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      Gideon twisted off the top of his beer, braced a booted foot on the edge of the coffee table and took a swig, waiting for the DVD player to juice up. Eyeing the bag of pork rinds next to him, then the artsy decorative bowl on the coffee table, he leaned forward, snagged the bowl. It had a base shaped like a beer can, and the bowl top, though shallow, had as much capacity as he needed. He tucked the base between his thighs to hold it and dumped the bag ass-over-end into the bowl. Easier for him to grab a healthy handful at a time. Plus, no crackling plastic to disrupt his Sons of Anarchy marathon.

      It was the first time since he’d stumbled into this unlikely arrangement that he’d had the living quarters at Club Atlantis to himself for a prolonged period. Daegan had left earlier in the week to fulfill a Council assignment. Gideon had stayed with Anwyn at the club of course, because Daegan felt better knowing he was watching over her. Bastard didn’t think about the two of them worrying about him.

      Of course, he’d be fine. He was always fine. Except for that time he wasn’t, and he’d have been tortured to death, drained and killed if Gideon and Anwyn hadn’t gotten to him in time. Daegan liked to point out that was about as likely to happen again as a lightning strike on his way-too-confident ass.

      That aside, it was better that Daegan wasn’t here. When Anwyn had decided, a few weeks back, to go off on this girls’ weekend, Gideon couldn’t help thinking about what would happen with him and Daegan hanging here together, alone. It was a good thing neither of his vampires latched onto his concerns, because vampires were like damn cats—the least bit of unexpected movement in their servant’s mind and they pounced on it like a tinfoil ball.

      Of course, even if Daegan was here, it really wouldn’t matter. The vampire probably wouldn’t…usually it was about the three of them together, though on occasion Anwyn might take her pleasure with Daegan or Gideon alone. It actually wouldn’t be so bad if Daegan was here. It would sure make the apartment less empty, and maybe Anywn’s lingering female scent less distracting.

      Damn it, was he turning into a complete pussy? Before the two of them had come into his life, Gideon had been used to being by himself pretty much all the time. Had told himself that was the way he preferred it. Alone, he didn’t have to worry about getting someone killed. Or, even worse, having to express his feelings.

      Here he was, by himself for the next thirty-six hours, no one to tell him what to do or how to do it, and he was missing them. Anwyn had given him the first three seasons of Sons of Anarchy for his birthday. He was going to laze like a bear in his den and be perfectly happy in his solitude. Beer, pork rinds and a marathon of shows about hardcore bikers. And since those bikers had run a porn studio—Season One or Two, he couldn’t remember—there was going to be gratuitous female nakedness. What else did he really need?

      Ice for your testicles, when Anwyn clamps them for scratching her coffee table with your boots. And submitting her Swarovski bowl to the blasphemy of your greasy snacks.

      The elevator to the lower level made the humming noise that said it had been engaged and was on its way down. Oddly, Gideon wasn’t too surprised to hear Daegan’s voice in his head, and knew he’d subconsciously sensed his approach before he got there. He’d been thinking about him, so he hadn’t realized his awareness was also linked to his physical proximity.

      What were you thinking about me, vampire hunter?

      How nice it was to have you out of my grill for a couple days.

      Sorry to disappoint.

      “I’ll live.”

      The elevator opened. Daegan was dressed in slacks and a pullover, and apparently it was raining out, because his dark, ankle length duster was spattered with it. Then Gideon’s nostrils flared and he realized the spatter wasn’t rain. “What the hell happened?”

      “A cadre of young rogue vampires who have watched Highlander far too many times. One of them even tried to give me the ‘there can be only one’ speech. I cut it short.” Daegan shouldered his bag of weapons, glanced toward the television with a flicker of interest. “They run a porn studio? Anything worth seeing?”

      “Girls with nice racks and very little clothes hanging on them.”

      “A day’s worth of ball clamping is definitely in your future,” Daegan observed, heading toward his rooms.

      “Only if you run and tell Mommy, you squealer.”

      Daegan flashed his devastating grin. “I can be bribed, vampire hunter. Just offer me something I want, more than seeing Anwyn punish you. I’m going to grab a shower.”

      As he disappeared into his room, those words were a cinch of barb wire, drawing everything into a tight ball in Gideon’s lower belly. It was a familiar feeling, that mixture of anxiety and anticipation. And he wasn’t sure how the hell to feel about that.

      When he’d committed to be in Anwyn’s service, she had required him to prove it with over six weeks of intense 24/7 servitude. Hell, she hadn’t let him wear clothes in the apartment for forty days. And at the end of those days, he could practically become hard on demand, respond to their desires with mindless intensity. But their desires. Or hers. Never just his. Daegan’s.

      But despite that frisson of apprehension, it wasn’t his top concern at the moment. The spatter on that coat wasn’t the blood of other vampires. It was Daegan’s. And the clothes he was wearing weren’t his usual hunting clothes. He’d changed before he got here. Hearing the shower switch on, Gideon rose and went to their laundry room, where Daegan had dropped his bag. Squatting, he unzipped it.

      “Shit,” he muttered. The smell of blood was strong, despite the fact Daegan had rinsed the clothes out somewhere. Gideon lifted out the thick black cotton shirt, eyed the eighteen inch slash that had cut through it. Someone had gotten him pretty good. There was a puncture tear in the jeans. Damn, the Council had sent him into a nasty nest. By himself.

      It pissed Gideon off about ten different ways, because he knew there were still those on the Council who’d rather just not have Daegan around, but Daegan still believed in what he was doing. He’d thought about leaving it for Anwyn’s sake, but Gideon and Anwyn had convinced him what he did was too important to give up, knowing he really didn’t wish to abandon it.

      Maybe they should rethink that. Gideon stuffed it all in the laundry, dumped in detergent and got it started. They needed to wash it out before they threw the ruined clothes away, because cops got a little suspicious about blood-soaked clothes in a dumpster. And if they tested those clothes, the physiology of vampire blood could cause some complications.

      Gideon went back to the kitchen. He kept a couple extra bottles of blood in there if Daegan or Anwyn wanted to take it that way instead of fresh from the throat. Anwyn rarely did, preferring to curl up in his lap and tease his throat with her fangs. Or stretch him out on the bed, arms and legs chained, and draw from his thigh, her hair brushing against his hard cock, the straining muscles of his thighs. But unless the three of them were tangled together, Daegan took it this way. He’d never taken it from Gideon one-on-one, except that one bleak day, months ago, when Gideon wasn’t sure where he belonged. So he guessed that sort of didn’t count, or at least wasn’t the same situation as the sensual, lazy teasing of Anwyn’s tongue tracing his jugular, her soft breath on his flesh.

      Though he tried to dispel it, he couldn’t help imagining what it would be like if Daegan came up behind him when Gideon was on the couch. The vampire’s skin would be damp and heated from his shower. Strong hand curling in Gideon’s hair, the other sliding across his throat, tilting him back with that demanding touch, his fangs punching into Gideon’s flesh. Daegan would lean over further as he drank, hand cruising down Gideon’s chest, into his lap to grip his cock, work him like a damn gear shift, revving him up from zero to a hundred in a—

      Gideon closed the refrigerator with a decided snap, went back to the couch. Damn it, why did Daegan have to come back early? And damn it, why did he have an overwhelming urge to march straight to that shower, yank open the door, and inspect Daegan head to toe, make sure everything was all right? He’d seemed to be moving okay, but Daegan healed with lightning speed. No matter what, he’d need blood. More than a couple small bottles. But for some reason, Gideon didn’t move back toward the kitchen, toward the multiple knives he could use to slice a vein, and the crystal tumblers he could use to work up a visceral crimson cocktail for Daegan. It was almost as if he didn’t want Daegan to have options other than him. It was almost as if he wanted him to…

      Sitting back down, he turned on the DVD, turned it up so his thoughts were drowned out by the opening riff for Sons of Anarchy. Porn, bikers, trash talk. That was all that mattered today.

      [image: ]

      He knew exactly when Daegan returned, could smell the freshly showered smell as the vampire came out in faded jeans, a shirt buttoned a careless two buttons, just enough to hold it on him. Bare feet, his dark hair still damp. He took a seat on the opposite end of the couch, finger combing his hair, which fell attractively over his forehead. Anwyn had asked him to grow it longer these days. It only barely brushed his collar, but being vampire, that was all the length it took to make him twice as irresistible as he normally was.

      At least that was what Anwyn said.

      Gideon put the bowl between them with the pork rinds. Daegan couldn’t chow down on them, but he might want a bite. “There are a couple bottles of blood in the fridge. You want me to mix them with something?”

      Daegan gave him a sidelong look. “You were prying where you were not invited.”

      “Didn’t realize your laundry was a state secret. You okay?” Gideon asked it straight out, with a touch of impatience. Daegan shrugged.

      “I lost a good amount of blood, but their advantage was numbers, not skill. I’ve been hurt worse. I suppose you will tell Anwyn.”

      “Not if you take the blame for anything I do to the bowl and coffee table.”

      Daegan’s lips curved, a distracting effect. “A fair trade. I’ll take a beer first, and think about the blood later.”

      Gideon automatically rose, went to the kitchen and brought him one. As he handed it over, Daegan considered the crystal bowl, a quirk on his lips. “Her birthday is coming up, you know. Any ideas? Other than getting you a proper chip bowl so you won’t use her table decor?”

      “There are a couple plastic bowls in the kitchen. Just didn’t feel like getting them at the time. She went pretty sappy over that puppy Chantal brought in with her niece. Maybe we should get a dog. Make our Christmas card family complete.”

      “Hmm. While her bloodlust attacks are getting more manageable, I’m not sure a pet is a good idea. Killing you by accident, she could probably get over. Killing a puppy, not as easily.”

      Gideon narrowed his eyes. “I could still let a thought slip about your Highlander geeks, you know.”

      “Only if you like testicle clamps. I’m pretty sure I already see a scuff mark from your boot there at the end.

      “If we had a puppy, we could blame things like that—and rips in your clothing—on him.”

      “Good point.” Daegan pursed his lips. “Of course, since she’s off with Lyssa, doing female things like shopping, we could ask Jacob what Anwyn particularly liked, something she didn’t buy for herself. When is she coming back?”

      Catching the impatient edge to his voice, Gideon felt a little more on solid ground. On that, he and Daegan were on the same page. This was the first time since she’d been turned she’d been off without the both of them. Though Gideon couldn’t speak for Daegan, he felt like a parent letting his child go off for a sleepover for the very first time, a nameless anxiety moving in his gut that he’d been trying to coat with pork rinds and beer.

      “Sunday. Unless Lyssa finds more for them to do than can be covered in a weekend.” He gave Daegan a considering look. “Truth, I was kind of surprised you didn’t play the Ma—Sire card with her on this.”

      Technically, Daegan was Master to them both, though Anwyn was a vampire and also a natural Mistress. However, Gideon felt funny drawing attention to it without her there to be a buffer. Okay, it was official. He was being a chickenshit. And there was no way Daegan wasn’t hearing all this crap.

      Unless he was pale and tired and not into picking Gideon’s brain at the moment, which appeared to be the case. So he needed to take the reprieve and banish this stuff from his head. Act like he was just hanging out with a fellow vampire hunter, as he’d done in years past. That was all this was.

      “You wouldn’t have been so surprised if you’d been there when Lady Lyssa asked me if I thought her incapable of protecting a fledgling,” Daegan said dryly.

      Gideon winced. “Let me guess. The cold-as-death voice, and the I-could-laser-off-your-testicles-with-a-look gaze?”

      Daegan tapped his bottle against the neck of Gideon’s. “Yes. Besides being rather un-manfully intimidated, I was quite reassured about Anwyn’s well-being in her care.”

      Gideon chuckled. “That is one scary bitch. And I mean that in the most respectful way.”

      “I still wouldn’t suggest using the term around her, or Jacob.”

      “I can handle Jacob. Big pussy.”

      Daegan gave him an amused glance. “I notice you didn’t say anything about handling Lyssa.” He sobered then. “In truth, I realized we are both being overprotective and Anwyn needs to have a sense of freedom to continue to gain confidence.”

      “Yeah, but it still sucks. She’s close enough to tune into our heads. She could at least send a mental postcard. ‘Wish you were here so I could torture you with endless hours of shopping and girltalk.’”

      “If she did that, she’d already know about her coffee table and bowl.”

      “Yeah, yeah.”

      He missed her, had gotten used to being her shadow. It was pathetic. He was a vampire hunter who was now a vampire’s servant, two vampires’ servant. But truth, he didn’t like being away from either one of them. It never felt right. So he had to admit it felt better, at least having Daegan here.

      Feeling the vampire’s gaze on him, Gideon became interested in the DVD remote, futzing with the buttons.

      “Tell me about this show,” the vampire said at length, “so I can catch up.”

      Relieved to do so, not wanting to think about what Daegan was thinking during that pause, Gideon spent the next few moments explaining the basic premise, and they settled into a companionable silence to watch.

      He’d only left on the kitchen light, so it made the couch area dim. After a time, he noted that vampires apparently were not immune to the narcotic effect of a TV’s glow in semi-darkness. Daegan’s eyes were closed, his hand loose on the beer he’d given him, and he’d only drunk a couple swallows. Leaning over him, knowing that Daegan would go on battle alert at unexpected movement, Gideon murmured, “Just moving this next to you until you’re ready for it.”

      Daegan made an amenable noise and Gideon drew it from his hand, putting it on the side table. He had to curve over Daegan to do it, and his fingers brushed the other male’s as he took the bottle away. Looking down at him, Gideon had a sudden impulse, one he almost followed. What if he brushed those dark strands of hair over his forehead, an easy caress, combing the damp hair aside? He could almost see himself doing it, but hell, what kind of can of worms would that open?

      He sat his ass back down on the other end of the couch. After taking off his boots and propping his socked feet on the table.

      It was the damnedest thing, the way he was about this guy, because no other guy turned his crank like that. Of course, other than Anwyn, no woman had ever successfully pulled the Mistress routine on him. But with her, he craved it. They’d taught him not to agonize over the why so much, just to accept it was what he was with them. But there were times when something unexpected happened, where it came back full force, putting jagged glass in his gut.

      Daegan had propped one bare foot on the table, his other folded under him, pulling off a male warrior’s sensual grace with ease. The two buttons allowed a lot of visual, the smooth terrain of chest and abdomen, the sleeves stretched over the well-defined shoulders. It was unusual not to see him in his tank and cotton drawstring gi pants, his usual pre-dawn attire. It was the outfit he wore to work out, which he did every single day, even if he’d just come back from a hell of a fight, like now. Gideon understood the routine. A soldier always did everything he could to prepare himself for his enemies, never letting himself get slack.

      Daegan was more conscientious about that than most, and these days he was hyperaware of how much Anwyn needed his protection. He had a family now. And Gideon knew he was included in that definition, though he’d never asked for that. It stirred things somewhere between Gideon’s heart and gut to think about it, about how Daegan watched over them both.

      Big. Ass. Pansy. For the love of God, just watch the fucking show.

      Gideon sent himself the deprecation at the same time he made the determined resolve not to look toward the other end of the couch again. He succeeded, mostly.

      After a time, Daegan stirred with a grunt. Opening his eyes, he shifted enough to focus his attention anew on the television. He stretched his other arm along the back of the sofa, reaching for a pork rind with the other hand. Sniffing it, he took a measured taste, the fangs slicing through the crisp skin. “So what did I miss?”

      “A pretty good gun fight. I’ll take it back.” Gideon rewound a couple scenes, put the remote back down on the sofa arm, and slouched down.

      He’d seen the show before, was watching scenes he’d viewed only moments before. So it made sense that his attention was elsewhere. Already hyper-cognizant of Daegan being only a couple feet away on the couch, now there was the proximity of his arm across the back of it. He was acting like such a girl. Jesus. But still…

      Daegan’s fingers were about even with Gideon’s neck. If Gideon decided to put his head back, he’d have his head right on that hand. So he wouldn’t do that.

      “You know, I was watching that gun builder’s show the other night,” he said casually. “They modified a 1940s machine gun so it could be used as a shoulder weapon. About twenty-five pounds, too, which wouldn’t be that much for you at all. Pretty cool.”

      Daegan’s gaze flickered to him with interest. “Did you record it?”

      “Yeah. That same episode, they put together a door breacher with a precision rifle. It was awesome. Thought we could take a look at it, see if we’d be interested in ordering one.”

      “Anwyn will fuss. She says we have an arsenal now.”

      “What’s her point?”

      Daegan smiled, a quick flash of fang. Then Gideon felt his fingers brush his nape, a passing caress as he returned to watching the show. But it didn’t stop with that fleeting brush. Daegan startle to fondle the back of his neck absently, letting his fingers tug through the short strands of Gideon’s hair there.

      Do you really think I would ignore your thoughts, vampire hunter? Particularly when you’re thinking them so loudly, it’s like you’re shouting them at me?”

      Gideon tensed, but Daegan made a calming noise in his throat. He just kept sliding his touch over Gideon’s nape, a trailing sensation that spread through Gideon’s shoulders and arrowed downward. The vampire’s fingers slid with devilish knowledge along the occipital bone, then down the back of his neck again, following the track of those parallel tendons, coming to rest on the top bump of the spine, a circling motion over his collarbone, then back up. It was an idle path that felt anything but idle.

      “When you came back to us, a few months ago, your Mistress set three conditions on your service to her. Do you remember?”

      If you wish to stay with me, you accept three things. You accept me as a vampire, not as a victim of one. You accept yourself as a servant, with me as your vampire Mistress…and you accept Daegan. Feed him, and let him take you to his bed, without me.”

      …You will submit to Daegan taking you to bed, without me there. I’m too greedy right now to let you out of my sight, but I won’t be forever.

      Yeah, Gideon remembered her words all right. Hard to forget since they’d been knocking around his head ever since he learned she was going to spend the weekend with Lyssa, which meant Daegan and he would be here without her. Of course, those words had been niggling at his brain even before then.

      Why it should still be uncomfortable, he didn’t know. Daegan had fucked him, often and hard, with Gideon inside of Anwyn. Or while she was doing other crazy shit to him. Was it really so different to do it, just the two of them?

      Yeah, it was. He didn’t know exactly how to explain it, but it had something to do with looking at Daegan, tired and too pale, but still so capable of kicking anyone’s ass who messed with his family. Anwyn and Gideon.

      He was so not going down this road. “I remember. And I told you, when your day came, you better bring your A-game. You don’t look up to an A-game.”

      “You’d be surprised what I’m up for, vampire hunter. I have enough left to run you to ground…and into the ground.”

      With another slight shift, a sharpening of those dark eyes, Daegan had gone from casual circling to zoning in on his prey. But Daegan wasn’t the only hunter in the room.

      Gideon gave the male a look of solid challenge, but then he angled his head, letting Daegan’s still wandering fingers graze his jugular. Just the contact made him start to get hard—or rather, harder—but slowly, he tilted his head, so those fingers could follow the line of it, up and down, like the stroke of a feather. Gideon locked gazes with the vampire.

      “Maybe you should go ahead and have some blood first,” he suggested. “I want it to be a fair fight.”
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      Daegan’s fingers stilled. In fact, all of him stilled, in that eerie, dangerous way that vampires had, that Gideon suspected had been picked up by horror films somewhere along the way. Camera pans across what’s supposed to be an empty room, and two to three clicks later, you realize something’s not right with the living room décor. Bam, there’s the axe murderer, standing patiently right next to the potted palm.

      Only Daegan’s stillness—at least in this instance—didn’t herald the attack of a psycho serial killer. It meant he was about to make a move, so fast and strong, so irresistible, that anything but surrender was pointless.

      Except Gideon didn’t know the meaning of surrender. His body had automatically shifted gears. It was alert, battle ready, well-trained instinct kicking in.

      Which was why he was surprised when, instead of pouncing on him like a wolf, Daegan resumed his motion, stroking his fingers along the pulsing vein in Gideon’s throat. “Just how strong are you, Gideon? I know you can fight like a lion, but are you strong enough to remain utterly still?” His gaze flickered to the side, down. “Your fingers are curled, tense. Straighten them, relax your palms.”

      Okay, easy enough. Sort of. As Gideon complied, Daegan’s attention wandered up Gideon’s legs, the splayed angle of his thighs, lingering over the groin area so Gideon felt heat build there. Then he was back to Gideon’s face, those dark eyes pinning Gideon’s own midnight blue ones. “Can you stay still until I tell you to move, vampire hunter? Are you that tough? Fighting is easy when you want to fight, when you need to fight. At such a time, finding stillness, embracing it, that’s the most difficult thing any warrior can do.”

      Didn’t matter how many times he told himself he was ready for whatever Daegan brought to the table, the bastard always managed to turn the ground to quicksand. Hell, yeah, he’d prefer to wrestle this out. They’d done that before, with Anwyn there. It’d been fun, rough and dirty. But Gideon didn’t have any doubt this was way different.

      Daegan was challenging him to remain in place. Could he do that? It sounded easy, but Daegan had already called that for the bullshit it was. Gideon wasn’t going to be a pussy about it, though. It was just sitting still. Jesus.

      “Mind if I keep watching the TV, while you do whatever it is you’re about to do? Jax is about to get it on with his old lady in the bathroom. Don’t want to miss that.”

      In answer, Daegan shifted closer. It didn’t seem rushed, yet suddenly he was much closer. His hand turned, thumb passing along Gideon’s jaw, other fingers spreading along his throat to hold him in that position, chin raised. Gideon kept his eyes fixed on the vampire’s face, though it was tough. For some reason, he was having an incredible urge to look away, look down. Forget that. He knew the laws of the jungle. You didn’t avert your eyes from another predator unless you were conceding dominance. And Daegan himself had just said Gideon was a lion. King of the jungle.

      Yeah, him and Tarzan. Right there together. Sans prissy loincloth.

      His heart rate had increased. He wasn’t aware his hands had clenched again until Daegan noted it.

      “Fingers relaxed, vampire hunter.”

      He forced himself to comply once more, though it seemed that tension transferred to his spine. Daegan’s thumb passed over his cheek, once, twice. His face was close to Gideon’s so the dark eyes dominated his vision. Daegan’s clean shower scent washed over him, the damp hair so close, tempting touch.

      “Stillness, Gideon. Utter stillness. You are not permitted to move unless I tell you to do so.” That includes any part of your mouth, inside or out. It is frozen until I indicate otherwise.

      No part of him was frozen, not this close to Daegan’s heat. His core quaked with uncertain anticipation as Daegan closed the gap between them, put his mouth on Gideon’s. It wasn’t a girly, soft kiss. His tongue demanded entry right away, yet once there, explored Gideon’s mouth with lazy devastation. As he took his time about it, Daegan tightened his grip on Gideon’s jaw and throat to remind him to stay still, but Gideon thought it also conveyed the vampire’s own reaction.

      When Daegan made a low growl in the back of his throat that vibrated against Gideon’s lips, his stomach coiled up tighter than a virgin ass. He certainly remembered having one of those, didn’t he? Daegan had fucked him there first. Anwyn had done it since, creating some shamefully pleasurable memories, but Daegan had been the only male, ever. And Gideon didn’t want that to change, as unrealistic as that might be for a vampire’s servant. Two vampires’ servant.

      Your desire to have your ass taken only by me pleases me, Gideon.

      God, how did he do this? As Daegan’s tongue continued to stroke and tease his, Gideon had to employ all his focus to remember he wasn’t supposed to move his tongue or mouth in reaction, tease and tangle back, press against or bite at that sensual mouth. It wasn’t that he was obeying the vampire; he just wasn’t going to give Daegan the satisfaction of saying Gideon wasn’t man enough to do something as simple as stay still beneath an assault like this.

      Always the games with you, Gideon. Do you remember what I told you about games, not too long ago?

      Of course the bastard would bring that up now, while Gideon’s body was spiraling toward hard, throbbing need.

      It had been a few weeks ago. On a rainy, cold night, Anwyn had initiated a game of Truth or Dare in the upstairs suite after she finished her paperwork. Whenever it was Daegan’s turn to demand something of Gideon, both vampires noticed that Gideon always chose Truth versus Dare. Later in the evening, when Anwyn was answering a question from her floor staff, Daegan had fixed Gideon with a steady look and said, with deceptive casualness, “It doesn’t matter whether you choose to accept a dare from me or not, Gideon. As your Master, I can require you to do anything I command, without game or challenge. The day is coming, very soon, where you and I will resolve this between us once and for all. There will be no more games.”

      Coming back to the present, Gideon realized he’d closed his eyes. Daegan seemed okay with that, though. He moved from plundering Gideon’s mouth to cruising across his cheek bone, taking a sharp nip at his jawline, the five o’clock shadow rasping against the vampire’s mouth.

      Two years ago, you broke your hand during a hunt. You had to learn to shave with your other hand.

      Over time, Daegan had picked up many of Gideon’s memories from being a vampire hunter. Now he used that one against Gideon. The vampire was right. Gideon had damn near slit his throat a couple times, because he shaved with a barber’s wicked straight razor to keep his reflexes sharp. Daegan interjected himself in the vision now…or maybe Gideon was imagining it himself, he couldn’t really tell, their minds were so close.

      In the vision, Daegan was standing before him, bare chested, wearing slacks not yet fastened so they hung low on his hips. He was touching Gideon’s face with firm purpose, like now, angling it so he could scrape that blade over Gideon’s jaw, down near the vulnerable throat… An act of mutual care and trust.

      Gideon met Daegan’s gaze. The dark eyes flickered, then Daegan dipped his head. When his fangs grazed the carotid, Gideon shuddered, forcing his fingers to stay flat with tremendous effort. Daegan’s hand closed on his thigh, inches from his cock, cramped in his jeans.

      Do you know what I was imagining, Gideon, when you thought I was dozing?

      Playing dress-up with Anwyn’s clothes? “I know you’ve been eying those silver latex pants of hers. The ones that lace up the sides.”

      A smart ass answer was so the wrong tactic here. He was going to push this to a place he didn’t want it to go. Or maybe he did. Hell, that was the problem with Daegan. Gideon couldn’t figure himself out when it was like this.

      “Because you are fighting yourself. I can take you down in a heartbeat, vampire hunter, and you know it. That’s all too easy. Forced submission has its place between us. We’re males, and we need that challenge. There are times your resistance makes me harder, all the more determined to take you down and fuck you. But this is not that time or place. Because of your nature, I know you will fight me like this, again and again tonight. Each time, I’m going to bring you back to stillness, shut down your avenues of escape, until you have to accept what lies in that stillness, and surrender fully to it.”

      “You’re talking during all the good parts,” Gideon said, but his throat was constricted. Daegan’s grip increased on his thigh, and the vampire tilted his head, the hair on his forehead brushing Gideon’s cheek. He found the beating pulse of Gideon’s artery where it columned down from behind his ear, nuzzled that sensitive region, his mouth suckling, tongue flicking along that line. As he moved down, his fangs brushed Gideon again, his breath hot on his throat.

      What good parts, vampire hunter? On the TV, or this?

      Gideon bit down on a moan as Daegan moved his hand, cupped his testicles where his splayed legs revealed their swollen curve against the denim. Daegan’s thumb rubbed with sure skill against the base of Gideon’s hardening cock. The male’s fangs pierced flesh then, puncturing the carotid at last. Gideon convulsed, his hands flexing in reaction, but then he pushed them flat into the sofa again, mashing hard. He was going to leave handprints in the resilient foam.

      “What were you imagining?” His voice was hoarse. “When you were dozing?”

      Daegan’s lips curved against him, his tongue flicking across Gideon’s skin, taking the fast rush of blood with precise skill. Gideon felt lightheaded, but there could be a variety of reasons for that.

      I imagined opening my jeans, pulling out my cock. I command you to go down on me, suck me off while I watch television and drink my beer. I’d curl my fingers in your hair, push you down harder and harder, make that smart mouth of yours work for it. I’d hold off for quite a while, tiring your jaw and throat. You’d be too stubborn to give up, sucking, licking and occasionally biting to test me. When I came, vampire hunter, it’d be so thick and fast, you’d gag, but you’d fight to take every drop.

      His hand withdrew from Gideon’s cock, fisted instead in his shirt. When you fight for something, you are just as determined as when you fight against it.

      Using that hold in his shirt, Daegan kept him steady as he drank from that artery, took what he needed. He’d been worried about Daegan’s blood loss, so Gideon was glad the vampire was taking what he needed, but he noticed how aggressive the vampire was being about it, the strong pull on the throat, the clamp on his body. Usually, Daegan went with a gentler, more courteous approach than Anwyn, as if he knew Gideon had an innate nervousness about letting a male vampire drink from him.

      The couple times Gideon had been captured, the male vampires who’d taken him had done that, torn into his throat or thigh with maximum pain without inflicting death. While he wasn’t some whiny therapy case, he had enough bad dreams about it that he still tensed up if Daegan came at him a little harder than usual, even with Anwyn present. Apparently Daegan wasn’t so worried about that today. He had those fangs driven in so deep, was pulling on that vein so hard, he’d be leaving a blood hickey there, a visible mark of how he’d tasted Gideon.

      My purpose exactly, Gideon. One of several marks I intend to leave on you tonight.

      Daegan lifted his head then, replacing his mouth with his thumb, holding pressure on the puncture marks. “Clean my mouth, servant. With your own.”

      Those dark eyes were implacable. This wasn’t going quite as Gideon had expected. But before he could question his own response, he was leaning in, remembering that kiss, and knowing now he had permission to move his mouth. Putting his over Daegan’s, he sucked the blood away from the firm lips, used his tongue to trace the seam, tasting himself and Daegan together. Daegan’s hand had shifted, a collaring that caused pressure against the larynx, keeping Gideon at a certain distance, keeping him from deepening that kiss. Damn if he didn’t want that, because he kept pushing against it, reminded again and again by the force on his windpipe to ease back.

      When Gideon was done, he’d cleaned every trace of blood, inside and out, and his heart was racing as if he’d just run a race. Daegan’s eyes showed traces of crimson fire. Okay, this might be going into really dangerous territory. He wondered if it was too much to hope that they’d just start watching TV again. Or maybe Daegan would want a quick fuck. He could do that. God knew, he was more than ready for it.

      “Stand up, Gideon. I want you to strip. Take everything off, here in front of me. Then go into Anwyn’s personal supply room and put on the cock harness I’ve laid out on the desk there. Then come back here.”

      No. He couldn’t do that. Anwyn had done stuff like that to him, and her and Daegan together, but put himself in those kind of trappings with just Daegan, for Daegan? It made things somersault in his chest and stomach. Gideon couldn’t determine if the reaction was pleasant or unpleasant, but he recognized a gut-level, won’t-cross-that-line apprehension. He wasn’t going to call it fear. He wasn’t afraid of Daegan. But he didn’t need to do the psychoanalysis crap. Just no. N-O, hell no. Daegan might be able to force him to do it, but no way was he going to do it willingly.

      “So you are refusing your Master?”

      Gideon rose from the couch. He faced Daegan, hands now fully clenched, the whole “relax” thing off the table. “Look, you can fuck me, all right? I can handle that. Maybe even handle the going down on you thing after I get in a few beers. But it’s just not that way between us. I don’t…I can’t.”

      “Your cock says you can. Your pulse leaped with every demand I made. You want to do all of it and far, far more, Gideon. You’re just afraid of yourself, of what that means.”

      “Quit the psychobabble. Look, it’s just the two of us. Why does this shit have to be part of it?” He reinforced that admonishment mentally to his body, and the various other parts of him that were yearning to do exactly as Daegan had ordered. Well, fuck it, no. He wasn’t going down that road, going to become some sniveling, weak thing like some of the guys he saw up in Club Atlantis, being led around like cowering dogs on leashes behind other guys, their junk trussed up ten different ways.

      “That’s not what you fear.” Daegan studied him, gave a considering nod. “Very well.” He extended his empty bottle. “I need another beer. Get it, and we’ll watch the next episode.”

      Just like that. Gideon took the bottle, waiting for further reaction, but Daegan’s expression didn’t change. He didn’t seem mad or anything. On the contrary, when Gideon went to the kitchen, the vampire was fiddling with the remote, rewinding the DVD to the point they’d been at before the whole disturbing conversation had started.

      Which meant the jagged rock in his lower belly should start to dissipate, right? Only it hadn’t become a jagged rock until a second ago, when he’d refused Daegan. Gideon pulled out two more beers, popped the tops, brought them back.  His cock hadn’t settled, and the vampire’s languid gaze slid over the tight fit of the jeans, but he made no comment, merely leaning forward to take his beer from Gideon’s hand. He gave him a nod. “Thanks for the blood, vampire hunter. I prefer it fresh from your throat.”

      “Hey, one of the things I’m here for.” See, he could be useful. He didn’t have to do those other things to be appreciated by the male. Unbidden, Gideon remembered those forty days once more, when Anwyn had forced him to stay completely naked in the apartment. She and Daegan had used him in every conceivable violation of biblical tenets, short of coupling him with a farm animal. At times, he’d gotten so lost in all of it, he didn’t even recognize the mindless, lust-driven creature he’d become, willing to do anything for them, to please and sate them. That was what a vampire could do to a human servant. He became all about serving his Master. Whatever the Master desired brought the maximum amount of pleasure to the servant.

      He meant her. Mistress. Whatever she desired brought the maximum amount of pleasure to him. To Gideon.

      Gideon sat back down on his end of the couch, tried to resume the same relaxed position. He knew it wasn’t going to work. Daegan had flipped a switch. He could argue that he’d flipped it right back off, but that wasn’t what his revved body and mind were saying, the ache in the middle of his chest. And Daegan was right. It wasn’t all about lust. But Gideon wasn’t as comfortable with that part of himself as Daegan was, not when it came to the feeling part. All he knew was a sense of irritating wrongness had settled over him.

      Hell, it was what it was. He stared hard at the TV, watched without hearing or seeing it, all-too-aware when Daegan finally rose after about thirty minutes. He mentioned something about catching up on his reading Gideon barely heard. A few minutes later, the vampire re-appeared from his room, a couple books under his arm. He headed for the elevator. Once it passed dusk, Daegan liked the panorama of windows in the penthouse living quarters, the heated pool and all the greenery Anwyn had up there.

      “If Anwyn calls, let me know,” the vampire said, giving Gideon a half-smile as the elevator doors opened. “We’ll find out how much of her fortune she’s blown in the underground malls.”

      “Yeah, there goes my hope of being a kept man. I’ll have to get a part-time job to supplement my servant gig.”

      Daegan chuckled, stepped into the elevator. “If you—”

      “Stop.” Gideon rose, setting down the beer. “Don’t.”

      As if the chuckle and half-smile had been mere masks, and Gideon guessed they had been, Daegan’s casual body language vanished. The predator was back. He cocked his head like a raptor, his hand on the control panel. “Don’t what?” he asked softly.

      “I’ll do what you asked.”

      “I don’t recall asking, vampire hunter.”

      Gideon swallowed. Daegan kept his position in the elevator, not yet ready to change course. He was waiting for something and Gideon was all too aware of what it was. He knew it like he knew how to breathe. He knew how to serve a Master, just as he knew how to serve a Mistress. They’d taught him. All he had to do was grasp at the lesson, and it would be there. No matter how it conflicted with his image of himself. What he wanted was stronger than that, right?

      “I’ll do what you…ordered. Commanded, whatever.”

      Daegan still waited, but that charged silence increased. Tightening his jaw, Gideon pulled off his shirt. The vampire’s gaze followed the motion, appraising the expanse of Gideon’s chest, his scarred, broad shoulders. Opening his jeans, Gideon pushed them off, got his socks free, then kicked it all to the side. There. He stood before the dressed vampire completely stripped. Even though he had a feeling he’d taken off way more than his clothes.

      Daegan took his time covering all the exposed terrain, lingering on Gideon’s cock that was getting hard again, the skin over it taut as a drum. “The cock harness, Gideon. I marked the holes so you’ll know how tight I want it. Don’t change any of the adjustments.”

      Gideon nodded. He moved across the room, trying not to be self-conscious about it, even while feeling the weight of that growing erection pulling against every step. In Anwyn’s personal dungeon, there was a supply room. Just as Daegan had said, a cock harness had been laid out. Jesus. It was the one with the prongs that went around the base of the cock. The stiffer a guy got, the more they dug into him. It also had a nice, big ring in back so if Daegan wanted to put his sizeable dick through it and fuck Gideon’s ass, it would be accessible.

      He’d said not to change any of the adjustments, but Christ. The prongs were already tight, enough to make Gideon wince. When he reached full erection, it would be excruciating, leaving marks. One of several marks I intend to leave on you tonight… Sure enough, that wide-assed ring was positioned in back right where it was supposed to be. Another strap fitted around his testicles, and the cinching around them was likewise going to turn his balls blue before it was all over. But all those uncomfortable sensations made him even harder.

      During those forty days, he sometimes craved punishment, pain, the lash. Anwyn told him he was purging a lot from his soul, and that was a good way to do it. His response was she’d turned him into a fucking happy lunatic, an answer that earned him one of her amused, beautiful smiles. And another flogging.

      He moved back into the other room. It wasn’t easy walking this way, but those forty days had given him the training of a runway model. He could get right up there with the Victoria Secrets’ angels. Hell, he could outprance them any day, because he knew how to walk with a thick, six inch dildo up his ass. Thank the gods Daegan hadn’t added that to the arsenal tonight. Yet.

      But man, those prongs hurt. Didn’t seem to dim his cock’s enthusiasm, though. Soon as he got back to the main room in Daegan’s line of sight, it got thicker. A drop of semen had collected at the tip, was smearing the slit. Daegan’s attention swept over the harness, confirming its fit, but then he zeroed in on that response. As an anticipatory hunger suffused his expression, it honest-to-God made Gideon’s cock convulse right under his gaze.

      The vampire had stepped out of the elevator, but left the doors open, his books propped on the rail inside. The latest Michael Connelly novel Anwyn had gotten him, and what appeared to be an ancient volume of Greek poetry. The guy was eclectic, you had to give him that.

      “You owe me an apology, Gideon.”

      “What, this isn’t enough? My dick is in the jaws of a Rottweiler.”

      “That is what I commanded you to do at the beginning, no more, no less.” Daegan continued to regard him steadily.

      “I’m sorry,” Gideon muttered. Didn’t Daegan realize how screwed up he was over this kind of thing? He had no clue why the need to say he was sorry, to make amends somehow, was overwhelming him, as if he’d really done something unforgivable. But it was making him whine like a girl. Jesus. The really pathetic thing was that he wasn’t pissed off, wanting Daegan to be gone again so he could be by himself, watching SOA and propping his feet on the coffee table. He wanted Daegan touching his neck, hell, feeding from him. He wanted things to be okay, enough to do pretty much anything. But he didn’t know how to fix it.

      “That’s because you are looking to the wrong person to fix it.”

      He tuned back in to Daegan’s expression. He saw the implacability of a Dominant vampire, for sure. Gideon knew that look. When it was on the face of any other male vampire, it just made him want to reach for the nearest stake. With Daegan, it twisted his guts into further knots. Below that implacable expression was something important, something Gideon wanted. He just didn’t know if he could do all the right stuff to get it. He was like the kid that kept putting his hand on the stove time and again, just because he was told not to do it. It was his makeup.

      “And that is also part of what we appreciate about you.”

      “What, that I’m a clueless dumbass?”

      Daegan’s lips twitched, easing Gideon’s gut. Some. “No. That you stay who you are, even as you desire to be ours. Mine.” His gaze intensified again. “Because you are mine, Gideon. My servant as much as hers. The only one who refuses to accept it is you. I’m done waiting for you to figure it out. So again, what is wrong in your gut now is not yours to fix. Say the words, and I will make it better. But you must say the words.”

      His. All his muscles were tight, Gideon’s feet digging into the floor. But he wasn’t a coward. Daegan had told him that countless times as Gideon faced moments like this. Moments he and Anwyn knew were more terrifying to Gideon than any vampire who’d ever tortured or tried to kill him.

      He did know the words. The gestures. At the beginning, he expected them to feel so awkward and unnatural. But now, his leg bent, and he put himself on one knee. And he did what he hadn’t done on the couch. He bowed his head, eyes settling on Daegan’s bare feet. His Master’s feet.

      Wow. He felt a strong reaction from Daegan from that thought, so strong he almost lifted his head, but he didn’t. Instead, it gave him the courage to clear a dry throat and speak.

      “I disobeyed you. Mouthed off.” He wasn’t sure where to go from there, but thankfully, Daegan stepped in.

      “Do you deserve punishment?”

      “Yeah. I mean…if my Master thinks I do.” Another revelation, the sudden understanding that it was Daegan’s decision to make. Gideon always said “if my Master and Mistress”, because he was used to addressing them both, but now there was only Daegan. It was alien to everything he’d ever expected himself to want or need.

      “You do deserve punishment.” Daegan left the elevator doorway, because his feet moved toward Gideon. They stopped beside him, and Daegan pressed his hand into Gideon’s shoulder, passing almost gently over the bump of his spine at the base of his neck. “Keep your head down.”

      Gideon felt that quake in his lower back, his gut, down to the soles of his feet, as Daegan spoke again. “Thirty strikes with the punishment strap should do.”

      The punishment strap was a foot-long rubber strap, folded over and bound to an eight-inch knobbed handle wrapped in metal twine. Anwyn had used it on Gideon in play—her personally sadistic version of play, bless her dainty little heart. Even holding back, it had hurt like hell. She was a tough Mistress, one who knew how to focus her servant with just the right dose of pain and pleasure.

      Daegan was male, a Master who’d been directly challenged by a servant he knew had extreme resistance issues. What was Newton’s third law of motion? Something about mass exerting an equal and opposite force on the object? In Daegan’s case, maybe it was exerting excessive force, to take the object down and keep it down.

      You’ve read a book. I’m shocked.

      Hey, I remember a few minutes of high school.

      Gideon let his gaze flicker up to register the brief amusement in Daegan’s gaze. But when he looked down again, Daegan’s hand tightened in his hair, a brief pull on the scalp. “Follow me, Gideon.”

      God help him, he obeyed, rising to his feet, ass tight and cock stiff as a board. He wanted Daegan to do it. To beat the crap out of him with that strap. He wanted forgiveness from his Master, even as some part of him knew when it was over, it would merely be the starting bell for another round.

      There was too much shit going on in his gut, and he was in completely over his head. Everything in him told him to resist, to fight. With quiet despair, he knew he would, just as soon as he could get past this hurdle, make this right. He didn’t know how to handle Daegan alone, just the two of them. That same craziness was hoping the pain would open up the solution, a way to figure all this out. To make it okay once and for all. Of course, after thirty strikes from that strap, he might be ready to soak his ass in Epsom salts and call it a day.

      Unfortunately, in this contest, Daegan was more than his opponent. He was the damn referee and judge, the only authority who could call off the match. Or declare a winner.
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      Daegan took him into Anwyn’s playroom. Since Gideon had been with her, she’d added some diabolical-looking things to it, including something she called The Spider Web, a series of crisscrossed manacles, ropes and other suspension equipment that would allow her to hang a submissive in a variety of poses for her viewing pleasure. She hadn’t really done much with it yet, but she’d been poring over books of Japanese rope bondage and suspension techniques with the fervor most women saved up for interior decorating catalogs. Daegan had glanced at them with her, pointed out things here and there that Gideon tried his best to tune out, but he hadn’t seemed as enthusiastic as she was about it.

      Now, as he moved toward that area with a purposeful air, Gideon wondered if what he had taken as lack of enthusiasm was actually confident familiarity. Stopping in the center of the platform, he gestured to a manacle hanging at eye level. “Put your left wrist in this, Gideon. Latch it.”

      His dominant hand. “Not sure you can handle me if you do the right instead?”

      Daegan didn’t smile, just waited. Gideon moved to the steel cuff, stared at it and the forest of other ones around it. He didn’t want this shit to be about other things, but he couldn’t help it. Something seemed to be holding him frozen in front of that manacle. Sweat, darkness. Cruel laughter. A lash, hitting him over and over again, fangs scraping his nipple…

      “Easy, vampire hunter.” Daegan was right behind him, the denim of his jeans brushing Gideon’s bare ass as he settled a hand on his shoulder. Daegan’s breath was at his ear, so Gideon closed his eyes, made himself grasp the manacle, though he stopped there, just holding onto it until Daegan spoke, a sensual murmur.

      “I will give you pain, Gideon. Pain that you desire. I will restrain and bind you in ways that free so many other things. You are my servant, my slave. I cherish you, and will never abuse the gift of what you are to me. Do not let the past take away from that. And those two vampires? The ones who had the audacity to torture you? If you had not killed them yourself, I would do so now, with or without Council decree, because I take care of what is mine. I will exorcise your demons. Put your wrist in the manacle.”

      Gideon tightened his jaw. He wasn’t a pussy, he could do this. Cognizant of Daegan’s hands still resting on his shoulders, he seized the manacle, slapped it on his wrist, latched it. He was trapped now. That cuff, the chain that held it, were built to hold a fledgling vampire, like Anwyn. Most of the restraint systems in this room had been beefed up that way to help her if she was having a really bad day. It offered some variety in how she had to be restrained until the seizure passed, and hey, life was all about variety, right?

      When they’d made that overall design change to her playroom, Gideon remembered the sadness that had been in her eyes. Occasionally despair would take her, the worry that she’d always have to deal with a control problem. Gideon had knelt at her feet, taking her hands as Daegan slid his arms around her from behind. While Gideon kissed her palms, her wrists, making the pulse trip a little faster, Daegan had put one hand over hers on the catalog page and spoken against her ear. I like this change. If I want to tie up my slave, the strong Mistress who submits to me as her Master, I know she won’t be able to get away while I do as I wish to her. Or when I order our servant to lick her pussy until she screams.

      She’d pushed him away with a smile and a swat, but her shoulders had eased. Daegan was good at that. At reaching into their heads and making things better. But this was admittedly a tough one.

      Gideon tried to shrug it off, tell himself it would be okay. Once Daegan started walloping him with that punishment strap, his mind would pretty much phase out. That was the weird thing about it. When Anwyn punished him, at a certain point…he was just all about her and nothing mattered. He’d experienced it before, when they both decided to flog him or inflict pain in some way, but he wondered if he could lose himself with Daegan that way, given that all he could feel right now was his heart beating like a damn conga drum and his breath shortening.

      “We talked about how you have difficulty simply staying still. Even with one hand tied like this, you could kill a human, perhaps even an equal third-marked servant. You probably know a few tricks against vampires as well, else you wouldn’t have gotten away from those other two.”

      “They thought I was done, that they’d taken the fight out of me.”

      Gideon heard the fierce smile in Daegan’s voice. “They obviously don’t know you. You’ll be dead long before the fight goes out of you, Gideon Green. You’ll arrive in the afterlife, fully armed and swinging your fists.”

      It eased the tension in him, a little. “That last vampire, I got away when he took me off the rack, planning to move me somewhere else.”

      To an iron maiden. It would have killed him, an agonizing claustrophobic death, impaled on short spikes arranged strategically to puncture areas that resulted in terminal blood loss…eventually.

      Daegan moved around to his front now, fingers caressing his hip, Gideon’s ass. His dark eyes flickered, a hint of crimson, revealing a more intent emotion. “You were ready for him.”

      “He wasn’t ready for me. And I got lucky.”

      “Be still, Gideon. Show me that you can stay still, and just feel.”

      Daegan slid a hand in his hair, stroked it. Gideon moved his gaze to the male’s shoulder, the smooth line of biceps. He couldn’t look Daegan in the eye when he was doing that. But Daegan touched his jaw with the other hand, guided his face back up. “Look at me, vampire hunter. Watch me when I touch you.”

      His knuckles moved to Gideon’s nape, as they’d done on the couch. Then he slid that hand down Gideon’s chest. He flicked a thumb over Gideon’s nipple, teased him there, his dark eyes lowering to watch the cock Gideon could feel stiffening, despite the dampening of enthusiasm it had felt during the manacle part of things. He breathed through the discomfort, quelling the instinctive panic as his cock swelled enough to press harder against the prongs. Anwyn had taught him that as well. That you could breathe through pain, find pleasure on the other side of it.

      Daegan descended to the abs. As he traced every individual muscle, he was unhurried, watching intently as each quivered and flexed with Gideon’s breath. Then his gaze flicked upward, noting Gideon’s hand closing into a fist in the manacle.

      “Loose, Gideon,” he reminded him. “Keep your fingers loose, every part of you loose. No fists clenched around me, not ever. You’ll add to your punishment if I see that again.”

      “You think I’m scared of that?”

      “No. But I don’t think you want to disappoint me.” Daegan moved to the other side, started doing that tracing thing again. Once again different from the violent passion of their times before, a continuation of the same disturbing lesson, apparently. Daegan was studying Gideon’s body, not jumping right into the fucking, hot kissing or grabbing hold of his cock. It made things swirl strangely in Gideon’s belly. The male’s head was bent, focusing on what he was doing. He touched the scars Gideon had brought with him, before he was turned into a servant. Daegan knew what had caused each one, and now the memories moved through Gideon’s mind. Bullet, knife, burn…the knife fight was the bad one. Not the scar in front, but the back one. That had nearly lost him his kidney.

      “You know, I’ve got a line from Pretty Woman going through my head,” he said, trying to ignore the odd feelings rising in him. “The part where she says ‘I appreciate the whole seduction scene, but here’s a tip – I’m a sure thing.”

      “Hmm.” Daegan turned away, moved to the work bench on the side of the room. Instead of drawers and drawers of manly tools, it had bunches of nifty stuff Anwyn had collected, a Mistress’s weapons cache. Or in this case, a Master’s. When Daegan turned back around, he was carrying a thick butt plug, still in its wrapper, one she hadn’t yet used. He stopped in front of Gideon. “Open your mouth.”

      Gideon nodded. Then he slammed his head into Daegan’s, put his weight against the manacle and hooked Daegan’s right leg, pulling it right out from beneath him.

      It was pure instinct, no thought. The only thought he had came right after. He was fucking crazy. No idea why he’d done that, except he was trapped and needing to feel something different from what Daegan was making him feel. Damn it, he’d agreed to the punishment. So why was Daegan doing this other shit instead?

      He wasn’t surprised that the vampire rolled out of it faster than he could follow, and was back behind him. He steeled himself for whatever Daegan would choose as his retribution. Probably shoving that butt plug in his ass with the force of a jackhammer.

      Instead, Gideon suppressed a frustrated moan as Daegan started doing the same thing behind him that he had done in front. Light trails of his fingertips over Gideon’s shoulder blades, then the muscle groups of his back, resting on that kidney scar. Daegan moved in. When he was close enough, his breath soft on Gideon’s neck, Gideon tried to hook and tangle his legs again. Daegan evaded the maneuver and managed to curl his fingers around Gideon’s cock. Or rather, that cock harness. And squeezed.

      Holy fuck. As a distraction, it worked wonders. Gideon bit down on a near scream at the pain that lanced through him. Shit, he had to have broken skin. He had to be bleeding. Looking down, he was surprised to see that wasn’t the case. The damn thing was just engineered to dish out a lot of pain without maiming. Daegan eased his grip, fingers moving down to circle the part of Gideon’s cock without the harness. He stroked, pulling the skin up toward the head, pumping in that way men knew so well. Gideon’s cock got even more turgid, which meant the painful pressure of Daegan’s fist was replaced by something else just as devastating. The prongs bit in anew.

      “Jesus.”

      “You will not pull any more shit like that. Easy, Gideon.” Daegan was back in front of him. Cupping the side of Gideon’s face, he made him look at him once again.

      “Fuck you,” he muttered weakly. Hell, he was a broken record, wasn’t he? I don’t know how to do anything but fight. Don’t you get it?

      “That’s why I’ll teach you how to do something different. Still, Gideon. Just stay still.”

      He had to close his eyes, he had to, but this time, Daegan was okay with it. At the last moment, as Gideon’s eyes closed, Daegan’s mouth settled on his. Not hard and punishing, not demanding. This was a tease of tongues, an almost playful nip with fangs, a slow, sensual rub of mouths coming together in heated, moist intimacy. Deep, languid, the way he’d seen Daegan kiss Anwyn. There was tenderness, quiet passion, enduring care…love.

      He chose a dirty defense this time, snapping down on Daegan’s lip, biting as hard as a vampire would ever think to do. When he yanked back, he intended to take flesh with him. But Daegan had a hand at his nape, pressed on the hinge of his jaw so it reflexively opened, just like a horse being made to release or take a bit. He’d probably learned that in his billion years of life, the bastard. Gideon tried to wrench his head back, but Daegan held him so he could only manage a few inches of space between them.

      “Let go of me,” Gideon said. “Stop.”

      As Daegan licked the blood off his own lip, Gideon noticed the darkness of his eyes had expanded, taking up most of the sclera, a trait unique to the vampire, likely because of his unique parentage. It told him the drawing of blood had roused Daegan’s warrior instincts. His blood roared eagerly in answer. Rough, violent sex, that’s what it needed to be. Pain, punishment, lust and passion.

      “I’m going to kiss you again, Gideon,” the vampire said in a low voice. “And you will remain still through all of it, no fighting. Look at me. Meet my eyes. Don’t be a coward.”

      That snapped his gaze right up, and what he saw in Daegan’s eyes was terrifying. He wasn’t pissed. He was patient. Patient as time itself. He would go at this all night if needed. And probably intended to do just that. “Now, lick the blood off my mouth.”

      He came back closer, no hesitation, no apparent worry about what Gideon might do next, even though so much of it so far had been fight-or-flight instinct, little thought passing through his head to tip Daegan off about his next move. But the guy was an assassin. He anticipated things.

      Gideon licked the blood off his lip. It tasted like Daegan, hot and sweet, and since it was still seeping from where he’d bitten him, it made him want more. He suckled it from that wound, feeling Daegan’s hand curve around his nape once more, then Daegan tapped his chin, made him lift his mouth, and began the kiss again.

      The same, devastatingly tender warmth. Tongue slowly tangling with Gideon’s, a lazy penetration and exploration, Daegan making an approving noise as some of the tension went out of Gideon’s shoulders, even while things below the waist got way more rigid. Jesus, he hoped Daegan knew his adjustments, because it was possible those prongs would impale him like an iron maiden in truth before this was over.

      I am very familiar with the diameter of your cock, Gideon. Never fear.

      Gideon leaned forward against the chains, realizing belatedly he was leaning into Daegan’s body. The vampire had an arm around his back and waist, was holding him against him in a full embrace. His palm descended, cupped Gideon’s ass, fondled and squeezed. Fingers dipped in between, rubbed the rim, made him clench there in need. He needed to fight. Needed to get away from this feeling. But his eyes were closed, and he was feeling that kiss.

      Other hand in the air, Gideon.

      Lifting it, guided by Daegan, he felt the vampire close another manacle over that wrist. It still sent an uneasy tremor through him, but he pushed himself in that kiss, tried to push the darkness away. Then Daegan eased back from him. He was still close enough to continue the kiss, but Gideon’s eyes sprang open as the vampire hooked the corner of his mouth with a finger and pushed the plug into his mouth. Gideon tried to expel it, but of course Daegan had his hand on the back of his head, holding him fast. “Take it, vampire hunter. Take it the way you’ve taken my cock.”

      It slid in deep, stretching his mouth at the flared base. Daegan adjusted the strap, cinched it around Gideon’s head, holding it fast.

      What the hell does this do? I can still talk in your head.

      Daegan didn’t answer him, didn’t acknowledge him, though Gideon was sure he’d heard him. But it underscored the point. There was an inexplicable sense that being able to speak was an advantage, a requirement to be noticed, to have one’s rights taken into account. Daegan had just taken that away. And more than that. Daegan had gone back to the work bench and now returned, carrying a full head mask.

      No. Don’t.

      Gideon tried to jerk his head out of range, but of course he couldn’t. Daegan fitted it on, and the world disappeared into darkness, the close material hugging Gideon’s face, blinding him. Daegan positioned the ear pieces so his sense of hearing was also dulled. He was taking away all the senses he used to protect himself.

      Gideon thrashed, fought, panic rising in him. Daegan caught him around the chest from behind, pressing his body full length against Gideon’s naked one once more. He had his head right up next to Gideon’s, his hand stroking his chest, palm pressing over Gideon’s racing heart. He still didn’t speak in his head, but he used his warmth, his presence, to remind Gideon his Master was here, was close. Those powerful hands that could kill in less than a second were almost tender, easy, petting his chest, his abdomen. Daegan’s lips pressed against the side of the mask, and the material over the cheekbones was thin enough for him to feel the pressure. Daegan’s very aroused cock, a hard, impressive package under denim, pushed against the seam of his buttocks. The vampire pinched Gideon’s nipple, a rough caress, making Gideon’s cock flex in its pronged cage.

      His feet were still free, he reminded himself. But more than that, Daegan’s calming touch was helping him steady, breathe. He was here. And now Daegan was putting pressure on his back, telling him to walk, pulling those cuffs along their track with him. Daegan stopped him a couple steps short of where Gideon knew the wall was, and put a different kind of pressure on his back, making Gideon bend forward. It was a move that made his balls tighten, wondering if Daegan was about to give him that hard, rough fuck. Somehow, he already knew it wasn’t going to be that easy. Not that anything about this ever seemed easy.

      The manacles came down toward the floor with him, so the vampire must have the remote that activated the pulleys in the ceiling, paying out slack in the chains. Daegan kept up the weight on his back until Gideon was bent over in a full fold, chest to knees, feet spread out so he was like a triangle, his ass the top point. Gideon had felt the crown of his head brush the wall as he bent toward the ground. Now Daegan had his hands on Gideon’s hips. In one unexpected and impressive show of strength, air slipping under the soles of Gideon’s feet, the vampire closed the distance between Gideon’s body and the stone wall, putting his upside-down back firmly against it.

      As the slack in the chains disappeared, and panic made a leap in his chest, Gideon realized what Daegan was doing. By then it was too late. As the chains retracted to the ceiling, they pulled his arms back up, increasing tension on his shoulders, as well as decreasing the angle of his bent over position. With the wall pressed into his back he couldn’t flip over, especially now. His fingers scraped stone as Daegan locked a manacle around his left leg. He tried to move, but Daegan was too damn fast. The right one was manacled in a blink, and then he felt those chains draw taut. His feet were short-tethered to the floor, his wrists drawn up to counter balance, his body doubled over so his chest pressed against his knees. His head was upside down, face practically pressed into the open space between his spread knees, thanks to Daegan’s ruthless angles on those chains and the pressure of the wall against his back.

      Of course, that meant his ass was fully exposed above his head and his cock and testicles in their shiny choke collar were just hanging out there, vulnerable. And he couldn’t see a damn thing, could barely hear. Couldn’t speak, because that thick phallus pressed down his tongue.

      You do not need to hear or see, Gideon. I am here, and I am taking care of you. Your mind is not necessary, because you are my slave, serving my pleasure. That is your only purpose right now.

      Daegan curved his palm over his right buttock. Your balls are swollen up, your cock so hard, dripping. Your ass offered to me, however I want it. First, though, there’s the matter of punishment.

      When his captors had made him helpless, he’d been fortified by rage. He had a rage boiling through him now, but it was different. A weird, self-hatred kind of thing, mixed with fury at feeling afraid, because he didn’t really understand what he feared.

      Daegan had to be squatting, resting that fine ass on his heels, because he’d reached between Gideon’s thighs, was now touching Gideon’s face. He opened the mouth zipper on the head mask, pushing it to the outside of the flared base of the gag so he could touch Gideon’s lips, stretched around it. Gideon’s hunger for that touch was so exponentially stronger he knew the sensory deprivation had to be heightening the craving. His mind didn’t seem to be able to think beyond Daegan, because all he could imagine at the moment was how it would look if Daegan pulled out the gag and replaced it with his own dick, stretching Gideon’s mouth with it, letting his slave serve him, deaf and blind to anything else. Jesus, this was crazy.

      You are getting the way of it, Gideon. I would say don’t resist it, but I know that automatically makes you try to resist. But I am not concerned about your resistance. You are utterly dependent on my will right now. And for my pleasure, to see your dick get harder, I’m going to let you see how this looks through my eyes.

      It was another invasion, one that was perilous and irresistible at once. Daegan reached into him, opened up that window. At first, though, Gideon didn’t see himself through Daegan’s eyes, because Daegan had turned away, walking back to the opposite wall to pluck the punishment strap off it. He tested it with an experimental slap against his hand that almost made Gideon wince, anticipating it. But when he turned around to look at Gideon, Gideon swallowed hard against the gag.

      He was folded over, muscles of his arms and legs rigid, his head covered by that mask, underscoring his status as a slave. His balls were a swollen angry red, his stiff cock following the center line up his belly, already marking his abs with pre-come. The pucker of his ass was there, plain to see, practically begging to be fucked. He supposed Daegan would have to take him down to his knees to do that because of the angle, but he was sure the vampire would figure it out when the time came. If it ever came, please God.

      Daegan looked down then. Gideon suppressed a groan as he watched Daegan run his hand over his own erection, so prominent against the jeans. He gave himself a good rubbing, flexing his thighs against the stimulus. Gideon felt his rectum contract involuntarily, wanting it. Wanting him there.

      In time, vampire hunter. If you beg.

      Yeah, that would happen. Not. Maybe. At this point, he wasn’t sure of anything. But when the scene went dark, Daegan plunging him back into the isolation, he knew what he really wanted was Daegan to talk some more in his head. He couldn’t handle silence.

      I might help my slave with that. If he says the magic word.

      Asshole, Gideon muttered mentally.

      I’m fairly certain that’s not the magic word.

      It almost wrested a desperate chuckle out of Gideon. Daegan could be like that. Interjecting that dry humor at the most unexpected moment. Steadying. Reminding him that…well, reminding Gideon that he didn’t have to be his enemy. That Gideon was his own worst enemy.

      Beautiful, servant. You are getting there. But you still have not said the right word.

      If you keep talking to me, I guess it won’t be needed, will it?

      The first strike hit then, before Gideon was expecting it.  Holy Mother of God. He’d forgotten Daegan was holding the punishment strap. But he was right about challenging a male vampire. As hard as Anwyn hit, he had no doubt that after thirty of Daegan’s stripes, his ass was going to be running with blood from broken welts.

      Do you remember why you are being punished?

      Because…I mouthed off, to my Master. And I wanted…I wanted to make that right.

      Gideon strangled on a cry as the strap popped his ass twice more. Jesus, this hurt. When it licked up and caught his balls on the next strike, also getting his chest beneath his chin, he howled against the plug. The pain ricocheted and vibrated through him, making him rock back and forth against the chains. Sweat broke out along his chest and back.

      Daegan had paused, thank the gods, except Gideon wasn’t sure if what he really wanted was for him to keep going. To get it over with. Or to help him lose himself in an oblivion of pain where emotions couldn’t torment him with a far worse agony.

      Have I punished you enough, Gideon? Is five enough?

      Gideon squeezed his eyes shut. No. No, it’s never enough.

      But he still hadn’t figured this out, was still fucking it up, the proof in Daegan’s cool response.

      You are wrong, servant. It is for me to say when it is enough.

      He jumped when Daegan touched him, expecting the strap. Instead, he was surprised when Daegan removed the plug from his mouth. He was squatting on his heels again, his foot pressed against the side of Gideon’s, his knee touching his calf. This time when Daegan’s mouth closed over his, Gideon was so hungry for him he practically impaled himself on the vampire’s fangs. Daegan controlled his reaction, holding him steady, and then Gideon moaned against his lips as Daegan reached up, caressed his turgid cock above the prongs, squeezed his balls beyond that. He was rubbing him, slow, and then his other finger slowly sank into Gideon’s ass. One finger, two fingers, three. Even more devastating, Daegan’s mouth went up above Gideon’s, that small distance to his aroused cock, and he strangled on another cry as Daegan licked his shaft, playing around those prongs.

      No, don’t. Oh, Jesus…

      Daegan pulled back, straightening to his feet so he could thrust in at a better angle, plus get out of the firing line for his diabolical intent. He milked Gideon with those three fingers, shot him into a climax so fast, there was no resisting him. Gideon screamed hoarsely as his cock convulsed, the prongs biting in like the jaws of a Rottweiler in truth, but there was no stopping the inevitable. He writhed between agony and ecstasy, his aching balls convulsing, pumping semen out against his chest and throat. He was sure it was hitting the mask as well, painting him in his own come. His legs quivered, and if they hadn’t been anchored and countered with the arm manacles, he would have fallen over like a ton of bricks.

      Truth, he was pretty sure he blacked out a little bit. He sensed Daegan though, about the time some consciousness returned to him and the reminder he was helpless, alone in the dark.

      Not alone, vampire hunter. I am here. I am with you.

      Daegan removed the pronged part of the harness, making Gideon grunt at the relief and momentary fire of the prongs pulling from his flesh. He probably had deep red marks in a decorative band around the base of his cock. Anwyn would hate she missed that, he was sure. Gideon made a futile noise as another thick plug, lubricated, was worked into his ass through the ring of the cock harness, then strapped down. He jumped against his bindings as it started to move and vibrate, deep inside. A low setting, but it kept him moving the small amount he could against those chains, grunting like an overtaxed animal.

      I am going upstairs now, Gideon.

      Say fucking what?

      Daegan’s fingers trailed through the wet tracks of semen on Gideon’s chest, slicking it over his nipples. He was doing that idle pinching, a bit harder at Gideon’s insolent reaction, making Gideon’s balls twitch. He continued to paint Gideon’s abdomen with his come, then  moved over the smooth bare pubic area over his cock. Anwyn bound Gideon down once a week to enjoy shaving him. Every once in awhile, if he’d been a particular pain in the ass that week, she took him upstairs to the public playroom, had one of the staff submissives do it. She’d sit in a chair and watch, idly masturbating herself as Gideon got harder and harder in perilous range of that razor. The delicate, pretty subs she chose would giggle over him, slap at his cock and scold it, telling it to behave.  But Anwyn was always there, watching.

      What, I’m boring you? He struggled to contain the panic that was returning in full force.

      I’m going to go read awhile. When you have come several times, I will be back down to see where else this takes us. Daegan’s hand gentled on the side of Gideon’s face, a thumb tracing his jaw. He spoke then, but Gideon also heard the words in his mind. “To clean you up, care for you. And decide if I will finish your punishment with the strap. I know you want me to speak in your head, and I may do that, if I feel that’s what you need. But do you know the right word to sway my decision?”

      He was leaving him in darkness, bound, helpless. He was going away. Gideon wanted to be stubborn about it, but something about that climax, Daegan’s words, left him so raw, torn open. His ass was killing him.

      He pressed dry lips together, couldn’t speak the words, even without the gag. But he knew Daegan wouldn’t take anything less. He forced out the words, knowing they had to be hoarse from his abraded throat. “Please, Master.” Don’t leave me alone in my fucking head.

      That is the lesson, Gideon. The one you need to be thinking about while I’m upstairs, even if I choose to say nothing to you for the next hour. Daegan was silent a moment, and then he spoke, his breath caressing Gideon’s mouth, making him hunger for what was so close but held just out of reach.

      “A servant is never alone.”
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      One of the vampires who’d captured Gideon during his vampire hunting days had talked incessantly, like the villain of a cheesy superhero flick. Gideon had suggested the asshole puncture his eardrums as the appetizer of his torture menu, hoping he’d comply so Gideon wouldn’t have to listen to him anymore. Instead, the vamp had stuck electrodes on his testicles. Vampires didn’t handle constructive criticism well.

      But ceaseless diatribe wasn’t nearly as bad as being put in solitary like this. No, this was worse than solitary. Not only was he alone, but with the mask, he had no eyes, and muted hearing. He could talk to himself, but that was kind of crazy and pointless. A few minutes ago, he’d considered reaching out to Anwyn, begging for a thought from her. A playing-mommy-against-daddy kind of thing, for sure, showing his level of desperation.

      He was going insane in his head. He should have known Daegan would do this. That plug kept vibrating, stimulating his prostate and all the associated nerve endings that were way too familiar with what Daegan felt like when it was his cock there, instead of a plug. Gideon had already come twice, grunting and writhing in the chains. When he’d groaned from the power of the orgasm, some of it had splattered his lips, making him taste that salty fluid. His nostrils flared, unable to escape the musky smell of semen, drying on his skin.

      He felt Daegan’s presence, because the thirdmark allowed that. He was close, but not close enough. Probably stretched out on one of the couches on the penthouse level, reading one of those goddamned books. But he knew his Master. The vampire was tracking his every reaction, thought and movement. Gideon was alone in his head, no one talking to him, but he wasn’t alone. Ironically, the certainty of that kept him hard, as much a stimulant as that damn plug. As much as his vulnerable position. His mind kept flashing back to the view Daegan had offered, Gideon bent over double, ready to be fucked and used by his Master however he wished.

      God, had it been an hour? Was that how long he’d said he would be gone? He had no idea, because on that second climax, he’d blacked out. He thought Daegan had been closer then, maybe checked on him during that hazy time. In that dream state, Gideon had turned his face into Daegan’s palm, kissed him hard there, needy, a physical plea. But he’d probably imagined that, because when he’d come back to consciousness, Daegan was on that upper level again. After all, there was no reason to check on him. A thirdmark couldn’t be killed by standing on his head during multiple climaxes, but of course it did stress the body enough to make him pass out.

      Fuck, fuck, fuck. Please talk to me. Master?

      Under the mask, he squeezed his eyes shut hard, his fists even harder, then he remembered, loosened his fingers. Sorry, sorry, sorry. Daegan? He hated being alone in his head like this, too many emotions choking him, more with every passing moment. He couldn’t breathe.

      Oh, shit. Another climax was boiling in his balls, getting close. Three times, really? Sometimes being a thirdmark could be a pain in the ass, that fast recovery time. Of course it was a source of delight to their vampire masters and mistresses. Fanged sadists.

      Gideon bucked against the chains as his cock convulsed, thumped against his abdomen and then jerked like those electrodes were back on it. Ropes of come spurted out. All the veins running along his inner thighs knotted up with the intensity of it, his balls drawing against the base of his cock.

      He cried out, fighting those chains until it began to recede. Even then, as he came down, his muscles continued to tic violently. Like the aftershocks Anwyn had after they gave her a claw-the-skin-off-their-backs climax. She might do those sexy little twitches for up to fifteen minutes afterwards. Sometimes it got them all so revved up, Daegan would initiate it all over again, because he alone could override her will. That’s what a Master did. He controlled it all, knew how to make you give beyond what you knew how to give. He and Anwyn both did that to Gideon, had done it even more intensely together. Now Daegan had proven they could do it singly as well. Which meant something pretty important, if Gideon had the brain cells and the desire to wrap his mind around it.

      “Don’t tax yourself, vampire hunter. Your brain capacity is very limited.”

      Gideon shamed himself with a noise that sounded suspiciously like a sob. The vampire squatted in front of him, because he touched his mouth. “You did kiss my hand after you blacked out. I won’t let you forget that, I promise.”

      At least he hadn’t kissed his foot or some stupid shit like that. Of course, the moment he had that thought, Gideon mentally punched himself in the head. You never, never, never had thoughts like that around vampires. They immediately put it on their to-do list, the bastards.

      “I could make you beg to kiss my foot, Gideon, but that’s not my purpose today. Easy.” Daegan’s voice dropped to a soothing murmur, and when he stroked Gideon’s arm, his tense stomach, the line of his shoulder, Gideon realized he was shaking again.

      “Why did you…” Gideon swallowed on a dry throat, his tongue swollen from lack of fluid and screaming. “Why did you stay so quiet?”

      He knew the answer. What he was really asking was: “Why did you do that to me, knowing how it fucks up my head?” Again, probably a self-answering question.

      “There are things in your head you need to hear. You got close to it a few minutes ago. At least…” Daegan paused, an odd note to his voice, “I hope you did.”

      He closed his hand over Gideon’s cock then, idly stroking. Gideon stifled a groan, his ass clenching against that plug. Bad idea. He held onto control by his fingernails as Daegan continued in that mild tone, as focused in his intent as a laser.

      “You look entirely fuckable, vampire hunter. I think I’ve waited long enough for my pleasure. Let’s make sure you’re ready.” He made an adjustment, despite Gideon’s futile protest. All of a sudden the vibrator was on a more intense setting, one that had Gideon rearing up in reaction.

      “Be still,” Daegan said, that commanding edge in his voice that had Gideon fighting to obey, to prove he could. But then he wished he’d kept writhing, because Daegan restored the pronged part of the cock harness. The edges bit into him as Daegan hooked it closed, Gideon’s cock thick as hell.

      “Want to…see you…” He wanted the mask off.

      “You’ll have to wait on that.” As Daegan refused him, Gideon heard the rustle of clothing. A zipper opened, then what had to be Daegan’s jeans hit the floor with their tantalizing thump. Another rustle said they’d been kicked away. The pulleys in the ceiling hummed, loosening the chains holding the arm manacles. Daegan’s hands were on his ankles, freeing the short chains that anchored his feet to the floor.

      The vibrator was going like a damn train engine in his ass. Gideon couldn’t stop the involuntary jerks, despite Daegan’s earlier admonition, but now that he’d gotten those prongs around Gideon’s dick again, the vampire didn’t seem to mind him jittering like a puppet on crack.

      “You follow my lead,” Daegan reminded him. He moved Gideon back, enough steps that he could clear the wall, straighten and stand upright. Gideon wasn’t steady enough to get there before Daegan knocked his legs out from under him. He would have landed right on his head or face, except the vampire’s arm was around his chest, taking him down to all fours on the cool stone. He re-anchored his ankles to another set of eyebolts, snapping his knees down with an additional set of metal straps affixed to the floor. The hand pressed to his back told Gideon to stay in the all-fours position. As he sensed Daegan moving around to his front, Gideon gasped for air against the continuing massage of that plug. He wasn’t going to come. He wasn’t.

      “No, you aren’t. Because your Master says you can’t.”

      He felt like a wild animal around the guy, entirely unpredictable. Gideon assumed Daegan was about to anchor his wrists the same way as his knees, so he couldn’t take advantage of the slack of the chains even now brushing his shoulders. Probably a good idea. If he could lift up, he’d probably try to wrap them around Daegan’s neck.

      “That would be foolhardy.”

      “Foolhardy?” Gideon panted out the words. “You were reading…the Greek poetry instead of the…Connelly, weren’t you? Pansy.”

      “O love, thou art victor in fight: thou mak’st all things afraid…thou passest the bounds of the sea, and the folds of the fields; to thee the immortal, to thee the ephemeral yields. Sophocles.”

      Gideon swallowed, pushing down the feelings that rose in his throat at that sensual voice, so close to him. “Yeah, but you can’t put it to music. Great big gobs of greasy, grimy gopher guts, chopped up parakeet, mutilated monkey feet…” He swayed with the nonsense tune, even though he knew he sounded as hysterical as a girl. Fuck. “It’s what I look like right now. Especially the disgusting, greasy part.”

      “Greasy, yes.” Daegan’s fingers trailed briefly over Gideon’s shoulder, making his cock flex and his body shudder. “Disgusting, hardly. You taste like pleasure.”

      His rectum clenched over the plug at the vision of Daegan tasting his come. The vampire did anchor his wrists, bringing his scent and heat close. Gideon breathed him in, imagining him there naked, within touching distance, though he was prevented from that by the chains. It made his gut ache. Then Daegan put his hand on the back of Gideon’s neck. “Use your mouth to get me slick again. Do it fast. I want to fuck you now.”

      He heard it in the roughness of the male’s voice. Gideon wanted it fast as well, such that he lunged blindly for it. Daegan steadied him, guided the head of his cock to Gideon’s eager mouth. Gideon didn’t want to come with that plug again. He wanted Daegan to make him come, Daegan’s hard, irresistible cock. Apparently it was mouthwatering as well, because he found the saliva to suck it good, had the vampire gripping his neck with bruising strength. He did his level best to test his control. If Daegan lost it, came in his mouth, Gideon would consider it a victory, even if it meant he lost in other ways.

      The male pulled back out then, despite Gideon’s attempt to clamp his teeth down on him, hold him there. Daegan let out a grim chuckle, did that little maneuver with the hinge of his jaw to free himself, gave him a not-so-pleasant thump on the forehead. “Nice try.”

      Gideon heard another chain drop. The steel manacle fit his throat snugly as Daegan locked it. Putting a collar on him always had the strangest effect on Gideon, made his breath shorten, made his dick harder. When Daegan retracted the chain attached to it so he had to lift his head, and keep lifting it, back toward his shoulders, like a horse with the reins severely shortened, Gideon had to fight that plug vibration even harder. No, no, no. Not yet.

      “You crave a permanent collar, Gideon. One from both your Master and Mistress. One that locks and only we can remove. We know. We’re going to take care of that.”

      He wanted to beg, plead for it. Plead to be fucked. But he couldn’t. And not because he was being rebellious. If he spoke one word, he was going to go off like a geyser. In fact, it was a close thing when Daegan removed the slippery plug from his ass, the friction making him fucking insane.

      “Now beg me, servant. Beg for what you want. Get it right the first time, no games, or I swear to God I will make you suffer.”

      Gideon got it out on a strangled moan, working so hard not to come, not to clench his hands. Oh, fuck, those prongs hurt so bad, but his mindless cock didn’t seem to care that it would only get worse. “Please, Master. Please fuck me. I want your cock…in my ass. Please.”

      It didn’t matter how tirelessly he claimed not to recognize this side of himself, he was getting really familiar with this dark, needy creature that was his soul. And he was getting too damn close to the heart of it all, the yearning ache that went beyond the physical, that had other words hovering on his lips.

      “In heaven-high musings and many, far-seeking and deep debate; Of strong things find I not any, that is as the strength of Fate. Euripides that time.” But Daegan’s voice had that hoarse touch in it again.

      Please, Master. I need you. Gideon couldn’t force that through his lips, but it resounded through his broken soul. He needed Daegan; no games, no artifice. He needed his Master to fill him, to bring balance. To help him figure it out.

      “Ah, vampire hunter. You destroy me.” Kneeling behind him, Daegan put his hands on Gideon’s ass, fingers flexing against the cheeks. “Tighten up. I want to push in hard, make you feel the burn. It will help you last longer.”

      Gideon complied, grunted with the exertion as Daegan shoved in through the harness’s wide ring. The tightened muscles held against his entry for a blink, but once he was at a certain point, it all gave way. Gideon lost control, welcoming him so Daegan slid in deep, his balls slamming up against his own, a sensation that spurred his reaction into the red zone.

      “Fuck…” He wasn’t sure which of them said it, but maybe both. Daegan hadn’t been kidding. He was in the mood to give Gideon a rough ride. He pistoned into him, only his powerful hold on Gideon’s hips keeping him from being thrust forward against the collar’s hold so his air was cut off. Gideon lifted his ass up to him, cognizant of the restraints on his ankles and knees keeping him in place for that punishing, soul-level fuck. Jesus…God…

      His balls drew up again. Master…coming…

      “Come for me, Gideon. Come now.”

      “You too,” Gideon grunted it out, a strangled sound. “Aw, fuck…”

      His cock spurted. While a thirdmark could come far more often, after they reached a certain point, they would dry-come, like a normal male. Gideon experienced the incredible intensity of that, because after the streams of hot semen splashed against the floor beneath him, against his wrists and knees, he kept coming, his body jerking, humping air. Daegan fucked him thoroughly, slamming in again and again, burning and stretching Gideon’s ass to the point he thought he might be bleeding in among the pleasure of it all. His cock was in agony and still hard as a rock, those stainless steel teeth biting down on him. It didn’t matter. The vampire’s breath got harsh and rasping and Gideon clamped down on that irresistible cock inside him. His balls slapped rhythmically against Gideon’s, an incredible sensation that just goaded him further.

      Come on, come for me, let me feel it.

      Daegan let go with a snarl, those fingers tightening until Gideon was pretty sure his pelvis was in danger of being snapped beneath that strong grip. He didn’t care. Daegan could break every bone in his body, and he’d just beg for more. He moved with him, not caring that the pressure of the collar against his windpipe increased until black spots started to fill his vision and his breath started to rasp and wheeze against it.

      Slowing down. Slowing. The chain eased, the slack pooling in a cool weight between his shoulder blades.  Gideon necessarily went down to his elbows, breathing hard, swaying back and forth. Daegan dropped down over him, his arm sliding around his chest, his face pressed into the back of Gideon’s neck. The vampire’s lips touched him there, the graze of his fangs, and then they punctured skin. He’d fed earlier, but this was different, a possessive marking. A vampire’s idea of cuddling, because Anwyn did it pretty often after sex as well. Though her fangs were more like a kitten’s, whereas Daegan’s were obviously cousin to a mountain lion’s.

      Daegan’s lips curved against his neck. They didn’t move for a while, just stayed melded to one another like that. Probably literally, because between the blood, sweat and come, Gideon was probably like one of those sticky frogs that Velcro’ed themselves to glass surfaces on Southern summer nights. Of course most of that stickiness was on his front. His back was all about Daegan’s sweat, because the vampire had actually worked himself up to a light perspiration that made his muscles slide pleasantly against Gideon’s back as he shifted. He cruised up to Gideon’s ear, nipped him there. Then he reached beneath him and deftly unlocked the prongs, as well as the cock harness, pulling it all free as the vampire himself pulled out. Gideon groaned at both the loss and the agony of relief, pressing his cheek to the floor to steady himself.

      He was able to lift his head enough to let Daegan unlace the head mask, pull that loose. Air touched his cheeks, his forehead, his hair matted against his temples and neck. Daegan released all his chains but that first one, the one on his wrist. Gideon cracked open his eyes, saw Daegan squatting before him, a pleasurable view of his bare thighs, the still somewhat-erect cock, his sizeable testicle sac. Gideon had never been one to eye a guy’s junk, but everything about Daegan’s body got him aroused, even that.

      It wasn’t the physical. It was Daegan that aroused him.

      There was that uncomfortable thread again. He still didn’t have the brain cells—or maybe the guts—to follow that thread, but another instinct drove him. Reaching out with his free hand, he curved it around Daegan’s calf, just above the ankle, before the male could rise. If Gideon touched Daegan voluntarily, it was usually the precursor to an attack, so Daegan visibly went on alert, ready to counter him. But Gideon was acting on pure feeling, no thought to give him away. As a result, something entirely different took over Daegan’s expression as Gideon shifted enough to press his mouth to the vampire’s bare foot.

      He stayed there, eyes closing, fingers tightening on his Master in a sudden fierce need to hold him like this, stay like this, until he could bear to move, to handle the tide of emotions washing through him. Emotions that weren’t all his own. The vampire bent over him, sliding his arms under Gideon’s body. He laid his cheek on the curve of his back.

      “It’s all right,” Daegan murmured. “I’ve got you, Gideon. Everything you give is safe with me, remember? Everything.”

      Gideon nodded, not sure how to respond, throat to raw to speak. He wasn’t sure what was happening, what he was feeling, but something had changed in this moment. Something significant.

      At length, Daegan eased back. He put Gideon into a seated position, his back against the wall, the one hand still manacled, his knees bent and feet flat on the floor. Daegan rose. “Stay there.”

      Gideon managed to loll his head toward the manacle, arched a brow. “Where d’you think I’m going?” Hell, his voice was slurred like he was drunk.

      “I never underestimate you, vampire hunter.” Daegan gave him a flash of that devastating grin, and then he was moving away to the next room. Gideon got way too good a view of that perfect ass and muscular body, the grace and power with which it moved. It would stir the libido of a dead man. Even a dead straight man.

      When Daegan came back, he had a basin, some soap, a wash cloth and other items. “I can clean myself up,” Gideon protested weakly, but Daegan gave him a look, went to one knee next to him.

      “It is my right as your Master. I don’t have to bind you to do this, do I? Will you obey me, be still for me, Gideon?”

      Be still. It was how this had all started. Learning stillness under Daegan’s touch. Gideon gave him a nod after a long moment, his jaw tightening. It was still strange as hell to watch Daegan’s capable, male hands moving over him, wiping the come off his chest, making him lift his chin to get to his throat, using the soap on his arm pits and then working his way down to sore cock and balls. Daegan was thorough, firm but gentle, and it made Gideon feel so odd, sitting there silent, watching him do it all, moving only when he ordered him to adjust. Daegan even stroked his hands through Gideon’s hair, loosening it from where it had matted, combing it back with his fingers.

      He balked a bit when Daegan had him rise and commanded him to grab his ankles so he could shoot some soothing herbal crap into his ass, but Daegan patiently waited him out again, giving him that implacable look. When Gideon complied, he listened to the soft splash of water as Daegan caught most of it in the basin. The vampire mopped the rest off his thighs and buttocks with the towels. As he did all that, Gideon realized he was back in that floating trance state. Happy to…just be.

      Daegan took him back to a seated position and brought him a bottle of water, opening it for him. Then he really unsettled Gideon by sitting down himself. Against the wall, right behind Gideon, pulling him up between his thighs. He adjusted him so Gideon could slouch down, his tired head resting partly on Daegan’s chest and shoulder, his one arm draped on Daegan’s knee, the other loose across his own abdomen. His naked body was sprawled out for Daegan’s view, but he was essentially cradled in Daegan’s arms, held between his thighs. The male stroked his knuckles down Gideon’s sternum, teasing a nipple as he directed Gideon to drink, even closing a hand on his wrist so Gideon had to bring the bottle to his mouth.

      “Drink, vampire hunter. This day is far from over. I’m not through with you yet.”
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      Gideon drank long and deep, emptying the water bottle in one go. He fumbled it toward the end, but Daegan kept holding his wrist and hand, anticipating his servant’s lack of coordination. When he was done, Gideon realized he was still thirsty. But not for water.

      Setting the bottle aside, Daegan unlocked the manacle around Gideon’s wrist, freeing him, at least in one sense. Laying his palm on Gideon’s forehead, Daegan kept Gideon’s head resting on his shoulder and chest, even while Daegan played with the strands of hair there, a drifting caress. The languorous strokes, Daegan’s intriguingly bare-ass naked body behind him… It reminded Gideon of lying on a raft in quiet surf, being okay with the tug of the current, wherever it took him, because the sun was warm, the breeze was gentle, and the ocean was so much larger and more powerful than himself. There was a comfort to that.

      His head moved with the motion of that hand, slow increments, until his face was turned into Daegan’s neck, mouth an inch away. His nostrils flared, taking in the vampire’s scent. He wanted to taste. To bite. To drink. Since he’d become Daegan’s thirdmark, he hadn’t really asked for that. Not from the male vampire.

      Daegan was silent, but his fingers continued that caress. Gideon realized his hand had fallen on the male’s thigh, just below his knee. He kept his face pressed toward Daegan’s neck, but he looked down at his hand as if he wasn’t entirely sure what it was about to do, and maybe he wasn’t. He curled his fingers, touched firm skin. No hair of course. Vampires had no hair below the neck, but that didn’t make Daegan girlish at all. He was like one of those Roman statues, all smooth muscles that Gideon had never considered arousing until he compared them to Daegan. Jesus, he was turning into a fucking fairy.

      Daegan’s lips pulled into a smile against his temple. I don’t think you have to worry about a guest appearance on Queer Eye. Except as one of the very straight, poorly dressed, utter slobs they are trying to rehabilitate.

      He’d let that smartass remark pass. One, because he’d have a better chance of getting even when Daegan was off-guard later. A nice right jab to the testicles would do. He’d also point out to the antiquated fanged fossil that the show had been off the air for a few years now. But right now he had something else capturing his attention.

      Gideon watched his own fingers slide a few inches down that thigh, as far as he could go before his own armpit got in the way, then back up toward the knee. Daegan was all lean strength of course, and stroking the lines of it was…mesmerizing. He did it again, and became even more aware of where lots of other muscle was touching him. Daegan’s chest against his shoulder blades. His ridged abdomen against his lower back. His cock, pushed against the top of his ass.

      Technically, the cock is not a muscle.

      Gideon huffed out a half chuckle, and was amazed to see a ripple of gooseflesh cross Daegan’s forearm. His breath on Daegan’s neck had caused that reaction, as well as a stirring of that beast at his lower back.

      It made him think about touching Anwyn. There were few things in the world Gideon loved as much as touching his Mistress. Sometimes, she’d withhold that permission, knowing how the denial aroused him, but he knew she liked his hands, his mouth on her. While he savored every taste, the way her skin felt, he loved the little noises, the caught breath, the movements that betrayed her desire. Women reacted with their whole bodies to stimulation, from violent undulation to a simple pressing together of their lips. But until this moment, he hadn’t noticed that a man could react in such subtle ways as well.

      He did it again, this time deliberately. A heated breath against that major artery. Daegan’s fingers twitched against his sternum, thumb doing a pass over his nipple that made Gideon’s lower gut tighten. Wow. Fucking hell. He brought his mouth closer, but before he made contact, Daegan caught his hair in one strong hand, held him off, tilting his head until they were eye to eye. His eyes had done that startling thing, where the dark brown color had taken over the whole eye, no whites, so it was like Gideon was looking into a pitch dark room, wondering whether it was a good idea to step blindly over the threshold.

      Fuck it. He wanted that darkness. But then Daegan’s other hand came up, caught his throat. Reflexively, Gideon’s hand landed over it, tightened, and they were locked there, teetering on that prelude to physical combat. Gideon could turn it into that, Daegan could squelch it, they could start from square one again. Or…

      “Let go of me, vampire hunter,” Daegan said, his voice holding that dangerous edge. He wasn’t in the mood to play. Normally, that would be the trigger Gideon needed to ignore him, test the limits, do whatever the hell he wanted and see what Daegan would do to override him.

      He didn’t do that this time. But he didn’t let go, either. Gideon closed his eyes, eased his touch so his fingers spread, settling over Daegan’s on his throat. He felt the heat and strength, the taut tendons as his touch slid to Daegan’s hand, then the wrist and forearm, all the way to the biceps. When he reached that point, he gripped and held, not in struggle or defense, but to connect. And then he spoke, direct to the vampire’s mind.

      I’m still thirsty. I want…to take it from your throat.

      He opened his eyes, stared into Daegan’s. Because of that freaky snake charmer eye thing the vampire had going, he couldn’t really tell what Daegan was thinking, but he knew the male was a hundred and fifty percent involved in this moment, in Gideon’s every move, his expression, the slight, not-the-least-bit-unmanly break in his mind-voice.

      The intercom buzzed.

      While it wasn’t unusual for Anwyn to receive a call from upstairs, she had a very competent staff and those interruptions were minimal. Since they’d been made aware she now had a “health problem” that sometimes indisposed her, their competence had only increased. They also knew she was gone for the weekend, so the only reason they’d be buzzing down was if they had a security problem. Gideon backed up James, the head of security, when needed. As such, Daegan’s eyes immediately returned to normal, his hand dropping from Gideon’s neck, both of them going on alert.

      “Intercom on,” Gideon called out, since the speaker system fortunately responded to voice commands. “Yes?”

      “Gideon? It’s Ella.”

      Fortunately, the staff submissive sounded nervous but not too rattled. “Yeah, Ella. What’s up?”

      “We have a problem with one of the sessions planned for tonight. We need a favor.  Um…the other girls didn’t think I should bother you, but I thought it was something you might consider. Can I come down and ask you something, or would you be willing to come up?”

      Realizing it wasn’t a security emergency, Daegan had decided to entertain himself. He closed his hand around Gideon’s cock in a firm squeeze, fingers stroking with diabolical purpose. Though Gideon had twitched in his arms when the intercom first buzzed, Daegan hadn’t allowed Gideon out of his seated position between his thighs. Gideon had been sort of okay with that, but he didn’t know how he felt about his dick being fondled while he was talking to Ella.

      Jesus. The vamp had a skilled touch. His dumbass cock shouldn’t be asking for more after this many orgasms, but Gideon was hardening. Though Ella couldn’t see him, it still felt…disturbing. While he had a friendly relationship with most of the subs on staff, she was the submissive toward whom he felt most protective. A few weeks ago, he’d helped James pull her out of a sticky situation with a Dom who shouldn’t have gotten through the door. A guy who’d been vetted when Anwyn wasn’t on her game the way she usually was. So Ella knew Gideon as an alpha guy who sometimes helped James with security, not some…

      Daegan squeezed harder, uncomfortably tight. Slave? His mind tone was heat and coolness at once, a warning and a withdrawal. While it raised the hackles on Gideon’s neck, unexpected regret speared through his gut, given where they’d been a moment or two ago, on the edge of…something. Now he’d done something to turn Daegan off.

      The vampire wrapped his fingers back around his throat and jaw, turned Gideon’s face so his mouth captured Gideon’s, raw and hot. You can piss me off, Gideon. You couldn’t turn me off if you tried.

      “Fuck,” Gideon muttered. Daegan let go of his mouth, but his hand down there got even more insistent, fist-pumping him slow and sure.  He closed his hands on Daegan’s thighs. He knew better than to try and stop the vamp. Though of course he could if he wanted to.

      Of course you could. Not.

      “What was that?” Ella had apparently picked up Gideon’s expletive, but she also had something else to get out, so she didn’t wait for a response, thank God. “Oh, and if you’re agreeable, it-might-involve-Mr.-Jones-too.”

      That rushed finale stopped Daegan. His fingers flexed, making Gideon go cross-eyed. In just that short time, his thighs had started to get drum tight, his ass rising off the floor in tune with that firm stroke. Hell, he shouldn’t have had that thought. Wouldn’t want Daegan to get smug.

      I know exactly what effect I have on your body, Gideon.

      Gideon glanced back at that little stress, but Daegan shifted, pushing him off so they could get up, though at least the shove had the tone of roughhoused affection. “Yes, Ella,” Daegan replied for both of them. “You can come down. We’ll punch up the security code.”

      Gideon imagined Ella had blanched at that unexpected voice. The Atlantis staff knew Anwyn lived with two males, but Daegan kept a pretty low profile with them, not difficult since the guy could move way faster than any human could detect. James and a few of the staff had of course met him, but Anwyn made it clear that “Mr. Jones” preferred his privacy, and of course since their business was all about discretion, they respected that.

      The pseudonym might be a decidedly unoriginal name, but generic names served a purpose. They didn’t stand out, and emphasized that Anwyn didn’t invite questions about him, though of course anyone who encountered Daegan was unlikely to forget him, even if his name was John Fucking Doe. Even at a distance, he’d made enough of an impression Ella was probably rethinking her audacity.

      Come to think of it, Gideon himself was pretty surprised Daegan had spoken up. But Daegan didn’t offer an explanation, just a hand to pull him off the floor. The vampire picked up his own jeans and yanked them on bare-assed. “You might want to get dressed before she gets down here,” he suggested. Moving to the wall, he punched in the security code to open the elevator doors one level up.

      Gideon retrieved his jeans and pulled them on, glad Daegan had cleaned him up with the sponge bath. Else he would have had to perform a lightning fast shower between the time Ella stepped into the elevator and the ten seconds before the doors opened, which was beyond even a thirdmark’s enhanced abilities. Though maybe not Daegan’s. Of course, that was one thing Daegan never rushed. The guy loved a hot shower, and from his own violent career path, Gideon knew it helped wash off the sense of blood, though nothing got rid of it entirely. Not once you’d been immersed in enough of it, way too many times.

      Apparently his libido still hadn’t settled, because that serious thought couldn’t erase the visual of him and Daegan in the shower together, Daegan giving him an even more thorough washing, pushing him down so the heels of his hands were on the tub edge as Daegan lubed himself up and sank deep into him again, the hot water beating on both of them, steam swirling over slick, rippling muscle…

      Daegan lifted his head, met his eyes. There was something a little dangerous in that expression, just like when he’d caught Gideon by the throat. “I’ll consider that, vampire hunter,” he murmured.

      Gideon concealed the hot flush that swept over his upper body by pulling his T-shirt over his head. As he did, the elevator made the noise it did right before it opened. The double doors parted.

      Ella had an hourglass Marilyn Monroe figure with lush curves. Along with her long red hair and a doe’s dark brown eyes, she could get a guy hard in a blink. She had a unique grasp of her submissive personality, such that she could tailor it for the needs of different clients. Whether she was feisty brat or docile servant to the paying Master or Mistress, her underlying nature, the desire to serve, was deep, true and real, and of course made her a valuable asset to Atlantis.

      She was also well liked by the team of long-term employees who considered one another family, thanks to Anwyn’s intuitive hiring skills and the fact she was a damn good boss. Good professional subs were as valuable as good professional Doms, due to the exceptional talent both required to handle an ever-rotating client base. At least, that’s what Anwyn said. While he didn’t know about that, Gideon knew he liked Ella, liked her forthrightness. Her only drawback was she was often all intuition and feeling. Which was a double-edged sword, because what made her popular with clients could also endanger her, in the wrong situation. Like many subs, Ella could get lost in her head and the Dom’s desires and forget to protect herself.

      As a result, Anwyn particularly screened the clients who requested Ella, making sure they were the kind who never forgot a Dom’s responsibility to care for a sub, no matter how deep or intense a session became. His Mistress had the right touch not only for vetting clients wanting to hire a sub for the night, but for pairing them up to the right staff member.

      The night Ella had needed to be bailed out from a Dom who stepped over the lines had been a bad night. It had shaken Anwyn’s confidence in herself deeply. After ensuring Ella was all right, that consequence had been Daegan and Gideon’s primary concern.

      But it was also that night which had won Ella a permanent place in Gideon’s heart. When Anwyn was falling to pieces over it in her office later, Ella had slipped in at that key moment. She’d gone to her knees in front of his formidable Mistress and put her arms around her.

      “I love you, Mistress,” the young woman had said, calm and clear-eyed. “The very first day I was hired, you told me that mistakes are always going to happen. The key is keeping them to a minimum and being prepared when they do happen. You were prepared. James and Gideon came. You keep us safe. I’m never afraid here, and we don’t want you to be, either.”

      Other staff members had come in then, hugged her as well. It wasn’t just Daegan and Gideon who wouldn’t let Anwyn back away from being who she was to Atlantis. She was its heart, and they all knew it.

      Remembering that moment now, he gave her a look of warm reassurance. From her wary expression, he knew she wasn’t sure what to make of Daegan being actively part of the conversation. As she stepped out of the elevators, her eyes went right to the vampire, leaning against the couch in her direct line of sight. Since he wasn’t wearing a shirt, just those jeans and bare feet, Gideon was already in motion. He caught her as she pretty much stumbled over the threshold. Yeah, Daegan had that effect on women. Okay, sometimes men, too.

      No, I’m not going to feed your ego and say it, Gideon thought testily as Daegan gave him the expected raised brow and ironic glance.

      The vampire’s eyes glinted, but he rose to his feet. “What may we do for you, Ella?”

      Daegan took the leadership role in this, surprising Gideon, but Ella seemed to take that in stride. Of course, she was a skilled, professional submissive. It probably took her three seconds to realize “Mr. Jones” was a formidable Master. So what did she think Gideon was?

      Slave. The word echoed in his mind again. Gideon tightened his jaw, firmly deciding to focus on Ella. She might faint if Daegan took a couple steps toward her, so he better be ready to catch her.

      Fortunately, she displayed the fortitude he’d come to expect from her.

      Her lashes swept down as she inclined her head to Daegan, an obvious gesture of deference. “I’m so sorry to bother you both, but I think this is pretty important. We have an appointment scheduled tonight that’s hit a snag. The Dom, Aaron, paid for a session for his fiancée Shannon. It’s for her birthday. She’s loved vampires since she was a little girl, so he’s been working with Anwyn for a couple months to engineer a fantasy where she surrenders to a vampire and his servant.”

      Gideon wondered if Daegan was having as much trouble keeping an impassive expression as he was, given that Ella was unknowingly facing a vampire and his servant right now. However, Gideon did manage to telegraph a confirmation to Daegan. Anwyn had vaguely mentioned something about a fantasy of that sort. All types of scenarios were choreographed for clients, some for exorbitant fees, depending on how elaborate they were. She didn’t always mention all of them to Gideon, but this one had come up briefly, a humorous topic, for obvious reasons.

      “It’s a test run for them,” Ella continued. “They’re both pretty new to the scene. It’s the first time she’s been part of a BDSM session in a club environment like this. The fiancé is still learning the ropes about being her Dom. He planned to watch, and then come in toward the end, take over. Two birds with one net.” Ella’s glance strayed to Gideon, probably seeking a little encouragement, because so far Daegan’s expression wasn’t revealing whether he was going to be affable or try to eat her.

      He wasn’t sure he gave her what she needed there, because she accelerated the dialogue in that fascinating women had—dumping a huge load of information in less than ten seconds.

      “Richard and Dave were supposed to do the honors, but Richard came down with a twenty-four hour flu, and Dave of course only works with Richard. Unfortunately, Richard has been so sick, he forgot to call it in, and Dave thought he already had. We don’t really have any other male Master/sub pairings used to working in tandem with each other on the floor tonight, and this is a complicated role playing scene. Aaron and Shannon are driving in from a couple hours away and we can’t get in touch, because they’ve already left their hotel. They’re on a month long trip in the States, visiting from Australia. This is the last week of the trip, the grand finale. We have the info on all the boundaries and limits for the session—”

      “Okay, we’re getting the situation,” Gideon interjected. “But what is it you need from us?”

      Ella turned toward him with obvious relief in her expression, though the tension in her shoulders said she was well aware of Daegan’s unwavering scrutiny. “Forgive me if I seem a little direct about this”—a flicker of her gaze toward Daegan, indicating exactly whose forgiveness she was soliciting—“but a few weeks ago, I saw you two together, in the corridor outside the elevator. The way you were with each other… I’ve seen you with Mr. Jones a couple times since then and…” She gave a helpless little shrug. “Perils of the job, I’m afraid. It seems pretty clear that he’s your Master, and you serve him, as well as Mistress Anwyn. So I didn’t know if you’d even consider it, but I had this feeling, maybe. The fiancé doesn’t want actual sex, of course. Just playing around the edges, give her release… But if you’re not at all interested, I’ll just go back upstairs and see what we can figure out. And please don’t get me fired.”

      Gideon blinked, spoke slowly. “So, based on seeing us together a couple times, you think we can roleplay vampire and servant in a paid session with a woman we’ve never met? While her fiancé watches?”

      Ella beamed brightly. “Yes. That pretty much sums it up. There’s a dramatic tension between you…it meshes. I thought you could pull it off really well, if you’re comfortable with it. Since you’re with Mistress Anwyn, and have been staying at the club awhile, I know you’re pretty experienced.”

      Triple scoops of irony on a banana split sundae. Fuck. No one on staff except James knew what Daegan was, after all. Hell, they didn’t even know Anwyn was a vampire.

      “You see him as a vampire?” Gideon hooked a thumb in Daegan’s direction. “Really? I think that’s kind of a stretch.”

      “Him, no stretch at all.” Ella arched a brow, apparently more sure of herself now that she recognized he was teasing her. “You, as a servant? That would be the stretch.” She sobered. “And you’re not, not really. Except with him, and Anwyn. It comes out real strong with them. I notice things.” Ella shrugged, sighed. With visible effort, she turned back toward Daegan, but kept her eyes fastened to his chest. Or perhaps wandering over it was more accurate.

      “Mr. Jones, I don’t want to offend you, so if this is completely inappropriate, I’m sorry. I’ll just go back upstairs.”

      Daegan shifted, lips pursing in a very distracting way. It even made Ella’s glance flicker up for one brave moment.  “Do you have the paperwork with you?”

      “Yes, definitely.” Ella slipped a folder out from under her arm. She was closer to Gideon, but when he reached for it, Daegan made a quelling noise that brought their attention to him. He extended his hand. “Give it to me, Ella.”

      She handed the file to Daegan, who was ignoring Gideon’s narrowed glance. Planting his fine ass back on the edge of the couch, he looked through it, silent. Ella shifted her attention to Gideon during. As she gave him a questioning look, he shrugged, trying to act casual.

      “You want a soda or anything?” Was Daegan really considering this? Why wasn’t he telling her no fucking way, sending her back up? Gideon didn’t want to see Ella called down for it, though. And truth, Anwyn likely wouldn’t chastise her, because she appreciated staff initiative to make their clients happy, but that didn’t mean that this was doable.

      You are very doable, Gideon.

      Bite me.

      Before Ella interrupted, I believe your desire was to bite me.

      Gideon chose not to respond to that, increasing his concentration on Ella to laser fierceness. “Soda?” he prompted again, through gritted teeth. “Or chocolate milk and cookies?” He really wasn’t entirely comfortable, even in his mind, dealing with this side of Daegan and him in front of her. Hell, he still had trouble with it when it was just the two of them.

      But it didn’t seem to bother Ella at all. She made a face at him, stuck out her tongue the same way she’d do if he was picking on her upstairs. She apparently didn’t even consider it a bump in the road, thinking of him as Daegan’s submissive.

      What would it be like if it wasn’t such a problem for him, if he could let go of this nagging sense of self-consciousness about it when he was around others? It was an oddly wistful, unexpected thought.

      Ella moved a stepped closer, tilting her head up to study his face. Wetting one of her long-nailed fingers, she smoothed a stray strand of his hair at his temple. “You have headmask hair,” she said, with a teasing smile.

      He caught her wrist, lightly pushed it away. “Brat.” He’d gotten used to the girls petting and teasing him. The Mistresses did it, too, but in a kind of a different way. It all made him feel good. Like he was part of the family Anwyn had created here. Like Atlantis had become his home.

      “Ella?”

      She immediately turned her attention to Daegan. “Yes, sir?”

      “While I agreed to let you come down to see us, you interrupted a session in process. I think that’s obvious.”

      She colored about three shades of rose, stepped back from Gideon as if she’d been hit by a Taser. “My apologies, sir. I shouldn’t have touched him.”

      What the hell? Gideon looked between them, but it was as if he wasn’t even there, Daegan’s total attention on Ella and hers on him, though her gaze was lowered. She looked ready to kneel if Daegan ordered it.

      “Not without your permission,” she amended.

      “Hmm.” Daegan handed the folder back to her, drawing her gaze back up to his face. “Your behavior toward him is fine; you merely should have asked first. How long before they arrive?”

      “A half hour. It’ll take about thirty minutes to get them set up. Shannon knows what her fiancé is giving her, so that part’s not a surprise. But she doesn’t know any details. Just that tonight her Master is turning her over to a vampire and his servant. And that he’s given us her limits and boundaries, and he’ll be watching from an observation room.”

      “All right. I’m going to step into the next room to contact Anwyn, discuss this, because he belongs to her as well.” Daegan shifted his glance to Gideon, nodded, and then pivoted toward his bedroom. When he did, Gideon gave Ella a pinch that made her jump. She shot him a mischievous look, stepped a safer distance away.

      “Sir?” When Daegan stopped, looked back, Ella dimpled. “Do I have permission to resume touching?”

      “Within reason.” His lips quirked. “Gideon knows his limits.”

      Gideon bared his teeth in a feral grin that made her giggle. But when Daegan disappeared down the hall, Ella turned to him, giving him a flurry of teasing smacks against his arm that had him backpedaling, fending her off.

      “Shit,” she whispered. “I thought I’d be talking to you alone, Gideon. Running this by you to get your take before we sprang it on him. I am so dead. Anwyn’s going to put me on closing shift for the next millennium.”

      “No, she’s not. It’s fine.” Fondly, he looped an arm around her neck, pulled her to his side and dropped a kiss on her head. Tugged her hair. “I’m sure she’ll just have you publicly flogged and then paraded around in a stock for a month or two.”

      Ella sighed, glanced up at him. “Maybe you aren’t experienced enough to do this. Around here, that’s the reward for good behavior.”

      “Sick bitch.”

      She gave him an answering pinch and shoved away. “I’ll take a swallow of that soda. God, my mouth went dry as a bone, seeing him right there. He’s like a thousand kilowatt Dom, you know? If I was Anwyn and had the two of you in my bed, I’d stay in it until I had bedsores the size of pancakes. I’m lucky I didn’t spout complete gibberish in front of him.”

      “Actually, you were on a pretty good jabber roll there…”

      Gideon laughed, sliding toward the kitchen before she could get in another punch. It was good to play with a girl. It helped ease things up inside him. And made him miss Anwyn more.

      [image: ]

      Daegan knew how he felt. Gideon wasn’t dead, so he could enjoy flirting with Ella, but Daegan knew his heart as he knew his own. Anwyn was the only woman they wanted.

      There were other things Gideon wanted as well. Though Daegan had regretted Ella’s timing, Fate intervened for particular reasons. He found Ella’s idea…intriguing, for his own intentions.

      He closed the door, so Ella wouldn’t know that he wasn’t dialing a phone, but reaching out with his mind. He and Gideon had made a pact they wouldn’t “dial” Anwyn; they’d wait for her to reach out to talk to them directly when she had time and inclination. One didn’t interrupt a visit with a vampire queen, and Lyssa had low tolerance for hovering. Of course, Daegan had employed the occasional subconscious mind touch to make sure Anwyn was doing well, wasn’t under stress. Since she didn’t typically block Gideon out of her mind, he’d done the same thing, such that they’d received an amused playful “push” back at least once or twice, an acknowledgment of their protective natures, both Master and alpha servant.

      It felt so damn good to actively call out to her on that link, to feel her respond, turn to him. He savored that first mind-touch, the feminine shape of her in his mind, her intelligence and attention, the warmth and love she gave so generously. He gave her the situation, saw her immediately recall all the details she’d set up for the couple, weigh the idea. Laugh about Ella’s intuition and audacity. It made him smile as well.

      So what about it, cher? Are you okay with this?

      Yes. I hate for Aaron and Shannon to be disappointed. He’s been emailing me for weeks, working out the details, making sure it will be everything she wants. He loves her so much. Damn it, I’m going to shove vitamins down Richard’s throat. I keep telling him he needs to quit smoking and get healthier. Every virus knocks him down. A mental pause as she considered, and then he felt a stroke from her mind, a smile. I assume this doesn’t disrupt the one-on-one you have going with Gideon. He’s still taking direction from you, same way he’d be doing at a vampire affair, interacting with another servant under our combined or individual command. So it’s merely a continuation of the training we’ve been giving him. Plus, I suspect you already have an idea of how to twist this toward your objective.

      You know me well. As I know you. Daegan’s lips curved. You’re more comfortable with him touching a sub, or her touching him, under the command of two Masters. A Mistress would be an entirely different matter.

      You have no proof of that.

      He sensed her mental sniff and chuckled. I’ve seen your staff subs treat him like their big adopted pit bull. Ella’s wrestling with him now. Whereas the Mistresses treat him with courteous warmth…and no touching.

      I have nothing to do with that.

      Mm-hmm. You’re possessive of your servant, and they know it.

      Our servant. And before you get too smug, I’d like to see your reaction to another Master touching him. Fucking him.

      Daegan had no conscious response to that, but he was sure she was aware of the predatory heat that rippled through his blood. He chose the graceful way out—introducing an entirely different subject. How long do you think he’ll continue to believe it was a spontaneous decision, rather than a carefully engineered plot, the two of us here alone this weekend?

      Her delicate snort echoed in his mind. I expect he’s already figured it out, but being Gideon, he’s just ignoring a lot of things. You know how hard it is for me not to be tuning in to what you two have been doing? I expect a play-by-play detail when I return.

      “It will just make you wet, cher. Wet and hot for both of us. We’ll have to fuck you for hours to sate you.” He spoke the words, knowing it increased the timbre of it in his mind. When he felt her shiver of reaction, he ached for her. God, he hated it when she wasn’t here, and he knew Gideon felt the same way. But he knew she needed this weekend. And he had his own goals to accomplish here, some essential training they both knew their servant needed. He made his tone more teasing.

      Go back to your shopping and girl talk. You know Gideon is fervently hoping for some girl-on-girl action to report.

      Her laughter wrapped around him, and he held onto it, closing his eyes. But she knew him too well. She left a lingering whisper in his mind.

      He’s getting there, Daegan. It’s there already, just waiting in his mind.

      He’s stubborn as a castle wall.

      While you are as relentless as time itself. I know who will prevail. And we all will win. I love you.

      She was not a creature of great sentiment, didn’t gush I love yous. She was a Mistress, after all, so he held the words like the treasure they were.

      Try to get into a little trouble. I want to have a reason to punish you when you come back.

      Her laughter again, the lightness of it a good sign. She was having fun, she felt safe, wasn’t worried about seizures. All was well. If she could have that, he wouldn’t begrudge her a couple days away from him and Gideon. Much.

      Breaking the link, or at least turning the volume down, he turned to leave the room. Time to tell Ella that Shannon was going to get her vampire and servant fantasy.

      Already looking forward to the vampire hunter’s reaction, Daegan grinned, imagining his response: We’re going to fucking do what?

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Round Six

        

      

    

    
      Gideon paused at the security view window, but didn’t look into the private playroom. He wanted to take a second. He still couldn’t quite believe they were doing this and, to be honest, he needed to be sure this was what Anwyn wanted, no matter how much of a pussy Daegan thought he was for checking.

      The vampire brushed behind him, a shadow among the shadows, but Gideon felt his hand slide along his nape. You think I would tease you about your oath to your Mistress, Gideon? If you ever fell one inch short of total devotion to her, I’d flay you alive.

      Same goes. Even if I had to sell my soul to Satan for the superpowers to kick your ass.

      He sensed Daegan’s grim smile, then he flushed like a damn girl as the male gripped his buttock, squeezed hard, slid away.

      Anwyn. Just speaking her name in his mind, a deliberate reach toward her, loosened the weight around his chest. It was amazing how much he fucking missed her. In some way, everything he and Daegan had shared today was a striving for that connection, an extension or part of it. He couldn’t really explain it, so like most things he couldn’t vocalize, he chose to focus on this one thing. I need to know what you want, sweetheart.

      He winced. He had a habit of forgetting, using the endearments instead of the honorific, but as she wrapped her thoughts around his, she only gave him tender amusement. Fuck, he missed her.

      You’re a creature of intuition. Feel what I want, Gideon.

      Her desire unfurled in him, way beyond gut level. She wanted him to get lost in this, wanted to see him pleasure this female sub, to let primal male lust, his drive as a sexually confident alpha male, take him over in the face of a trembling, aroused female. It would please Anwyn because he would be acting upon her will and command. It was an act of service to her, his Mistress. Every ecstatic cry he wrested from the woman behind this door would be a tribute to her.

      Anwyn locked it into place with a caressing whisper. I trust you, Gideon. When I return, you will convince me of your devotion. I will chain you to the bed, straddle your face. You will replay your time with her in your head, moment by moment, while you bring me to climax with your mouth. It will be very…stimulating.

      His cock hardened, like he needed that area to be any more noticeable. According to the specifications of the fantasy, he’d changed into nothing more than a pair of black snug brief shorts that covered his ass and upper thighs, barely, and made it clear he had enough of a package to make a woman happy. He’d felt a little foolish until he saw Daegan’s expression. A shot of heat had gone through those dark eyes, making Gideon feel…well, a little cocky, no pun intended. Ella’s jaw had dropped at the sight of him, but Chantal had pushed it closed. Then she’d handed the young woman a light oil to spread over his upper body, to make it gleam.

      Maybe it had been Anwyn’s command, what she wanted from him, but he felt differently toward Ella than the usual affection, laced with harmless flirtation. When she approached with the oil, he had a predatory restlessness, knowing she was going to slide slick fingers over his body. She’d sensed it as well, because instead of teasing him, she’d kept her eyes lowered, her lips pressed together, a little nervous. Daegan’s focus stayed on him, picking up that heightened sexual aggression.

      Once Ella had her hands cruising over him, though, she got less nervous. Her own nature stirred, such that she deliberately lingered over his biceps, his pectorals, stepping in close enough he knew she could feel his breath on her hair. With every passing moment, the stretch of those shorts got more of a workout. He was close to letting out a growl. When her fingers slid a little low on the abdomen, cruising toward the waistband, Daegan did growl.

      Gideon lifted his head, met the male’s weighted stare. Daegan slid that stern glance Ella’s way, sending her scampering. Before she slid from the room, Gideon caught her mischievous smile, flicked his way.

      But now he returned his attention to the present. Daegan was dressed in his signature black, but uptown sharp. Silk shirt open at the throat, belted slacks, all dangerous elegance. Though Chantal was conferring with him on some final details, he gave Gideon a nod.

      Go on in and get it started.

      Gideon moved to the door to the private playroom, but when he put his hand on the doorknob, he paused. He couldn’t go in yet. He didn’t have everything he needed.

      What Anwyn had given him was part of it, but not all. The realization was unexpected, but then a lot of things were taking him off guard tonight. Something sexy and perilous moved in Daegan’s dark eyes, seeing his dilemma. Leaving Chantal with a murmured word, he came to Gideon and put a firm hand onto his shoulder. He brushed his mouth over Gideon’s.

      “I do not doubt your devotion to me, either. Everything you do in that room will be the will of your Master and Mistress. Do not doubt yourself. We don’t.” Unleash that part of you Anwyn loves. The male animal that will not be tamed.

      Gideon had his hand curled in the fancy silk of that collar before he realized it. His next move was pure response to what was building in him, a domino effect of Anwyn’s thoughts, Ella’s teasing touch, the challenge in Daegan’s eyes. When he slammed his mouth on the vampire’s, Daegan was ready for him, already digging his fingers into Gideon’s hair, tugging, giving him a cut of fang that drew blood on his lip and had Gideon drawing away with a feral sound of his own.

      The urgency of the kiss reminded Gideon of everything he and Daegan had done tonight. Particularly that confusing edge they’d approached several times, each near miss increasing the demand in his gut. What they were about to do, it was still part of it. He felt that from Daegan, the same way he’d felt it from Anwyn. They’d said it outright. With every breath, every act, he served their will. There was no thinking to it. He knew it, because they were in his soul.

      That brazen edge died back, leaving him a bit overwhelmed. But he wasn’t going to turn all chickenshit now. He managed a casual shrug, one that put a wry, knowing curve to Daegan’s lips. Then he turned away. He could do this. Hell, he’d hunted vampires and stood fast before the Vampire Council. Pleasuring a beautiful, willing woman, making her sexual fantasy come to life—no way he was going to admit that could make his stomach flipflop like a trout, merely because he’d gotten used to belonging exclusively to two people.

      Everything you do in that room will be the will of your Master and Mistress.

      Gideon stepped into the room.

      The gray stone floor and a stone façade on the walls, the fact it was lit with candles and dim electric torch light, gave the room a bit of a sinister look. There were weapons mounted on the wall, fake of course, but they looked pretty good, the metal caught by the gleam of the candles. Chains and various types of restraints hung from hooks at key points among the weaponry. A wooden stock in one corner and an iron maiden in the other were the obvious Martha Stewart choices to flank the unlit fireplace. But there were other, different choices. A couch draped in silk and pillows, several viewing chairs. A faux bearskin rug soft as the real thing, because Anwyn had one in her playroom, and she’d taken him on it more than once. It had felt pretty good on his ass, to tell the truth.

      The room focused its occupant on power and pleasure…and the dangerous edges of both. The main feature of the chamber underscored it—a steel, freestanding frame anchored to the center of the floor, with a variety of hooks and eyebolts to maximize restraint and suspension options.

      Since Gideon could scent the arousal and nervousness of the woman currently positioned in a vertical spread-eagle and cuffed to that frame, he’d say the room was doing its job in spades.

      Shannon was an attractive woman, about five-seven, slim but with the kind of generous curves that attracted his gaze, particularly when she was stripped completely naked, as she was now. The entry door was behind her, so as he closed it, Gideon took his time, something lazy and dangerous unfolding in him as his gaze coursed down the line of her raised and stretched arms, the hint of breast he could see at this angle, the slope of her back, the flare of her ass. He did like a nice ass, especially one tilted up and framed like this one was. That was the effect of the stilettos and waist cincher she wore, respectively, and the way her legs were spread and cuffed.

      Velcro straps held the shoes on her feet, wrapped over the top of them and beneath the soles. Damn if that kind of foot bondage wasn’t hot. His cock was staying hard as steel, keeping him appreciative of the genius behind Lycra. He’d be strangling in denim, no matter that it was his usual preference.

      Across the room was a large mirror. Aaron, Shannon’s fiancé, was behind that glass, watching everything as it unfolded. Now that the game was in play, Ella would be with him, ready to help him understand things from a submissive perspective, as Shannon reacted to what happened in this room. But a lot of what Ella planned to do involved standing quietly against the wall of that small room, so he could get as lost in the experience as they hoped his fiancée would.

      You were listening to the strategy session with Ella and Chantal. I thought you were too busy freaking out to pay close attention.

      He decided to ignore that smartass remark from the world’s most arrogant vampire in favor of some better things. As such, he also dismissed the other viewing room from his mind. If he had the choice of paying attention to a naked, bound girl or thinking about some guy he’d never met who was getting to see him in tight shorts with a huge cockstand, he’d take Door Number One, please.

      Shannon had smooth tan and olive skin, evidence of her mixed Maori heritage. See, I did listen to Ella’s book report. Somewhat. Experiencing it firsthand was nice, though. Shannon’s waist length brown hair was wavy, curling a bit. The way it brushed against her skin made a man want to wrap his hands in it, use it to hold her fast as he fucked her from behind while pushing her down on all fours.

      Jesus, had that come from him? Well, it was hardly his fault. She was all tied up and obviously hugely turned on by it. She had that little trembling nervousness, a mixed-signal, 100% aphrodisiac.

      Was that why Anwyn and Daegan had given him his head here? Anwyn had affected him like no other woman had, taking him over, commanding his submission, but before her, and even now, it was the delicate ones, the submissive ones, like Ella or this woman, who could call a different side of him, an alpha who might not be a Master, but who definitely knew how to hold the reins in the bedroom. He had a compelling, implacable desire to make a woman lose her mind, claw his back to shreds and beg him for more.

      They wanted to see that side of him, wanted to see him do it. They’d taken off his leash, somewhat literally, and wanted to see what their pit bull would do in a room with a sleek, lovely female trussed up and helpless to his animal nature. They wanted to feel it as it happened, a performance for them.

      And fuck, what a stage. Thirty minutes earlier, two other staff subs had brought her here. They’d worn headmasks that hid their faces from Shannon, and gags that prevented any conversation with her. While they made her stand on the bear skin rug, they massaged her with a vanilla warming oil from neck to toes. They’d slipped fingers inside of her, oiling her anus and pussy as well. The massage was intended to relax and arouse her, while the intimate handling of her body, and their inability to offer any spoken reassurances, would increase her anxiety, that interesting line between arousal and fear.

      She’d been hooked and laced into that deep blue-grey corset waist cincher, one of his personal favorite types of women’s garb, given that it left all the good stuff bare and emphasized it tenfold. In the mirror’s reflection, he could see the solid round weight of her breasts, the taut nipples. Her ass’s tempting heart shape was enhanced to the point his palms itched, wanting to take a good handful. They’d added a matching tiny thong to it. He could hook a finger into it and tug, putting that pressure on the pussy women loved.

      Given how she was tied up, she was a gift just waiting for a man. He wasn’t sure how her fiancé was restraining himself, but if there was one thing Gideon had learned from his Master and Mistress, anticipation just made it all the sweeter and edgier for them. And though the subs suffered from the wait, he knew it made it deeper and more intense for them as well. Wouldn’t catch him admitting that anytime soon, though. Not verbally, at least.

      As he’d noted when he came in, they’d cuffed her hands to the frame, above her head and outward. They’d done the same to her legs, making her body form an X. They’d also placed a corset collar on her throat, lacing the front snugly so it made her hold her head up and kept her neck rigid. This particular steel frame had an additional set of restraints to it, a modification Anwyn had made. Two pairs of steel bars could be unfolded from the tracks in the vertical sides of the frame and locked into horizontal positions on either side of the bound slave. Those bars could be hooked to a waist strap or collar to enhance the sense of being utterly immobilized. That had been done to the corset collar, so Shannon could only see as far as her straining peripheral vision could take her.

      The other set of bars were attached to a thick strap that had been buckled on her waist, over the waist cincher. Two chains ran down the front of the strap and between her legs. The subs had positioned those chains on the outside of her labia, increasing the psychological sense of her cunt being spread open.

      She was trembling even harder now. She’d heard the snick of the door, knew she wasn’t alone. Ten minutes ago, they’d left her alone, deliberately, and from direct experience in this situation, he knew ten minutes could seem like an eternity. She was straddling that line between terror and anticipation. But she was also violently aroused. That quivering wasn’t all fear, not by a long shot. Her pussy’s honey was a thick perfume to someone with his senses. His nostrils flared, taking it all the way into his gut, into his balls. And just like that, what he was, who he needed to be, kicked in. No more freaking out.

      When he started to move, her head jerked, an involuntary reaction since she couldn’t turn to see him. As he drew closer, he picked up the more finite details. Her ears were pierced, but they’d taken any jewelry away, leaving her entirely vulnerable except for that collar.

      He heard her audible swallow, her voice rasp. “Who’s there?”

      In answer, he put his hands on her shoulders. She jumped, but then settled, taking a shaky breath as he made a reassuring noise. He wasn’t ready to talk yet. Instead, he slid his touch along the base of her neck, following the edge of the corset collar. Gathering up all that long, thick hair, he worked his fingers through it. It was thick as it looked, beautiful, spilling over his hands. He delved deeper into it, found her scalp and stroked. Then tugged. He didn’t want to pet her hair like a soothing girlfriend. He gave her a man’s touch, stroking deep, pulling, giving her sexual demand coupled with the strength of a male caress. Like the subs’ prep of her body, it would keep her worked up and wet. He savored that.

      “Are you…the vampire, or the servant? Please talk to me. I’m getting a little freaked out here. I’ve never done this.”

      She had a pretty voice, that New Zealand accent with a desperate touch of wry humor that told him she knew how to laugh and play. Though he’d lost that ability a long time ago, he liked a woman who had it. Anwyn had it, even with the challenges she faced as a vampire. It was a nice thing.

      “Mmm.” Noting a ripple of gooseflesh over her skin, he closed the small space between them. It brought his body right up against her. Even nicer. Her ass and thighs against his thighs, the ache of his cock. Her bare shoulder blades against his chest. The smooth olive skin was as soft as it looked. When the silk of that corset cincher slid against his abdomen, he ran a finger over the edge of the corset, just below her shoulder blades. “Are you cold, darling?”

      “Some.” When he rubbed the hardness of his cock against her buttocks, nice and slow, there was an audible quiver in her tone. It felt good, so he did it again, even slower. Not being too aggressive about it, but letting her know it was going to happen, that she had to get used to having it around. And hell, it wasn’t just strategy. It felt damn good to rub a cock against a woman’s backside. The catch in her throat was suggestive as hell.

      The heat of a thirdmark body would warm her up pretty fast, so he kept the rest of himself pretty close as well. He didn’t like it when a woman was cold. “I’m the servant.”

      “Okay… Can I…can I talk?”

      “For now. You’re going to be gagged soon, and then there’ll be no talking. We’ll blindfold you, so there’ll be no seeing. What…my Master does to you…it will make it more intense.”

      Okay, if she kept gulping air like that, she was going to dehydrate. He noted a pitcher of water had been left on a table by the couch. He’d make use of that when needed. Idly, he wondered if there was any ice in it and what he could do with that.

      “They put this collar on me. Seems…odd, if he’s a vampire. You know, wanting to bite my neck and all. Should we…ah, take it off?” A little chuckle wobbled on her lips.

      She’s trying to top to gain a sense of control, Gideon. Direct the situation. It’s a common thing new submissives try to do. And some high-powered ones.

      The ironic tone told him exactly who Daegan meant with that little dig, but Gideon decided to let that go. He’d already recognized what Shannon was doing, mainly because Gideon had tried things like that. Acknowledging that to Daegan would just make the fanged bastard smug, though.

      Her brown hair was still spilling through his hands as he kept up his stroking and tugging. When she tried to tilt her head into his touch, it almost made him smile. But he leaned in to speak against her temple. “Your neck belongs to my Master. No one else. That’s why it’s collared that way. The rest of you, though…”

      Bringing his lips down, he nuzzled the shell of her ear. “He’s given that to me to enjoy. Would you like that?”
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      Shannon didn’t know what she’d been expecting. Aaron had told her he was doing this for her birthday, that it was time to go beyond the tentative first steps they’d taken at home, the experiments and ideas, and try them out in a full fledged D/s scene. He’d called it a test run. She’d imagined it like a rehearsal, with lots of laughter, missteps, do-overs and none of the expectations and anxiety that came with the real thing. This was way beyond expectations. She was scared, aroused…intrigued. With one breath along her ear, this male sent sensation straight down to her curling toes. While she couldn’t see him, he was all powerful muscle. The scent of heat and danger to him, along with that impressive bar of steel that was teasing her ass, had alarmed her. But she hadn’t freaked out. Not quite, thank God. The servant seemed to have a knack for knowing just how hard to push. Literally and figuratively.

      She had to quell a snort at the thought, but the rest of her wasn’t laughing. The hands curled in her hair suggested he could pretty much do anything he wanted with her. Break her neck, fuck her twelve different ways. But the way his stroking felt, and the slick slide of his body against her, confused her, made her want to see what he would do with her.

      It was undeniably frightening, to be bound and at the mercy of strangers, but she had to remember she wasn’t, not really. Aaron was watching. He would keep her safe, no matter what. Beyond that, even though this man was unknown to her, the press of his body, the sound of his voice…they were reassuring. Oddly, she felt that while he might demand things from her that stretched her limits, he also wouldn’t let anything harm her.

      Such an entirely unfounded, fanciful thought would normally amuse her, but this moment didn’t call for her usual brand of humor. Later she’d wax philosophical about all this, and Aaron would laugh at her, fully expecting her to dissect all of it that way—but in this second, a lot of other deeper, simpler and more primal things were happening. As well as a few smallish concerns.

      She wanted to let loose, savor, but she hadn’t been expecting such a devastating assault on her senses. Did her fiancé really intend for her to completely let go, enjoy the fantasy to the nth degree? How far was too far?

      Aaron had commanded her… Commanded, imagine that? It gave her a sexy shiver, just remembering it. He’d commanded her to just feel and react, not analyze. There are no wrong responses. I want to see you get lost in the fantasy. Wow. Could she trust that? The stranger had said “just feel” as well, so he must be keyed into the script.

      She took a deep breath. She’d take the leap, and assume her fiancé was totally fine with her enjoying…well, everything, including this male. Worst case scenario, Aaron could punish her if she was too bad.

      “That’s a devilish smile.” She heard amusement in the stranger’s voice. Butterflies returned to her stomach as his hands left her hair, skimmed along her shoulders, then up the length of her bound arms. He was testing the strain on her joints, and then the tightness of the cuffs, sliding his fingers beneath to caress her wrist pulse. “I expect you’re a handful and a half for your Master.”

      “I bet you are, too.”

      The servant’s dry chuckle sent that ripple of sensation over her skin again. “He just said, ‘you have no idea’.”

      She closed her eyes, clutching the cuffs as he pressed his mouth to her shoulder. His touch dropped to her hips, fingers molding low to touch flesh, but only after he’d followed the line of the waist cincher, learning her shape.

      “So he can talk in your head,” she said. It was all role playing, but she wanted to get into the fantasy, just as Aaron had said. Being a little afraid was part of it, but she didn’t want to be too scared to ask questions. This might be a once-in-a-lifetime experience, after all. “Would you…tell me more about being a servant?”

      There was a long pause, and it was almost as if he was searching for an answer in himself that he might not have ever articulated, not to another person. It reminded her of her early struggles to tell Aaron what she felt, her desires to be a submissive. The vulnerability that came with those conversations…she sensed it in the male’s response. Maybe she was making things up in her head, but it made her feel closer to this stranger, a common, vital bond between them.

      “You serve your Master,” he said at last, slowly. “Whatever he desires, whatever he needs. Sometimes you know what he needs before he does. Mine sometimes needs an asskicking.”

      She swallowed on a chuckle as he moved to trace her abdomen, up, up. “Ah…” She quivered as he cupped her breasts. Didn’t touch her nipples, merely held the weight. It was the most incredible feeling, to be handled this way, a body restrained to be used for the pleasure of two men she didn’t even know. Aaron was watching. Was he getting hard, imagining it was his hands on her breasts? Or was he imagining what he would do to her when they were done? Reasserting his claim on her, that deliciously male territorial nature. The savagery of it scorched her blood.

      “What do you do for a living?” The servant followed the outside of her breasts with his knuckles. Her nipples were drawing up, hardening, begging for contact now. Though he kept away from them, he was looking over her shoulder, staring at them. In her peripheral vision, she had a vague impression of dark hair falling over the brow of a strong face, vivid blue eyes, a warrior’s serious expression. She knew from tactile, real time experience that he was wearing nothing but a pair of tight brief shorts that left nothing to the imagination. She swallowed against the incredibly arousing hold of that corset collar.

      “Books. I do…books.” They weren’t going to need to gag her. She was losing the ability to talk.

      Her sexy tormentor grew serious. “Shannon, my Master requires a clear answer to a question. Focus.”

      The sexy rumble, the edge of command in the servant’s voice, did exactly that. Aaron knew this about her. A command could steady her, help her find her center. This was the most amazing experience ever. She wasn’t sure she ever wanted it to end. “I work in a bookshop. They call me…a book pimp, because I love books so much.”

      “My Master likes books as well. You’ll have a lot to talk about. When he wants you to talk. First, he prefers to hear you scream.”

      Okay, there went her focus, like a baby elephant slamming his arse onto a down pillow, a volcano eruption of feathers.

      “What else do you like to do?”

      She let out a whimper as he finally touched her nipples. A brush of sensation with his fingertips, then another. Back and forth, back and forth. “Oh…” She was writhing in her tight bonds, not able to move enough, and the stimulation was immediate and intense. “Oh, God…”

      “We asked you a question, Shannon. Answer it.”

      For a servant, he was pretty damned masterful. And relentless. “Music,” she gasped. “Oh, God, that feels good. I play…guitar. Love to dance.”

      “You’re dancing now.” His touch slipped away from her nipples, then he gripped her breasts again, squeezed and kneaded. As she was undulating against that touch, it was rubbing her ass against him. Aaron and she had talked about this fantasy. She didn’t want any other male inside of her, and she still didn’t, but it was a titillating sensation, to have an aroused cock so near, knowing it was more than ready to fuck her. Knowing she was helpless, if this male wanted to break the rules. Something was taking her over; thinking of this as a fantasy was getting tremendously harder.

      “Love the tongue stud,” the servant murmured, his mouth teasing the corner of hers. “Saw it when you were panting with lust there, wiggling that hot little ass of yours against me. Put that tongue out here, so I can play with it a minute.”

      She did, and was amazed at how provocative his tongue could be, rolling over that metal stud, caressing the corners of her lips. “That would feel fucking good against my cock. I bet your Master loves the way you go down on him.”

      She didn’t know how to respond to that. Her senses were being overwhelmed. A sexy stranger’s hands, her fiance’s eyes on her, and the sense that they were waiting for one more to join the party.

      Or maybe not. Maybe he was already here. The servant said his Master could read his mind, but of course that was role playing, right? He had to be within earshot.

      When she shifted her gaze as far as she could in both directions, she didn’t see anything. It was so unnerving, to have her head immobilized and only a limited sight range. But then she glanced left, as far as she could, and started under the servant’s hands. A tall male stood there, though she was absolutely sure no one had been there a moment before. No one could move that fast. Maybe there was a hidden panel in the wall. It was an impressive effect, but even more impressive than that was the “vampire” himself.

      He was all in black, leaning against the wall. And he wore an incredible mask, shaped like a raptor’s head, complete with a sharp curved beak. Sleek brown short feathers layered the upper part of his face, but left his jaw and sensual, cruel mouth visible. Where longer feathers folded into the sides of the mask, she could tell he had short dark hair. He had his arms crossed over his chest. The male behind her had more of a brawler’s build. This one had a lean physique that nevertheless emanated even more power.

      She jumped as the fire started in the grate with a pop of noise and flame. “More heat,” the servant murmured at her ear.

      “Magic,” she managed.

      “Well, a gas log remote,” he offered, showing it clasped in his hand. She snuffled on a hysterical giggle. Then that creature against the wall moved, claiming her full attention again. When the flames caught the glint of dull metal, she realized the vampire wore two pewter talons, on his middle and fore fingers. One had the head of a dragon on the largest knuckle, the other the head of a wolf. The tips were wicked sharp points, and, even more disturbing, curved razor blades arched over the heads of the dragon and wolf.

      “He’s your Master,” she said on a really dry throat.

      “Mm-hmm. He has a different kind of magic for you now. Time for you to be quiet.”

      “No.” Alarm surged in her chest, making her choke out the protest.

      The servant caressed her hip, then he slid down, parting her labia. Shannon bucked up against the stimulation, not expecting it, not expecting that knowledgeable caress of her clit. “You know you serve your Master here,” he said. “Will you trust him?”

      “Can I trust…either of…you? Oh…fuck.” The hoarse, animal sound that came from her throat startled her.

      “Oh, us you definitely can’t trust.” The servant pushed inside her pussy with his thick fingers, just a little, but it jolted her. It had been a long time since anyone’s fingers but hers or Aaron’s had been there. “But do you trust your Master?”

      She lifted her eyes toward that mirrored window. Aaron had given her this, this ultimate fantasy, more than she’d ever anticipated. But beyond that, he’d been willing to take this journey with her, figure out what she truly wanted. As dangerous and out of control as this felt, if she said she didn’t want this and truly meant it, he’d be in the room in a minute, taking care of her. He was taking care of her now.

      “Yes, I do.”

      The vampire shifted before her. His eyes, visible through the mask openings, were like a raptor in truth, all darkness. Jesus, they did a good job with special effects at this club. “Gag her,” he said in a voice of velvet sin. “Her voice no longer matters. She’s here for my pleasure.”

      She was afraid of being gagged. Maybe she could talk them out of it. “But your servant said…the things I could do with my tongue…”

      Those solid black eyes flashed. Pure, piercing command, and a rebuke that didn’t require words. The servant’s fingers gripped the tight fit of her waist cincher, enhancing the sensual restraint it offered and ironically reminding her of the terms of her submission.

      “You’re trying to control things, darling. Are you panicking?”

      “A little.”

      “Hmm.” He nuzzled her shoulder, well outside the area the vampire commanded as his non-taloned hand wrapped around her throat, putting pressure on the corset collar. She gasped at the sensation, the way the male pinned her in place with just a gaze and that weighted silence.

      “Don’t play with him, Shannon,” his servant murmured against her skin. “He’s a predator, and he takes it as a challenge. I promise you’re not up for that. Not this first time. Remember—just feel.”

      Okay, she defied any woman not to panic—a lot—when overwhelmed this way. Before she could make another sound, the servant had drawn back from her to retrieve something outside her range of vision and come back with a ball gag he pushed gently into her mouth, situating it firmly on her tongue, pushing it down. He followed it up with a thick wad of cloth that further stretched the inside of her mouth and would absorb unsightly saliva. Finally he held it all in place by situating a wide strap between her teeth and cinching it against the corners of her mouth like a horse’s bit, buckling it tight behind her head to hold it in place.

      The vampire had kept his hand on her throat throughout, his dark eyes tracking every expression on her face, his mouth set in that firm line. She was breathing fast, the thin skin of her nostrils flaring. As much as being rendered completely voiceless alarmed her, she was twice as aroused now. The more helpless she became, the hotter she was getting. Aaron knew that about her, too.

      When the servant drew his touch back to her waist, the raptor mask cocked, the direction of the beak helping her follow the vampire’s gaze. He was looking at her breasts, though she couldn’t tilt her chin down to see what he was seeing.

      A moment later, she let out a strangled noise as the tips of those talons scraped her right breast. They had her nerves so worked up, she was sure it felt far sharper than it was, but she couldn’t see what he was doing, couldn’t look down, and those things had razor blades. She could feel that point moving toward her vulnerable nipple.

      The servant cupped her breasts, held them up for his Master. When that sharp point dragged over her nipple, she cried out into the muffled wadding, but she was arching toward the sensation, not away. Her pussy was wet, dripping against her leg. She was helpless to them.

      “Blindfold her.” The vampire was implacable. “And remove the collar and side bars attached to it. I want access to her throat.” Those stern lips curved in treacherous intent. “If I want her to keep her head still, I’ll use my hand as a collar and remind her.”

      “No, no…” She didn’t know why her mouth was making that muffled protest, when every part of her was saying yes. Now she knew why “oh God, no, no, no” were never chosen as safe words. Regardless, she would have to fully trust, fully surrender to all of it, because that was what Aaron knew she wanted, needed, craved. Somehow being brave enough to face that was honoring this gift, and his willingness to be her Master. All three of these implacable men—including the one behind the window watching—knew it. In her dreams, she’d hungered to serve as a submissive, but never had the reality of it. This was the reality. Part of her ready to bolt screaming, another part reaching, wanting, her mind whirling and about to break free of something that might be good or bad to leave behind. But it was all out of her hands at this point. Almost.

      The blindfold was a soft silk, and fit like a glove against her eyes and temples. The servant smoothed it over her face, petting her. As the world went completely black, she tried not to let her teeth chatter with nerves.

      “You feel this?” The servant pushed something soft against her palm, his fingers caressing her bound wrist above the cuff. Reflexively, she closed her fist over what felt like a rubber ball, maybe another ball gag, a smaller one.

      “Vampires are much more sadistic than humans,” the servant said. “My Master doesn’t believe in safe words.”

      The grin in his voice held a taunt, a challenge directed entirely toward the vampire, not her. It gave her a chocolate sweet taste of the erotic undercurrent between the two males. Suddenly, she could envision the fierce vampire, his eyes still hidden behind that mask, pushing the male servant to his knees. He’d fuck him on the floor right before her for the impertinence. Blindfolded, she’d hear the hoarse grunting of a man being punished and pleasured at once, both sensations so intense they’d almost be unbearable. But he’d have to bear it, because it was his Master’s will.

      Holy God, it just made her hotter and wetter. She had to struggle to focus on the servant’s next words.

      “Fortunately for you, your Master has a touch of mercy. If something becomes too much, you drop this. Don’t worry, we’ll ask if you dropped it by accident, in case something my Master is doing affects your motor skills.” A wicked note of pleasure entered that rough, sexy voice. “Nod if you understand.”

      She did, a quick jerk.

      The vampire spoke now, not in the stern tones he’d used thus far, but in a sensual voice that caressed her ears. “It was almost a shame to put a blindfold on her. She has beautiful eyes. The colors of the ocean during a storm.”

      “She’s beautiful, period. Totally fuckable.” The servant’s voice became a feral growl that made her quiver anew. “That’s what your Master will do when we’re done. We’ll wear you out, make you scream. Then he’ll come in here, fuck you hard, remind you that you belong to him. Probably work over this fine ass of yours, put some stripes on it. It’s what I’d do.” When he cupped her buttocks, squeezed hard, it set her to rocking against him again, a shameless, involuntary reflex of lust. She panted through the gag, thinking of Aaron coming in with a strap or cane…or just spanking her with the flat of his hand. He had strong hands.

      She was robbed of voice and sight. She was just a body to serve them, as the vampire had said. And she’d never been so turned on in her life. Everything was throbbing. Those chains digging into the outside of her labia were wet, she could tell by how it felt, the air caressing her cunt. It clenched in reflex as that talon passed over the top of her breast, perilously close to her nipple again. Then gooseflesh rose as the feathered mask followed the same path. The vampire had taken it off, was teasing her nipples with the feathers, back and forth, relentless stimulation like the constant brush of the servant’s hands. She swayed against the stimulation, gurgling against the gag, panting.

      “You’ve fantasized about vampires since you were a little girl,” the vampire said. Though the servant had that tough, deep timbre, there was something about this one’s voice that compelled strange, crazy things inside her. She could listen to him talk for a few decades and never move from this spot. “But I bet the little girl didn’t imagine anything like this,” he continued. “A vampire requires absolute submission and surrender from his servant, but from his food…he demands whatever he wishes. Your blood is only part of it. You are feeding his pleasure, his desire, his demands. I’m strong enough to take anything I wish from you and make you offer your life to me for more.”

      She sucked in a breath as the razor blade bit into her right breast. Just a tiny, tiny cut, that quick sting like a paper cut. She cried out, though, as the vampire pressed his mouth to it. He was so close to her nipple as he suckled that taste away. He could probably do all sorts of acrobatics with that tongue, things that might make her lose consciousness.

      When he slid behind her, she realized the wall of muscled support the servant had provided was gone. Now it was just the vampire.

      No, the servant was back. His presence steadied her, oddly. However, as he unlaced the corset collar from the front, just as the vampire had ordered, it was a powerful, almost dizzying sensation. She had the freedom to move her head, but before she could, the vampire had placed a hand over her forehead and used that hold to pull her head back against his shoulder at a straining angle. He held her fast. Those dual talons moved down her sternum, avoiding her neck. She could hear her pulse hammering so close to that sensual threat.

      I’m strong enough to take anything I wish from you and make you offer your life to me for more.

      Mentally, she was just gone. There was no Club Atlantis, there was no carefully planned fantasy. In her mind, she was in a room with a vampire and a servant, delivered to their demands and desires, her Master watching all of it with still eyes and pounding heart. His hands would be clenched and his cock hard, seeing what they were doing to her, his property, making her crazy at his command. This was no fantasy. This was the reality she wanted, she craved, no matter if she died from fear, longing or the power of the desire building in her.

      “I want to suck on her tits,” the servant muttered. “Jesus, those nipples are practically begging for it.”

      “Ask me.”

      A hesitation. For some reason, even blindfolded she could sense the two males’ gazes meeting over her restrained body, that lingering challenge arcing between them. But the servant didn’t push it. Not this time.

      “Master, let me suck on her nipples. Let me give her pleasure. Let me give you pleasure by doing it.”

      A nod against her head from the vampire, and then the servant’s callused hands framed her breasts. She sensed him going down, the pressure of his hip against her inner thigh as he planted a knee between her spread feet. She screamed against the gag as he covered one nipple with his mouth. So much sensation… He was right, she was dancing in truth, because she jittered as much as she was able against that devastating assault. Then the vampire clamped his hand on her neck, collaring it. What felt like really, really large, curved fangs slid hard and wet against her carotid.

      My, what big fangs you have… Her sense of humor really had the oddest sense of timing, but it was swallowed by the intensity that rolled over her as her whole body yearned toward that base, most primal fantasy, a vampire’s fangs piercing her, possessing her, feeding off of her. His servant had a mouth made for sin, suckling, nipping her. He moved to the other nipple, making sure they received equal attention.

      “Eat her pussy. Make her come. I want it to rip through her while I’m feeding.” The vampire’s voice was a near hiss, impossible to disobey or deny. She struggled, though again she had absolutely no idea why. She was being assaulted on all sides, and cried out as the vampire’s other hand slipped down her back to her buttocks. He slid his touch intimately between them, playing with the rim, gave one cheek a sharp pinch. “Behave for us, perform well, or your Master will decide you need a good ass fucking to remind you of your place.”

      Dirty words, sordid threats. They just made her want this even more. Those talon fingers tightened over her throat. She realized he was keeping her head tilted up so high because that razor blade would be right below it. But she wasn’t afraid of that. The vampire emanated such utter control, she knew any cut would be deliberate, done with utter precision. Those fangs slid along her carotid again.

      Then the servant’s touch shifted to her upper thighs. He’d gone down to both knees, because she felt them pressing against her spread feet. Bracing himself on her thighs, fingers exploring her flesh, he started by lapping up the arousal on her thighs, his hair brushing her clit and labia, teasing them as he got closer and closer to her core, as she moved more violently against him, restless demand. His hands replaced the vampire’s on her hips and ass to hold her steady for what he wanted. The vampire went back to her breasts, alternating between sharp jabs, the occasional kiss of the blade, lingering caresses and writhing pinches. He didn’t draw blood with the blades again, simply kept her nerves on high alert with the delicious threat. When he slid his fangs along her throat once more, his other hand tightened in her hair and she knew he was getting ready to bite her. Everything in her stopped, waiting, like a rabbit in the hands of a hunter, strangely trusting and terrified at once.

      “Gorgeous hair,” he murmured. “Irresistible. Just like my cher’s.”

      She wasn’t sure what that meant, didn’t have the brain to wrap around it, because his servant’s mouth found her pussy then. Oh, God… How many times had she invoked God tonight? Hopefully, He’d forgive her, because this kind of skill called for reverence.

      Lips played with her clit with total authority, tongue easing inside, swirling, suckling her juices and playing with the pleasures of those slick petals. She was rocking again, held fast at the throat by the vampire as her lower body  moved as much as the servant allowed. And as overwhelming as all those incredible sensations were, the two of them kept adding to it. The servant parted her buttocks, his fingertips playing there like the vampire’s had done. Throughout, he kept teasing, suckling, nipping and scraping her cunt, only now he started to apply himself in earnest. She could hear those sexy wet noises his mouth was making, feel that delicious rough sandpaper of his upper lip and jaw against her thighs.

      She was wailing against the gag, and then she shrieked as the vampire’s grip tightened and his fangs pierced her artery. It hurt, God it hurt, because he did have large fangs, but it was overwhelmed by the rush of endorphins matched by the raging pulse between her legs. They were going to meet somewhere in her chest and make her heart explode. The metallic scent of her own blood filled her nose. A vampire was drinking from her, his servant eating her pussy, and an orgasm was about to overwhelm her, one she couldn’t stop, even if she wanted to try.

      “Please…” She was incoherent against the gag, but she kept saying it. Then, like the voice of a beloved fallen angel, she heard Aaron’s voice. He was in the room now.

      “You can come, Shannon. Come for me.”

      She let go on the last word, helpless to do otherwise. It was like nothing she’d ever felt, an incredible chaos of pleasure, agony, yearning and sheer ecstasy. She screamed herself hoarse, the waves of sensation pounding her, spinning her. She was held between two points, those two powerful sets of hands, and they didn’t give her a moment’s respite. The servant kept his mouth working between her thighs, the vampire feeding from her throat, as she came and came.

      Even when she went limp at last, she was aware of the vampire’s feral, hungry growl in her ear, the ease of his fangs as he finished his meal and began to lick her throat instead. She convulsed, making small cries against the gag. No matter how many nerve endings existed in pussy, breasts, nipples, she was pretty sure, at least in this moment, her neck was her biggest erogenous zone. The more he nuzzled it, the more she kept doing those jerky, bleating aftershocks. It was incredible.

      She knew now why submissives couldn’t be trusted to use their safe words. She would have happily died from whatever the three of them wanted to do to her. She was still jerking, making those little noises. Vaguely, she realized the vampire had reached up toward her bound hand, a gentle flesh and blood manacle of her wrist as he pried the rubber ball out of her palm. “You didn’t let go.”

      She could argue with him, because she’d let go on so many levels, but she wasn’t sure how to get back to coherence. Her mind was a fog, no control over her limbs. More funny sheep noises as the servant licked her clean, nipping her to make her jump. He hummed, a very satisfied male chuckle against her flesh. “You’ll do, darling,” he murmured.

      He was this vampire’s servant, for certain, but there was a different Dom/sub dynamic here than between her and Aaron. They’d acted as two alpha males pursuing the same goal—her utter surrender—with relentless synchronization. This male might submit to this vampire, but she couldn’t imagine him submitting to any other male. Perhaps a woman…

      She didn’t know where that thought came from, but with her mind drifting in that heavenly subspace, so many things were clear and made sense. She could almost feel the presence of a third. The servant had a tentative tranquility backed by the presence of healthy female energy, an energy that had to be a vital part of the equation between these two men. And for tonight, she’d gotten to be a part of it. She was in a drifting state of bliss, never wanting to come down.

      “Oh yeah, she’s gone.” The servant was caressing her face now, her shoulders. He stroked her body, using his touch to ground her to earth, whereas moments before he’d used that same contact to cut her loose, help her fly. When he shifted behind her, she realized the vampire was gone.

      The servant pressed a soft, sweet kiss to her shoulder. Loosening the gag, he removed it, but he left the blindfold. A bottle was brought to her lips, giving her a needed drink of water as he cleaned around her mouth with a soft cloth.

      “Your Master wants you now, darling.”

      Her senses reeled as the servant fitted that corset collar on her once more. She couldn’t possibly…but maybe she could. Someone else’s hands took over the snug lacing, the restriction that reminded her she was owned by another. Remarkably, that simple thought tightened everything in her body. She could become aroused again during this delicious floating feeling. Who’d have thought it? She had no shields, no reservations, no self-consciousness right now. She wanted Aaron inside of her. She needed him. She would beg for her Master’s cock, to be taken, to have that sense of total connection, the only thing that had been missing in the whole remarkable experience. He hadn’t overlooked it, though. He was here.

      She felt Aaron’s hands, his lips brush hers, and tears sprang to her eyes. “Thank you,” she whispered. “Thank you. I love you.”

      As the kiss deepened, her fully open heart spilling into his waiting touch, she felt the servant’s hands slip away. The place on her neck throbbed, her body vibrated, and all of her yearned to continue the gift they’d started. Aaron had brought her to the starting gate of this new journey between them. But the vampire and his servant, whoever they really were, had launched them.

      Based on such an unforgettable experience, she knew the possibilities going forward were endless.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Round Eight

        

      

    

    
      “Well, as much as I like Sons of Anarchy, I’ve got to say that beat the hell out of an SOA marathon.”

      Daegan chuckled. In mutual accord, they’d decided to take a little air, strolling around the warehouse district where Club Atlantis was located. There wasn’t much activity this time of night except the occasional sighting of a security guard or homeless person. Here and there they caught a glimpse of a more unsavory element, clinging to the shadows, but nothing of the caliber—or stupidity—that would bother two males capable of dismantling a human body one cracked joint at a time.

      “Look at that.” With easy strength, Gideon hiked himself up onto a loading dock and reached behind the stack of empty pallets there. Pulling out a football, he tossed it a few feet in the air and caught it. “They must throw it around when they’re waiting on deliveries. Hey, go long.” He smirked. “Reasonably long, like thirty yards. Not thirty miles down the road.”

      “You can’t throw it that far? I’m disappointed.”

      Gideon threw, and of course Daegan was already waiting where he’d aimed it, catching it out of the air. “I think mindreading is against NFL rules. Toss it back.”

      Daegan paused, considering the ball. In about two blinks, Gideon realized he must be replaying it in his head, how it had been thrown. Analyzing it. “You’re shitting me. You’ve never thrown a football?”

      “The game has not been around that long.”

      “Yeah, if you’re ancient.” Gideon grinned at Daegan’s slightly defensive tone. Something the vampire didn’t know shit about. Now there was a Red Sea miracle if ever he’d heard it. He walked across the parking lot to him. “Here, let me show you.”

      When Daegan passed him the ball, Gideon palmed it, showed him where to wrap his hand, the L-shape that brought his fingertips along the lacing. “Now, when you throw it, you want to get some spin on it. The key’s the release point, top of the throwing arc, and your footwork. You want to step into it.”

      Daegan studied him closely as Gideon made the motion. “Being a vamp, you can probably sling the thing halfway across the universe, with enough force to bypass the rules of physics, but if you’re working with the elements, this helps.”

      “All right.” Daegan took it back from him, positioned his hand as Gideon had shown him. Almost.

      “A little further under. There it is.” Gideon helped adjust his grip, stepping into alignment with him. After a brief hesitation, he used the movement of his own body to put the vampire through the proper form, taking hold of Daegan’s wrist to bring the ball back, the pressure of his chest and thigh to demonstrate how he needed to pivot, and come back square with the ball’s direction. It put Daegan’s ass up against his pelvis. Gideon’s hand dropped to his waist, his fingers curving loosely into the belt loop of Daegan’s slacks, his thumb on the rise of his ass. All to help him throw the ball right, of course. But it reminded him, vividly, of what they’d been doing before they’d been role playing for Shannon and her Master.

      He was feeling pretty good and loose right now, but the proximity reminded him that neither of them had found release in that chamber. He was tempted to take a bite out of Daegan’s neck, press his cock harder against his ass. He could feel Daegan’s stillness, his awareness of the desire, but before anything could come of it, Gideon stepped back. “I think you got it. Let’s see it.”

      “Go…long?” Daegan arched a brow at him. Giving him a tight grin, Gideon took off across the parking lot.

      It was a decent first attempt, but Gideon had to use his third mark speed, because it went a little wide and wild. He talked Daegan through it a couple more times, and of course the vampire was a quick study. He was doing an acceptable spin by the time they took a seat on the loading dock, set the ball aside.

      “We need some beer,” Gideon noted. “I think there was a place—”

      “Thirty seconds.”

      Gideon opened his mouth, but Daegan was gone. Thirty seconds? Jesus. He’d time the guy, but wanted to give him the latitude to buy Bubble Yum or Pop Rocks if he wanted to do so. Of course, that made him think of the age old sexual use for Pop Rocks, the candy’s fizz on the flesh, tingling against the mouth of the person covering them. He adjusted himself in the jeans. If he thought he could get away with it, he’d jack off so his mind wasn’t so much on sex. Food would help.

      Hey, some Twinkies would be great if they’ve got ‘em. The yellow cake kind, not the chocolate. And some Fritos. Barbecue flavor.

      Eleven seconds later, Daegan dropped a grocery bag next to him, giving him a sardonic look. “Anything else?”

      “Did you steal those?”

      “I left money by the cash register. Probably overpaid.”

      Gideon grunted, started on the Fritos. Daegan tried one, then leaned back on one arm, lifting the beer to his mouth. He’d sat down close, such that the arm was positioned just behind him, his hip brushing Gideon’s, and it didn’t bug him. In fact, it kept him kind of revved.

      “Which is why I did it, vampire hunter. We’re not done yet, remember?” Daegan gave him that heavy-lidded look. “And no, you wouldn’t have gotten away with it. Cock getting harder?”

      “Not going to tell you if it is.”

      Daegan bared fangs, that wicked, dangerous smile that sent another shot of arousal straight to the place in question. Gideon decided he’d move it off that footing for awhile, one, because his curiosity was getting the better of him, and two, because he really did want the snacks. He gestured with the Twinkie. “You can’t throw a football, which is the most pansy-assed thing I’ve ever heard. But sometime during X times a hundred years you had to take advantage of your super-fast, super-hard-to-detect mad skills to peek in a really hot girl's bedroom. Or hang out in a sorority for a Girls-Gone-Wild video-in-training. If you give me details, I’ll let the football thing slide. I won’t accuse you of being a total girl. Or tell James, because it’s just more satisfying to make fun of someone if you have help.”

      “I haven’t been involved in any sports in the past several hundred years,” Daegan shrugged. “It’s difficult when you can lap the field before anyone moves.”

      “Yeah, yeah. That’s a lame excuse. You're just a big pussy nerd with fangs.”

      “Sports used to be about testing combat skills; they weren't for million dollar contracts that put you above the law if you killed your pregnant girlfriend or got caught with illegal drugs.”

      “So you’re saying Lancelot didn’t get all sorts of groupie sex because of the way he handled his lance?”

      “I’m not going to dignify that with a response.”

      "So now we can add sanctimonious, self-righteous and pretentious to the list. Oh, I forgot, they're all the same thing. Pansy-assed. Isn't there a Latin word for that? Pansius Assidus. I'm sure someone who spends more time reading than watching TV would know the right word."

      “If there was, I wouldn't waste the knowledge on a Neanderthal who only reads cartoon books or magazines with center tri-folds of naked women."

      “Now you’re just trying to hurt my feelings. And you totally blew off the Girls Gone Wild thing.”

      “I might be inclined to share a few stories, if you share another Frito.”

      Gideon offered him another and Daegan took it. Vamps could eat small bites of things without it messing up their constitution, and Gideon felt absurdly pleased that Daegan seemed to like the taste of something he’d chosen.

      “I’ll like tasting it on your lips better.” The idle observation, the way Daegan’s gaze lingered on his mouth, gave Gideon that restless feeling, but the vampire was in a similar mood, willing to be lazy about it, take his time. Of course, that altered Gideon’s interest, perversely ramped it up, but he sat on it, played it cool. Didn’t matter if Daegan could read it from his mind or not, because Gideon knew Daegan wasn’t as cool as he was pretending to be. His cock wasn’t the only one getting hard, and that gave Gideon an unexpectedly pleasant feeling, with the right edgy bite to it. No pun intended.

      Daegan offered him an arch look, leaning back again as he took another swallow of beer. His gaze automatically flickered over the area, doing a sweep as he always did. Always watchful. Always protective.

      During the lull, Gideon replayed the football lesson in his mind. The crease of concentration on his fine brow as Daegan figured out how to do something he’d never done before, something Gideon could show him. He hadn’t ever really thought about Daegan’s childhood, but he guessed it was pretty strange. Not a lot of tossing around the football with Dad or other kids.

      “Your father taught you how to throw a football?”

      Gideon slanted him a glance. It was odd, sometimes, how Daegan would follow his thoughts like that and then just come in as if they were having a conversation. He kind of liked it. “No, that was my coach. My dad was a bookworm, a teacher. But he came to my games, found me books and clippings about top players and winning strategies, things that made me a better player.”

      Daegan made a quiet noise, then Gideon yelped as the vampire caught the back hem of his T-shirt, pulled it up and swiped the cold beer bottle along his lower back. Twisting around, he tried for a punch, and his arm was caught, Daegan using the momentum to turn him, roll him to his side. The vampire had him pinned, arm twisted to his back, the other hand on the back of his neck. Gideon went still. He could struggle, try to break the hold, but when Daegan lowered his mouth to his nape, held the contact there, Gideon found himself waiting, wanting.

      “You just rolled me on the other bag of Fritos,” he said. “Asshole.”

      “When you showed me how to throw the football, you wanted to fuck me, Gideon. I saw a glimpse of it in your mind.” Daegan’s grip shifted, going from the back of the throat to the front, holding tight, a Master’s threat in the grip. “You want me to surrender to you, the way you do to me or Anwyn? Top me?”

      The smartass response—though not really the smartest answer— was, “Yeah, what you going to do about it?” But that wasn’t the truth, was it? Watching Daegan’s absorption with throwing a football had reminded Gideon of the handful of times he’d caught the vampire watching him and Anwyn, almost like someone who’d stood outside the candy store all his life looking in. Which was crazy, right? He should give the smartass answer and take the consequences.

      But they were teaching him not to lie. Well, not to lie about the unexpected things. They indulged a certain level of bullshit about the expected things.

      He waffled on it, and as he did, Daegan levered him back to a seated position, releasing his arm. Shifting to sit beside him, shoulder to shoulder, he pinned Gideon with those dark eyes. Gideon couldn’t tell if he was reading his mind or not, but he had a feeling he wasn’t. Sometimes Daegan did that, wanted to hear it straight from the lips first. “I’m waiting, Gideon.”

      He thought it through serious, no wise cracking. When at last he spoke, he did so slowly, working on it.

      “Yeah, I do want to fuck you, but not the way you’re thinking. You've been in control for so long...I figured you’d like the chance to let go sometime. Not just to me. I'd want Anwyn there, that's important. I wonder if you could trust us enough to take care of you. Like you do when you sleep."

      It was ridiculous, how much that meant to him and Anwyn, the few times Daegan had slept deep, letting down his guard, trusting them to watch over him.

      “It’s not like I'm...topping you, or whatever they call it. It's like I'm still serving you, a different way, a way you can trust me to do, because I am…" He cleared his throat. "Your servant.”

      Daegan's eyes had gone full dark, elevating Gideon’s heart rate, because that always meant the vampire was pretty worked up, on a lot of dangerous levels. His lips barely moved. "Say the word that was in your head, Gideon. The one you were almost brave enough to say."

      “Not sure if I can. It goes against a lot of things…" Hell, it was the truth.  He swallowed, hard. Really hard. "Your slave."

      That blackness in Daegan’s gaze caught fire. Gideon saw it, accepted it, burned in it. Jesus, he'd follow him into Hell if that's where the Devil said this guy needed to go. He and Anwyn, they'd link arms with him and go anywhere, do anything to be at his side, take care of him.  To be chained to him. So yeah, slave fit. Slave actually felt pretty damn good. Though he sure as hell wasn't going to say it in front of anyone else, ever.

      Daegan's lips curved then, acknowledging the challenge. But he ran his knuckles along Gideon's cheek, a surprisingly tender gesture. "Perhaps we will do this fantasy of yours one day. I like it when you open your heart, Gideon. It takes a can opener of monstrous proportions, but when it happens, you always surprise me.” His mouth got firm, taut, making Gideon want to bite his lips. “In there with Shannon, when you called me Master, I wanted to eat you alive. I want to eat you alive now.”

      The docks were pretty deserted, there were a lot of shadows. Gideon wouldn’t deny him, he knew that. Not now, probably not ever.

      “No, not this time. I want you in the place you belong. My bed.”

      Gideon met his gaze. “The dungeon might make more sense. I still owe you five strikes with that strap.”

      “That you do. But we’ll hold that for later. As much as I enjoy punishing you, right now, I want this far more.”

      [image: ]

      Daegan’s bed. He didn’t sleep there with Daegan, not without Anwyn. When they came into the room, Daegan put his hand over Gideon’s before he could snap on the light. Instead, he tangled their fingers together, put his mouth on the juncture of throat and shoulder, where the stretched collar of the T-shirt allowed him access. As he sank his fangs into Gideon’s flesh, just the tips, Gideon’s brain scrambled with lust.  It was demand, passion, but it wasn’t rough and violent. There was no fight here. This was pure, overwhelming seduction, Daegan taking everything out from under him. A continuation of the lesson Gideon realized the vampire had been hammering into his head the whole time.

      Yes, Gideon. This is you and me. I want my servant, my slave. I want to take him down, be balls deep inside of him, hear his cries of pleasure, his plea for release, and know he’s all mine.

      Those capable fingers were removing the T-shirt, opening his jeans with a deft tug, but the words created an overpowering set of wants in Gideon as well. He twisted in Daegan’s grasp, caught his mouth with his own. He locked his other set of fingers around Daegan’s, so it was like they were wrestlers, facing off, about to begin. Or dancers, if Gideon was willing to admit he danced. Which he wasn’t, but if he did dance, Daegan was clearly leading now. He was moving them toward the bed while Gideon did his level best to devour his mouth. When Daegan’s fang speared his lip, Gideon cursed, even as he embraced the pain, his cock becoming even more of a steel bar when Daegan suckled that blood off him. Thank God he’d unzipped his jeans or he’d be in pain. Jesus, the guy was so bloody strong. He maneuvered Gideon back to that oversized bed, spun him and shoved him down face forward. Gideon caught the covers in his fists as Daegan’s mouth landed on his bare spine, his hands inside the open jeans, gripping Gideon’s ass, fondling, kneading.

      All the way up on the bed, Gideon. Get in the center on knees and elbows. I want to see your submission to me. It will make me so hard, I might stand over you and jack off against your back, your fine, fine ass. Perhaps it, and the lashes I will give you later, will remind you that you do not have the right to jack off whenever you have the craving. Your seed, your release, belongs to me and your Mistress.

      When Daegan reached between Gideon’s spread thighs, gripped his cock in his strong hand, Gideon groaned, fisting the coverlet again. Then he remembered, letting go, spreading out trembling fingers.

      “Good man,” the vampire whispered in the darkness. “Good boy. My good slave.”

      It was dark, dark and quiet here, like the inside of a womb. One of those crazy montages was playing through Gideon’s mind, the things that led to this moment. Anwyn, curled up between them in the bed at night, but turned face first into Gideon’s chest, holding him close as Daegan held them both, his fingers trailing Gideon’s back, his forearm resting on Anwyn’s hip. Daegan, standing for him at the Council meeting. The vampire had come to find Gideon when he’d run from Anwyn and the male vampire. She and Daegan had both welcomed him home with the joy of people coming back from the grave.

      Finally, tonight, everything that had happened. But especially Daegan, not so proud he wouldn’t let Gideon teach him something as basic as throwing a football, underscoring he was interested in what Gideon had to offer. That odd candy-store look on Daegan’s face as he watched Gideon teach him.

      It had always been easier for Gideon to believe Anwyn was the glue that held the three of them together. And he loved his Mistress with everything he was, but now, with Daegan’s mouth trailing over his spine, his fingers caressing him and sending his mind spiraling, he was getting a really off-the-wall, crazy thought.

      Maybe Gideon was the glue that made things work for all three of them, and the only thing standing in the way of it being Super-Glue, not Elmer’s, was his refusal to embrace that, what it meant.

      He’d do anything for Anwyn, but that wasn’t the end of it. Standing separately in his mind was how he felt about Daegan. He’d die for the guy, fight to the last drop of blood for him. He’d wanted to tear apart the young vamps who’d gotten the jump on him tonight. In fact, he needed to go fight them now, rather than fight the way this felt, unfolding inside him.

      “Gideon.” Daegan’s touch softened, stroked his hair. “Easy, vampire hunter. You’re shaking. It’s all right.”

      Gideon shook his head. In the darkness, there was nothing but truth. I love you. I love you as much as I love her, damn it. I don’t want to fight that shit anymore. I want you to have everything.

      Stillness. Utter weighted stillness. Daegan’s fingers shifted, curved around his throat, brought him up so his ass rested on his heels. The vampire was suddenly on the bed right in front of him, those eyes containing some crimson flame, because Gideon could see their flicker.

      “Say it to me, Gideon.” Daegan’s voice had a rough quality. Gideon could make out a strain to his handsome features, an intensity that made him want to touch Daegan’s firm mouth, much as he touched Anwyn’s face when he knew she needed him. So he did. Reached out to touch. He wasn’t at all surprised when Daegan caught his wrist, stopped him. In fact, it broke Gideon’s heart open even more, because of what it said to him.

      “I’m going to touch you. Only way you’re stopping me is if you break my arm.”

      Daegan’s jaw flexed, and then his hold loosened enough that Gideon brought his knuckles to the male’s face, slid his fingers into his hair to tighten, tug. Daegan had opened the silk shirt, and so Gideon let his fingers slide down his sternum, aware of the thud beneath the firm flesh. Daegan curled back a lip, showing a sharp fang, but his eyes kept their intense lock on Gideon’s face.

      “Say it to me,” the vampire repeated. “Can you?”

      “Yeah. Not sure if I can say it more than once, though.” But that was a lie. His heart had been saying it for awhile now, with every other thump, the in-between beats for Anwyn. “I love you. Master. I mean it. And everything that means to me.”

      Daegan nodded. “I want you take your hands off me now, Gideon. Lock them behind your back, lift your chin. Show me your devotion by obeying. For once.”

      That made Gideon grin, no help for it, but the wry twist to Daegan’s lips said he’d intended that response, was giving him a chance to ease up. He knew how hard the emotional could be for Gideon. But Gideon didn’t feel overtaxed by it right now. It felt…peaceful. Right. And overwhelming.

      He swayed, but Daegan’s arm slid under his, palm flat on the center of Gideon’s back, steadying him, bringing him close to Daegan’s chest. The vampire pushed Gideon’s face down into his shoulder before he leaned over him, punctured his throat from the back, sinking the fangs in deep as they could go as he held a tight grip on his nape, an excruciating physical and emotional demand. Gideon was held fast, curved over in that submissive posture to his Master.

      His fingers locked together, biceps flexing with the effort of resistance. He wanted to touch him. Needed. Fuck…Master. Let me touch you.

      Instead, Daegan moved off the bed, shrugged out of the shirt, opened the slacks. In a tantalizing moment, he was completely naked, showing a damn impressive erection, already tipped with fluid that Gideon’s enhanced sense of smell detected and inhaled like a cocaine fix. For all that he was pale, the guy had a body meant for fucking. Daegan got back on the bed, his gaze on Gideon’s.

      Eyes down, servant. And keep your hands behind your back.

      Gideon fought the overwhelming urge to disobey, to simply tackle him. His muslces were quivering with the strain of self-deprivation. When Daegan moved against his body, his heavy, aroused cock dragged across Gideon’s thigh, making the long groin muscle twitch. He had to resist the overwhelming desire to push against Daegan, insist, demand, hell, beg. Especially when Daegan reached behind him, teasingly close to Gideon’s tangled fingers, and gripped his ass, a tight hold as he nudged Gideon’s jaw to the side, sank his fangs in at another spot, making Gideon curse and draw in an aroused breath at once.

      But then he got the keys to Heaven. Daegan’s touch moved over Gideon’s clasped hands, loosened the fingers, a tacit approval for him to do as he desired. He didn’t need a second invitation. His fingers bit into Daegan’s ass as the male suckled his throat. He felt Daegan’s cock brush his belly again, the damp tip marking him. Gideon ran his hands up the male’s back, over the architecture of powerful muscle, lean, perfect, invincible. And all his, in a way that few understood, particularly when it was him who was the servant, taking the orders. That didn’t matter. He knew what he knew.

      Sliding his fingers back into Daegan’s hair, Gideon clutched as the male pulled blood from his throat. His chest pressed against Daegan’s, and the slide of a nipple across his own was enough to send fire jolting down into his balls. He pressed into that cock aggressively now. He wasn’t some girl, willing to wait.  He wanted to be fucked, wanted his Master to take him down, take him hard. But he also didn’t want to give up this contact.

      You will have the chance again. If you deserve it. Back down on knees and elbows, vampire hunter. I want to take what’s mine. Don’t make me force you. I command you to do all this willingly, surrender the same as you started.

      Gideon managed it, though he knew Daegan understood just how difficult it was to give up the contact, as well as resist the need to fight. Somehow he swallowed it down. It was worth it. When Daegan’s body slid over his, covering him, his arm braced along the outside of Gideon’s, he felt something powerful and overwhelming move inside his heart. Putting his forehead against the powerful biceps, he closed his eyes. Bit into the male’s flesh,  hard, as Daegan slid his lubricated cock into Gideon’s ass, coming in, and in, and in, until he was fully seated, ever the demanding Master. His Master.

      “Fuck, you feel so good. Hold me tight, Gideon. I want to feel you come all the way to your soul.” Daegan began to thrust, and he knew just how to do it. Strong and relentless, hitting the right spot inside, so it was an insistent squeeze, stroke and push all together, making Gideon’s world spiral out of control within five strokes.

      “You beg when you want to come. I want to hear it.”

      “Fuck…” Gideon muttered it, and Daegan caught his hair, giving him that delicious edge of pain in amid the crazed pleasure.

      “All mine, vampire hunter. Your fine, fine ass is mine. Say it.”

      “Yours. Fuck, all yours. Please…”

      He never thought he’d beg. Never thought he’d love one vampire, let alone two, with this all-consuming fire and need. But with them, his soul was split wide open, every dark fear and need exposed, and the scariest part was, he trusted them with all of it. Anwyn and Daegan. Together or apart, they both owned him. He’d serve them with everything he was, whether they needed him to be a wiseass, give them his challenge and resistance, or this, proof that all of it meant the same thing. He loved them. And nothing would ever change that.

      “Keep begging.”

      “Please…” He was grunting with every thrust. Jesus, the guy could use that cock, and his strength, to take someone right to the edge of agony and ecstasy at once. Daegan’s balls slapped against his, and then Daegan took his elbows out from under him. With his arm banded across Gideon’s chest, he pressed him down in the quilts, his pelvis tucked in flush to Gideon’s, working him hard against the mattress, pummeling him. He was trapped, overwhelmed by the vamp’s strength, and knew Daegan was making it clear he was completely overwhelmed, submitting to him utterly, no fight. Gideon thrashed beneath him, but the climax was taking him. He humped up against Daegan’s thrust, trying to reach that point, knowing he couldn’t until Daegan said so, but he wanted Daegan to feel the clutch of his muscles, the flex of his ass, and make him come along for the ride as well. That was half of it, right? He might surrender, but he was never going to be docile.

      “Never in this universe. Thank God. Come for me, Gideon. Come now.”

      “You, too…come too.”

      They came together, a hot release of seed, male groans of satisfaction. Slick bodies moving against one another, hard muscle giving way, then arching and flexing once more. In that last moment, Daegan’s hands found Gideon’s, and he was staring at their interlaced fingers, the way they clutched and held on, then convulsed as the male vampire’s body bucked and moved with ripples of sheer power against every inch of his. He could break Gideon’s fingers, but he didn’t. He protected, even as he gave him everything.

      When the world slowed, Gideon felt overcome, conquered. Willingly conquered, at least for this moment.

      Daegan’s lips curved against the back of Gideon’s shoulder. “I always expect that caveat, vampire hunter. But there are some lines you can’t back away from, not once you’ve stepped across them.”

      “I don’t want to.” Gideon was flat on the covers, trapped beneath the vampire, and okay with that, particularly when Daegan nuzzled his throat, gave him a nip and worked his hips against his ass, setting off some low level tremors. “What the hell are you doing?” His words were slurred.

      “Enjoying my slave. I plan to fuck his ass several more times before his Mistress returns. I want her to see I used him well, made him sore.” Daegan slid his arm under his waist, brought him back to the all fours position, pushing him gently to his elbows. “We’re going to take care of those five strikes, then I’m going to fuck you all over again, vampire hunter. I want you exhausted by dawn, so I know you won’t leave this bed while I sleep.”

      “Only when I…go fetch your newspaper and…slippers.” Gideon struggled to hold the position Daegan had ordered. His cock was throbbing in response to that threat, Holy Mother. He guessed before this was all done, he’d have a better idea how much stamina that thirdmark actually gave a servant. But no matter what, he had a feeling he wouldn’t outlast Daegan. And that just didn’t sit right. He’d figure out how to keep pace with him. Or make the vampire give out first.

      He heard Daegan’s soft chuckle, then the vampire had left him. Gideon stayed on his elbows, forehead on the covers, and knew his mind was drifting in that place Ella talked about. He was in the state where it didn’t matter what his Master or Mistress wanted; he would provide it, be it, do whatever they wished. If Daegan wanted to shove rebar through his chest right now, Gideon wouldn’t stop him.

      “But I would stop anyone who thought they could do such a thing.” A paddle teased his buttock, the curve of testicles. His Master had decided to change out his weapon of choice, though Gideon knew the paddle could be just as excruciating. “Your Mistress is on her way home, Gideon. She just told me.”

      Pleasure spiraled up in his chest, his lower belly, and he knew Daegan felt it as well. They instantly wanted her here right now. With the sex still ripe and sharp in the room, the idea of plunging her in the middle of it, seeing how she’d twist and sculpt it for her own pleasure, filled the brain waves between them in a heartbeat.

      “Soon. She’ll be here soon. She has a special gift for you,” Daegan added. “A surprise. I just made a call upstairs to be sure the preparations are in place for it. And no, I won’t tell you what the surprise is.”

      “What am I? Eight?”

      “Only in maturity.” Gideon yelped as Daegan spun the paddle, gave him an unexpected smack with it. “Count them off, Gideon. Last five. At least until you need discipline again.”

      “Asshole. Maybe you ought to add a few in, start a credit for me.”

      “That’s Master Asshole, and you shouldn’t tempt fate, Gideon.”
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      Daegan was as good as his word. He gave Gideon ten, left his ass on fire, then tied him down spreadeagle to his bed. He put his mouth on Gideon’s cock until he was hard and aching, his ass abraded from clenching against the covers. When he was nearly spurting, Daegan released his legs, but only to hook the ropes under his knees, pull them up to the level of his chest so he was spread like a woman, an incredibly unsettling experience.

      “What the—don’t—”

      “You don’t get the luxury of refusing your Master, Gideon.” Daegan stood over him on his knees, put his cock up Gideon’s ass while staring down at him. Gideon clenched his jaw, his body shuddering, trembling as Daegan slid deep, withdrew, slid deep again, all while facing him, looking down at him, tied and helpless. “You’ll come this way, upon my command.”

      And he did, but it fucked up his mind enough that when Daegan released him, he sprang, tried to wrestle him down. The vampire met him strength to strength, hand to hand, and then pretty much smothered him in the bedclothes as he fucked his ass once more.

      But that was okay. It was all okay.

      Especially when he woke a couple hours—Gideon couldn’t remember the last time he’d slept so deeply—and realized Anwyn was home. He could feel her.

      She wasn’t in their apartment, but she was upstairs, in the club. He felt the caressing touch of her mind, the sense that she’d be coming to him soon and he needed to wait on her. It wasn’t fair, because Daegan was with her, but since he wasn’t yet sure he had any feeling in his limbs, and he probably needed to take a shower and make himself a little more presentable once he could crawl to the bathroom, that would be all right. It was all good.

      A glass of ice water, so cold the condensation dripped on his forearm, appeared in front of him, held by a familiar hand.

      “Rough night?”

      As much as he wanted to see Anwyn, it was a pleasant surprise, though a bit weird, to have his brother sitting on the edge of the bed, giving him an amused, understanding look. His tone was dry, the voice of experience, and Gideon couldn’t deny it, not with with the tangled bed clothes, his obvious dehydration and nakedness, and the room smelling of sweaty male fucking.

      “Yeah.” Gideon cleared his throat, sat up enough to take the water. “But okay.”

      “Hmm. They’re good at that. Taking us way beyond our threshold, but making us okay with it, every fucking time. Even when our heads stay a bit screwed up about it.”

      “Yeah.” He was aching and sore in all the right ways, so redundant and monosyllabic were the best he could do.

      “Daegan said she’d be down pretty soon. He went up about a half hour ago.”

      “Where’s Lyssa?”

      “She went up to take the tour. Probably picking out a room we can use for a few hours.” Jacob’s lips tugged in a wry smile. “So I’m not going to be too smug. God only knows what will meet her fancy here. You know, it was a little strange, talking to Daegan, knowing he’d basically wrung you out like a dishcloth during the time we were gone. He looked pretty damn satisfied, though.”

      Gideon grunted. Fortunately, his brother was used to that. His brother was used to all of this, too, and there was a comfort to that, to the fact he didn’t need to say anything else about it. Hell, he’d come quite a ways. At one time, he’d believed his brother would be better off dead than bound to a vampire mistress.

      Hope you don’t feel that way about your binding to me.

      And there Anwyn was, leaning in the doorway. All sexy and perfect in jeans, heels, a tight T-shirt with sparkly things on it that etched out a red heart with a silver dagger thrust through it. Since she’d essentially been out on the town having a fun girls’ night, she was carrying that appealing aura of the unattainable and available at once, which just roused the hunter in him more.

      Her sensuous lips curving, she sauntered into the room, the jut of her breasts and casual sway of her hips enough to draw both males’ gazes. Jacob’s eyes flickered with renewed amusement.

      “Can you give us a moment, Jacob?” she asked.

      “I think you’ll need more than a moment, but sure.” He rose.

      Gideon glanced at him, feeling a twinge of guilt at how much he wanted his little brother to scram so he could have Anwyn to himself.

      “You heading out before I even get a chance to catch up on what’s happening with my nephew?”

      “We’ll have time later. Your Mistress’s company takes precedence over mine.”

      “Damn straight. She’s a lot prettier.”

      “No argument there. So is my lady. She’s found what she wants and is calling.” Jacob gave him a friendly shove that set everything to aching again, but Gideon managed to cover it with a stoic grimace. When he was even with Anwyn, Jacob paused to give her a nod, a slight bow. “Remember,” he said quietly, a trace of seriousness in his gaze, “You never ask a servant to leave the room. You tell him.”

      “I know. But I’m not so much a vampire yet that I’ll be high handed with family.” She pressed his arm with fondness, then let him go. After he left, closing the door behind him, Anwyn turned her gaze back to Gideon, studying him from head to toe, the naked body sprawled and barely covered by the sheet, the muss of his hair. He knew she’d scent the semen that had dried on his chest and abdomen after Daegan brought him to climax on his back like that, as well as what had dried on his balls and in the folds of his cock. She’d smell Daegan’s seed as well, because he’d been as good as his word, pulling out one time to come over Gideon’s ass, a primitive marking.

      “You object to being fucked like a woman, Gideon? Like me?”

      He lifted a shoulder. “Didn’t really mean it like that.”

      “Sure you did.” She took another step closer, was now close enough to run a nail along his shoulder, tip up his chin, let the sharp edge drift over his jugular. She held his gaze with those blue-green ocean color eyes. “But you liked it when he did it. You came harder when he did that to you than any of the other times.”

      Bending down, she brought her mouth so close to his he could feel the sweet whisper of her breath. His fingers closed on the sheet, but he knew he wasn’t going to be able to keep from touching her another second, no matter the consequences.

      “You haven’t welcomed me properly.”

      It was all the encouragement he needed. Lunging, he caught her by the waist and pulled her onto her knees on the mattress. Laughing, she knocked him down to his back, held him there with a hand on his chest as she straddled him.

      “You don’t worry about being high handed with me,” he said, recalling her comment to Jacob.

      “You need high handedness. Quite often.”

      He propped his knees up behind her, forming a back rest. When she leaned against that support, they hooked hands so she could rock back, comfortable in her male cradle. “You miss me?” she asked.

      “Not a bit. Watched Sons of Anarchy, drank beer, said women are icky and who needs them.” He wondered what Daegan was doing. There was a sense of expectation to her, as if she had something of major import to tell him. It made him a little nervous, wondering if he needed to be up and moving, finding weapons or at least something pointy. She read it from his mind, caressed his palm with her fingers.

      “No, love. Nothing like that.”

      “What’s going on?”

      “You’ll find out soon enough.” She cupped his face as he stroked her hair, her arms, a familiar touch she didn’t deny him. As he did, he got the myriad scents of a night out on the city. Coffeehouses, maybe a nightclub and a bakery. He hoped she’d brought some bearclaws back.

      “Do you ever think of anything other than sex, food or fighting?”

      “What else is there to think about? I missed you,” he admitted. “A lot. More than beer or bearclaws.”

      “I’m glad. But I wanted you and Daegan to have time together.”

      She had her sable locks down, so he twined a strand around his wrist, felt it stroke every nerve ending to life. “What was this all about? Really.”

      “You think it was planned? You and Daegan?”

      “I may be thickheaded and stubborn, but I’m not dumb.”

      She cocked her head, gave him a smile. “Not about everything, I’ll give you that.” Then she sobered. “If I was killed, what do you think would happen, Gideon?”

      He pushed himself upright immediately, sliding his arms around her hips and slim back. “Nothing’s going to happen to you. Not while either of us is alive.” He was ready to fight without a stitch on, with teeth and nails if needed. “What’s the matter?”

      “Sshh.” She put her hands on his face again, but this time he closed his hands over her wrists. There was the side of him that was her servant, and the part that was her protector, and when they came in conflict, his priorities were never confused.

      “Don’t sshh me. What—”

      “This isn’t about me. I know you and Daegan would move Heaven and Earth to protect me. But it’s an uncertain world. If anything does happen to me, you won’t die. Daegan’s mark on you is stronger than my binding.”

      He met her gaze, held there. And it clicked. The thoughts he’d been having about Daegan, the vulnerability, the childhood… “Did you plant those things, lead me to them?”

      She shook her head. “You’re not as emotionally closed off as you once were, Gideon. You’ve been noticing things about him, opening yourself up to the details about who and what he is, the way you were doing with me all along. You came to it yourself.”

      “So you arranged this because…?”

      “For several reasons. One, because it was a requirement of your service to me. I set the terms, and you’ve been procrastinating.”

      “Well, not to sound like a girl, but it wasn’t my job to initiate.” At her level stare, he shifted. “Yeah, I was avoiding it some. It’s not so easy.”

      “Actually, I suspect it was easy, in a lot of ways, and that was what made you avoid it, avoid confronting that truth. But you did it.” She softened, touched his face. Then she dimpled, that mischievous spark in her gaze. “The second reason was pretty straightforward. Once I have you rewind every detail in your mind, I’ll be ravishing you both every second for about a month.”

      “I have absolutely no objection to that reason.”

      “I didn’t figure you would.” Catching the hand sliding down to cup her ass, she squeezed it in reproof. Then she sobered once more. “We’re a trinity, but I wanted to make sure the bond between you and Daegan is as strong as what lies between you and me.”

      “I’m not that important. As long as you have each other—”

      He knew he’d made a mistake the second the words left his mouth. Her gaze turned to frost, chilly enough to make him wonder if Lyssa had taught her that Jedi ice trick that could transform a room into the North Pole. In fact, Anwyn slapped him upside the head, though when she tried for a double play on it, he caught her arm, a warrior’s defense. She glared at him.

      “You’ve accepted the truth, Gideon. So why do you keep backing away from it, lying to yourself? He doesn't love easily. In his hundreds of years, he’s never let anyone in his heart, until the two of us. So if anything happens to me, he’ll need you. I need to be sure you won't quit on him. The way you feel for him has grown into something as strong as what you feel for me. The past twenty-four hours proved it. Tell me I’m wrong. Call me a liar. And undermine your own worth once more and I swear I will put my high heel all the way up your ass.”

      Whereas Daegan being pissed off could just raise his hackles, her ire always struck him straight in the chest, forced him to admit truth, no matter how it chafed. Putting his head down on her shoulder, he pressed his lips to the rise of her breast under the snug T-shirt, a quiet apology. When she sighed, her arms going around his shoulders, he wanted her to take the shirt off, let him rub his lips over the silky pillow of her breast, rising above the scrap of bra he knew she was wearing. Instead, he gave her honesty. “You’re not wrong. I’d take care of him, Mistress. You know I would.”

      She lifted his face, her fingers caressing his jaw. “You’d take care of each other. That’s what’s important. You’re so vital, Gideon. In fact, you matter so much, we want the world to know you belong to us. You’ve fantasized about a collar, haven’t you?”

      The shift of topic was unexpected, and definitely back out of his comfort zone once more. But hell, most things with them were. He tried to look away, but of course that slim hand, those sharp nails, dug into his face, threatening puncture. “Haven’t you?” Her voice was silk over thorns, telling him he’d better answer.

      “Yes. But—”

      “You think we haven’t longed for the same? We only needed to be sure that you felt bound to us both emotionally as well as physically. And you are, aren’t you?” That touch caressed his throat, sent a wealth of sensations radiating out from it. It brought his gaze to her beautiful eyes, and he knew he could never lie to her. Especially not about this. He’d told Daegan he loved him, and even if he never said it again, he didn’t have to do so. He meant it.

      “Yes, Mistress. I’m bound to you both.”

      She nodded, a triumphant expression crossing her face, happiness and pleasure intertwined, along with a fierce, arousing possessiveness.

      “We’re going to collar you. A permanent sign of our ownership of your body, your heart…and every inch of your soul.”
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      She had him rise from the bed, go to the shower. She chained his arms over his head, manacled his ankles to the floor, and then she stripped down, thank the gods. However, her purpose apparently was to drive him crazy, not fulfill her own lust. She washed him with the vigor and thoroughness he’d expect to see in a stable when a horsewoman was preparing her mount for show. It painfully aroused him, how she kept her body out of reach, though he watched all those rivulets of water tighten her nipples, follow the curves of waist and hip, the folds of her bare cunt when she bent over in front of him to pick up one of those scrubbing sponges. She used that on him, rubbing it over his testicles and cock, a mild abrasion that, with the soap, had him struggling not to jerk against her touch, particularly when she bade him be still.

      When she stretched up to do his hair, she had to lean into his body, so he got his chance to take a nip from her shoulder, suckle the beads of water on her throat, and feel the sexy little quiver go through her body as she adjusted her stance and trapped his hard cock between her thighs. As she handled his shampooing, it moved his cock in that channel, her inner thigh muscles stroking him as his breath got shorter and his heart pounded.

      But she backed off before he could coax her further into it. She shut off the shower, released one of his hands so he could do the rest, and tossed him a towel. He shot her a feral grin. “Don’t trust yourself too close, Mistress?”

      She gave him her mysterious look, elusive seductress that she was. “Get yourself free, dry off. Don’t put anything on. Come up to the first level, kneel outside the elevator. I’ll come for you soon. I want that cock to stay hard, but you do it without touching it. I expect you at that elevator in five minutes.”

      Staying hard wasn’t a problem. All he had to do was watch the twitch of her ass as she put on a light silk wrap, tied it snug and disappeared. A few minutes later, he knew she’d left their apartments. He dried off, ran his fingers through his hair, gave his face a quick glance. Five o’clock shadow. He took three and a half minutes for a decent shave, and then he was in the elevators.

      He didn’t give himself a chance to think about who he might meet, though Atlantis was closed for a few more hours. Thank all the gods, when he stepped off, he didn’t see Jacob, but his brother was probably off with Lyssa, enjoying free run of the club’s diverse bondage equipment. Or rather Lyssa would be using him for her enjoyment of it. The idea of his brother stretched out on some of those torture devices that Anwyn and Daegan had used on him was a little odd, so he put that out of his head.

      Though he wouldn’t mind seeing Lyssa stretched out naked on some of those things. Of course, if Anwyn ever read that from his mind, he expected he’d be in for a world of hurt. Thank goodness his Mistress was choosing to ignore it—or planning to exact retribution later.

      When he heard the tap of those heels, he remembered the first night they’d met, when he couldn’t see her, could only hear her coming up behind him. She touched him now, fingers whispering over his bare shoulder, caressing his jaw. “Follow me.”

      Rising, he obeyed. She stayed several steps ahead of him, giving him the pleasure of watching her walk in that thin robe, and distracting him from the fact he was stripped. He was surprised when she took him to the Rose Room, a room of all mirrors on ceilings and walls. It was the place she and Daegan had first come together. But instead of a center pedestal holding a vase of roses tonight, there was a mid-sized iron fire pit, which appeared to be filled with red hot coals, irons and tongs. Next to it was a silver chalice, like the ones he’d seen in churches, holding wine, wine that represented blood. Only his enhanced senses told him he was smelling blood.

      He was surprised to see Daegan back in the silk shirt and slacks he’d worn with Shannon and Aaron. The mask was missing though, so he could see the dark eyes and fall of black hair over his forehead. And the shirt was open, underlining the fact Daegan was six foot plus of pure sex. The vampire leaned against the far wall, his arms crossed. The way his gaze coursed over Gideon, taking his time and pleasure in the view, made Gideon remember everything they’d done. Particularly that last moment, when he’d been almost unconscious, but felt Daegan’s lips brush his temple, his hand glide with possessive pleasure down Gideon’s back, over his ass.

      Sleep, vampire hunter. You’ve earned it.

      Anwyn made a pleased noise. “Lovely images, Gideon. I want you to kneel now. By the fire pit.”

      He did, some swirly crazy things happening in his chest, having an idea of what was about to happen. His cock jumped when her fingertips trailed over his bare shoulders again. “Arms held out to your sides, chin up, back straight. Sit on your heels.”

      He did it, feeling his testicles press against them. She tugged on his hair. “You’re a warrior, Gideon. Fierce in your loyalty, almost savage with it at times. We’ve talked about it, Daegan and I, and we know a collar that can be removed won’t do. We want something that permanently shows your servitude to us, something that can’t be taken away, given back.”

      Yes. He tightened his lips on the involuntary thought, the fervency of it.

      “So that is what we are going to give you. And hereafter, if you accept this binding, you also accept what it means. What you mean to us. You never question it again. You are the glue, Gideon.” Her tone was soft. “Do you understand?”

      That swirly quality became thick, hard to speak around. “Yes, Mistress.”

      “You are not speaking only to me.” Her tone was sharp, snapping his back to a straighter stance. She could do that with the badass routine, tighten up his balls, harden his cock. He had no idea how she did it, when any other woman would just make him want to pat her head and call her cute. He was unsettled, restless and anxious. Alert, almost battle ready. But he obeyed her directive, amended his response.

      “Yes, Master and Mistress.”

      “Good. There are no restraints in this room, Gideon. Daegan will hold you steady when the time comes, but part of the challenge of accepting this is your accepting the pain of it.” She moved to the chalice, picked up a paintbrush with bristles that almost matched her sable hair. Soft looking. “Hold your position.”

      He did, watching her dip the brush in the blood. As she stroked the brush over his throat and wrists, he felt the slick slide of warm blood, sensuous, like the silk of her tongue. It was her blood and Daegan’s, mixed together.

      “There are three sets of irons. Each one has two curved metal pieces, like tongs. When brought together they form a fitted circle, a tight manacle over your wrists or throat, measured to make that tight fit. D is cut into one cuff, A into the other, for our shared ownership of you. The trinity, the servant’s mark you bear, is cut into the collar, so the scarring you experience from our blood will reflect those symbols.”

      Any wound inflicted on a servant became a permanent scar when it was marked by his vampire’s blood. There was a strange feeling sweeping through Gideon, a heat over his skin, a tingling and almost light headedness.

      “You’ve worn him out, love,” Anwyn said with amusement, but her eyes were intent on Gideon’s face, he could feel it. “He might need some of our blood when this is done.”

      “I worked him hard,” Daegan agreed, pure male satisfaction in his tone. “But he’s strong as an ox, and just as stubborn.” His voice became rougher. “And I’ll hold him up.”

      The vampire came across the room then, taking a knee behind Gideon, his hands closing over his forearms, leaving his wrists clear. As he did, it put his front against Gideon’s back, the pleasure of that hard bare chest pressing into his shoulder blades. The position reminded him of how he’d shown Daegan how to throw the ball. Go long, go far. Go forever.

      “Are you ready, Gideon?” Anwyn asked, her eyes full of emotion. Her hand hovered over one pair of the irons in the fire pit.

      He glanced back at Daegan, met his dark eyes, then shifted his attention forward to his Mistress. For the two of you, I’m always ready. For whatever you want and need.

      “Do you accept our love and ownership of you completely, with no doubts and full surrender?”

      He swallowed, knowing he always had to be honest, even if it ruined the moment. “It’s hard for me to accept the way you feel about me. But not because I don’t want it. It’s everything I want…so no matter how hard it is for me to understand or accept the way you both feel about me, I’m yours, in every way. And I hope to God you’ll always want me.”

      “Good enough.” She reached out with her free hand, a gentle brush of fingers over his face that briefly closed his eyes as she touched his lips. When he raised his lids, the Mistress took over, the direct stare that told him to lower his eyes, and damn if he didn’t do it. She didn’t require that often, but he could see she wanted his focus to be internal right now. He moved into that state pretty quick, almost a shallow-breathed trance, knowing what was coming. God help him, he wanted it. It didn’t matter that—

      Holy fuck. Daegan’s hands locked down on his forearms in an unshakable grip as the first set of tongs closed around his wrist. Anwyn had branded humans for Atlantis’s more extreme activities, and knew the limits of the human body, what amount was needed for the brand to scar and yet not cause medical emergencies. A thirdmark had more tolerance, but also needed the metal to stay long enough to sear the blood into the flesh, activate the chemical reaction that would make his Master and Mistress’s marks permanent. He was making a strangled scream, tears of exertion overflowing as he tried not to rely on Daegan so much, to hold still as possible, but his Master had him, held him steady.

      When the tongs were taken away from that wrist, he was gasping.

      “One down,” she said, and picked up the other. No time to brace for impact. That was the way his Mistress wanted it. Daegan’s power was definitely needed his time, because it didn’t matter how badass his mind wanted him to be, his body reacted on instinct to the smell of burning flesh, the excruciating pain of it. He twitched and jerked, a hoarse cry tearing from his throat and face muscles working as the second wrist cuff stamped its mark in that location.

      D on the right, A on the left. He could see it, see how it would heal up enough to make those initials more precise, always there, now and forever. At the moment they hurt like a son of a bitch. But it was okay. Adrenaline was pumping crazy through his system, and his cock was staying high and hard as a tent pole, because he knew what was coming, the most important one of all. He lifted his head to Anwyn again, gritting his teeth and staring at her through those stress tears. Please…

      “You want the collar, love, don’t you?”

      He nodded. Daegan brushed his mouth against his shoulder, his body pressing in closer. Gideon felt him right against his ass, his clad knee next to Gideon’s bare calf.

      “Lift your chin higher,” she commanded. “Let me see your desire. I’m going to put the collar over the area I bite you to feed. That way those marks will be part of the scarring pattern. Will you like that?”

      “I like any mark either of you leaves on me,” he said, his voice a determined rasp.

      “Good answer.”

      She lifted the iron. “Hold my gaze, Gideon. Watch it happening.”

      The mirror made that possible, though he preferred to look at the object, not its reflection, because then he could see her, something the mirrors didn’t provide. He wished he could see Daegan, but he was there, body so close, a vivid reminder not only of the physical demands he’d placed upon Gideon earlier, but the emotional ones as well.

      Daegan slid his arm around Gideon’s chest, his other hand curved over his forehead, holding him steady as Anwyn lifted the last set of tongs, the one whose two curved metal pieces were intended to clasp around Gideon’s neck, hold there against the painted blood so he was permanently marked by his vampires. Her hand didn’t waver, and he loved her for it, her understanding of what his soul wanted. Something permanent, that couldn’t be removed. It was too easy for this dog to break his leash. With this, there was nothing to fight. It was there, embedded, his willing submission to them.

      It took all he had not to fight Daegan’s hold, the body’s involuntary and sensible reaction to being burned in a way that would likely be terminal if he was human. He smelled his flesh burning, heard his scream and, after a short blackout, became aware of Daegan still holding him fast. Anwyn had pulled the metal pieces away, dropped the iron back into the fire pit.

      Daegan let him fall forward to his hands and knees, though he stayed kneeling behind Gideon, knee brushing his hip, hand lying in a light caress on the valley of his spine. Gideon breathed hard, working through it, staring at the red, abraded bands around both wrists. D and A. As a vampire hunter, he’d fought for the memory of his lost fiancé. Throughout his life he’d always kept his goal just ahead of him, never attainable. Now the goal was in this room. He’d never expected to end up here, but this was where he wanted to be.

      Anwyn knelt in front of him, lifted his face, brushed her mouth over his, once, twice. Sweet and gentle, where she’d been brutal moments before. He felt the tremor in her hands, automatically lifted his to close over her wrists, though he thought he might be shaking more. “It’s okay,” he said.

      She nodded, eyes luminous, lashes so thick he wanted to kiss them, breathe on them, watch them close and fan her silken cheeks. “The brands will feel better soon,” she said.

      “It feels better now.” He coughed, flinched at the agony to his skin. “Really.”

      “I can tell.” She stroked his brow, his temple, his jaw. He saw her gaze resting on his wrists, then the collar, her attention clinging to it, and it swept through him like heat. He was all hers. The trinity mark did that, but this was something she’d chosen as a Mistress would, and she’d been a Mistress well before she’d been a vampire. The two together made this moment all the more significant.

      He wanted her. Wanted to pleasure her and his Master, while still riding the pain.

      Her lashes lifted, her eyes meeting his. “Please,” he said thickly, and he knew there was a fierceness in his eyes that straddled the line between demand and desire.

      She straightened, slipped the sash of the robe. Somewhere along the way, she’d donned a scrap of bra and a tiny thong panty, thank the lingerie gods. As he watched, the robe pooled around her, and she gracefully folded herself to the floor, then lay back in a supine position before him. Spreading her legs, she teased the crotch of the panties with her long fingered nails, drying up any saliva he had left in his mouth. “Down to your elbows, Gideon. Put your mouth on me and serve your Mistress as you should.”

      The smell of her pussy was nectar. She was aroused, but she’d been aroused for awhile, the heavy musk telling him she’d been worked up well before this minute.

      “You’ve been cheating, cher,” Daegan murmured, proving he was catching it, too. “You’ve been listening in.”

      “There isn’t a woman alive who could resist watching the two of you in that bed,” she said, her lips curving. “And Lady Lyssa will take extra pleasure in her servant, thanks to me sharing that vision. It’s never a bad thing for a vampire queen to feel she owes us a favor.”

      She reached out, tugging on Gideon with impatience. “Now.”

      He dropped to his elbows, ignoring the pain in his wrists as he slid his hands under her, cupping her buttocks to angle her up to his mouth. She had a beautifully shaped ass, firm and soft in all the right ways. It made his cock even more eager, that conflicting message between physical agony and intense arousal. She’d marked him, collared him, they both had, and now they were demanding he serve them as required. It quite frankly made him insanely aroused, no matter how lightheaded he felt or drained from what he’d only recently given Daegan.

      “Drink, Gideon.” The rest of the blood in that chalice was in front of him, and Daegan tipped it, so it ran down over her mound, into the channel and crevices of clit and labia. Anwyn sighed in pleasure, then gasped as Gideon began to clean her and take in the blood at once. She writhed under the stimulation while he suckled, nibbled and licked, and then made a noise of helpless pleasure himself as Daegan’s well-lubricated finger teased the opening of his sore ass. He pushed in slowly, testing that ground, telling Gideon he was going to get well and truly fucked once more, as often as his Master demanded.

      He let go, lost all sense of who he was, pulled into what he was for them entirely. Servicing his Mistress, his Master, the burn of those collar and cuffs on him. It was when he entered this state of pure and perfect service that he didn’t doubt what he was to them. Daegan’s fingers withdrew, the head of his cock replacing them, and Gideon pushed back against him, welcoming him in, flinching only slightly as the flare of Daegan’s broad head pushed through the inner ring of tight muscles, sank deep like a fucking drill.

      The vampire’s satisfied grunt of pleasure, her soft, seductive moans, they sent him spiraling. He worked his mouth over Anwyn, getting every bit of that blood and tasting her honey at the same time. He dug his fingers into her ass, an anchor, as Daegan increased his thrust, bumping Gideon’s mouth up against her, working her clit harder. She was crying out, arching up, arms over her head, scratching at the tile floor, seeking purchase.

      I want you inside her, Gideon. Take her into mindless climax, while I do the same to you.

      He lifted his head as Anwyn’s wild eyes found his. She wanted him to keep going with his mouth, but he understood what Daegan was wanting, and Gideon knew she’d like it as well. Daegan ruled them both when it came to this. That, too, could cause an odd feeling in his chest, and it was one matched by Anwyn; he could tell by the way her gaze fastened on him, her lips moist and eyes bright.

      Shifting, Daegan moved with him, staying in his ass and making Gideon cross-eyed with the friction of that angle. Sliding up her body, Gideon guided his cock into her wet pussy. She arched up to him, her arms banding around his shoulders, forearms making contact with the abraded skin on his throat. He didn’t care. He started to thrust, Daegan’s hold on his hips setting the pace, and he grunted himself, cursed as the vampire worked his cock with devilish knowledge.

      Better get to work, vampire hunter. She will be very displeased if you lose control and come before she does. She’s even more cruel than I am.

      “Well…she’s a girl.” Gideon managed and earned a tight squeeze of her pussy around his cock, a stroke that damn near sent him over. “Jesus.”

      He set his jaw, went the rougher, harder route, knowing she was already pretty hot and worked up. Setting his lips to the quivering pale tops of her breasts over the enticing bra, he licked, finding his way into the cup and to the nipples, squeezing both breasts hard in his large hands.

      “Love your tits,” he murmured, knowing she liked the crude talk at the right times, and this was a right time, if her unintelligible sounds of pleasure meant anything.

      I’ve got you, Gideon. Everything you give is safe with me, remember? Everything.

      He remembered Daegan saying that, and knew they both meant it, especially as Anwyn’s gaze swept back over him at the thought, emotion filling her eyes once more. He meant it, too. They were that trinity, a perfect circle, each one caring for the other two, forming a solid triumvirate capable of handling anything, based on the strength of the bonds for each other.

      He stroked inside her, deep, loving the feel of her, the arch of her body, the beauty of it. She was a goddess, an earth bound, blood bound goddess, and he would do anything for her. But, oh, fuck, Daegan was too good at what he did. He’d dug his hands into Gideon’s hips, his thighs flush against him, and Gideon was going to die from the pleasure of it.

      Anwyn let out a cry of release, and Gideon snarled, the frustration of holding back as she spasmed around his cock, but then Daegan’s hand landed on the back of his neck, outlining that collar of flesh as she reached up, even through her climax, and clasped it from the other side, their fingers overlapping, thanks to the size of Daegan’s hand. The pain of it shot through Gideon, pushing his climax back, but the meaning of it, them squeezing down on that collar of ownership, was overwhelming at an even deeper level than a balls-level climax.

      Daegan released then, and Gideon gritted his teeth, bore down on that pain, held onto it even as he reveled at them using him for their pleasure and holding his out of reach until they gave him permission. Just when he thought he couldn’t hold any longer, the gate to heaven was opened.

      Come for us, Gideon.

      It was in both of their minds, resonating between them. Their fingers tightened on that collar, spiraling him over the edge in a wild jerking intensity, tearing him between overwhelming pleasure and excruciating pain. He came, growling, groaning, cursing. Anwyn caught his mouth with hers, let him cup her head with his hands, dive deep with teeth and tongue. He made another soul-deep sound when her hands left his throat to clasp his wrists, putting her touch on those burns as well.

      As he bucked between them, she milked his cock to the very end and beyond. Daegan kept stroking inside of him. They showed their love of every moment of his helpless, passionate violence, holding him between them, keeping him going and savoring their slave’s reaction.

      He saw that in their minds, that shared delight. Then, at long last, like the aftermath of a summer storm, there was a deep, clean satisfaction as they came back to earth, all twined together. Daegan’s mouth was back on the valley of his spine, and Anwyn was still holding him in her kiss.

      They loved him. It gave his throat that thickness again, because he realized it was the first time he’d really, truly believed it, all the way down to the soul they’d claimed with their third markings. Maybe he wouldn’t hold onto it, maybe it would come and go, because it was an incredible, hard-to-believe thing, but he had it in this moment, and the seed had been planted deep this time. Maybe it would take root, such that one day, none of it would be difficult, accepting this. Accepting their love as a fact, not as something to avoid or push away for fear it wasn’t real. He had their collar, the cuffs, sign of their ownership, and he’d never felt so…right.

      They truly loved and wanted to keep him.

      As long as you don’t start peeing on the carpet and chewing up my very expensive shoes.

      Anwyn chuckled as Daegan sent that thought through their minds. The vampire eased back, catching Gideon’s arms to lift him. “Off your Mistress, Gideon. I want you both in my bed.”

      Gideon rose, and though his legs were shaky as hell, he would have been happy to carry Anwyn. Instead, he was a bit mortified to find the two of them flanking him, guiding him, underscoring how unsteady he felt.

      “You need more blood, love,” Anwyn observed. “We’ll take care of that.”

      He was going to deny it, say they didn’t need to worry about him, but for now he just wanted to be, was floating where words weren’t needed. He was just theirs, to do with as they thought best.

      They took him back to Daegan’s bed. Always before, he and Daegan had put Anwyn in the middle, but tonight, they put him there. Anwyn curled up in his arms, Daegan spooned behind him, brushing his neck with his lips and putting a familiar hand on his ass. Gideon’s cock was nestled against her hip, her leg insinuated between his. Daegan stroked his hair. Gideon felt drowsy, not sure if he’d ever let his guard down so much.

      “I trust you when I sleep, vampire hunter. You can trust me.”

      “You’ll probably…tie me up and shave my head.”

      “I could do that while you’re awake. And listen to you curse me the whole time.”

      “You could try. Anwyn…I taught him to throw a football.”

      “I know.” Her fingers stroked through his hair on the other side as her eyes met Daegan’s over Gideon’s shoulder. “You teach us so many things, Gideon. You always will.”

      A small smile appeared on his firm lips. Anwyn had told him he didn’t smile enough, so he’d work on that. Now that smile stayed, as he let himself fall asleep in the arms of the two vampires he served with all he was, all he would ever be. They’d give him blood in a little while, but for now, there was nothing more he wanted. Not tonight.

      For once, Gideon gave himself to slumber and peace.
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