hand palm up. She laid hers in it and used his grip to step out of the circle her skirt had formed.

      She wore thigh-high stockings in light pink lace. The corset was white with touches of pink ribbon, but since it was designed to go under clothing, there was little embellishment. Just satin and boning that clung to her curves, nipped in her waist and molded over her hips, the front forming a point over above her mons, the back edged with a ribbon trim over her buttocks.

      He moved around her, one hand settling at her waist. His breath was on her bare shoulder blades as he slid his other fingers into the laces tied at the small of her back and twisted, eliciting another gasp from between her moist lips.

      “What was our rule about you wearing one of these?” His voice was mild, but the coolness beneath sent a shiver up her spine. She was at work, but he’d timed his arrival well, knowing how likely it was she’d work through lunch and send Nell off without her.

      “If I wear one, you put it on me.”

      “Yes. Why?”

      Now he was untying the laces, loosening, adjusting, his fingers awakening need wherever he touched. His thumbs slid over the rise of her backside in the silky panties she wore with the corset.

      “Because… the hold of it, you lacing me into it, is a reminder of who holds me.” Whenever she needed it, however she needed to be held.

      “And?” he queried pleasantly.

      She was stumped. “I don’t—”

      “Because I do this better, sweetheart,” he said, pulling the laces taut in one smooth movement.

      It constricted the corset’s hold more than she could do it, enough to emphasize both his points. Arousal, already simmering, flared hot. And he knew that, too.

      He eased her down to her elbows on the desk and nudged at her ankle with one polished dress shoe. Desire and trepidation made her stomach quake. His belt was his preferred tool for reminding her of the rules, and she loved it as much as she sometimes quaked at how effectively he wielded it. But that wasn’t what he had in mind.

      “Spread your legs and lift that beautiful ass, Cassie. I haven’t had my lunch, and I’m in the mood for my favorite meal. What is it?”

      Sometimes she stumbled over the word, but today she managed it in a breathless whisper. “My pussy.”

      “Mm-hm.” He slid his thumbs under the delicate straps of her underwear and took them down to her thighs, so she felt the elastic stretch against them. Clasping the cloth between her legs, he rubbed his fingers over the cotton crotch.

      “Already getting my lunch heated for me, I see. Here. I think you’ll need this. Open up.”

      He’d rolled his handkerchief into a tight wad he inserted into her mouth, so she could bite down on it. It would muffle the sounds he would undoubtedly wrest from her. Self-control wasn’t an option with him. All control was his.

      Dropping to one knee behind her, he put his strong hands on her upper thighs and buttocks and settled to it. She’d seen him savor a seven-course meal at a diamond-rated restaurant. He gave the same time and attention to savoring her pussy. Probably more. There was no rush for him when he did this. Oral sex wasn’t a bridge to fucking her, though that often happened afterward. He treated her cunt like a multi-city tour. Every inch was a destination, and he didn’t rush even one of them.

      “Oh…God…” The guttural, reverent moan was absorbed by the handkerchief, but she knew he heard it. Her labia was silken smooth, every nerve ending sensitive to his mouth. Earlier in their relationship, he’d given himself the pleasure of shaving her thoroughly and frequently, but eventually he’d paid for the laser treatment that had left her so nicely silken for his mouth whenever he wanted to take a taste.

      He nibbled at her clit and labia, drew endless patterns on them with his tongue, sucked lightly, sucked hard, bit. When he finally thrust into her with his tongue, the indications he was enjoying his meal, the right amount of wet and animal sounds, made her lose her mind. He gripped her buttocks in hard hands, pushing her onto her toes to keep her from the uncontrollable grinding against his mouth and face. Her involuntary response was something he enjoyed at the right moment, but now he obviously wanted her to absorb a barrage of feeling. His jaw had just the right amount of sandpaper feel to drive her pleasure higher.

      She was shuddering as he held her on that cusp and kept her there, no matter how much she begged through the handkerchief. Then, when her mind was fragmenting, he rose and loomed over her. Seizing her hair, he yanked her head back, even rougher than before. Her startled noise came out almost against his lips, an inch from hers.

      “You want to give me my sisters fantasy,” he said. “But you had Marcie ask Ben to talk to me about it. Why? Why not ask me straight out?”

      She might be the professional negotiator, but he was no slouch at knowing the exact moment to pose a question and demand its answer, before she had time to raise any defenses.

      “I…I didn’t know how to ask you. To convince you that…I wanted it. That I wasn’t just…being nice.”

      He chuckled darkly. She found she couldn’t meet his piercing hawk’s gaze, and so kept her eyes down. He seemed fine with that. When he put her back down on her elbows on the desk, she thought he was going to tease her further. She wasn’t expecting what he did next, but he was right. She was already plenty wet and ready for it.

      Opening his slacks, he palmed her buttock and slammed his cock into her.

      It wrenched a raw cry from her throat, a sound disrupted when he clenched his fist in her hair and pulled her head back again, his other hand holding her fast at the hip, impaling her ruthlessly upon him. “Not entirely the truth,” he whispered silkily in her ear. “You know how I react when you lie.”

      “Not lie.” God. The way he’d tightened the corset, his ruthless taking now, was making her breathless.

      “Pretty much a lie. Now I’ll fuck you in a way that reminds you that you tell your Master only the truth. Always.”

      “I always tell…” The attempted defense was lost, because he began to thrust into her, shoving her pelvis against the desk, lifting her heels out of her shoes, keeping his hold on her hair so her every muscle strained and arched; every nerve ending yearned and ached.

      The climax rose as fast as a storm wave, and she was screaming into the cloth gag as her clit hit the side of the desk with every shove of his body. His cock was a thick demand filling her up, stretching her, rubbing all the right places inside that made it impossible for her to hold anything back from him. He took her over that dizzying cliff, yet held her as she fell, as he spilled his seed in her.

      He took her even farther than she thought possible. But he always did.

      When he slowed, she was vibrating like an instrument that didn’t want to stop playing. He felt it, continuing to move inside her, keeping her body humming. Eventually, he removed the handkerchief, holding her head back against his shoulder with a gentle hand cupping her jaw. She nuzzled it, putting her mouth against his heated shoulder through the thin dress shirt. She’d leave lipstick on it, but that was okay. Wouldn’t be the first or the last time, God bless his dry cleaner.

      “Can I—” she whispered.

      “No. Not right now, though you’re generous to offer.” At last easing out of her quivering folds, he bent and picked up her skirt, directing her to hold onto his shoulder as she stepped into it, still wearing her heels. Then he slid the blouse onto her shoulders and began to button it for her, his fingers caressing.

      “Tell me, Cassie. Tell me why you went to Marcie instead of to me. You knew I wouldn't do this without talking to you first about it."

      When she looked down, flushing, he put his hands on her shoulders. “Look at me, sweetheart.”

      She did, and his gray eyes, still heated with lust, held other qualities as well. Things that said she would tell him everything, not just because he was that relentless, but because she knew he was right. She needed to say the words to him.

      “I need to know this is something you want,” he added quietly. “I know that’s part of why you talked to Marcie, and I’m glad you already know it's not a birthday present to me if it's not something you want. But to fully believe that you desire this, I need to understand what’s changed to make that true.”

      “Can I…” She spread her fingers out on his chest and gave a helpless little laugh. “Can I look down while I tell you? It’s difficult to say when I’m looking into your eyes. You’re distracting.”

      His firm lips curved. “I’ll let you get away with it for a moment.”

      She focused on his tie, the silk of which she’d felt slide between her shoulder blades and the top of her spine when he’d been fucking her.

      “There was a time when I thought I would never want to do that kind of fantasy. But things have evolved between you and me…between all of us. There was that place we went with Savannah and Matt in the Caribbean, where it was 24/7 for her and Matt, and most of the others dabbled, going a little further than usual. And when I’m around the other wives, the stories we talk about…they interest me. Sometimes they make me want…more.”

      He touched her face, and she heard his amusement. “You know we’ve given serious thought to bugging those female get-togethers. Though we figure that Janet and Dana sweep for recorders ahead of time.”

      She smiled and curled her fingers in his tie. “Somewhere along the way, I lost my reservations about certain things and, what you’ve said about that fantasy of yours, it keeps coming back to me as…a turning point of sorts. Not everything I’ve seen the others do are things I’d want to do, though I like watching them. But knowing you have that fantasy, and thinking about it, I guess I’ve become...possessive about it. It’s a fantasy only I can give you.”

      His fingers slid down the laced back of the corset to play in the ties in that diverting way of his, encouraging her to continue. She cleared her throat. “It arouses me to think how turned on you'll get, having me and my sister, with you and Ben. Helpless to the two Doms we love…and I trust you to understand the boundaries I wouldn't want to cross.”

      “Always.” His voice was rough, telling her he was pleased with what she was saying—and affected by it, in the right way. “And if ever I missed a line, I’d want you to speak up and tell me immediately. I believe what you’re saying to me, but I need to ask. Marcie is so extreme with Ben. Is any part of this because you’re worried you need to up your game to keep me interested?”

      “No.” Her head came up, and for this she had no trouble meeting his eyes. The certainty with which she said it eased the tightness of his mouth. “No,” she repeated. Then she bit her lip. “You need to understand all of it, I guess, so you won’t worry about anything like that.”

      “I guess I will,” he said after a significant pause.

      She winced. “Especially now that I’ve brought it up. Can’t believe I held my own with you on that first negotiation we did.”

      “Well, we had some professional distance then. If it makes you feel better, you’ve kicked my ass more than a few times on arguments we’ve had since. Just not arguments that let me get this close to you.”

      “Ah, you tipped me off to your advantage. I’ll remember that. Keep you at knife point distance if I want to win.” She smiled, though, as he brushed a lock of her white-gold hair from her cheek and gave the strand a tug.

      “No prevaricating. Spill.”

      Cass sighed. “I wasn’t sure how you’d interpret this. But I guess, maybe because of Dana's influence and Marcie's…we're all exclusive to one of you, in terms of who's our Master, our husband, but from the beginning, there's this feeling that in a key way we also belong to all of you.  Sexual, protective, erotic implications. But over time, the desire for it to manifest itself in certain ways has grown stronger."

      She realized she was blushing, especially as he merely kept listening, his expression gone fathomless so she wasn’t sure what he was thinking. “I’ve always been the responsible, the steady one,” she said abruptly. “I mean, yes, Savannah is reserved, but I'm the conservative, the motherly one. Even though I have my fantasies and desires, I tend not to go after them in as uninhibited a way as Marcie and Dana do. But that doesn't mean I don't feel them. That I don’t want to pursue some fantasies that are outside my comfort zone, things I think about and imagine and…”

      He cocked his head. “Have you masturbated while thinking about this one?”

      “Yes,” she said, without missing a beat, and liked seeing pleased surprise go through his gaze.

      “Really. Where? How often?”

      “A few times. More lately. Sometimes in here, with the door locked. Once, while you were working late and I started thinking about it in that half-awake, half-dreaming way. You came home and found me worked up. You bent and kissed me, put your hand down between my legs, and I climaxed almost instantly.”

      “I remember,” he said, with further wonder. “You told me you were fantasizing about me before I came home and that was why you were so ready.”

      “It wasn’t a lie.”

      “It just wasn’t the whole truth.” He tipped up her chin, giving her a long look. “I’ll deal with that later. But in the meantime, I need you to remember something.”

      “What?”

      “I love you. More than anything or anyone in the entire world.”

      “I’m glad,” she said, her voice not quite steady. “Every day. Especially now that Cherry is taking trigonometry.”

      His gray eyes twinkled. “Any other reasons to keep me around other than advanced math homework?”

      She moistened her lips. “What you just did is a nice perk.”

      Leaning down to her, he pressed his temple against hers. With that gesture they could have been in a crowded room, and it would have felt like there was an intimate cocoon around just the two of them.

      “So tell me that,” he said. “In a way that will keep me hard the rest of the day.”

      Cass closed her eyes as his hands, strong and possessive, gripped her waist. He’d closed the distance between them again and she could feel the evidence of his still semi-hard cock against her. She’d just climaxed and yet she wanted him inside her, now, the rest of the work day be damned.

      “Don’t make your Master wait,” he growled against her ear.

      When she remembered he meant his question, a spurt of wry humor mixed with the simmering arousal that would not go away.

      She could give as good as she got. Sliding her hands up his chest, she tunneled her fingers through the opening of his dress shirt to find his flesh. As she rubbed her abdomen against his cock, her breasts swelled over the corset and provided a tempting view down the two-button opening of her blouse. He obliged her by taking a good long look with his hot silver eyes before he met her gaze.

      “I love how you use your mouth between my legs,” she murmured. “Love the strength of your hands as you hold my thighs open, as your teeth scrape my cunt and your tongue thrusts inside me like your cock. When I think of that today, I’ll feel incomplete until you’re inside me again.”

      His lips firmed as he outlined her parted ones with his thumb. “I’ll take care of that, the night you give me my birthday gift.”

      Her heart stuttered and he brushed his lips over hers, but caught her wrist as she was sliding her palm over his hip, fingers following the rise of his buttock under the thin softness of his slacks. “Don’t get ahead of yourself,” he told her with mock sternness. “Just because I’ve agreed to ‘let’ you give me the fantasy of my wildest dreams doesn’t mean you can take advantage of your Master whenever you wish.”

      She chuckled and he smiled fully, but stroked his hands through her hair and cupped her face. “We’ll be staying overnight at the Ritz Carlton,” he told her. “Nate, Talia and Cherry are all good with it. Matt and Savannah are going to be their backups if they have any problems at the house. Ben and Marcie will meet us at the Ritz.”

      “You already were going to do it,” she realized, but he shook his head.

      “No. I would have cancelled all of it if I hadn’t heard the right answers here.” He squeezed her hand as he stepped back. “I’m glad that I did. I’ll pick you up here at 2pm, so be sure you can get off work early. You’ll be spending your afternoon using the Ritz’s spa services, getting the full body treatment.”

      “Whose birthday is this?” she teased him gently. A different look came into his eyes, the more intense Dom side of him that made her shiver.

      “I plan to use my sub hard that night, so I’m going to make sure she’s ready for it. And letting me pamper you, that’s part of my gift, too. Always. Yesterday, today and tomorrow, you are always enough for me. But hearing you want to take it to this next level, that you’re the one craving that…” Grasping her wrist, he took her hand down to the front of his slacks and pushed the heel of her palm against steel.

      She swallowed. “Please. Let me…”

      “You want to kneel and service your Master, here and now?”

      “Yes.”

      “Good. That’s another thought I’ll take back to the office with me.” He shot her a wicked grin before pulling her to him for a hot kiss that had her knees quivering. Then he eased her back and headed for the door.

      “I need one of those remote locking mechanisms like Matt has,” she muttered.

      Lucas pulled open the door and stopped, sweeping her from head to toe with a thorough glance. Taking out a stick of cinnamon gum, he chewed it thoughtfully as he looked at her. “Ben will know what kind of meal I had for lunch, even with the gum,” he said casually. “But then we all do. You know why, Cassie?”

      She wet suddenly dry lips. At one time, she’d reacted negatively to being called Cassie, associating it with a time she felt like a helpless child. Yet when he used it, it was almost as effective a trigger to her submissive side as when he locked the silver bracelets on her wrists. The decorative cuffs he’d given her always put her fully in that mode. “Because I belong to them as much as I belong to you?” she said.

      He held her gaze. “Almost. Because you belong to me, you also belong to them. An important distinction. You’re theirs to love, protect and cherish, always. But anything else is on my say-so.” He flashed another wicked, knee-weakening grin, but there was a serious light in his eyes as he added a last note.

      “And only what reduces my sub to total, willing surrender. Anything less than that, we don’t go down that path, and we pass on it with no regrets. As long as your heart is still mine.”

      “It will never be otherwise. Even when it stops beating. You didn’t say honor,” she added, with what she felt was admirable steadiness.

      He moved back across the office and cupped the side of her throat. “Women are the heart of honor,” he said, with a credible Scottish burr that ran a delightful tingle through her vitals. Leaning in, he kissed her, this time a lingering touch of lips. “So the honor part is a given.”

      “Ben’s been helping you with accents. You sounded just like Liam Neeson’s Rob Roy.”

      “That isn’t all he’s been helping me with.”

      “Oh?”

      He stepped back, disentangling himself from her grip when she latched onto his shirt to hold onto him, though he retained her hands for one last moment, conveying his own reluctance to let her go.

      “Yeah. You’ll find out on Friday.”

      With a wink, he was gone. As always, his timing was impeccable, because she heard him greeting her admin as Nell returned from lunch with a whiff of the Chinese she’d promised to bring Cass. Cass did a quick check of herself in the mirror in her private bathroom to make sure she looked presentable, but nothing could change the soft look of her lips and eyes that made her look bed-tousled and well-loved, even if she had every hair in place. He had that effect on her. She had no doubt he always would. Thank God.
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      Cass curled up on her side on a padded lounge on the terrace of the Ritz-Carlton. She had a spectacular view of the Mississippi River and the French Quarter, all the better because the elevation minimized the less picturesque, more pungent and noisy aspects of the Quarter at street level, and maximized the beauty of the historical skyline. Lucas had taken her here for a weekend on their second anniversary. They’d been tied up with work things around that time so they couldn’t leave town for a longer period. Though he’d later taken her to a private island in Canada to spend a secluded weekend together, she had loved this place equally, surrounded by the city she’d grown to love so much since they’d found the plantation house outside New Orleans together.

      As promised, Lucas had submitted her to the divine hands and ministrations of the Ritz-Carlton spa services. Her skin glowed and was even softer to the touch than usual. Her hair was piled in an artful twist on her head, because he’d requested it be put up in the secure but feminine style. It was an intriguing request, since she knew he loved playing with her long, thick, white-gold hair. Maybe he wanted the pleasure of taking it down himself.

      She wore only her locked silver bracelets and a thin silk robe in a shimmering blue that picked up the color of her eyes. The latter was his gift from a local boutique, the garment laid out on the bed when they arrived, along with several white roses and a small box of her favorite Belgian chocolates.

      For the past thirty minutes, he’d instructed her to sit outside with the view, her chocolates, and an excellent wine, while he was inside doing mysterious things. She’d tipped her head back on the sofa, her eyes closed, when she inhaled and knew he’d returned. She put her hand up in time for it to slide along his jaw and tease his hair close to the nape, where the streaked blond strands were darker. While she did that, he bent and kissed her collar bone, sliding the robe off her shoulder. “I’m still wondering how this is your birthday,” she said. “I should have at least gone inside to help you do whatever it is you were doing.”

      “It’s my birthday. Your gift is to do what I tell you.” Though his tone was husky, his grip shifted to the side of her throat, putting enough pressure there she opened her eyes and met his. She found her Master’s gaze upon her, not her husband’s. “Right?” he asked, but it wasn’t a question.

      “Yes,” she managed. He nodded and straightened, taking her hand.

      “Come with me.”

      He’d run water in the Jacuzzi tub, and dropped a couple bath beads in it, more of the same spa products that would add to the softness of her skin and the light fragrance the delicate body polish and essential oil massage had left upon it. Unbelting her robe, he slipped it off her shoulders and set it aside, holding her hand and forearm with easy strength to steady her as she stepped into the tub and sat down. “How many of the chocolates did you eat?” he asked.

      “Two. I’m trying to save some for later.” She smiled. “You’re spoiling me.”

      “That’s what I like to hear. And before you ask, yes, Talia is going to text Matt and Savannah with time-stamped proof of home arrival as soon as Cherry’s boyfriend drops her off at our place promptly by eleven o’clock. One minute past that, and Matt will dispatch the entire New Orleans police force after that hapless teenage hormone-fest Cherry thinks is Edward from Twilight and Peter from Hunger Games, all rolled up in one.” He touched her face. “You know you can trust Talia to watch after your brother and sister.”

      She folded her hands on the edge of the tub. “I know. But I’m glad you told me.”

      “Good.” His gaze swept over her. “Turn sideways and bend your knees up. Position yourself over the jets.”

      The Jacuzzi feature was a straight line of pinhole jets that followed the interior circumference of the tub several inches from the bottom. The water’s force didn’t reach the “who needs a man” rating, as Marcie would put it with a wide grin. Therefore, Cass wasn’t sure what Lucas thought it would accomplish, but she should have known to trust her Dom. At one of their once-a-month wives’ dinners, the women had speculated on how much time their men actually spent thinking about and testing different methods of bringing a woman incomparable pleasure, and how they balanced that with their demanding work schedules.

      “I’m pretty sure Jon has built some kind of machine so they can step into an alternate dimension where time stops. They have hours upon hours to think of these things before they step right back into the office at the time they left. The closet in Jon’s office is probably the portal. Notice how he always keeps it closed?”

      That had been Marcie and Dana’s theory. Cass wouldn’t discount it, but she knew how Lucas managed his time. Never a wasted second, no procrastinating on household chores, his every workout scheduled precisely...

      “Maybe they’re all aliens,” Dana said when Cass pointed it out. “No men are this focused.”

      “If that’s the case, let’s relocate to their planet,” Marcie had said with a saucy grin.

      Cass returned to the present moment because she didn’t want to waste a second of that precisely scheduled time. And because Lucas was talking to her.

      “One arm braced behind you. It tilts your breasts up in that pretty way.” He pulled a stool closer and took a seat on it, watching her keenly.

      As she angled her hips over the jets, the tiny streams of water rippled over her labia and clit. Ticklish sensations, like…

      “Like the tip of my tongue, barely flicking over your cunt. Tasting, teasing. I like those first touches. The way you twitch or squirm, and then your body starts to settle into it, reaching for it. There’s that deep place inside a woman that gets quiet, becomes a still point that orients her toward her sexual response. It’s a transformation, the shedding of everything but this moment. Move your hips in slow, small circles. Feel the water flutter over you. Your nipples are getting tight, those little buds that make me want to nibble on them.”

      She dropped her head back on her shoulders. They were damp from the steam rising from the water, helping her understand at least part of why he’d wanted them to put her hair up. But he liked to brush her hair before bedtime, and she thought he might do that tonight, when all else was done. Unless she and Marcie completely wore him out. It was a delicious thought, as much as she enjoyed the way he brushed her hair, his fingers tunneling in behind the brush to stroke her scalp.

      Lucas shifted off the stool. He was wearing his dress shirt, the sleeves rolled up, along with a pair of well-fitted slacks. His tie was loosened but not removed. The man didn’t know how not to look sexy, but he and all the K&A men knew how to work that executive look for maximum impact. She remembered the first time he’d come home with her, when they barely knew anything about one another. They’d still gravitated toward one another like animals who mated for life after merely one look that told them all they needed to know. He’d taken off his coat and rolled up his sleeves, looking a lot like this as he helped her sister Jessica, now in college, fix her bike.

      Her lips parted, tongue moistening them at that relentless little fluttering of water over her sex, at the intent look in his gaze as he watched her. His eyes coursed over her wet throat and breasts, taut nipples, and the position of her body. Her knees were bent up against her torso, backside sliding along the bottom of the tub, creating gentle swirls in the water as she obeyed him and let his tongue—because that was what she was imagining as the water jets—play over her body, causing her to move like a graceful mermaid in the water. Her breasts glistened from the steam as they quivered with the motion.

      Removing a blindfold from his pocket, he shook it out. It was black-lined satin with purple laces.

      “Come here,” he said. Moving to the edge of the tub, she shifted to her knees and rose onto them as he leaned forward. He covered her eyes with the mask and began to lace it in the back.

      “Forehead down on the edge of the tub.”

      She gripped the sides of the tub on either side of her as she did it. The position allowed him to do a thorough job of lacing the mask along the back of her head, over the hair bundled against her skull and nape.

      His fingers slid under her face, making sure it was fitted properly over the bridge of her nose and her eyes. He knew she liked the laced mask because it held her securely, like a corset. He’d brought one of her waist cinchers, and had laid it out on the giant king-sized canopy bed of the opulent suite. It was the one that had a blue and white flower pattern across the satiny exterior, with blue ribbon trim for the lacings. Having the mask on made her think about and anticipate when he would put it upon her, shaping and restraining her body for his pleasure.

      She knew Ben and Marcie were across the hall, but she’d not yet seen either of them. Right now her only focus, per her Master’s orders, was this moment, this bath, any and all the things he was having her experience that shed any connection to the world outside. It was his birthday, but his desire, his fantasy, always seemed to involve immersing her right along with him.

      He had her straighten up and stand on her knees with the pressure of his hands, which slid to her throat, his thumbs idly stroking. When he dropped one hand to cup her wet breast, he kneaded it, thumb passing over the nipple so she caught her lip in her teeth on a hum of pleasure.

      “Let’s ease you back down now.” He turned off the jets and helped her to lounge back in the tub, adjusting the bath pillow under her head. “Stay like that and soak.”

      There was music piped in through speakers in the spacious bathroom, her playlist plugged into the TV with its excellent speaker system. As she lay there, listening to Foreigner’s “I Want to Know What Love Is,” she was glad she did. She’d been blessed with love in so many ways. Her siblings, Lucas, the other K&A men and their wives, all of whom she considered just as much her family as her siblings. It eased the wounds of other losses. Indifferent and now long-gone parents. Jeremy.

      No. Tonight was not going to be about that. It was time, not to let him go, but to let go of the sadness. Although it had happened at the end of his short and tragically self-destructive life, he had found his way. And now he was in a better place. She’d done the very best she could for him. Lucas, Marcie and all of them had helped her understand that. Most days she was starting to believe it.

      She heard steps upon the tile. Gooseflesh rippled over her skin at the passage of air in the steam-filled room, but it wasn’t from a temperature adjustment. The man who had walked into the bathroom wasn’t Lucas.

      Dana was blind, and had talked about how she knew each man not only by scent and the way they moved, but by their use of tactile contact, like a wolf pack. Frequent touches, brushing up against each woman in the group during their social gatherings, speaking to her at length and absorbing her responses as if her very voice was imprinting itself upon him, and they were doing the same to her. Dana humorously called it their way of scent-marking. Whether they did it unconsciously or not, Cass thought she was right, because she recognized the men the same way, even though she had her sight and full hearing in a way Dana did not.

      Except for what the women called the “initiation,” that moment where her Master had committed to her as the submissive he wanted forever, and the other four had reinforced his choice in a quite memorable way, most of the sensuality exchanged didn’t cross the lines into blatant sexuality. Well, okay, sometimes it went there in club environments or during arranged private sessions, like when Peter and Ben had shared Dana one night, long before Ben and Marcie became a couple. But the important thing was that the woman’s specific Dom was always present, no matter what other member of the team was involved. Which was why it was a little unsettling to Cass, knowing Ben O’Callahan was standing in the bathroom where she was blindfolded and naked, and Lucas wasn’t there.

      There was a lingering scent of Lucas, though, which made her think that he had watched her at the door until Ben had arrived so silently. It made sense. Even though she was merely blindfolded, her hands and feet unbound, Lucas wouldn’t leave her unattended with a key sense like her sight blocked. She could pull the laced blindfold free on her own, but it didn’t come off quickly or easily.

      He was taking care of her, and the reminder reassured her, as well as clued her in to what was happening. As Ben dropped to a knee by the tub and trailed a light finger over her blindfold, her lips, she tilted her head. His touch set her nerves to tingling. “He’s testing me, isn’t he?” she asked. “If I get freaked out by nothing more than you being in here and seeing me naked, it tells him I’m likely not up for whatever else is planned tonight.”

      “Something like that.” Ben’s hand withdrew and she heard a swirling sound in the water before he rubbed a heated washcloth over her shoulders, down her back, a massaging stroke. “Maybe he also wanted to make sure you and I were good before this happens.”

      “He thinks we’re not good?” She was surprised to hear that. She and Ben had had their conflicts when he and Marcie initially came together, when Ben was working out some serious issues with his past, but that, while never completely in the past, was under control. Somewhere along the line, Cass had become convinced of it herself. And Lucas knew that.

      She cocked her head. “No,” she decided. “You asked to come in here first. Because you aren’t sure we’re good. Deep down, you think I’m worried you’ll turn out like Jeremy. That your self-destructive side will win out in the end and take Marcie down with you.”

      “I know why Pickard pays you so much.” His voice held some wry humor and another quality, easier to define when he spoke again in a more sober tone. “If I ever thought that would happen, I’d cut her loose first.”

      She shook her head. “Too late for that. You’re already part of her. That’s what those vows are about. And it goes just as deep for her. If you went down, she’d kill herself to keep you above the water. Or go down with you. But I think you know that. Which is why you’ve worked so hard to figure it out. She matters enough to you to try and change that part of yourself. Jeremy never did get that far, not until the end, when it was too late and the sickness couldn’t be reversed. You’re different.”

      She meant it. To prove it, she found and lifted his other hand, putting her lips to his palm before pressing her face against it. He was a lawyer, but he had the rough hands of a fighter, probably because he did a lot of workouts at Matt’s boxing gym without gloves. “She loves you, and I know why she does. Even though sometimes the two of you scare me to death.”

      She couldn’t see his face, but the energy around her told her that her words had hit a mark, hopefully a good one. His fingertips curled, stroking the wisps of hair on her temple. Then he started using the washcloth again. She lifted her throat as he ran the cloth over it, causing water to trickle onto her breasts. It was a nice sensation, but he didn’t follow it, continuing to rub her shoulders and the middle of her back. He had good hands. Amazingly gentle, given what she knew he could do with them, harsh things far beyond Cass’s level but what Marcie craved. Which was fine.

      She told herself that, though Cass knew she still had some discomfort with it.  It was difficult to see marks and bruises on Marcie’s skin that made her wince, and know Ben had put them there. But the contented glow in Marcie’s eyes, the adoration Ben obviously held for her, couldn’t be denied. It was a puzzle she hadn’t figured out and maybe never would. Tonight could be wonderful without that understanding, though. She pushed the worry back down and focused on the present.

      Setting aside the washcloth, Ben slid his hand down her arm to the wrist, to one of the silver bracelets she wore. The edges were rounded and smooth, making them comfortable to wear. In lieu of a collar, Lucas had given them to her as a sign of her belonging to him. She remembered what he had said. Because you belong to me, you also belong to them. An important distinction.

      Ben curled a finger under the bracelet, tugging on it. “So that’s settled.”

      She realized he was asking for confirmation, and nodded. “Yes.”

      “Good. You ready to submit to me, under his direction? If you are, you know how to respond to me.”

      His tone changed, just that smoothly, and everything in her oriented to what it meant. It was as effective a paradigm shift as the cuffs on her wrists. He had a harder voice than Lucas in this mode, which made her a little nervous.

      “Yes, sir,” she said quietly.

      “All right, then. Let’s get you dried off.”

      He handed her out of the tub onto a bath mat and dried her himself, thoroughly. Her body responded with swirling tendrils of interest to his attention as he ensured every expanse of skin was dry, the crease beneath her breasts, between thigh and mons, the small of her back. When he was back there, his hand ran familiarly over her backside, a distracting caress, before he dropped a kiss on her collar bone that sent tingles through her neck and side, her nipples. Lucas had left her body awake and humming, and Ben kept that momentum going.

      “All right. Your Master wants to get you dressed for him. Put your arms around my neck.”

      She was going to tell him she could walk out of the bathroom, but realized this was part of turning herself over to their care. Plus, it was no hardship to enjoy a strong man’s arms. They all did this so well and effortlessly, lifting a woman off her feet as if they could carry her beyond the end of time.

      He was wearing a dress shirt and silky tie, too, no jacket. She loved their clothing preferences for exercising their Dom tendencies. It gave a whole new meaning to the term “power suit.”

      As Ben set her feet down on the cushioned gold carpet in the bedroom, her Master’s hands were upon her once again. She’d enjoyed Ben’s touch, but it was a relief to feel Lucas’s again, such that she moved into it eagerly.

      “I missed you too.” Lucas kissed her nose with warm lips. “Was he mean to you? Do I need to kick his ass?”

      She shook her head, and Lucas’s hands tightened on her. “Then thank him for his care. Properly.”

      The command caused a little flip and hitch in her stomach. They were keeping her off balance on purpose. She turned in what she thought was Ben’s direction. “Thank you, sir.”

      “She’s a gift,” Ben said to Lucas. Acknowledging her thanks to her Master, not to her. Marcie called those little touches protocol, and Cass had to admit they were very effective in turning up the heat inside her while gravitating her even more toward submissive behavior that would please her Master, and herself.

      Lucas made a noise of assent and brought her to face him again. Putting the waist cincher in place, he began to hook the front, that lovely, gradual process that hinted at how tight the garment would eventually be, the pressure of his fingers leaving a heat trail. When he had it fastened from above her mound to between her breasts, adjusting the crescent underwiring beneath her bosom, he turned her around so her back was to him.

      “The laces need to be adjusted so we can enjoy the emphasis on those beautiful tits and gorgeous ass,” he said. “But you need something to hold onto, because I’m going to pull it tight. I’m in the mood to be more than a little demanding and selfish.”

      “My sub can help with that,” Ben said. “Reach out in front of you, Cass.”

      As Cass did, her hands were met by a questing set of slim fingers. Marcie apparently was also blindfolded. She laid her hands over Cass’s forearms, slim fingers curling. “I’ve got you, sis.” She sounded like Marcie, but there was a different cadence to her voice, one Cass recognized from her own. Lucas hadn’t been the only Dom pleasuring his sub, awakening her body for what might come.

      Had they realized it was better to have them blindfolded, particularly her, so she wasn’t discomfited and preoccupied by the knowledge that it was her sister in the room? So far, it seemed to be working.

      As Cass’s fingers tightened on Marcie, she took a steadying breath. Lucas’s fantasy had truly begun.
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      Ben shifted into position behind Marcie, putting his hands on her trim waist. He’d chosen a pair of frilly panties for her to wear, where the crotch was provocatively laced in a center line from clitoris to her rear entry. It gave her Master the pleasure of loosening the laces over her cunt to turn it into a crotchless garment, or opening the back when he wanted to fuck her ass, all while keeping all those little frills in place to brush one’s testicles and the base of the cock. Reminders of the girly, pretty nature of his feisty sub.

      Lucas would enjoy the way those laces created friction over her pussy as he teased her with his mouth outside of them. Or poked his tongue through the crisscrossed ribbons for provocative little touches against flesh. When the right time came and he wanted full access, he’d ask Ben to open the laces. It would reinforce who had primary claim on each woman, as well as heighten those women’s arousal, to hear such matter-of-fact directions discussed before them.

      For now, though, Ben just enjoyed the hell out of the view. Cass, all that glory of white-gold hair piled up above her slim neck, her beautiful naked breasts held up by the underwiring of the waist cincher. Her cheeks below the snug fit of the dark mask were tinged with color, her lips parted as Lucas drew the garment tighter, emphasizing the mouthwatering curves above and below. Her hands constricted on Marcie’s forearms, making the women sway with the effect.

      Marcie’s delicate back was within tasting distance and he didn’t deny himself, sweeping her thick hair aside to kiss her shoulder blades, her collar bone. He set his teeth there, digging in to feel her draw in a breath, one that caught as he cupped her breasts, fingering the already taut, pierced nipples. She tried to keep her sister steady while submitting to her Master, a struggle that caused an arrow of reaction straight down his torso and into his testicles and restive cock.

      He hadn’t been sure how this would play out for him, since this was Lucas’s fantasy, but that wasn’t going to be a problem. He was more concerned about Cass. From what she’d said and done in the tub, he knew she did want to do this, but he and Lucas knew she had a few hurdles. She was likely wondering how this would work for her. Would she get too uptight about being near her sister?

      Then he saw Cass’s head tilt, a gesture that told him she’d registered he was playing with Marcie. As she pressed her lips together and swallowed, her skin flushed a little. Signs of sexual excitement. He thought she was probably imagining how Marcie was being touched, and craving to be touched in the same way. Ben gave Lucas credit for coming up with blindfolding the women as the initial way to move Cass past self-consciousness and negative distraction. And Marcie from getting too caught up in worrying about her sister’s state of mind.

      When Marcie started to drop her head back on his shoulder in reaction to what he was doing, it confirmed the direction of his thoughts and made him bite back a smile. Though he loved it when she leaned against him, she had other responsibilities right now. He pinched her nipple, tugging on its piercing. “Help your sister. Shameless slut.”

      Then—because he was a sadist—he made it even more difficult for her to comply. Wetting his fingers, he put them between her buttocks to play along her rim, savoring the shiver of reaction along her lovely back.

      Cass expelled another breath and Lucas tied off the laces, smoothing his hands along her hourglass figure. He’d tied her even tighter than usual, a tactic Ben knew was designed to pull her further out of her headspace. It appeared to be working. Gripping her wrists, Lucas brought them up and locked her bracelet cuffs together. Then he had her lace her fingers against the back of her head, which did mouthwatering things to her heavy breasts as her back arched. Ben guided Marcie to do the same. She wasn’t wearing her own cuffs tonight. He’d chosen to put her only in the panties and his stainless-steel collar. The band around her slim throat had three forget-me-nots etched in the front and an Always Yours inscription on the inside.

      Despite the lack of cuffs, he wasn’t worried about her hands staying where he put them, laced against the back of her head. She could misbehave, but for the moment she’d be on her best behavior. Mostly.

      Lucas slid his arms under Cass’s arms from behind and cupped her breasts, fondling the accentuated curves. “You’re beautiful,” Lucas told his sub. “You both are. Ben is doing what I’m doing. Two mirror images. He’s fondling Marcie’s breasts, and probably as hard as I am right now, thinking about how worked up the two of you are getting. Is she wet, Ben?”

      Ben spoke in Marcie’s ear, knowing he was close enough Cass could hear his command resonate in the delicate shell of her own ear. “Put your fingers in your pussy, brat, and let him have a taste.”

      Marcie complied under Lucas’s avid gaze. Ben wondered if he was giving his eye muscles a workout, trying to capture the reactions of two women in real time. He was no different.

      When Marcie drew forth knuckles that glistened, Ben clasped her wrist and guided her hand to Lucas, over Cass’s shoulder. Lucas rested his forearm there and took over, sucking Marcie’s fingers into his mouth a mere few inches from Cass’s cheek. Her pulse was jumping in her throat as if her breath was erratic. Ben brought his now free arm back to circle Marcie’s waist as she swayed.

      “That meal’s just about ready,” Lucas said, with pure male approval. “Cass, give Ben a taste of the same so he knows just how damn lucky I am.”

      It wasn’t as instinctual to her as it was to Marcie, to obey Lucas without question or thought in new circumstances. Ben knew Lucas would get her there, though, and it gave him a spurt of Dom’s pleasure to watch him leading her in the direction of mindless obedience to enjoy the rewards for making that leap of faith.

      Lucas unclasped Cass’s wrists from behind her head, holding onto one as he guided the other one down, down. He released her when they reached the juncture of her thighs, his fingertips resting high on the leg as Cass slid her fingers over her labia, then dipped them inside. Her body flexed as the digits were sucked in by the craving need she was feeling. He bit back a reverent oath at the sight.

      “Nice and deep,” Lucas urged with glinting eyes and a near growl, showing he’d logged Ben’s reaction. “You know you like it when I push in deep, all the way.”

      She caught her bottom lip in her teeth, a sweet effect, and Lucas made an approving noise. He drew her hand out himself, returning his firm grip to her wrist and helping her bring her wet fingers to Ben’s mouth. Ben increased his hold on Marcie, leaning against her back as he reached over, overlapped Lucas’s grip and licked Cass’s fingers. They were shaking.

      “You’re right.” Ben said casually. “First course is almost ready.”

      “Bet your ass. C’mere, baby.” Once Ben released her wrist, Lucas drew Cass away to the giant bed with its luxurious cream and gold linens that picked up the deep gold embellishments in the dark wood canopy frame. Setting his hands to her waist to lift her up on the high mattress, he eased her down to her back and directed her to stretch her arms over her head before going to work with the straps and ties they’d put in place earlier.

      Her knees were bent over the end of the mattress, and Lucas added a matching but thinner set of cuffs to her ankles to make for easier attachment to the straps running from the bottom rail, binding her ankles shoulder width apart. She could brace her heels against the narrow ledge of the black footboard, but she didn’t have enough of the width she’d eventually wish for to push herself up into his mouth. She’d have to strain for that, the effort adding to the endorphin rush.

      Lucas moved around the bed and pulled ties down from the headboard. He secured her wrists out to either side of her head, leaving her elbows bent. Ben wished he had a freaking camera. Cass tied up like that was a wet dream times ten. She’d give any man with eyes a painful hard-on, and her Master was obviously consumed by the vision of her, running his hands over her spread and tied body. His palm slid over her mound, her hip, up to her shoulder and out along her bound arm. Then across her throat, administering a firm, reminding squeeze there, followed by a brush of fingertips, a more tender touch, along her cheek. She caught two of his fingers between her parted lips, kissing him, licking him, trying to suck him in, and a heated feral look took over his expression.

      Lucas’s touch glided down her sternum, over the waist cincher and back to her thigh, purposefully avoiding the seemingly most erogenous zones. Though when done right, every damn inch of a woman’s body became an erogenous zone. One of the many things that made a girl the best toy a boy could ever have, if he knew the right way to play with her.

      Despite the spurt of humor, Ben knew the look on Lucas’s face, because it reflected his own. There was a point where a Master’s nature started to kick in hard. It made him want to stretch his sub’s endurance to breaking, bring her so close to that climax but hold it out of reach, until she was savage and helpless at once. The pleasure and power of it were indescribable, especially when tangled up with the fierce love he bore for her. If Lucas was like Ben, he’d probably been thinking about this all week, and the women would be no different. They’d hit the hotel lobby already primed for what they each imagined this would be, which was making the intensity level rise all the faster.

      At Lucas’s nod, Ben brought Marcie to the bed and lifted her onto it next to Cass. He laid her on her back, too, but bent Marcie’s left leg over Cass’s right knee, helping Lucas wrap the straps over both limbs, thighs and shins, to hold Cass’s right and Marcie’s left legs together, crossed over one another, knees slightly bent. They each checked the angle and level of restraint to ensure the women were protected from injury if one jerked violently. They’d be mindful of one another at first, though that could change when their Masters started to break everything down. As they fully intended to do.

      Fucking, bloody heaven plus a fruit basket. As Ben finished tying Marcie’s arms and other leg so she was in the same spread position as Cass, the sight the two of them made, arranged before him and Lucas like this, was incomparable. Two beautiful women, one in a pair of lacy panties and nothing else, the other in a waist cincher printed with tiny flowers. They were garments that emphasized all their cock-hardening feminine attributes. Since both of the women had their knees bent and spread, the position stretched the laces of the panties over Marcie’s cunt, pure temptation. Cass’s pussy was naked and wet with her honey, already coaxing a man to take a taste.

      Lucas saw the direction of his thoughts. “Since you’re my guest at this party, seems only polite I should allow you first taste.”

      Ben shook his head. “Appreciate the courtesy, but your birthday, man. I’ll have my turn after you take the lead.”

      He was as cognizant as Lucas at the shudders that went through their women. In this context, being discussed as if their input had no place in the conversation, was foreplay, and they reacted accordingly. Ben saw that the thin fabric of Marcie’s panties were becoming translucent with her own response.

      Though they looked sexy as hell, the pretty garments, the bound and helpless position, their long, fair limbs and soft hair, also emphasized their delicacy. While the men gazing at them knew just how incredibly strong their wives were, there was something about seeing them in full submission, and knowing these were their women, that made their normal protective feelings expand to a whole new level, fierce and animal-like.

      Ben unbuttoned the cuffs of his shirt, removed his tie and opened the shirt down the front before getting rid of his shoes and socks. He slid onto the bed in his slacks and belt alone. It made him smile a little when he saw Marcie, her wrist crossed and bound with her sister’s, had shifted the hand around so she could clasp Cass’s fingers and hold on, providing a reassuring support and something indefinable to one another.

      There were so many things hard to explain to the mainstream world about Dominance and submission, even if the roots of it were buried in every one. How Cass had arrived at being okay with this, and how it didn’t translate into being an incestuous thing with her sister, despite the obvious need they had for contact with one another in this moment, was similarly hard to explain in a politically correct kind of way. But all four of the people in this room got it, so the rest of the world could mind their own damn business.

      Seeing the two gorgeous female bodies spread before them made him and Lucas so ready Ben knew he wasn’t the only one who’d adjusted his cock a couple times already to try and make room in the rapidly constricting area of their slacks. But when Lucas noted the handclasp between the two women, Ben saw he had the same kind of reaction to it he’d had. Something that went beyond the libido and touched deep on the love they felt for Marcie and Cass, as well as the ties of family, blood or chosen, that held them all together.

      But they were guys, after all, so Lucas didn’t linger over the sappy stuff too long. He shed his tie and shirt, draping the latter over Cass’s face briefly. Her nostrils flared as she inhaled his scent. She tried to make contact with as much of the fabric as she could, by moving her head so it caressed her cheeks and forehead. When Lucas at last lifted it and set it to the side, he didn’t take it far, laying it over her outside hand, which clutched the soft fabric immediately. Ben knew she’d be absorbing the body heat Lucas had left in it, another touchstone between Master and sub. He thought of Marcie the other night, asking for the shirt off his back, and then settling on the one he’d worn to work. Yeah, part of it had been her teasing him, wanting him to take off his shirt, but another part had been her seeking that warmth, that cloaking oneself in a Master’s scent and body heat. Submissives had their own way of being possessive. Until Marcie, he hadn’t appreciated all the variations of it.

      “I like to start a full course meal with the appetizer,” Lucas said. “But in this case, I might decide to sample from both plates. Too difficult to choose.”

      He sent Ben a devilish look that said, “I gave you your shot to go first.” But it was also a quick check, a “one more time, is this okay?” bro code to touch base. Ben’s lips quirked ruefully at the gleam, but he also gave Lucas a nod to go ahead.

      Sliding his hands under Marcie’s thighs, Lucas tilted her up toward his mouth as much as her bonds would allow. The position meant one of his hands was also holding his own wife’s leg, since she and Marcie were bound together there. She licked her lips. Cass had soft, pink-glossed lips, a delicate color that set off her white-gold locks and blue eyes.

      Marcie did that little nervous lip licking thing sometimes. Despite some minor feature differences, seeing Cass and Marcie laid out like this, there was no doubt they were sisters. Ben saw it in similar bone structure, how their faces revealed arousal, the way their lips parted. Ben had never given much thought to the sister fantasy, but he was starting to get on board with why Lucas had one, big time.

      Still stretched out on the bed long-ways above the women’s bound wrists, Ben slid a finger over Cass’s pink lips and insinuated it between her teeth. “Get me wet while he’s going down on your sister, Cass,” he ordered. She complied with a tiny moan. Lucas watched, his head poised over Marcie’s cunt but his breath stroking her, if her lovely little shivers were any indication.

      “Suck me like you’re sucking your Master’s cock,” Ben said, a tad more sharply. Testing. Cass rallied, pushing past her initial hesitancy to close her lips firmly over his two fingers and comply, throat working and capturing Lucas’s attention fully. Ben tossed him a wicked grin. “I get bored up here, I might have to get me some of that.”

      “You get bored, you’re not paying enough attention.”

      “But the candy shop is the most fun when you can taste and touch.”

      Lucas grunted in satisfaction. “Tell me about it.” He dipped his head and dragged his tongue over Marcie’s pussy on the outside of the panties, earning a jerk of her hips and a delicious little gasp, her fingers constricting reflexively on Cass’s. Lucas found her clit hood ring through the gauzy cloth and ribbon and tugged on it, hard enough to bring Marcie’s hips off the bed.

      “Let him hear you, darling,” Ben said to her. “Let his sub remember what he can do with that tongue of his. He can do it to any woman, but it’s her that will be his main course, the meal he wants for all his life. He tongue-fucked her to climax less than twenty-four hours ago, because he needs pussy like he needs air, but hearing another woman benefitting from it will only make her cream for more of the same.”

      Bingo. Cass’s tongue swiped over her lips, her hips lifting as if she was channeling what Marcie was feeling. Lucas’s gray eyes met Ben’s in visceral male approval before he turned his attention back to what he was doing.

      “Oh…” The syllable broke from Marcie’s throat on a thin, high note as Lucas flicked, teased and tasted, sucking her juices through the cloth. He lifted his head. “I’d like those laces out of my way, Ben.”

      Ben leaned between the two women, his braced arm against Cass’s shoulder as he reached over Marcie’s body. He smiled as he felt Lucas’s sub turn her head toward him, and her lips touched his skin. Yeah, she was giving herself to the moment. He plucked at the tiny bow at mid-crotch on Marcie’s panties and untied it, dipping his finger briefly into her wet pussy to draw out some honey on the tip. Protocol observed, he nodded to Lucas, letting him loosen or pull the laces free at his own rate from there.

      As Ben expected, Lucas started simply by loosening them, incorporating the feel of the crisscrossed ribbons into what he was doing. Exploring the sensitive inner labia area, thrusting his tongue into her cunt between ribbon openings, sucking, tugging and nipping at her clit, rubbing his face over her pussy. He was a master at alternating pinpoint sensation with whole area stimulation at the right moments. A woman realized pretty damn fast he didn’t need any guidance on an area where most men needed a fucking road map drawn. Which, being men, they too often ignored.

      While Lucas was enjoying his “sampling,” Ben returned to his own pursuits. He used his wet fingertip on Cass’s nipple, circling and dampening the areola. “When Lucas sucks on you here, he’ll also taste Marcie’s cunt. What do you think of that, Cass? Do you want to please your Master?”

      He pinched the nipple and tugged on it, increasing the demand, exploring how much discomfort she could take and stay on the right side of it. Far more than he expected, he saw with a sharp spear of lust. As he pulled harder, her back arched and she came off the bed, throat working.

      “Yes,” she gasped. “Nothing…I want… more. Oh, God.”

      The moan that broke from her matched Marcie’s, inadvertent but perfect timing as Lucas did something that had Ben’s sub bucking under his mouth, her bent knee flexing over her sister’s.

      Lucas shifted, replacing mouth with fingers. Pressing them into Marcie to thrust in slow advance and retreat, he moved over and put his mouth on his wife’s pussy, his lips glistening with Marcie’s response. That was his sub, endlessly responsive at her Master’s command. Ben felt a surge of ridiculous pride and laid his other hand on her breast, playing with Marcie’s nipple ring, tugging. Her hips went down and lifted, showing her cunt was throbbing with the need to move in a coital rhythm, thanks to Lucas getting her running that hot.

      “Un-unh,” Ben admonished, with a sharper tug. “Stop moving those hips like you’re being fucked. You don’t get to do that until there’s something in that empty pussy of yours. And I say it’s okay. Right?”

      “Yes, Master.” The plaintiveness of her voice sent a spike of need through his cock. It was probably best she could only guess how fucking hard he was already. She wasn’t above misbehaving to goad him further. At this rate, he was going to have to remove the slacks or risk a seam tearing. She’d done that to him once before, and earned a nice punishment for ruining the Hugo Boss ensemble.

      At the very first touch of Lucas’s mouth, a cry broke from Cass’s throat, showing how worked up she was. “That’s my baby,” Lucas muttered as Cass tried to lift her hips to his mouth to grind. He held her down, lashing her clit with his tongue, making her head whip back and forth. Her guttural cry matched Marcie’s as Ben continued to play and flick over their taut nipples, squeezing the two pairs of magnificent breasts at his disposal. Then he shifted so he had a hand cupped under each of their jaws, tilting their heads back at a straining angle, increasing the sense of full ownership of their bodies and responses as Lucas shifted back to eat Marcie’s pussy again.

      Ben ran his thumbs along their pulses, registering the crashing rhythm, the way each jumped another octave as Lucas went from sampling to devouring. Working his tongue deep in Marcie’s cunt, closing his whole mouth over it to seal in heat, he increased the suction on her tender clit. He was thrusting and swirling, because that was what her body was doing. He had his other hand lying on Cass’s mound, fingers moving in a deceptively idle stroke, her hips working to increase that friction. Ben bent down to Cass, knowing an intimate whisper in her ear would add to the sensation.

      “Work yourself against his hand, Cass. He’s barely moving it, because he wants to see how shamelessly his sub will act to prove to her Master how much she needs him.”

      She renewed her efforts, panting and groaning as Marcie’s voice elevated. Lucas was getting her pretty damn close to release, her upper body flushing. Ben could read all the signs himself, so wasn’t surprised when Lucas pulled back from that narrow ledge without him having to provide an early warning signal. Relentlessly patient, he turned his attention to his wife again. Marcie was so close, he didn’t touch her pussy at all now, only gripping the center bound leg with one hard hand to hold her and Cass steady.

      A startled gasp broke from Cass as Lucas gave her exposed labia a series of sharp slaps. It stimulated the nerves in a different way, so when he put his mouth back on her, she reached a new octave in reaction. Lucas nodded to Ben and he moved across the bed to pull the ball gag and handkerchief out of the side drawer of the night table. As Lucas kept going down on Cass’s cunt, Ben pushed the handkerchief-wrapped ball gag between her teeth, smiling grimly as she tried to resist him, forgetting herself.

      “Yeah, you have some of your sister’s rebellious spirit to you. But can’t have the other hotel guests thinking we’re murdering you. Plus, you know we like to take away all your options, one at a time, until all you have left is trusting us. If you need something, you lift two fingers, darlin’. We’ll stop and see if it’s something that needs our attention. But don’t cry wolf.”. He caught the lobe of her ear in his teeth. “I’ll be the one punishing you for something like that. I’ve always wanted to put some hand prints on that uptight but pretty ass.”

      She made a noise between outrage and frustrated need and he withdrew, grinning. Lucas gave him a wry look, but knew Ben had tossed out the insult to balance out her trepidation about the gag. Now she had other things to think about. Ben had cinched the gag tight, so the straps would mark the sides of her mouth, leave a pair of parallel lines along her cheeks for a short period. It would make Lucas hot all over again to see that. Ben knew for sure it would him.

      He’d lost count of how many times taking an inventory of the marks he’d left on Marcie had led to some straightforward animal fucking up against a wall or on their bed, just one more time before he had to remind himself he wasn’t a beast, and he needed to care for his beauty, not push her too hard. Because she would meet his needs, no matter what, when or how many times. It was part of the blessing and curse of her, because he had to watch himself to be sure he didn’t ask too much. She would give it all and more if she thought that was what he wanted. The unleashed animal side of him did. The man side protected her from letting the other have the upper hand too often.

      He might need to gag Marcie eventually, because she could be a screamer, too, but she would be required to use her mouth pretty damn soon, so he’d hold off. Plus, the room was pretty well sound-proofed. The gag had been more to increase Cass’s sense of dependence than anything else.

      His cock ached at even the brief thought of Marcie using her mouth on him. Lucas must have sensed it. Lifting his head, he met Ben’s eyes.

      “I’m going to take some more time with Marcie over here,” Lucas said casually. “Why don’t you remove the ball gag and see if you can’t keep my sub’s mouth occupied with something else for a little while?”

      Ben glanced toward Cass’s hand. The fingers twitched, as if she was warring with whether she needed to give the two-finger signal, or if she could handle taking another man’s cock where only her Master’s had been permitted ever since they’d met. The fingers stilled, though they rested uneasily on the covers. Ben met Lucas’s gaze for confirmation, since they often knew their subs better than their subs knew themselves. It was one thing to elevate their excitement with a suggestion; another to have them act on it. He’d threatened to put Marcie face down on a K&A limo and switch her ass with the entire building security force watching, for all the trouble she’d given them at one time when she was trying to connect with him. No way in hell would he ever do that, and he knew deep inside she wouldn’t want that, either, but the fantasy of it? Oh yeah. It got her worked up, big time.

      Now Cass was facing a crossroad of fantasy and reality, and both Masters would be sure which side she really wanted to be on it before proceeding.

      Lucas nodded, though Ben noticed he kept one hand on his wife, not just to stimulate her pussy, but to glide his fingertips along her inner thighs, a sensual stroke that conveyed connection as much as sex. I’m here. I’m with you.

      He could do his part in that. Because for all that this was pure male fantasy territory, having their subs restrained and at the mercy of all they desired to do for and with them, it didn’t work if the journey didn’t bring them pleasure. And that thing that all the K&A women understood about their men’s unusual relationship with one another—that by belonging to one of them, they belonged to all—also meant every man felt each woman was his to protect, cherish and care for, however much was needed.

      Marcie was Ben’s soulmate, the woman he’d needed all his life. Yet Savannah, Cass, Dana and Rachel…he loved every one of them. Enjoyed them, was attracted to and turned on by them, could flirt with them and get into a scenario like this without hesitations or concerns about what it said about his and Marcie’s relationship. And if ever, God forbid, one of the five men ceased to be, while they’d respect any relationship choices the wife left behind made (after serious and thorough background checks that would even include the guy’s last prostate exam), they’d take care of whatever the woman or the submissive side of her would need, in the way the departed Master would expect.

      They could each rely on that safety net, a form of life insurance as important as financial security. Yeah, they were Neanderthals, but their inner circle was never a prison. It would always be a sanctuary for the women they loved.

      So with all that in his mind, comfortably balanced with the throbbing need in his cock, he loosened the gag and set it aside, using the handkerchief to gently wipe away the saliva that had collected at the corners of Cass’s frosted pink lips. Lips that would feel this side of heaven dragging along his dick.

      He traced them with his thumb, enjoying the full, cushioned feel. “You’ve a beautiful mouth, darlin’,” he said, the hint of Cajun in the endearment coming easily. “Your Master says I can enjoy it. I know you want to please him. Do you want to please me? Would that please yourself? Have you thought about how it would feel, having my cock there?” He sharpened his tone just enough to run the edge along her submissive nature, to see what response he roused. “You’ll answer me as you are right now. Not as her sister, Pickard’s negotiator, Lucas’s wife or even as my friend. My very dear friend…”

      As she lifted her chin, swallowing, he stroked her throat. “You’ll answer as his submissive,” he said. “As the part of yourself you wanted to embrace even deeper tonight than you have before. Tell me. Who are you right now? One word that covers all of it.”

      “His,” she whispered, with a little tremble through her limbs. Though he missed not seeing the luminous look Ben was sure would be filling her gorgeous blue eyes, he knew the blindfold was key to allowing her to shed all those personas, particularly that of eldest child and Marcie’s older sister, and sometimes surrogate mother. He’d test that a little later, break those tethers even further in a manner he and Marcie had discussed, but this was a good first step.

      “Good.” He dropped his head to kiss her bare shoulder and slid his large hand around her breast again, enjoying the give of the fleshy curve beneath his fingertips. Her nipple was rigid and large, the color of a pomegranate. When he toyed with it, giving it another tug, a pinch, she drew in a gratifying breath. “You’re his. What else are you, right here, right now?”

      She licked her lips and he noticed Lucas easing his fingers into her cunt. He had his hand palm up, which would let him rub the fingertips along the top wall of her channel, a technique sure to send erotically-charged tingles deep into her womb, all while Lucas continued to go down on Marcie with apparent singular enthusiasm. Guy was a hell of a multi-tasker.

      “Yours,” she breathed, and his cock swelled with even more blood, if that was possible. It usually was. Always more room at the inn for that appendage, and not a bit of dizziness to go with it. If Lucas was the multi-tasker, Ben guessed his dick’s ability to scare the average woman away was his own superpower. Another good reason for the blindfold.

      “Yeah,” he growled. “Mine tonight, too, lucky bastard that I am. The two most beautiful women in all of New Orleans.” He shifted to his knees over her, letting her feel them by her shoulders, hear the click of his belt and tug of zipper as he freed himself.

      Marcie moaned as Lucas did something even more creative, but her hand flexed on Cass’s. Amazingly, she showed she was staying in tune with what was going on next to her. With over-the-top sexual experiences, one of two things could happen, though sometimes luck gave you both. Either everything narrowed down to an intense tunnel view, or everything became far more detailed and vivid, so nothing could be missed, even blindfolded.

      He might razz Lucas about that later, not doing his job well enough to rob his girl of the ability to think about her sister’s wellbeing, but he knew the one thing that would supersede even the biggest sexual temptation in this family was care for and protection of one another.

      “Relax your throat,” Marcie gasped. “Really relax it. And trust him. Oh…God, how does he do that with his mouth?”

      Cass managed a strangled half chuckle. “He can make you feel that way for hours…will keep you on that edge forever.”

      Marcie had a reverent expletive to answer that. Perhaps he should question how well he and Lucas were doing their jobs if girl talk was happening, but Ben was pretty sure the comments only turned Lucas and him on more, even though Lucas didn’t lift his head. He’d caught Marcie’s clit in his teeth and was compressing it while flicking it with his tongue. She squealed and thrashed, panting, and Cass’s grip was the one that tightened this time. Time to put her sister in a similar orbit.

      Lucas still had his fingers partially in Cass, so when she was lifting and lowering herself she was creating friction. Ben stripped his belt out of his slacks and ran it under her body and over, cinching it just above her nipples, tight. Curling his fingers in it, he held her in an arched position, almost suspended, letting her feel the pressure of its hold and her helplessness before he lowered her to the bed again. Then he gripped his cock in the other hand.

      “Open up, darlin’,” he commanded in a husky voice. “And do what your sister suggested. Slow, steady breathing, relax the muscles. It’ll go easier on you, though easier isn’t always what I care about. I want to feel you struggling to suck on my cock, doing your best while Lucas is finger fucking your sweet, silky-soft cunt. I bet until he got you lasered, he’d rub all sorts of nice baby oil into your mound and the lips, make them even softer. Probably still likes to do that, doesn’t he?”

      He caressed her throat, her jaw, and she parted her lips as he was crooning to her. He pressed the head of his cock to her lips. She’d felt his size before, but hadn’t gotten this up close and personal with it. He registered her jolt of surprise, a flash of alarm, but by then he was pushing inward and feeling the bliss of her quivering tongue weighted down by his girth. A light scrape of teeth, then she tried to open her mouth wider. Yep, she and her sister had a similar generosity of spirit when it came to serving a Dom. They also had similar-sized mouths, bless God. Just tight enough.

      He kept his fingers on her throat, stroking, reminding her to follow Marcie’s directions. She put effort into it, rousing that simultaneous fierce satisfaction and tenderness he could feel, watching a sub work her ass off to take him. The fingers of her free hand opened and closed, evidence of her concentration.

      Marcie wailed, a near climax kind of sound, and Lucas pushed her open wider, getting under her clit hood and the piercing where things were so sensitive, too sensitive to let her come. Ben inhaled the strong scent of his sub’s arousal, savoring it, but when Marcie strained against Lucas, Ben put a hand on her, holding Cass in place with the other.

      “Be still, brat,” he commanded. “Absolutely frozen until you can’t bear it and have to beg him to let you move.”

      Lucas’s eyes flamed with pleasure as Marcie obeyed with quivering, twitching reluctance, a petulant mewl on her lips, her fingers clawing the sheets.

      “Now that I’m giving him a taste of how my sub pleases me”—Ben bared his teeth—“show me how you please your Master, Cass. Do your best to suck me off, because I might just fuck that pretty mouth of yours until I come.”
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      Marcie couldn’t believe Ben wanted her to be still. Let him fucking try to stay still under Lucas’s mouth, which she was now convinced had been created by demons and blessed by an angelic host, amen. The best heaven and hell had to offer when it came to oral sex.

      He overlooked nothing. He used his breath like feathers over her clit and labia, then made soft puffs against her wetness, increasing the acute sensations. He thrust his tongue inside her, leaving swirling patterns on the inside of her channel as he sealed his mouth over her at the perfect moment to suck on her clit, the lips of her sex, all while his hand stroked her thigh, or slid around to cup her buttock. He’d pushed her free leg up to rest her calf on his shoulder, so as he played with her pussy with his mouth, he dipped his thumb into her honey and took it to her rim, pushing his fingers in there. That was when she’d wailed, earning her Master’s attention and admonition. Now she did her best to stay still—fucking still—while every nerve ending screamed for movement, to writhe and buck.

      She had no reason to doubt her sister’s words, but experiencing it and thinking Lucas could draw this out for hours…God. When Marcie was a teenager, she recalled weekend mornings Cass had looked as tranquil and languid as a cat that had been napping in the sunshine for days. And it wasn’t just a sex thing. The connection vibes had been so strong between her and Lucas it had made Marcie’s heart hurt, because, even then, she’d wanted something like it, fitting her own desires and needs.

      She recalled one morning, Cass spreading cream cheese on a bagel for Lucas while he stood behind her, his hands sliding beneath her robe behind the counter where no one could see, but Marcie was good at reading body language. He’d said something in Cass’s ear, his voice warm and tender, his eyes full of her, and she’d smiled at him the same way, twisting around to give him a bite of the bagel. The devotion and love were so clear. They were as strongly integrated into all of it, and part of it, as the Domination and submission. It wasn’t a separate thing.

      She knew Ben had his cock in Cass’s mouth. Cass would be feeling a little overwhelmed, but excited along with the trepidation. From the noises and things he’d said, Marcie suspected Ben was using the belt the way he used it on her sometimes while making her service him orally from her back. Her nipples tingled, but so did her buttocks as she thought of other ways he employed it after she serviced him. Then Lucas did something else to obliterate thought of anything but what was happening between her legs.

      “Oh God…please…”

      “You want to move, Marcie,” Lucas said, low. “You want to ask for that?”

      “Only…if it pleases you, sir. And my Master.”

      “Mmm. I think we want to watch you break apart from not being able to move. Get more and more out of control. Maybe a little longer…”

      She was quickly passing into that zone all their circle of women had talked about experiencing with the K&A men: the “I’m not going to survive this” feeling. But that was okay, because it was always coupled with another, equally emphatic thought.

      Who the hell cares?

      
        §

      

      Cass’s mind didn’t have any room to form thoughts. Her whole being had become sensation. Lucas’s fingers kept up an idle pump inside her, his thumb rubbing over her clit as she worked her jaw and lips to keep pace with Ben’s slow and steady thrusts. There was no way he had all of his length in her mouth, because he’d be hitting vital organs if that was the case. As it was, from following Marcie’s direction, she’d been able to take him past her gag reflex. He tasted of clean, heated male and his musky pre-come, which had bathed her tongue when she first took him in, a thick, salty taste.

      Then he made it worse. Curling his fingers in the belt he had wrapped above her breasts, a contrast to the waist cincher below, he began to use his hold on the strap to lift her in rhythm with his movements and thrust deeper. She choked, experiencing a moment of panic, but was startled when he slapped the tips of her breasts with his free hand, sending shards of pleasure zinging through the points, thanks to the restriction of blood flow from the belt that had made them more sensitized. It helped distract her from her panic, which in turn helped her get a handle on her breathing problem.

      She made a noise against his cock as her legs moved restlessly, and he grunted. “You’re doing so good, darlin’. Think it’s about time I took a taste of your pussy. I’m going to stop moving but my cock’s not going anywhere. You try your best to break my focus however you can with your sweet lips and tongue. Else your Master’s going to hear you come long and hard from another man’s mouth on your cunt and you know he won’t like that. Maybe use his own belt on you in an entirely different way.”

      What? How could Lucas blame her for…oh, hell…

      Ben shifted forward, tilting her head with strong fingers under her neck to do as he described, no longer moving his hips in that forward thrust, but keeping his cock rammed deep into her mouth and throat as he stretched over her. Putting his hands on her thighs to spread them, he pulled her free knee up to her side, making her feel as exposed as possible. “Stay just like that,” he muttered, and put his mouth on her cunt.

      What else could she do? Oh right, try to suck on him, continue to service him orally, while he destroyed her motor control. At their monthly girl get-togethers, they’d joked that the men swapped techniques, such that they’d all benefitted from Lucas’s mad oral skills. Dana had them practically falling on the floor crying with laughter when she imitated Matt’s voice and the tone of a K&A meeting perfectly.

      “Gentlemen, note Exhibit A. Lucas has provided an anatomically-correct rubber pussy to help us understand the freaky-assed magic he does with his double-jointed tongue.” And then…“Okay, that’s all for the morning itinerary. Let’s break for the catered lunch. When we come back, Ben will provide us insights on drilling your woman to the wall through her ass.”

      Marcie had said the man was incapable of not taking advantage of that area, so Cass could hardly be surprised that, while Ben was so artfully sucking and teasing her cunt, one of his hands dipped, a finger slicked with her juices pushing into her rim, then a second one. Since she and Lucas didn’t play there as much, it brought a stretching, burning feel. But that helped her not catapult over the edge of the climax he’d threatened, at least not at first. Then the pain and pleasure started to wind in a tight, unstoppable spiral.

      She was licking him frenetically, sucking as much of his cock as she could, but as she started teetering over that edge, she knew she wouldn’t be able to stop. “No…please… Oh God…” Her words might be muffled, but the meaning was unmistakable as a hard shudder ran through her body, her pussy rippling against his lips.

      Ben took his mouth off her, his hands shifting to grip her thighs, holding them spread and the free one in the air, leg pulled back against his side. So open like that, she should have been able to rein back the orgasm, but she was too far gone. It was surging through her lower body, her breasts flushing, and—

      Crack!

      She yelped as the belt made solid contact with the tender strip between buttock and upper thighs, sending a stinging puff of air over her exposed sex. Holy fuck, that had hurt. How had Ben, while holding her leg, his cock stuffed in her mouth…

      Not Ben. Lucas. Lucas had done it, because he was untying her leg from Marcie’s, and she felt the press of the belt he was holding doubled over in one hand. As he did that, Ben withdrew his cock slowly from her mouth. Despite her pain and confusion, she still sucked and lapped eagerly at it as it slid over her tongue and lips, her instincts obeying a deeper compulsion than her rational mind. Once he sat back, Ben pulled her legs up into that spread and bent position, leaving her ass and cunt unshielded against her Master’s belt. She gasped as it cracked against her buttocks again, then once more.

      “Stop…please. It hurts…”

      A familiar knee pushed against her throbbing pussy and Lucas’s hand was in her hair, holding tight and using his fist behind her skull to bring her halfway up off the bed against him. He spoke against her lips.

      “Who does your climax belong to, Cassie? Who?”

      He sounded as stern and unyielding as she’d ever heard him. Though she’d started this by saying she wanted to take things to a deeper level, facing it was terrifying and thrilling. Some part of her knew he had this side to him, but to experience it rather than merely fantasize…

      “You answer me now, or you get three more.”

      “You. It belongs to you.” She was shaking uncontrollably, like she was caught in the net of that near miss and it wouldn’t let her go. She felt like a tightrope walker standing on one toe on a swaying rope.

      “That’s right. If I decide to give one of those climaxes to Ben, that permission comes from me, not your cunt. Because it’s not your cunt, is it?”

      She shook her head, and her voice trembled. “It’s yours.”

      “Good.” He gathered her up in one arm, running a hand down her back, holding her against his chest as she fought inexplicable tears. “It’s okay. Just breathe. Calm down, sweetheart.” It was only then she realized Ben had unclipped her bracelet cuffs from the straps so Lucas could lift her up like this and cradle her.

      When Lucas engaged in sensual punishment, it was almost always his belt, because that had been part of his promise when they met.

      “You’ll get very familiar with my belt. It will hold you like this. Or I’ll use it to slap your pretty butt when you don’t trust me. Make you have trouble sitting down in your meetings. You’ll also bite down on it when I find you for lunch, take you somewhere semiprivate and fuck you up against the wall.”

      He’d lived up to all of those things, and she wondered if Ben had used his belt around her upper body because Lucas had told him it was a trigger for her. She wouldn’t be surprised how much the K&A men knew about what all their women liked. They probably had their own version of the women’s monthly get-togethers, Dana’s joke not that far off the mark.

      Her mind was torn in two directions, but in a way that left her sitting in the center with no thoughts at all but wanting to be held by Lucas. Even as her body yearned after an orgasm cut far too short. But he was right; it was his. She wanted every climax to belong to him.

      
        §

      

      “You’re so close to the edge,” Ben murmured, passing his fingers over Marcie’s wet sex as she heard Lucas crooning to Cass.

      “Is she okay?” she asked, though she strangled on a moan as he fingered her.

      “Yeah. Just discovering the pleasure of having her Master tear her down harder than he has before so he can build her back up again. I saw your lips pressing together during those belt strokes. You wanted them, didn’t you, greedy girl?”

      She shook her head, but then re-thought it, letting a tiny smile creep over her face. “Maybe from Lucas. He doesn’t hit as hard as you.”

      He snorted. “Better ask Cass about that. She didn’t know how much he was holding back until tonight.” Ben untied her arm from the bed straps and let her put it down at her side. He rubbed her shoulder, arms and wrist, then her hip and thigh where she’d been tied to Cass, checking circulation and restoring movement to her joints. Then he scooped her up and moved them to the opposite edge of the bed. She expected he was giving Cass and Lucas a private moment, letting Lucas administer a little intermission aftercare. She squirmed impishly on his lap, against the steel bar beneath her ass. “Seems like she took good care of you.”

      “Jealous?”

      “Nope. She puts the wrong kind of moves on my man, I’ll toss all her dress heels in the yard and mow over them with the John Deere. She knows it.”

      She heard the wince in his voice. “You women are mean.”

      Marcie giggled, but then elbowed him. “Yes,” she whispered. “I’m jealous. Not in a bad way, but I don’t like anyone taking care of you but me. This is the only exception because all of us…”

      “We’re family.” He nodded. “Same way I’d react if anyone else outside K&A was putting their mouth on your cunt. I’d shove their nose up in it and hold it there until they died of asphyxiation.”

      “Wow. Boys can be mean, too.”

      “We’re territorial. But I don’t worry about that. I’ve got a kickass sub who would put anyone in the wall who touched her who shouldn’t.”

      “You got that right.” Then Marcie sighed and laid her head on his shoulder. “You’re sure she’s okay?” she asked, low, fretting about the blindfold enough to pluck at it with a restless finger. He clasped her wrist and put her hand back down in her lap.

      “Yeah. Positive. I think she wants this, and is ready for it. It won’t be the standard for them it is for you and me, but tonight, she’s opening up her horizons and going a little deeper and more hardcore.” He nuzzled her temple. “How’s my girl, other than worrying too much about her sister? You did good, staying still under Lucas’s mouth. You mostly held out, though you move more than any woman I know while not moving. You’re like an electron. Lucas was charged up for sure, watching you and Cass side by side. I’m proud of you.”

      It warmed her to hear it, and she put her face into the heated crevice between his shoulder and throat. “Knowing he was going down on both of us…” Marcie shivered. “It was crazy hot.”

      “Met all those teen fantasies and surpassed them, did he?” There was a growl to Ben’s voice that gave her an additional tremor. “Well, good, because now you’re going to do the one you thought about the most. Only you’ll do it the way Lucas and I want to see it rolled out. If you do it well enough, you might get the belt you’re craving before I fuck you. And it won’t be Lucas wielding it on your soft ass.”

      Her pulse leaped, but she reined it back with tremendous effort. She couldn’t let go of the worry. “Maybe we should hold off on that until later, when it’s just the two of us. I’m not sure Cass…”

      “What’s rule one in session?” He captured her chin in thumb and forefinger, stilling her. She pressed her lips together, her brow creasing.

      “I trust you. I ask permission to tell you any concerns I have and, if you grant me that permission, I tell you. Then it’s up to you to decide how or if to act on them.”

      “You didn’t ask permission, but I’ll just add that in to your belt punishment. But you’ve told me your concerns, so now you let go of anything but your Master’s desires. I’m ordering you down on your ass, on the floor at the end of the bed.”

      Closing her eyes under the blindfold, Marcie willed herself to obey the “letting go” part, using the two words that most often helped her do that.

      “Yes, sir.”
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      Once he’d moved Marcie there, making sure her back was against the foot board, her knees folded up beneath her, Ben saw Lucas was ready for the next thing they’d discussed. He’d quietly commanded Cass to stretch out again on the bed and bend her knees over the end of the mattress. There was only a short space between her dangling right leg and where Marcie was sitting on the floor, her back to the footboard. The large mirror on the wall across from the foot of the bed gave Ben a view not only of his sub, in back-straight, breasts-thrust-out, submissive-waiting posture, but of what lay between Cass’s spread thighs, the ruffled petals of her sex parted and wet, slightly quivering with the nervous movements of her legs. Her breasts were succulent mounds above the trim line of her rib cage, the tips still taut and deep pink, begging to be sucked.

      He kept an eye on the women as Lucas completely stripped, then Lucas took over the monitoring as he did the same, folding his clothes over a chair, taking off his watch and laying it on the side table, a noise that had both women tilting their heads like birds in a yard, listening for predators.

      Ben slid onto the bed, gripped Cass’s wrists above the bracelets and drew her arms over her head once more. “Your sister ever tell you the fantasy she had as a bad, naughty teenager?” he asked. “At least one version of it. She had several.”

      Cass shook her head. Her upper body was shaking from nerves, too, the right kind, as they drew her into this new territory. Ben folded his knees beneath him, and wrapped her hands around his still erect cock, letting her rest her forearms on his thighs. “That’s your anchor point this time, darlin’,” he said. “You hold onto that and don’t let go until you’re told to do so. Trust me, it can take a lot of abuse, so you squeeze as hard as you need to. Want to tell her the fantasy, Lucas?”

      “I think it might be more entertaining if Marcie did it, since it’s her fantasy.”

      Ben knew that, of course, but enjoyed watching Marcie get more anxious at the byplay, starting to understand where it was going. “Turn around and stand up on your knees, brat,” he ordered.

      As she did, Lucas guided her, shifting behind Marcie, holding her shoulders, stroking her hair. When he moved up against her back, Ben saw her register with a jolt that Lucas was naked…and armed with a substantial hard-on. Sliding his hands down, Lucas cupped and fondled Marcie’s breasts as she summoned words, though she was a delightful rose color. His submissive was discomfited by this.

      He was intrigued by his own response, watching Lucas skillfully rouse Marcie’s nipples to aching. They were all good at this stuff, but despite their willingness to share with one another, Ben knew when he had Marcie to himself again, he’d take her even more thoroughly, to re-establish his sole claim on her. He had no doubt that Lucas would do the same. The crazy thing was that it didn’t conflict with his earlier thoughts about how he felt about these men or the women they were with. It didn’t have to all make sense to be correct and work.

      He realized Marcie hadn’t yet spoken, and her hedging snapped his Dom’s attention right back to the present. “Tell him,” Ben commanded.

      Marcie cleared her throat. “Um…I would imagine coming into your bedroom.”

      “Whose bedroom?” Ben said sharply.

      “Cass’s. Well, Lucas and Cass’s.”

      “You’re talking directly your sister. Not to me.”

      Marcie shifted and Lucas increased his grip on her. “I want to hear it,” he said in her ear, a silky purr. “Tell me what the younger sister was imagining when I was claiming her sister, pleasuring her, night after night, behind that thin wall.”

      Marcie turned even rosier, but she obeyed both Master’s directives, now addressing Cass. “Lucas would have you tied up, the way I imagined it when I was listening to you two through the walls. Though you were quiet, the walls are sort of thin. I would leave my bed and tip toe to your door, and find it cracked. I tried to slip in without being seen, because I couldn’t bear just listening anymore, merely imagining what I was sure he was doing, how he was doing it. I knew because of the tie downs I found tucked in between the mattress and box springs when it was my turn to do laundry.”

      Cass turned a shade of rose herself, a genetic match that Ben was sure was turning Lucas on as much as it was him. Was there anything as hot as their beautiful ladies being all shy and embarrassed? They were wanton and uninhibited under command, in the throes of arousal, but at the core they were ladies, a hundred percent class. It was a deep pleasure to ruffle them in the right ways.

      “But Lucas would catch me.” Marcie allowed herself a wry smile, her arms twitching under Lucas’s hold. “He wouldn’t chase me. He’d just give me that look that tells me I better not run. He had you blindfolded, and so he said nothing and you didn’t know I was there until he leaned down and whispered…” She moistened her lips.

      “Say it.” Lucas tugged on her hair, as he gave the command this time.

      “‘Your sister has snuck in to watch us,’ he’d say. ‘I’m going to make her…suck me off while I eat your cunt until you come. Then you’ll finish me off.’

      “Before Cass can say anything,” Marcie continued, “he points to the floor between his feet and the foot of the bed. He’s naked, so when he bends over and puts his mouth on you, I know what to do. I get on my knees and take his cock in my mouth.”

      “And do you know why, in your fantasy, you have Lucas say that to your sister?” Ben asked Marcie. “Other than to make your wanton little pussy cream?”

      “Because even in my fantasy, I needed to know it was okay, because I wasn’t trying to take what belonged to her. I just wanted to be part of…that feeling. Serving a Master.”

      “Yes. Well done, baby.”

      Cass’s grip was quivering on Ben’s shaft, sending nice ripples up and down it. Lucas eased Marcie back down into the position she’d described, only this time, he put her between Cass’s dangling feet, guiding his wife so the soles of her feet rested on Marcie’s shoulders, her knees bent and spread wide, keeping her pussy exposed and available to the maximum amount of sensation. Then Lucas nodded to Ben.

      “Don’t let my girl’s fingers cramp, holding that baseball bat of yours so tight.”

      “Cramping’s far more likely to happen when she’s holding something with a smaller girth. Like your dick. Ow.” Ben winced and chuckled, as he tugged Cass’s hair. “Ease up with the claws, defensive kitten.”

      “That’s my girl,” Lucas said approvingly, but any words Cass might have mustered vanished as he put his mouth back on the still-swollen tissues between her legs.

      Cass’s fingers convulsed for a different reason now, her mouth stretching beneath the blindfold in stirred response. Ben settled his hand over hers, guiding her in a slow stroke up and down his length. “Marcie, time to get to work.”

      She didn’t need to be told twice. Shifting up onto her knees, she curled her hand around Lucas’s base and put her mouth on him. Lucas made a hungry growl of approval against Cass’s pussy, and she moaned, as if all the stimulus, what she could feel and hear, took flight in her imagination. Which was the intent.

      Though Ben had a pleasurable view of Cass’s magnificent upper body, lifting and twisting against Lucas’s ministrations, her breasts wobbling and quivering in sensual display, his eyes stayed trained on the brief, chaste glimpses of his own sub, the movement of her pale shoulder, most everything else hidden behind the block of Lucas’s upper body and shoulders. He knew what Lucas was feeling, knew how clever and relentless and sweetly enthusiastic Marcie could be when using her mouth. Sucking, tugging, nipping, licking. She liked to furrow the tip of her tongue into the slit to sip out any juice. Or swirl all the way around the head, then tuck her tongue in the channel beneath the glans and drag it along the circumference in some damnably crazy way sure to have a man clawing for self-control. Yep, there it was, the slight jerk in Lucas’s lower body as she did it, then played with the thrumming vein that ran all along his length. He shoved himself more aggressively into her mouth, a tactic Ben knew would also make it harder for Marcie to push him too fast, while stimulating her more with the demand.

      While enjoying the talents of Ben’s sub, Lucas was also apparently enjoying the hell out of his wife’s pussy. Cass’s hands squeezed and released Ben’s cock in mindless, erratic response, rubbing, digging in, no rhyme or rhythm to it, but that was okay. When Ben came, it was going to be inside his own wife. Fuck, since on a normal day it gave him a hard-on just to say those two words, it was no surprise his existing hard-on made a significant jump in Cass’s grip.

      But he controlled his response, because he wanted to have enough brain cells left to see Lucas push Cass into full blown orgasm, all while trying to hold out against Marcie’s mouth.

      Good luck with that, buddy. I know just how difficult it is. But he knew Lucas would do it, because how they’d intended for all this to roll out was a pleasurable fantasy of its own. Of course, there was no reason Lucas couldn’t enjoy an orgasm now and an orgasm later. He was a planner, after all.

      Another cry broke from Cass, that lovely sound of desperation that came right before a climax swept her away. Having just had the pleasure of eating Cass’s pussy, Ben could let his lids drop to half-mast and re-experience it in his mind as he worked her slim fingers up and down his shaft, showing her how to jerk him off. Seeing Cass had brought some pre-come to the top, Ben collected that on his fingers and painted it on her parted, panting lips, pleased when her tongue swiped out to lick it and his fingertips.

      Her moans escalated.

      Lucas met his gaze, the only cue Ben needed. He slid Cass’s hands off his dick but retained his lock on her wrists as he shifted back. In the same synchronized movement, Lucas freed himself from Marcie’s mouth with a thumb to the corner of her lips, ensuring she didn’t clamp down on him in her fervor to hold on. It told Ben she’d gotten herself into the zone of pure service, his beautiful, perfect sub, and Lucas had recognized it. The quick contorted expression on Lucas’s face said she’d almost done her job too well, making him damn near miss his target.

      As he straightened, one hand replacing his mouth on Cass’s sex, stroking and taking her through the aftershocks, Lucas nodded to Ben. Untying the lacing with swift fingers, Ben removed Cass’s blindfold, revealing her Master at last, looming over her.

      It ensured she was staring into his face as he began to climax, working his cock, his seed jetting onto her breasts and abdomen, over her mons and the lips of her sex. Grunts broke from his lips at the force of his ejaculation and likely in reaction to the hungry look on his wife’s face. Ben noticed Marcie’s hands were on Lucas’s thighs, her lips nuzzling that terrain as she stayed clear but didn’t deny herself contact during his release.

      When Ben let go of Cass’s hands, she used them to good effect, cupping her breasts and sliding Lucas’s seed over them, rubbing it into the areolae, her abdomen and down lower, spreading out that marking. Lucas’s eyes stayed trained on her, his mouth firm and eyes gray molten steel. Ben doubted either of them knew he or Marcie were even in the room in this second of time.

      Ben slid quietly from the bed, leaving them in that lock, and dropped to one knee at the foot of the bed. Closing his hand on Marcie’s biceps, he drew her out from between the other couple. Marcie’s lips were parted and slack, telling him her gaze, if he could see it, was likely as hungry and dazed as Cass’s. She latched onto Ben’s forearm as she rose to her knees, following his lead.

      While he led her to the living area, Lucas was stretching out on top of Cass. Her legs lifted and clamped over his hips, a moan emitting from her lips at the full contact between their bodies.

      Ben tossed a towel over an easy chair seat cushion before sitting his bare ass down on it, then pushed Marcie to her knees before him. “Finish what your sister started,” he said, curling his hand in her hair. But before he let her obey, he cupped her jaw, massaging the muscles. “Sore?”

      She nodded, but her lips were already parting in eager compliance. “Good,” he said softly. “That way I know you’ll work for it.”

      Her long lashes fanned her cheeks as she took him in, took him deeper than pretty much any woman ever had, except a high dollar escort he’d blown several thousand dollars on one night in Rio, after he was told her specialty was blowing oversized dicks. Not a thought he wanted to be having here, and one he put away easily. It wouldn’t matter to him if Marcie couldn’t take a third of his length; he preferred her lips to any others now.

      As he removed her blindfold, setting it aside, his good girl kept her head down, focused on her task. Her contented noises made him want to pump into her mouth even more insistently. If he told her to stay in this position all day, she would have no complaints. It soothed and centered her, the acts of pure service, but he was too selfish. He liked to see her get so hot and bothered and keep her there, holding any relief just out of reach long enough she’d get riled up, bare her teeth and unsheathe claws.

      But right now, he needed some fucking relief to his own lust to see the next part of their loose plan through. Nothing was written in stone, not in things like this, but there were some possibilities he and Lucas had shared a mutual interest in exploring tonight. Neither had any illusions this was going to be regular thing. Some things were special not only because they were shared with the woman you wanted most, but because they only happened once in a blue moon.

      Fuck, she was good at this. No matter what he’d said, he’d kept his hand on her jaw and throat, mindful of her pace so he didn’t tax her too much, but his other hand had a whole different agenda, hard on her scalp, pushing her down on him. Deeper. Deeper. Her tongue lashing him, mouth sucking on him, the lovely tears spilling forth from the strain of taking him, her shoulders quivering, breasts against his shins, nipples dragging along his skin, and…

      His hand tightened and he held her still, though her mouth continued to work as he pumped into it, head dropping back as his seed spewed into that hot cavern. He came so violently she choked, something she rarely did anymore, but she recovered fast. Swallowing him down even more quickly to catch up, she used both hands to spread the escaped fluid over his shaft and lick it all away, sucking on the velvet skin, teasing him with the edge of her teeth as he shuddered.

      “Brat,” he muttered with a half-smile, but he tipped up her face, pulling a tissue from a box on the side table and gesturing her forward to wipe her eyes, the corners of her mouth. He tsked gently. “Such a mess you made,” he reproved. The soft, amused and aroused light in her brown eyes hit him in the gut as it always did. A deer’s eyes were soulful and captured the most primal level of what nature and the world were about. Hers had always reminded him of that, particularly right now. She’d done all he’d asked. They’d stimulated her all the way to the edge, and not let her come. Time to let her go over in one of the ways she liked best. Not the number one way, but that would come later. He’d be fucking her very thoroughly before this night was over. As he’d recognized earlier, he would mark his territory first and last. Lucas would understand. It was a guy thing.

      The blindfolds would stay off for this next part, a calculated but deliberate risk, which was why he’d talked about it with Marcie first. He’d been surprised to find she not only understood his thinking, but agreed, even if, now that the moment had come, there was trepidation in her gaze.

      He framed her face in one large hand. “Trust your Master,” he said quietly.

      She gave him her smile that the angels couldn’t rival and kissed his rough palm. He shifted her so she was curled in between his feet, allowing her to wrap her arms around one of his legs and rest her head against his knee. It was a position he allowed when he needed her to calm down for a few minutes and center herself for the next thing. He called her brat, but in reality she was such a good girl, a beautiful and willing sub, so much of the time. He fondled her hair as her lips brushed his knee and she pressed her temple against him, waiting quietly for the next thing he’d demand of her, no matter that he could tell from the vibration of her body that she was in near desperate need of release. But she’d learned to ride that edge with him, because nothing satisfied the sadistic Dom side of him like knowing that he’d taken her to that ledge and could command her to stay on it indefinitely.

      As he’d said, she was a good girl. Hell, she was a fucking amazing woman.

      He turned his gaze to Lucas and his own amazing woman, visible through the wide archway to the bedroom. Though Lucas had stretched out upon Cass and let her hold him, he hadn’t given in to her wish that he put his semi-erect cock inside her, not yet. He’d merely reconfirmed their connection, engaging in a few long kisses while her body strained up against his and she mewled in frustration as he held her still and enjoyed her at his leisurely pace. All Doms indulged in a certain amount of sadism, after all.

      However, seeing Ben was done, Lucas broke the last kiss and lifted Cass in his arms to bring her to another chair in the living room, on the opposite side of the coffee table with its centerpiece of fresh fuchsia-colored orchids. Cracking a bottle of water, Lucas shared it with his sub, rehydrating, but as he did, he had the fingers of his free hand stroking her sex. There was an ice bucket with the complimentary champagne on the side table next to him, and he dipped into it, coming back with little shards of ice and water droplets to anoint her breasts, making her squirm. She caught her lip in her teeth as he circled a larger piece of ice over her nipple. “Be still,” he told her with quiet authority. After a flash of surprise in her blue eyes, she obeyed. Ben saw her fingers curl uncertainly into the arm of the easy chair.

      With limited time at home to play unless they arranged for the teens to be away for a night, Lucas and Cass’s chances for prolonged play were slimmer than they were for him and Marcie. After the intensity of what they’d just done, some part of Cass’s mind might be so conditioned to those limited blocks of time that she’d assumed, if things weren’t completely over tonight, they were probably moving into a lower gear, a pleasurable downhill grade where Lucas would allow her to come and then that would morph into some casual lovemaking. Rather than a continuation of the same. Or something even more demanding and intense.

      With his succinct command, Lucas told her otherwise. Her gaze was held by his, her breath also held as he ran the ice over both nipples and she responded like a struck tuning fork.

      “I’m not done with you,” Lucas said. “Not by a long shot, sweetheart. I have you all night long. I’m hungry to taste you again, hear you scream. I want your nails to tear the skin from my back as I take you over that edge where you think if you don’t draw blood, you might fall too hard. But I’m not going to give you much choice about that.”

      When his hips shifted, her eyes widened, telling Ben that his boy had proven to her he wasn’t making empty threats. His recuperation time could live up to every word he’d just said. As he lifted his gaze to meet Ben’s, Ben received the message without a word spoken. Intermission over.

      “Before you get started on that,” Ben said casually, “I’ll be needing your lady’s help. Let me grab some pants.” Rising and disentangling himself from Marcie with a stroke of her hair, he went to the corner of the dining room, where they’d tucked away the bag that had carried the straps, gag and any other diversions they thought might come in handy with their ladies tonight. He’d also thrown in a pair of jeans, since the rest of his overnight wear and toiletries were in the suite across the hall.

      Pulling the jeans on but leaving the top button undone, he returned to the living room. As he stood over Marcie again, her arms wound back around his leg, her lips on the denim over his knee, and then her teeth. He flicked her shoulder in quick admonishment and she eased back, though her fingers rested on his bare toes, lightly fondling. Little terror. She knew he was ticklish there.

      “Arms back,” he told her. “Submissive posture, since you can’t behave.”

      She pouted prettily but straightened, arms boxed behind her back so she was straight as a stick, breasts thrust out, knees spread. He saw Cass’s eyes follow the movement. Some trepidation had entered her gaze, now that she could see her sister actively engaged in sexual play. But Lucas curled his hand in her hair, tipping her head back with firm force before sliding ice along her throat.

      “Was Ben speaking to you?” he asked pleasantly, though his eyes, pinning her in place, were cool.

      She shook her head and made a little noise as his grip obviously tightened, pulling her hair harder. “No, sir.”

      “Then your eyes should stay on me, in case I need something from you.” He transferred more ice from the bucket into her palm and guided it down, down until he made her rub it between her legs. She squirmed, but he kept it up, holding her fast. “I want you to caress your whole body with this ice until it melts. Then I’m going to suck the drops off you.” His gaze gleamed. “So make sure they fall where you think I’d want my mouth.”

      “You were saying?” he said, addressing Ben again, though his eyes remained on his sub’s attempt to obey him. Watching Cass get into the protocol more deeply brought Ben’s cock back to life, too. It wasn’t that he’d forgotten how effective a Dom Lucas was; he just hadn’t seen it switched up this high in awhile.

      “Yeah, my sub has earned herself some punishment. She’s going to get to come, but only while I’m strapping her ass with my belt. Figure your sub could be her counterweight while you work her up for your cock again. Win-win.”

      Cass’s fingers hesitated, the ice on her abdomen. Lucas made a noise, sending it moving again. “Higher,” he said, with deceptive gentleness. “All over those pretty tits I love to suck. Get the nipples cold so I can make them warm again. Un-unh.” Catching her furtive, sidelong glance, he gripped her chin, bringing her face back to him once more.

      “Do you know what Ben’s sub is doing? Staring at his feet. Who are you in this moment? Are you anyone’s sister? You only have one name and identity here. What is it? Do you remember?”

      “Yours. Your sub.” Cass was getting agitated, Ben could see it. They’d anticipated it, had talked about whether they’d need to bring the blindfold back into the scene to keep this working for her. That remained their fallback position, but that would be Lucas’s call. Ben picked up on Marcie’s awareness of her sister’s distress, but when she shifted, he put his hand on her shoulder, reassuring and stilling her at once. And sending her that unspoken message again.

      Trust your Master. And she could trust Lucas in that capacity, just as much. We’ve got this. We’ve got both of you, and we won’t let either of you fall down or be hurt.

      He knew she knew that, but it was a good feeling to see her register it and settle back down. That would help Cass as well.

      “All mine,” Lucas confirmed, tipping up Cass’s chin and kissing her slow and long, winding one arm around her. Gripping her wrist with his other hand, he guided her back to the bucket to release the ice before bringing her palm back to his side. He shivered and smiled against her lips as he stoically took the cold and warmed her palm with his own body. The playfulness seemed to calm her, as did that kiss. Ben noticed Marcie sneaking a look, but since he saw the dreamy look on her face, the seemingly universal female response to movie quality kisses, he didn’t dissuade her, just wryly grimacing at Lucas. Smooth operator. But it worked because it was genuine, not merely seductive charm. Lucas loved his wife and it showed.

      Ben knew the feeling. He’d have taken the same tactic, but it wasn’t the right timing for where he and Marcie needed to go. But he fully intended to indulge in some long, drugging kisses later. He never stopped craving her mouth, no matter what they were doing.

      “All right, baby,” Ben murmured. “On your feet.”

      He took her arm to steady her, since she was still on deep burn with all the other provocation saturating the room. Guiding her to the sofa, he had her brace her hands on the arm, spread her legs and position her body in a half-folded-over position that canted her hips up the way he wanted.

      Lucas lifted Cass and carried her to the sofa, too, stretching her out on her back so her head was near the arm where Marcie’s hands were gripping. She could look up at her sister. Marcie mischievously shook her loose hair down into her sister’s face. Cass wrinkled her nose and batted at it, her visage relaxing more at her sister’s teasing. Ben gathered up Marcie’s hair, using one of the hair ties he habitually carried for just that purpose so her lovely locks wouldn’t cause her an unwelcome distraction or, in this case, an impediment to her view.

      “And you thought you were the only one who was going to get a strapping,” Marcie told Cass. “You don’t get to have all the fun.”

      “She will if you keep speaking without permission,” Ben advised. Marcie made a face of exaggerated compliance and lifted her hips even higher, a coquettish move as she looked back at him. The position was sure to get him rock hard and drive his Master’s instinct to thrash her brazen ass. He knew part of her impertinence was intended to help Cass make the transition to what was to come, but he’d only give her a certain amount of latitude for that. However, being Marcie, she’d push it to the limits. The Always Yours, forget-me-not collar gleamed from the soft lamplight in the living area of the suite, though her hair was further haloed by the gentle illumination provided by the terrace lights outside the French doors.

      Lucas had disappeared into the bedroom during their byplay and now reappeared. “Just to get you in the right place,” he told Cass, and produced some of Jon’s diabolical warming oil.
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      Oh, holy hell. Marcie understood the half-terrified look on Cass’s face all too well. Jon’s warming oil should be classified as a controlled substance or dangerous street drug. The oil, when placed on nipples or sex, didn’t merely heat and mildly stimulate the flesh, adding to an already erotic encounter. It brought to life nerve endings to full scale arousal, just the opposite side of lose-your-fucking-mind. When it reached its full potency, it was like being stopped at the top of the orgasm train and held there, in throbbing, insane stasis. All the recipient wanted to do was climax, and every touch of your Master’s mouth and hands only intensified the condition.

      Ben had restrained her last time he used it because he’d kept her in that frame of mind for the maximum amount of time Jon recommended it be used, probably because at that threshold it reduced the submissive to the deepest, darkest realms of an erotic jungle of response.

      A weak protest was on Cass’s lips, but Lucas knelt beside the couch, putting an almost chaste kiss on her smooth mound.

      “I want you to understand what Ben is about to do to Marcie,” he said, meeting his wife’s gaze. “I think this will help you. And give you pleasure.” His brow cocked, his eyes sparking with a hint of mischief. “Plus, using this oil on you is more of my evil yet charmingly boyish fantasy. Will you refuse your Master?”

      Despite the teasing, there was a serious tone beneath it Marcie detected, as she was sure Cass did. If she truly didn’t want it, Lucas would let it go, because if Cass didn’t believe his words or intent, letting him use that oil was like agreeing to let someone roofie your drink to get you past inhibitions you wisely should have.

      Marcie recalled Dana telling the women about a conversation she’d had with Jon after Peter had used it on her.

      “Conceivably, it could do that,” Jon had said when Dana asked him the question so bluntly. “If your Master has no ethics at all, let alone love for his sub, your will could be overwhelmed when it’s applied, because the physical response is so extreme, it would make it difficult to hold onto your objections. You’d just let yourself get swept away. But when it wears off, emotional fallout from going too far under its influence can slam down on the sub like a ton of bricks. That’s why it will never be used outside this group unless it’s by select, trusted friends, like Leland.

      “If your Master knows you, if he’s listening, even when you are fully under its influence, he will know the line past which you are not willing to go, even if he could push you past it with its help. A Master’s goal is for your experience to be what you truly desire on every level, beginning and end. The oil’s ideal intent is to provide an eye-opening, adventurous experience the sub is interested in exploring or understanding. It’s not to push her into new territory before she’s ready to be there, or into a place she never wants to go at all.”

      As if picking up on that thought process, Lucas held her gaze and added another question, same as what Ben had asked Marcie. “Will you trust your Master? Your husband? The man who loves you and holds your wellbeing over anything else?”

      Cass’s expression softened and she pressed her lips together. “You forgot one. My best friend. And yes, I do. To all those things. But just for the record, I hate you.”

      “We all do, when you guys use that stuff,” Marcie muttered. “Even when we’re screaming and worshipping at your feet because you did use it.”

      “The joyous mystery that is woman, and the blessing that is Jon’s deviant mind. A match made in the dungeon club of Heaven.” Ben chuckled, gripping her hips. “Elbows down on the sofa.”

      As Marcie complied, Ben went back into the bedroom for a moment. Marcie enjoyed the backside view, shirtless and in the worn but intriguingly fitted jeans, then shifted her attention to Lucas, smearing the oil on Cass’s sex. Cass arched up at the stimulation of his touch, the initial heat. Setting the bottle aside, he leaned forward and blew on her, which Marcie knew would accelerate the effect. Then Lucas gave his wife another command.

      “Reach over your head and grip Marcie’s upper arms to help anchor yourself and her.”

      Marcie’s braced forearms on the sofa arm would take care of her own stability for what was about to happen on her side of things, but she understood Lucas wanted to keep Cass’s attention on Marcie’s face, and the physical reactions she’d feel through her palms.

      Marcie leaned down and puffed air in her sister’s face. “Check out how badass these guns of mine are getting,” she said, flexing her biceps a little under Cass’s touch. “I’m going to beat Ben at arm wrestling any day now.”

      Cass wet her lips and shifted. Her eyes were already glazing a little, telling Marcie the oil was kicking in. But her sister succeeded in offering a typical older sister reply. “Yeah, and you’ll be so butch you’ll have no body fat. Let him arm wrestle the other guys. Keep the boobs he likes so much. Else he’ll be staring at mine and Rachel’s. More than he does already.”

      “God would not have made breasts if he didn’t intend men to stare at them,” Ben said, returning.

      Marcie made a face at her sister, but when she glanced up, she saw Ben was carrying the belt from his slacks, and the gleam in his gaze was unmistakable. Anticipation and fear surged through her vitals, an adrenaline spike.

      She knew how to handle that. As her Master circled behind her, Marcie started her deep breathing, relaxing everything from the center outward, which put her in a different headspace. Impulsively, she bent and kissed her sister’s forehead. “You are so beautiful,” she said. “I’m saying that in a total sister way, but really, you are. When I was a shallow teenager, I used to pray I’d be as beautiful as you, but now…I’m just so proud to have such a beautiful sister.”

      “You’re far prettier…” Cass said. The oil was making her sound breathy, but there was surprise in her countenance at Marcie’s words.

      “I said beautiful,” Marcie corrected. “There’s a difference. In and out, and you have it. It’s in Lucas’s eyes every time he looks at you, because he sees all of it. That’s really what I wanted, when I started realizing what beauty meant. You helped bring me to Ben as much as anyone, Cass, because I felt that way with him. Everything I wanted to be, could be, I knew I could make happen with him. He looks at me and thinks I’m beautiful, too.”

      She realized the men had paused, caught by her words. Even though Cass’s mind was the one being swept away, Ben had conditioned Marcie’s body and mind to switch to a highly aroused state from the moment he locked a collar on her. While it made her ready to serve her Master upon command, that state was inextricably linked to her emotions, so they were also close to the surface and ready to be called, like now.

      Lucas slid his hand down to play his fingers over Cass’s clit. Cass lost her focus entirely, her throat working. As she tried to answer Marcie, Marcie shook her head. “Ssh. It’s okay. Just feel all the wonderful things they’re doing to us. Listen, watch, feel…and get lost in all of it.”

      Cass moaned, her legs shifting. “Un-unh. Time to deal with those.” Lucas moved down and secured the cuffs on her legs to straps he pulled out from two of the wooden sofa feet. One of them he ran up the back of the sofa and over the top, wrapping it under her knee so her leg was propped up on the top cushion, while the other was cinched down by the ankle against the leading edge of the seat cushion, keeping her limbs spread. “Got to keep these apart, no friction to move that oil around,” he said. Then he leaned over her and put his mouth on the rise of her breast, his fingertips sliding lightly along the underside of her arm, her rib cage, to her hip.

      Cass made an incoherent plea, her nails digging into Marcie’s upper arms. Marcie absorbed the pain as Ben’s belt licked around her thighs. Her Master curled an arm around her waist, curving his body over her, his straining denim-covered cock against her ass, his bare chest a wall behind her shoulder blades. “Still talking without permission,” he said pleasantly.

      “Yes, Master. I wanted to help relax her.”

      “Which was fine, if you’d asked first. But you know that.” He gripped her hair in one strong hand and jerked her head to the right, teeth latching onto her shoulder, hard enough Marcie flinched and squirmed, a whimper of pain breaking from her as he held the pressure on the bite and made the effect even more acute. Cass’s eyes widened, a reaction to the force and aggression Ben had used.

      Oh, sis, you haven’t seen the half of it, Marcie thought with desperate, lust-infused humor. Her body spiraled up at it inevitably did, her response building with every demand and strain he put upon her. It was a special magic between them, and Cass was being given a front row seat, though fortunately buffered by Lucas, for her mind was obviously torn between what was going on above her and the wet sounds Lucas was making. He’d moved from teasing her breasts with his lips to suckling one of her nipples. He firmly kneaded the other breast as he did that, pinching the tip. Cass’s spread legs quivered and jerked, trying to get some relief from the stimulation and the building effect of the oil.

      “Didn’t you?” Ben growled. “You knew you were disobeying.”

      He was good about that, reminding her what his question was, knowing how hard it was for her to concentrate when he took command of her body. “Yes sir,” Marcie whispered.

      “And why do you do that?”

      “I want…to please you. And punishing me pleases you.”

      He gave a dark chuckle and drew back, rubbing his fingers along the bite impression, a touch as gentle as the bite had been rough. That was another way he unraveled her. “Well, I plan to be pretty damn pleased when I’m done with you, little girl.”

      She closed her eyes. Thank Goddess. His next words made her smile, though.

      “No way in hell you’re ever going to beat me in arm wrestling. Even if I have to cheat.”

      She instinctively lifted her hips as she heard him shift the belt to his other hand. “Pretty slut,” he said. “Showing me your wet cunt. Think that will buy you mercy? Think you can lead me around by my cock?”

      She shook her head and yelped as he popped the belt against her upper thigh. He’d had it doubled over. “Yes sir. I mean, no sir.”

      She bit back a feral grin at the intentional mistake, and heard his muffled chuckle. This was going to get serious, pretty fast, but such initial flirting and rebellious playfulness could be part of the foreplay. One of her favorite tactics at home was trying to run from him and doing her very best to stay out of his grasp. The longer she managed it, the more creative and intense the punishment she received. But it was thrilling—and scary—how he always, always caught her. She wouldn’t ever want to be the thing Ben O’Callahan was hunting if he intended harm, but when he was determined to capture her, it merely sent erotic thrills through her entire body.

      Cass’s gaze locked with hers, but Marcie knew in a matter of moments she wasn’t going to be any more cognizant of anything than Cass would be with the oil at full intensity. She stroked her sister’s hair, a small infraction amid the others, and put her hand back on the couch, latching onto the cushion, though she tried not to grip too hard, because locking up her muscles was against the rules. She bit her lip as Ben fed a lubricated thick dildo into her pussy, one with a clit stimulator that began to vibrate at a low hum, sure to keep her hot and worked up, no matter the pain.

      “You belong to me,” he said in a deep-throated purr. “But you need something in your pussy to keep you focused. “Now, how many strokes have you earned?”

      “As many as my Master thinks I should have.” Because she was never wise when it came to these things, she added impishly, “Probably a million.”

      He grunted and slapped the belt against his leg, a sharp pop that made Cass jump, her hands holding onto Marcie. “Marcie…oh…”

      Whatever thought or concern Cass was going to utter got caught and died somewhere as Lucas did something with his mouth on Cass’s nipple, at the same moment he dropped his hand to feather it over her clit again. “Oh God.” She strained up against her bonds as if she’d been hit by an electric charge. The oil itself was overwhelming, but when your Master touched you, adding to that intimacy, it was devastating to all the senses.

      Marcie let go of everything but what her Master was about to demand of her. From blissful experience, she knew he was exactly like that oil. In full blown Master mode, he allowed no room to think, feel or experience anything but what he demanded she think, experience…or feel.

      Would she ever tire of this anticipation, one part terror, two parts eager anticipation? Yet how would she feel if it truly horrified Cass to glimpse how she and Ben expressed what was between them? Trepidation disrupted the building anticipation in her stomach. If her sister didn’t understand, if they’d judged wrong, if they never should have brought this part of it into Lucas’s fantasy, the gift Cass had so wanted to give him, that was supposed to be good for them both…

      “Ben.” She’d whispered it, but his hand curved over her shoulder, strong, solid, reassuring.

      “I love you, brat,” he murmured.

      And she knew it would be okay.
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      Cass felt like she was in a tropical storm, held only by Lucas’s arms. He’d created that storm inside her body. Her cunt was rippling in pre-orgasmic spasms, her nipples achingly tight from that and his mouth. With every pull on them, the feel of his teeth, the constriction of his hands around the curves, she was undulating and bucking as if she was being whipped and spun, lifted and dropped by those winds. But he had her, his hands not just focusing on breasts and pussy, but also caressing her sides and hips, his eyes flicking up to meet hers, giving her an anchor and mediating what was going on above her, keeping it from disrupting her even as she was digesting it.

      She knew Ben was a hardcore sadist, but that move, when he’d jerked Marcie’s head to the side and bit her, had startled Cass, but not as much as the glittering, dangerous look in his eyes, the suddenly harsh set of his mouth, almost cruel. All the K&A men were powerful. He could break Marcie’s neck by drawing on very little of his strength.

      But as the oil changed her view of everything to shades of sensual reds, lush greens and the rolling blue of warm, wet seas, something more than the force of his movement captured her attention. Marcie’s look of near bliss at the rough treatment, her eyes half-closed and lips parted, fingers digging into the sofa cushion even harder. So hard that her biceps contracted under Cass’s hold.

      The crack of the belt had made Cass jump, but it hadn’t even touched Marcie. Maybe she’d just close her eyes during this part and get lost in Lucas, blacking out anything or anyone else in the room. Some of that happened naturally anyway, she reasoned. The more he swept her along where he wanted her to go, the more the world narrowed down to just him and his demands. But for some reason she couldn’t do it. Some primitive, fascinated part of her, connected to the thundering heat between her legs, and the erotic, dense heat saturating the room, made her keep watching. Even as her fascination warred with the voice inside her that said, “This is my sister. I need to protect her, evaluate what’s being done to look out for her wellbeing, because she’s too young, I’m her big sister, it’s my job…”

      But that voice was overridden by other voices. “Who are you in this moment?” And if she looked at Marcie as a fellow submissive, the wife of the Master punishing her, Cass knew she wasn’t looking at a teenager anymore, but a woman. A deeply submissive woman who needed a hardcore Master’s touch to find satisfaction.

      Ben curled one large hand over Marcie’s delicate shoulder, steadying her as he landed the first blow with the doubled-over belt. Marcie’s breath left her in a whoosh that reminded Cass of when she’d had the wind knocked out of her as an amateur gymnast. Marcie had fallen off the high beam and landed flat on her back on the mats. Yet though her face tightened as it had then, she licked her lips and shifted, obviously eager to meet the next blow. Cass could hear the faint buzz of a vibrator and knew Ben was countering the effect of the pain, but she couldn’t imagine it was enough…unless Marcie was embracing and craving the pain.

      “Oh…” Cass dropped her head back deeper into the decorative throw pillow supporting it, exposing her throat as Lucas did that feathering thing again, only this time he stayed there, rubbing between her legs in a steady motion that fanned a flame into an excruciating blaze. He kissed her stomach, brushing his golden-streaked hair over her breasts. Moved down to kiss her thighs, her hip bone.

      Crack. Crack. Crack.

      Marcie cried out and jerked as if trying to avoid the blows. Ben took a firm hold on her hair and kept going as she resisted, fighting him, trying to twist out of his grip. Cass’s eyes snapped up to them.

      “Easy.” Lucas moved up her body, dragging his lips over her throat and to the sensitive flesh beneath her ear. “Notice her range. It’s as if there’s an invisible circle drawn around her, and she’s not going outside of it.”

      As Cass struggled to focus, she realized he was right. Though she could, Marcie wasn’t moving out of the reach of where the strap could hit her. Instead, her gyrations allowed the belt to hit her buttocks at multiple angles, as well as her upper thighs, and occasionally—making Cass wince—the tender area between her thighs. Her writhing, and Ben’s permitting her the movement, seemed designed to let Marcie spread the effect of the blows so it didn’t get too intense in one area.

      “It’s resistance play, sweetheart,” Lucas said softly. “Looks rough, but it’s the way tigers play. They’re like tigers, the two of them.”

      Cass drew in another startled breath as, in a move as quick as a pouncing tiger in truth, Ben gripped the back of Marcie’s neck and shoved her down so her forehead was against the couch arm, her upper arms pulling out of Cass’s grasp. Holding her down, Ben increased the speed of the strikes, hitting her ass, her tender thighs, her back. Cass reached for her hands, still holding the couch, and conflict gripped her as Marcie cried out into the cushions in true pain. Only Lucas’s hold on her own body, her struggle to remember he’d never misjudged or led her falsely, kept her from protesting. Yet as Ben at last relaxed his hold on her nape and Marcie lifted her face, Cass saw her expression. Tears from the stress ran down her face, and her mouth was open and gasping for air, but her eyes were filled with as much arousal as Cass’s were.

      When Ben set the belt aside and dropped to one knee, Cass suspected he’d used those powerful hands to grip Marcie’s buttocks, part them and go to work on her rim with tongue and lips, because the strangled, strange cry from her lips sent sensation spearing through Cass’s own vitals. It was the sound of undiluted desire, a keening female in heat, caught in pleasurable agony.

      She had to have welts on her ass and thighs, but Marcie was still pressing herself deeper into Ben’s hands, against his mouth. The whispered “Master” from her lips was as reverent as a prayer to God for His blessings. His mercy.

      A feeling Cass understood too well, because seeing the transition from pain to pleasure tore her loose from whatever control she had over her own body. A deep, tearing need filled her lower belly, a convulsion jerking through her. “God…please…Master. Lucas…I can’t bear anymore. Please.” The oil had reached its full raging potency, where this hanging climax feeling could go on and on and on. Her hips bucked, her head thrashed, and she licked her lips repeatedly. Flailing, she reached up and latched into Marcie’s forearms again. But she needed Lucas’s touch, his mouth, his cock. It wasn’t just the oil. It was all of it; watching Ben and Marcie, all the ways Lucas touched her, and a whole night slam-packed full of stimulation. She needed him inside her. Now.

      Then the world disappeared in flame, because he bent and put his mouth on her clitoris, sucking on it so very gently. The oil adhered strongly; he knew just how much he could do without removing or lessening its effect. Her whole body jerked, and her nails tore skin from Marcie’s forearms, probably enough to draw blood.

      “Oh God…sorry…”

      Lucas rescued her sister from permanent scarring, grasping Cass’s flailing hands and bringing them back down, hooking the two wrist cuffs together and holding the connector. Her fingers curled around his, digging into the top of his hands, only this time that won an approving look.

      “Those nails are all mine,” he reminded her with a sternness that only made her hotter. “As are you.” Bending, he scooped her off the sofa and took her away from Ben and Marcie, striding toward the bedroom. Ten steps, and every one of them jolted through her core, so she was writhing like a captured wild animal when he laid her down on the mattress.

      “Now,” she demanded. “Fuck me now.”

      He unlatched the cuffs. He stood above her naked, the tip of his cock coated with viscous fluid, the organ jutting up against his sectioned stomach muscles. “Beg, love,” he said. “Or you get nothing.”

      “Please. Please, Master. Fuck me…Please…oh God, I can’t take anymore.” It was too much. She knew how an animal in a trap felt, this overwhelming feeling that was making her want to do crazy, insensible things, but there was no escaping this. She wanted to rear up and fight him, have him put her down on her stomach and fuck her like an animal in truth. Only he could relieve this agonizing need. She reached for him, knowing she shouldn’t, but he wanted her, too. His control was at the finish line. She saw it in the fire in his eyes, the hardness of his flexing muscles, the set of his mouth. He’d deny himself no longer, thank every deity there was.

      He stretched out upon her, earning a cry of gratitude, followed by a vicious wail as he held her down with his body, pinning his cock against her abdomen and preventing her from adjusting to the right angle to take him into her immediately. She was far beyond any vestige of self-control. As he held her wrists to the bed and went after her breasts again, sucking and playing, she screamed, cried, begged and cursed him, her head thrashing back and forth, heels clamping around his calves.

      Then he lifted his upper torso and framed her face in his hands, his chest against her aching breasts, muscled stomach flexing against her weeping, throbbing cunt.

      “Lucas,” she sobbed.

      “You are my fantasy,” he said softly, his eyes holding the fierceness of a star’s center. “The fantasy I want every day, until the end of time.” Tilting up her chin, he circled her throat with his big hand. Miraculously, at the constricting pressure, her restless, vibrating body stilled and centered for one key moment, her eyes locked with him as she responded to that thing between them that defied description, the internal dialogue between Master and sub that could supersede anything, even Jon’s crazy oil.

      Then, gift of the gods, he thrust into her just the way she needed it. Hard, brutal, filling her up to a painful stretch. It told her how much he’d been affected by all of this. As large and impressive as he normally was, right now he could give even Ben’s excessive proportions some competition.

      “Mark me, wild cat,” he muttered in her ear. “Make me suffer.”

      Once the friction of the thrusting started to dislodge the oil, the climax would advance, building higher and higher, but in an agonizing, gradual way that summoned long, thin cries from her lips long before she reached that peak. The need and desire did make her savage, so she obeyed like the wild cat he’d called her, digging in and raking her nails up his broad back, over the powerful, rippling muscles, her heels hammering against his taut, thrusting buttocks as he penetrated her deeper and deeper, all the way to the soul and the dark and light places beyond it.

      Nails weren’t enough. She set her teeth to his shoulder and bit, a guttural sound coming from her throat so beast-like it would have startled her if she’d had any brain cells to recognize how far behind she’d left civilized behavior. Lucas gripped her hair to break that lock and fastened his mouth on hers instead, taking over with a demanding, punishing kiss as he thrust so hard into her body he was shoving them up against the brace of pillows buffering the headboard.

      Hammer, hammer, hammer. It fit everything, the way he was taking her, the insistent pounding of her heart and pulse, the need between her legs and in every cell of her body. And that was all before the climax finally broke free.

      He had his mouth on hers, so her hoarse screams were swallowed by his breath, his hand dropping to palm her ass and tilt her up, a different deep angle that took her well past the limits of any safety advisory for climaxes to keep the body from shattering and the brain from exploding. He was whispering things to her, things possessive and wonderful, dark and cruel, but all boiling down to the essentials.

      Mine. Mine forever.

      If someone tried to get between them, to defy the biblical vows they’d said to one another to have and hold forever, it wouldn’t be their union torn asunder. Lucas would take apart whoever dared to try and get between them. Piece by piece. If she didn’t take them apart first.

      It was during that ferocious three-word declaration that he let himself release within her, the heated jet of his seed inside propelling her ever higher, along with his primal groans against the shell of her ear, the tight coil of his hand in her hair, his bruising fingerprints in her buttock.

      This was animal passion. No, beyond that. Animals understood and respected the balance of nature and the boundaries that kept them within certain parameters, even between life mates. Only people pushed past that boundary into obsession like this, where their love could shatter every concept of right or wrong and just leave this glowing, vibrant energy beyond reason or thought, forever straddling the line between life and death, limited by neither, even if it destroyed the balance of the universe. Having one another was everything.

      When she’d watched it start to manifest between Ben and Marcie only a few moments ago, some part of her recognized it, but it was here, in the arms of her Master and knowing that dark realm was accessible to all of them if the need and bond were strong enough, that she accepted it. And was at peace.

      As well as pretty much destroyed and content to be that way. Lucas continued to move inside her, his eyes on hers, his right hand linked with her left. The other palmed her buttock, helping her move on the waves of pleasure still carrying them. The oil could keep her shuddering and contracting upon his length for a good fifteen minutes after climax. Her considerate Master, not averse to feeling the tight glove of her sex clutching his cock, was more than willing to help her ride those aftershocks.

      Further visual stimulation prolonged the reaction. Sometime during their lovemaking, the rhythmic sound of strapping and Marcie’s sharp cries of reaction had ceased. Cass didn’t know what Ben had done afterward, but when he brought Marcie to the bed and stretched her out on her stomach next to Cass and Lucas, a foot of space between them, her fellow submissive was gasping, moaning and pleading, her face suffused with desire and marked with tears. Cass knew her own cheeks had similar evidence, in half-dried tracks.

      When Marcie’s hand fell near hers, Cass managed to slide her hand under her sister’s. Their fingers immediately linked, just as they’d done at the beginning.

      “We end as we started,” Cass whispered, meeting her sister’s lust-infused brown eyes. It might seem weird to anyone else, but so much of this was hard to explain to anyone else anyway. Even as a submissive, before tonight, she might have wondered if they were right, outsiders who thought a fantasy such as what had just played out in this suite was past the line of acceptable behavior. Now she was fiercely, deeply glad she’d made this journey with her sister and her husband, as well as her own. She felt she saw and understood things far better, not just about Ben and Marcie, but about her and Lucas. The wonderful thing about marriage and love was there was no end to the rooms to explore, if both hearts were willing. Always worlds within worlds to find.

      Marcie’s nails dug into hers. While Cass was drifting into a reflective, mellow, half-aroused but post-coital bliss, she realized her sister still teetered on the pinnacle of near-climax. And Ben…

      Her breath drew in, pussy clutching hard on Lucas as she looked at her sister’s Master. Ben’s visage was suffused with all the pure male hunger that had so overwhelmed Cass, seeing it in Lucas’s face. Yet there was an additional dark savagery to it that went along with Ben’s sadistic nature, giving it a different, titillating edge. It goaded feminine desire as well as deeper, anxious feelings of self-preservation, the rabbit wondering if she should run or let herself be caught. While Marcie obviously wanted to be irrevocably caught in the jaws of that trap, yearning for the consequences, Cass indulged the thrill by watching from the safe warren of her husband’s arms.

      Merely the visual of the two of them spiraled things into Cass’s lower body, a nice pleasurable echo that had her muscles clutching Lucas’s cock again. He responded by pressing in deeper and putting his mouth on her throat, nuzzling and kissing. His long, beautiful body moved under her hand as she slid her palm over his back, the curve of his buttock, her other holding onto Marcie.

      Ben was lubing up his giant cock with a tight fist. He’d brought Marcie up on her knees and elbows, cheek to the bed. She seemed to still have the vibrator inside her, because when Ben guided himself into her rear entry, he bumped it up, increasing the subtle buzzing hum. Marcie’s mouth went wide, her facial muscles reacting to the stimulation. Ben didn’t slam into her the way Lucas had taken Cass, for obvious reasons, but Cass was nevertheless amazed to see inch after inch disappear, Marcie’s eyes closing and body shuddering. She undulated in a sinuous dance, her and Ben’s movements synchronized like a melded creature of fantasy as he completed the full lock, all the way in to the hilt. Then he dropped over Marcie’s body, covering her, impressive back and arm muscles rippling. Marcie’s free hand latched onto his thick wrist where it was braced next to her shoulder.

      “Hold out for me a little longer,” Ben demanded, green eyes sharp and vivid as glass in sunlight. “Squeeze down on me and that vibrator. Make it last.”

      Cass clutched Marcie’s hand, mesmerized as Ben braced himself on her hip and began to move. Lucas added to her voyeuristic response by curving his back enough to grip one of Cass’s breasts, tilt it up toward his mouth, and begin to suckle again. The slow thrust and retreat he’d been doing began to be a little more deliberate. He was hardening inside her again and her body responded with a starburst of sensation. When Cass’s gaze fluttered to him, startled, Lucas lifted his head to meet her eyes with heated silver ones of his own.

      “You’re getting me worked up again, sweetheart,” he muttered. “Your blue eyes so big, mouth so soft, watching them fucking. Think I’m going to have to let you watch more often.”

      She lifted her free hand to his face, and he sucked on her fingers when she traced his lips. I love you so much, she mouthed. Everything she was feeling was so close to the surface. The bed adjusted with Ben and Marcie’s movements beside them, as well as the slow rock of her and Lucas’s bodies together. Marcie made that pleading noise again, and her fingers clutched Cass’s. Cass noticed she had her mouth on Ben’s wrist, in addition to clasping it with her hand. That need, the intimacy, had its reciprocal response from her husband. Ben had slowed his thrusts so he could drop a kiss between her shoulder blades and on her nape, where her stainless steel collar had slipped forward with her hair, baring that vulnerable spot.

      He said something Cass couldn’t hear, but Marcie tilted her head up to him and their mouths met in a deep kiss, with a hint of the tongues that tangled and stroked. Ben cradled her face so Marcie wouldn’t strain her neck. As they kissed, their lips curved in near smiles, as if whatever Ben had said and Marcie had answered had brought them a tender, shared moment of humor that didn’t dilute the intensity between them at all. If anything, it made Cass’s female heart pound a little harder, the evidence of how it could work together so perfectly, when love guided all of it. Passion, demand, need, tears, laughter.

      She and Lucas had that, and now she was even more certain Marcie and Ben did.

      Turning her attention back to her own husband, she found him waiting to cup her face and kiss her, just as deeply. Cass wrapped her arms around his shoulders, holding on as he stroked inside her. “Never enough,” he whispered in her ear, his voice hoarse in a way she treasured. “I’ll never get enough of you, Cassie.”

      She moaned as his thrusts increased, as she started to rise toward release again.

      It was a glorious, deep-water energy that filled the room, that surrounded all of them. Marcie’s hand in Cass’s, Marcie holding Ben’s wrist, Cass with one arm and both legs wrapped tightly around Lucas, his mouth against her ear. All the visual beauty of it: Marcie’s blond hair fanned out on the mattress between them, the lovely convex line of her back, Ben’s palm on the center of it. Ben looming over Marcie for those last hard thrusts, his green eyes glowing in the semi-darkness of the bedroom. His broad chest, covered with a light mat of gleaming dark hair, expanding and contracting with his breaths, his biceps flexing as he gripped Marcie’s hip with his other hand. His dark hair disheveled over his silken black brows, the tautness of his buttock as he pressed in deeper. Her sister overwhelmed by his demands, muffling her raw, pleasured screams into the mattress.

      Then there was Cass’s own work of art, the one that belonged to her. Lucas’s silver gray eyes were the color of woodlands in winter, or those slender slivers of gray through an early sunrise sky. The planes of his face looked like a sculpture as he drew closer to bringing them to climax, the roll of his powerful shoulders and ripple of his stomach muscles against her soft skin all imprinting themselves on her mind in a way she’d take out later and relive again and again. That fine, mouth-watering backside, tight as a drum under her calves, the legs streamlined with cycling muscles rubbing against the inside of her thighs.

      His strong, capable hands tightened on her ass, allowing him to plow her deeper. When he did that, all the erotic beauty in the world couldn’t take her focus from him. Ben and Marcie disappeared completely. Everything narrowed to his eyes, pinning her to this second in time with him. He demanded she surrender everything to him as he pushed them to the edge. He added to the thrill of it with his rough words.

      “Scream with her, sweetheart. Let us hear it. Keep us hard, wanting to fuck the two of you endlessly. Never stopping.”

      It crashed over her within seconds of when she heard Ben give the command to Marcie to come, as he started to release himself. Lucas was barely a heartbeat behind him. What had been created expanded beyond each couple, the release heightening the pleasure for each of them. It swirled around and bound them in ties with so many connections, Cass knew it was a web that could hold them above the darkest shadows—except when they embraced those shadows without fear, craving what lay within them.
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      When they finally rested on the shore beyond those powerful waves, the room was silent except for rasping breaths, a thumping undercurrent of pounding hearts and slowing pulses, a quiet whisper or low exchange of words. All of them were loath to break the spell.

      Sliding from Cass at last, Lucas moved behind her on the mattress edge side, turning her to spoon up against her body and hold her close.

      Ben eased out of Marcie, putting more kisses on her nape and shoulder. He maneuvered her to her side also, her back to Cass, but he adjusted her so she was closer to her sister and Lucas. “I’m going to go run the two of us a bath to tend to her,” he said, meeting Lucas’s gaze over Cass’s head. “Look after her for a few moments?”

      Lucas nodded, and a light smile touched Ben’s lips as Cass reached out with her Master, drawing a depleted and trembling Marcie into the shelter of their spooned bodies.

      As Cass cuddled her sister close, Lucas enveloped them in his long arms. Marcie overlapped both their arms with her hands, as mindlessly trusting of their hold as she’d been when much younger, giving Cass’s heart a poignant twist. Ben brushed a lock of hair out of Marcie’s face, smoothing it back, and met Cass’s gaze. “She’s fine,” he promised her. “She’s just nonverbal afterward. Takes her awhile to come back. She’s all good.”

      “I know,” Cass said, and meant it.

      Ben’s smile stayed, as if he’d heard the emphasis. He stroked Cass’s hair from her face, too, trailing a thumb over her lips before he dropped a kiss on Marcie’s mouth. To Cass’s bemusement, he did the same to her before he left the bed.

      As they heard the water start in the Jacuzzi tub, Cass let out a contented sigh, nestling her hips deeper into the cradle of Lucas’s. He responded with a nice push of his cock against her ass, and shifted to caress her hip, his knuckles following the curve of her breast accessible under the arm she had stretched over Marcie. She watched him use the benefit of those long arms to do the same to Marcie, playing his clever fingers along her biceps, the curve of her breast, also generously available since her arms were bent for a prayer fold of her hands under her cheek. When he slid his hand down, he kept stroking them, moving between thigh, breast, hip, side, hair… His cock stirred against her ass, amazing Cass but also reminding her of how many mornings he woke her just by adjusting her knee forward and working his thick length inside her at the tight angle, holding her pinned that way. His fingers would work over her clit until the two of them came, so closely locked together, her teeth biting down on his hand to muffle her cries from her siblings in the upstairs bedrooms.

      He wouldn’t do that now, not while she was holding Marcie so close, and not when they were all so momentarily sated, but it was a lovely thought to anticipate for breakfast. She expected Ben had a similar ritual. All the K&A men were insatiable.

      Cass tipped her head up to find Lucas’s eyes closed as he fondled both sisters. She kissed his throat. “Enjoying this, are you?” she said, a soft tease. His firm lips curved.

      “Abso-fucking-lutely.”

      Marcie was coming out of her haze, because a quiver ran through her shoulders, as if she’d managed a tired chuckle. Cass laid her cheek on her sister’s back and increased her hold around her waist, even as she savored the feel of Lucas’s hard body against her, the provocative contact that, despite her exhaustion, could still make her respond. He had so much skill in those capable fingers, so much knowledge of a woman’s body; how she liked to be touched before, during and after.

      As Lucas stroked Marcie’s hip, Ben returned, amusing Cass when he gave Lucas’s hand a reproving slap, like a wife keeping her husband away from fresh pie. “Taking advantage of my sub’s vulnerable aftercare needs,” he grumbled.

      “You kissed my wife,” Lucas said.

      “Couldn’t help it. She looks so well-used, lips all pouty and pink.” Ben winked at Cass. She narrowed her gaze at him, though it was hard not to chuckle.

      “No,” Marcie mumbled drowsily. “Not taking advantage. I like it when he touches me. It feels good. All of you… I love all of you.”

      Ben’s teasing became tenderness as he gathered her up in his arms. “Yeah, you’re floating, baby. Let’s go get cleaned up. Want me to start the tub refilling when I’m done?” He directed that to Lucas.

      “Yeah.” Lucas nuzzled Cass’s shoulder. “A bath will be good. Keep my sub’s muscles loose. I might want to put her through another couple workouts before dawn. We haven’t taken advantage of that 1800s-styled billiards table in the other room yet. And she’s definitely the first thing I’m having for breakfast.”

      If he meant it, she might need the spa’s professional masseuse services again. As well as that bath. He was going to kill her—but again, who cared?

      “Don’t worry,” Ben told Cass in a mock low voice, as he cradled Marcie. “Bicycle-Boy doesn’t have that kind of stamina. He won’t be bothering you until he’s had his second cup of coffee and checked the stock reports.”

      Lucas had a suitably rude retort for that. Ben headed for the bath with his precious burden, chuckling. Folding his arms over Cass again, Lucas snugged his thighs under hers, to spoon them together even more securely. She thought of how she’d imagined Ben and Marcie as one melded creature during their lovemaking, and she felt that way herself. Lucas’s cock pushed into the channel between her thighs and she adjusted so she could hold it there, rubbing pleasantly against her wet cunt. He had more than enough stamina to live up to his threat…or promise. He could make her tremble with desire at just the thought, but for now she couldn’t be more content, basking in the intimacy of their pose and feeling his breath against her neck, providing her the sure knowledge that he was awake and tending to her state of mind as closely as Ben did Marcie’s.

      “So, after this night is over, are you going to be able to handle having only one sister for your sexual needs?” she asked.

      He chuckled, a deep, masculine sound. “Always have, always will. But if one of us ends up killing Ben, which you know is very probable, we could convert to a 24/7 D/s household and she could be my sex slave. Help you with chores, bring me my slippers. You’d still have top ranking as head submissive, of course.”

      “Or I could ruin that new wood chipper we bought, getting rid of your body. But I will miss you.”

      He anticipated the thud of her fist against his thigh but let the blow land as her just due before capturing her wrist and lifting it to his mouth to kiss. “You know that’s never going to happen anyway. For one thing, Dana would call dibs. She’d want Marcie as her own personal cuddle toy. Who she’d magnanimously share with Peter.”

      “And would you say ‘lucky bastard’?” she asked archly.

      “I would. But none of them are luckier than me.”

      “Good save.”

      “I thought so.” He smiled against her shoulder. “What pleases me is knowing you’re being playful, that you have no true worries about that. Not all couples, no matter how close, could have done this without some kind of fall-out to handle.”

      She thought of that key moment, when he’d told her she was his only true fantasy. She’d known without a doubt how much he’d meant it. He’d won her trust a long time ago and had only consolidated it exponentially ever since. What pleased her now was that he’d trusted her enough to believe she was truly ready for this.

      When she shared that with him, she earned another tight embrace, one she returned, forming a cocoon of legs, arms and the feelings they’d shared and experienced here tonight. The strength of it sent another vibration through her body. Without him holding her, she might have been shivering the way Marcie had when Ben turned her over to their care.

      So many of her concerns about tonight had been handled earlier, Lucas orchestrating things so well to help her leave them on the streets far below. Yet as she recalled holding her sister, the scent of Marcie’s hair, those well-toned biceps, and Marcie’s jokes about being a badass, Cass also thought about the look in Ben’s eyes at the height of their passion, his feelings for Marcie so blatant. And thinking those thoughts, one of those concerns couldn’t help but return.

      “What happens if he loses her? If we lose her?” she asked quietly.

      Ben wasn’t alone in his apprehension about Marcie’s decision to become a police officer. Cass couldn’t imagine—actually, wasn’t sure she could endure—losing another sibling. But unlike Jeremy, Marcie lived every day with vigor and sought out value, wanting to contribute, accomplish, excel. Sometimes her drive to overachieve was overpowering. Cass understood the part she’d played in that, the example she’d provided her. Cass’s path to achievement had been driven by the desperate need to support all her siblings, and Marcie had not escaped unscathed from that difficult path. She might not have had to bear as much of the load as Cass, but she’d shared enough of it to carry that need to prove oneself, to overcome the scars left by uncaring parents, into adulthood.

      And layered on top of that was Marcie’s own overachieving personality. Cass knew her sister would become anything she wanted to be—a cop, a police commissioner, a senator. A female President. Or she’d break herself trying. She had that spark that a person with such strengths and drive had.

      Ben helped her keep some of that drive manageable, so it didn’t pass into unhealthy areas, and Cass was glad for that. But the point was, no matter what happened, Marcie wasn’t Jeremy. Her life would never be wasted. Still… God, how would she handle it, the many times she heard a snippet on the news about an officer-involved shooting, a far too common situation in New Orleans, and…

      “Hey.” Lucas’s tone had her tilting her face up to see his serious eyes, his firm lips. “She’ll be fine. Probably end up being New Orleans’ Superintendent of Police.”

      He was so good at following her train of thought. “That’s what I hope and believe,” Cass responded. “But I worry about it.”

      She didn’t have to say the rest. Lucas loved Marcie, and it was as hard for him as it was for any of the K&A men, accepting the idea that one of “their women” would be embracing such a dangerous job. Peter and Dana had already had several run-ins about the dangerous location of her church. Despite her being blind, she didn’t hesitate to challenge local gang members trying to recruit youthful members of her congregation. But Dana had been an Army sergeant before an IED had taken her sight, and Peter was retired National Guard with a couple Middle East tours under his belt, so he had some predisposition to manage his reaction to his wife going into dangerous situations.

      But Cass knew Lucas and the other men had equally deep worries about Ben, and Cass shared them. Marcie was her blood, but Ben was the center of her sister’s life.

      “If the worst happened, we would help him,” she told Lucas. “We’d take him in, make him live with one or all of us. Hell, we’d all move into Matt’s ranch for as long as it took to get him back on his feet. We’d make him see that life is worth living and has gifts to give, even if he felt like his heart had been taken from him. I wouldn’t let him give up, because that’s what she’d want me to do. All of us to do, for him and for ourselves.”

      “Is that so?” He raised a brow, curious at her tone. She gripped his hand, stroking her face, and nodded, pressing her lips to it.

      “Death matters so much only because life does. It’s what I finally learned from Jeremy, and you helped me see it, with your help and love. You and all our family. His life was so hard, and so much of it was destructive and wasteful. But he made those last days count. You remember the pressed flower the monastery sent me, from the garden he planted and tended? Even if it was only at the end of his life, he made an impression worth remembering. He wasn’t just a morality tale. He still had the capacity to inspire hope against all odds. Which means he was a miracle. A small, softly shining, brief miracle. I’m glad he had that. I’m glad Marcie is pursuing her dreams. I’m glad she and Ben love one another so fiercely. The stars wouldn’t be anywhere as special if they didn’t believe it was worth shining as bright as they can.”

      He tightened his arms around her. “I love you,” he said, with a fervor that warmed her from head to toe.

      “I love you.” She nuzzled her face into his hand again, then gazed up at the canopy ceiling. It was a lovely wheel of cream-colored pleated folds around a center of satiny rosettes. She focused on that and sharing this quiet moment with her husband, letting the worries fade back into their hearts. Still there, but able to be at rest for tonight.

      “So you’d be okay adopting Ben if needed?” When he spoke at last, his teasing tone told her he was taking them back toward their earlier mood. She was more than willing to flow in that direction. Love had taken her down this more serious path, but love could also lead her back to smiles and hope.

      “What was that you said? Abso-fucking-lutely. I’m sure he could prove himself useful. If you can have a sex slave, why can’t I? And I bet he’d look totally hot, doing our yardwork in nothing but those jeans he wears that can’t hide the fact he’s hung like a—”

      She was already laughing, but it elevated to a shriek as Lucas went after her with tickling fingers and chased her across the bed, initiating a wrestling match that resulted in tangled covers and more kissing, his body stretched out on hers. Her eyes lifted to his, finding them suddenly more serious, and he whispered the command to her that her body was already obeying.

      “Spread your legs for me.”

      He wasn’t completely hard, but she understood another full-blown session wasn’t his intent. At least not right now. She’d seen that pool table he mentioned, all gleaming wood and crimson felt. She could only imagine what use Ben and he might make of the pool cues, balls and wooden rack. Or they’d stretch her or Marcie out on the table and shoot a game under bent arms and legs. Whoever won points would be allowed to indulge diabolical pleasures with one or both of them.

      Lucas slid back into her, re-establishing the connection as he banded his arms around her. He pressed his face into her throat as she held him, inside and out. Closing her eyes, she simply floated in his arms, like angels in the sky. They’d have a bath and then the four of them, clean and sated, would sleep in the giant bed, bodies companionably close together, part of a pack that drew warmth, comfort and pleasure from one another in so many ways.

      “Oh.” Her eyes opened. “Did—”

      “Yes, Matt texted me. Cherry got home safe and sound. Her date went well. At least if Talia’s text, ‘She says Chad is so totally awesome’ means that. Don’t worry, Mama Bear.”

      She smiled. After a few moments, she hummed against his throat, her mind turning elsewhere. “Do you think we could get room service this late?”

      “For what we tip the concierge? He’ll get restaurant owners out of bed to cook for us if we want. You want pancakes, don’t you?”

      She wondered when she’d ever stop being surprised how easily he read her mind. She chuckled as he slid from her. As he kissed his way down her body, he left an easy, tempting kiss against her pussy, using his tongue and breath to make her squirm in pleasurable reaction before he slid off the end of the bed and started looking for his slacks. “I’ll ask Ben what he and Marcie want. Might as well get a spread to carry us through to the morning.”
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      When she and Ben emerged from the bath, Lucas had managed a late night delivery of favorite foods Marcie was sure would put a serious twist in the panties of cardiologists and diabetes nutritionists everywhere. They’d indulged in their respective choices and, between the eating and everyone getting a bath, they were on their way to restoring themselves for what she was sure was more pleasure to come. But during the lull period, Marcie had simply enjoyed watching her sister and her husband. She hadn’t seen Cass so relaxed, playful and happy in so long. If they hadn’t all been mostly naked, she would have been tempted to snap a picture with her camera phone to show Talia, Nate and Cherry. But as Ben had said, even the most innocuous picture couldn’t hide that Cass looked exactly as he’d described. Well-used, tousled, her lips swollen and body flushed from continuous attention from her Master. And Lucas’s eyes glowed when he looked at her, seeing the same thing Marcie did.

      Marcie had enjoyed the same treatment from her own Dom, but then Ben never shut down his libido except when he slept. And he didn’t sleep that much, she thought with a grin. Except for now.

      They’d eventually drifted back to the bed, and there’d been an amazing, quiet session of lovemaking, each couple in their own world, yet within a couple feet of one another on the spacious mattress. Then, for a while, they all dozed. Even Ben.

      When Marcie opened her eyes, she was clasped in Ben’s strong arms, the best place to be. She saw it was about two in the morning. A moment later, she realized she’d been awakened by a shift of the terrace lights as Cass moved in front of them, slipping out the door to the outside. She’d donned one of the suite’s complimentary fluffy white robes. When she braced her arms on the rail and looked out at the city and the river, her profile was hard to read. Her body language didn’t suggest she was discontent, but if she’d left the bed and the warmth of her husband, her mind was probably turning something over.

      When Marcie heard Lucas shift, she knew he was already aware that she’d left and was likely going to head out there, but Marcie turned over in Ben’s arms and lifted up a little to look over Ben’s shoulder at her sister’s husband. Ben’s eyes opened the moment she moved, so she laid her hand on his muscled biceps as she drew Lucas’s attention.

      “With both your permissions,” she said softly. “I’d like to go to her first. Help with a little ‘after’ aftercare?”

      Lucas’s gray eyes warmed and Ben stroked a hand over her back, tugging the ends of her loose hair.  “End protocol, brat. We’ll be out in a bit. Go be with your sister, if Lucas is okay with it.”

      Lucas nodded, though his eyes tracked Cass, probably taking in ten levels of what was going on with her that Marcie would need a closer evaluation to pick up. But that was okay. That was his job, after all.

      Marcie found another robe, feeling Ben’s eyes on her as she wrapped it around herself. She sent him a soft smile before she combed her hair back from her face and padded out to the terrace. Cass was now seated on one of the cushioned patio sofas. She’d turned around and had her arms layered on the back, her legs folded and tucked under her, feet bare as she studied the French Quarter lights. Her hair was loosely tied on her shoulders, the planes of her face soft and yet pensive.

      She looked merely thoughtful, not stressed, which was good. Yet with the bare feet and the multi-layered expression, she reminded Marcie of how she’d found her sister one night when Cass was fifteen. Mom had been drugged half out of her mind most of the day, Dad MIA as usual. Cass had been sitting at a window seat in the darkened kitchen at midnight, staring out into the night. Marcie, restless, had come down with the excuse of needing water, but really needing that reassurance that someone was there, watching out for them. They’d all done it in different ways, using Cass as the hub around which their uncertain family wheel turned.

      Nate had slept in Cass’s bed more often than not, something she was sure he remembered but she’d never tease him about. She’d tease him about plenty of things, now that he thought he was so grown up, but not that. Marcie would come in from a babysitting job, and he’d be sacked out and curled up like a puppy in the comforter while Cass was at her bedroom desk, still typing away at school work or one of the endless administrative jobs she did until she landed the internship with Pickard. That was when things had gotten better, more stable, but it still took Nate quite a while before he could sleep a full night in his room without visual confirmation that Cass wasn’t going to disappear sometime in the middle of it, the way Dad did pretty much his entire life, and Mom would do right in front of your eyes with a pill bottle.

      Marcie slid onto the sofa beside her, taking the same backward-facing pose, her hip and shoulder companionably against hers. “These are the thickest, softest robes I’ve felt in my entire life. Are we sure they didn’t murder some animal to make these?

      “Only a lot of cotton.” Cass dipped her head, smiling a little as Marcie brushed her nose against her cheek affectionately. “You used to do that when you were younger.”

      “I remember.”

      Cass nodded, her eyes returning to the skyline. “Remember when Lucas and I went to adopt our two cats? I saw a kitten doing that to its mother, and the volunteer told me rubbing faces together is sort of the universal way for the thumb-less to show affection.”

      “Maybe not just the thumb-less. Sometimes those animal instincts are closer to how we need to express things than the human way. Like tonight?” Marcie gave her the gentle prod, knowing it might be the root of the pensiveness.

      “Yes. Maybe.”

      “Did you enjoy all of it?”

      “Yes.” Cass gave her a lopsided smile. “Obviously. But during, it’s so easy to get lost in it. I surfaced with the typical ‘okay, am I going to hell for this’ followed by ‘should I have encouraged this, with my little sister involved’...”

      Before Marcie could say anything, Cass lifted a finger. “The oil, the stimulation, opened me up to deeper instincts and understandings. Instincts as real and true as the protective ones I took on and accepted fully when you were growing up. And I saw it for what it was, between you two, though I still can’t describe it. I didn’t watch you and Ben at the wedding afterparty, you know. But I guess you, Ben and Lucas have known I’ve wondered, and it’s festered a little bit, the worry, staying unresolved. Thank you for helping me resolve it once and for all tonight.”

      She met Marcie’s gaze. “My younger sister is a beautiful, amazing grown woman, able to make her own decisions. This is a part of your soul I don’t fully understand, which makes me even less qualified to make the call about it. So…I realized I can enjoy tonight for exactly what it was. An erotic adventure that exemplifies the love and trust we have in our husbands and that they have in us.”

      “Well, yeah. Duh. But God, that sounds so…corporate. Exemplifies.”

      Cass chuckled. “I assume you have a better way of saying it?”

      Marcie pursed her lips. “How about a really fucking awesome time that makes us grateful we’re married to two of the hottest Doms and most amazing men on the planet? Who we should never tell that we feel that way, because they’re already in the top 1% of the world’s most arrogant males.”

      “That works, too.” Cass sobered, considering her. The robe had slid off Marcie’s shoulder, and Cass ran a light fingertip over one of the belt marks on her shoulder blade. “When you and he started that, it was the only time tonight I had a true moment of trepidation, a desire to call things to a halt. I made myself hold my tongue, and hold you, and what I felt from you, saw in your eyes…as I said, I don’t understand it entirely, but I don’t have to understand it to know it works for you both. That you need to experience it as much as he needs to do it. I perhaps didn’t really know that until tonight…or realize I could stop thinking that it was my fault you were like that.”

      Marcie tried not to flinch at the word choice, but she didn’t mask it fast enough. Cass shook her head hastily, laying her hand on her sister’s. “No, honey. I’m sorry. That’s not what it sounds like. I didn’t expect that of myself, that I would…” She stopped and began again. “Let me step back and try to explain it a little better.”

      “You don’t have to—”

      “Yes, I do.” Cass said it firmly, holding Marcie’s gaze. “I am a submissive, far more deeply than I ever realized. Lucas helped me uncover that. Yet I forgot how easy it is for a comfort zone to become a judgment boundary. As long as those around me were in that same comfort zone, like Savannah, I thought I was the height of self-righteous tolerance: ‘oh, Dominance and submission are totally healthy and okay’ and ‘why doesn’t the rest of the world understand’? Yet in dealing with what you and Ben have, I have been pushed out of that comfort zone. My thinking that ‘it’s my fault that you’re like that’ was resting on the belief that you two take things too far together.”

      She gripped Marcie’s hand. “But tonight I was able to realize what you and Ben have…it’s beautiful, wild. Untamed and unleashed at a level that isn’t better or worse than what Lucas and I have. Just a different tree in the Garden of Eden. No matter how it was planted or grown, it was meant to be.”

      When she gave Marcie a searching look, Marcie could see Cass was worrying that her misstep had offended her sister deeply. She could reassure her on that, because Cass had spoken simply and from the heart. She wasn’t Pickard’s top negotiator because she could bullshit; she was the best because she got to the heart of a problem, whether it was her own or someone else’s, laid it out to solve it, and brought everyone back to the table.

      She gripped Cass’s hand with both of hers. “You are the best sister ever,” she said fiercely. “Even if you still won’t loan me your shoes.”

      “You’re far too rambunctious. You’d get a wild hair to go do cartwheels in a park, or chase down a pickpocket on Canal Street and scratch the heels to pieces in the sidewalk cracks.” Cass nudged her, then became serious again. “I guess some part of me thought you endured a certain level of it because of your love for one another. Then I realized he’s your safety net. When he stopped, you didn’t want to stop.”

      Marcie bit her lip. “Yeah. He makes sure I don’t get swept away in my head past the point of no return. And I want to say something to you, in the same spirit of what you just said to me. Okay?”

      “Okay.”

      Marcie took a breath. “We grew up in such uncertainty. Cass, you were Wonder Woman, you know that? You and Gal Gadot, you could have been twins. You have nothing to worry about, or regret, and I mean that. It pisses all of us off when you think you’re at fault for anything that happened during that time. You not only did the very best you could in the circumstances, you fucking blew away all expectations. All of us bear wounds from growing up with Mom and Dad like that, knowing what it took out of you, out of all of us.”

      She nudged her sister. “Some of what’s in me, the need for pain, it’s like an absolution of sorts, a need to purge this build-up of anxiety that comes from knowing exactly what the dark side of the world looks like because we were there. We came so close to tipping right off the edge into the abyss itself, so many times. I don’t consider myself any more broken than anyone else and, unlike a lot of people, I’ve chosen paths in my life that even me out. And that part of me, it meshes with his so perfectly. If there is such a thing as soul mates, we’re it.” She glanced over her shoulder into the darkened room. “Honestly? I’m not sure I’d survive losing him, now that I have him.”

      Cass pursed her lips. “So we’re not the only ones who’ve thought about what you mean to each other, and the consequences if…”

      Marcie’s countenance clouded.

      “Yeah. I know the police academy thing is flying in the face of that. But I think that’s how we have to live. On that edge, daring it to cut us. We can’t live without each other, but we can’t live safe. That’s no life at all. So we figure it out as we go.”

      “Okay.” Cass slid an arm around her and Marcie returned the favor, so the sisters twined around one another. “If I never said it, I was so glad to have your help while we were growing up. You could be a pain-in-the-ass teenager sometimes, but on the whole you were the best backup I could have had.”

      “I love you, sis.” Marcie pressed her temple to her sister’s as they looked out at the skyline. “And I know in a lot of people’s minds, this is kind of a freaky, twisted way to spend a family evening together, but honestly, I had a blast. I liked sharing it with you.” She gave Cass a quick grin. “It’s a one-timer I don’t need to do it again, but I’m glad we did it.”

      “Me too.” Cass dropped her voice to a whisper, giving her a conspiratorial wink. “And if you ever tell him, I’ll tear all your hair out by the roots, but that Dom of yours is fucking scary. Because he has a way of making a woman go along with anything, no matter how crazy.”

      “I know. He’s awesome. But whoa on the scary side of Lucas. Who knew that was hiding under the cool and unassuming accountant persona? Well, okay, I did sense it, but seeing it full blown?” Marcie shivered. “Far better than even my fantasies, and those were scorching hot.”

      “You’ve reached your quota of fantasies about my husband.” Cass tugged her hair. “It’s bad enough I have to deal with Dana’s. The girl has no filter.”

      “God bless her. You should hear Rachel when she gets going. She’s worse. You know we are totally going to get the award for best share at the next monthly get-together.”

      The two women nestled together in familial companionship, falling into affectionate silence, broken pleasantly when Lucas joined them. They saw with mutual appreciation that he’d eschewed the fluffy robe, instead pulling on a pair of old and faded jeans he’d apparently brought with him.

      “You ladies broke the bro code,” he complained. “You left Ben and I in the same bed, no barrier between us. Naked. He’s trying to spoon with me in his sleep.” He gave a mock shudder. “If he sneezed I might have gotten impaled.”

      “If you weren’t so pretty, I wouldn’t have thought you were Marcie in my sleep,” Ben defended himself, coming out of the shadows almost on his heels. He was also wearing his jeans, in his usual low-slung, top-button open way, doubling the aesthetic pleasure of the two women. On top of that, he was carrying a bottle of wine to pass around.

      “He never sleeps that deeply,” Marcie said, even knowing Lucas was joking. He was as aware as she was that Ben slept so lightly it was as if he lived in an active war zone. He was getting better about it, but some instincts, just as she’d told Cass, were hard to leave behind. The open warmth in Ben’s eyes as they landed on her told her a lot of bad things were getting easier to push off to the side of the road. Or they didn’t snap as close to his heels as they once had.

      The things she and Cass had talked about were still close enough to the surface she wasn’t surprised to see her older sister rise from the sofa, go to Ben and, with only a quick hesitation, put her arms around him. Drawing him down into her embrace, she held him tightly. Marcie didn’t know what she said to him, but Ben set aside the wine and glasses to smile and return the gesture. When he put his cheek to hers, a serious expression crossed his face as he answered her. “Always. But I’m glad you feel it for sure now.”

      Then, breaking the moment, he winked at Lucas. “You’ll have to indulge me.” Dropping his hands to take a firm two-grip hold of Cass’s generous backside through the robe, he lifted her up against his body, giving her a warm kiss before dropping her gently back to her feet.

      “That’s your final indulgence of the night,” Lucas warned. “Give me back my wife before I cut off your dick with pruning shears and Marcie feeds it to the pigeons.”

      Ben snorted. “You’ll wear yourselves out. You don’t cut a major branch with pruning shears. You go for a chainsaw.”

      “I’m sure I can find one.”

      While he was talking, Marcie had left the couch to select a chocolate out of the fruit basket on the glass table. As she moved around Lucas, she stopped short, feeling a spurt of shock, followed by some wry humor. “Looks like you bedded a tiger, brother-in-law,” she observed, reaching out and running a fingertip over his back. Winking at Cass, she leaned forward and put her lips on one of the marks. As Lucas lifted a hand to cup her jaw, he tipped his head back to toss her an amused look. It had enough reproving heat to give her a thrill. She shot a playful look at her sister. “Just to get back at Ben,” she said.

      “Uh-huh,” was Cass’s only response, along with a lifted hand in a claw shape. “There’s other, softer skin these nails can mark.”

      Marcie winked but left Lucas, pressing his shoulder fondly before crossing the terrace. “I’ll grab the first aid kit so we can touch those up.”

      “They’re fine,” Lucas said.

      Marcie backpedaled, popping the chocolate in her mouth. When she ran butt-first into Ben, she rubbed her hips playfully against his groin before pivoting and escaping his mock grab.

      “Nope, sorry. We subs are very particular about the care of our Masters. Just as overbearing about it as they are about taking care of us.”

      Cass returned to the terrace couch with a smile. Though she tried to see the marks Marcie had noticed, Lucas captured her hand and drew her down beside him. Propping his back against the sofa arm, he wrapped his arms around her while she drew her knees up, tucking the robe demurely around her thighs. “Should I say I’m sorry?” she asked. If Marcie had been startled, she was a little worried.

      “Only if you want me to get out that oil again and have me do it all over again.” He squeezed her. “You were breathtaking, sweetheart.”

      Marcie returned as Ben took a seat on the other end of the couch, close enough to reach out and grip Cass’s toes affectionately before he settled back. She noticed his eyes didn’t leave Marcie as her sister used peroxide with sterilized pads to clean the scratches on Lucas’s back. Cass suspected her sister was returning those lingering looks just as often over Lucas’s shoulder. When she applied the cool antibiotic spray as a finishing touch, Lucas made an appealing little shiver against Cass’s back.

      Cass would have tended to her husband herself, but he seemed pretty determined to keep her right where she was, her hips in the cradle between his thighs, his arm around her waist.

      When Marcie went to put the first aid supplies away, Ben offered Cass a cookie from the plate he’d retrieved from the room service cart.  By the time she split it with Lucas and accepted a glass of wine, Marcie had returned. She and Ben adopted a mirror pose on the couch with Lucas and Cass, thanks to Ben resting his back against the opposite sofa arm. As Marcie nestled in front of him, he stretched an arm along the back cushion, letting her rest her head on his biceps. Cass watched him feed Marcie a bite of cookie and brush the crumbs from her lips with his thumb, her hand coming up to circle and caress his wrist.

      Though she and Lucas had reached a deeper level tonight, she expected Marcie and Ben were covering some good ground too. The evening was a good breather from the tension they’d been dealing with about Marcie’s career choice. As Cass studied them, she thought any session between Dom and sub could turn into that kind of gift, resolving problems and leading to so many other, even more wonderful, things.

      “So…” Her younger sister gave her a sparkling look of mischief that immediately made Cass wary. “While I might not get to see the two of you explore new ground in such a firsthand way again, I’m sure you’ll bring the deets to the tell-all on girls’ night.”

      “Only if her Master says that’s okay,” Lucas said in a mock stern tone. “Nosy woman-child.”

      “Hey, monthly girls’ night is a Dom-command-free zone.” Marcie sniffed. “Believe me, the chance to be totally honest with one another and commiserate has saved some of your lives, more than once.”

      Ben’s arm tightened around his wife. As he slid his lips along her neck, Cass noticed Marcie’s toes curl into the cushion in reaction to the caress. “Behave, brat,” he murmured.

      “Never,” Marcie said, albeit a little breathlessly. It sounded like a promise, though, not a denial. Ben responded to it like one, his firm lips tugging against his own smile. Cass bit back one herself at Lucas’s exaggerated sigh.

      She settled back even more securely in his arms. For a while, there wasn’t much conversation, or much need for it. Marcie and Ben were in their own quiet world, speaking low to one another, exchanging easy kisses and touches, sharing the cookies and Marcie sipping from Ben’s champagne.

      Lucas slipped his hand into Cass’s robe to stroke the curve of her breast as he gazed out at the night. “This is as perfect as it gets,” he said quietly. “Until tomorrow, when it will be even more perfect.”

      Because we’re together. He didn’t need to say it. She felt it from him, and turned in his arms so she could wrap her own around him, get even closer.

      She felt his eyes upon her as he stroked her hair and her back. He wanted her to be totally relaxed, embracing simple enjoyment of this moment and the blissful pleasure they’d experienced so far—and likely would again before dawn’s light. As well as at breakfast, in the shower, right before they checked out…

      She had no objection to any of that. And, for the moment, no more worries.

      Her gaze slid to Marcie, nestled up to her own husband and Master. Thank God for the bond between sisters. As her own husband pressed his lips to the crown of her head and held her tighter against his strong body, she added one more to her list of life’s blessings.

      And thank God for wonderful Doms.

      
        The End
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