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      In Bound by a Vampire Queen, it was mentioned that Gideon and Daegan had a friendly bet in play. When Lyssa asked Anwyn to give her the details, Anwyn replied: “Gideon thinks you’ll have to beat Lord Belizar to a bloody pulp to get him to listen to reason. Daegan thinks you’ll have to stake him and start from scratch. If Gideon wins”—she glanced at Daegan, confirming he was fine revealing the nature of the agreement—“he wants Daegan to set aside his Master role for one night. Gideon wants to . . . take Daegan.”

      Long and short, Gideon won the bet (small spoiler for those who haven’t read BBtvQ, yes, but nothing big – you know we couldn’t kill off grumpy Lord Belizar), so this vignette is the long awaited fulfillment of those terms. Hope you enjoy. I’ll release this in segments, probably about one every 2-3 weeks until it’s done, at which point the wonderful forum admins will load it as a complete download file. So here we go…
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      “Son of a bitch, that hurt. Last time I take a vacation with fucking vampires.”

      Gideon grimaced as Daegan eased him down onto the amber-swirled Mexican tile in the kitchen.  Anwyn dropped her purse on the counter and came around it to kneel next to him, leveling a severe glance at them both. “What the hell happened? I go into a shoe store for twenty minutes, and you’re picking a fight with vampire hunters. Why are you putting him down here, instead of on a bed?”

      “It was more like thirty minutes. And you’ve been freaking out about using Lyssa’s summer house for our vacation ever since we got here.” Gideon grunted. “If I bled on the sheets, I figured you’d have kittens.”

      “It’s not her summer house,” Daegan corrected. “Summer homes are usually in cooler climates than the Florida Keys.”

      “Summer house, Easter house, Kwanzaa house…whatever chip it is in the potato bag, you know she’s got plenty more.”

      “So says the man who’s never had a mortgage payment in his life.” Anwyn shifted her gaze to Daegan. “I saw part of it in his mind, but it was cloudy.” It had scared her half to death, feeling the punch just beneath her rib cage. She forced her voice to remain even, though she was sure both men could feel her churning reaction. I will not have a seizure right now. I will not.

      She knew that was why Daegan and Gideon had both insisted on driving the thirty minutes back to the secluded cottage before dealing with any of this, or even answering her basic questions. Daegan had driven, and she’d sat in the back with Gideon, holding pressure on the wound until the blood finally stopped and the skin started to knit. While dealing with the pain, Gideon hadn’t been in a position to talk, and Daegan’s attention was split between them and monitoring whether or not they were being tracked. He’d taken a circuitous route back to Lyssa’s place, making sure.

      So all that was handled, and she was done being patient. She set her jaw and put her hand on Daegan’s arm as he sat back on his heels. Despite his warning glance, her nails dug in enough to convey her irritation. Yes, he was pissed off, but so was she. “What happened?”

      “We ran into a vampire hunter Gideon knew,” Daegan responded. “And a handful of his companions.”

      “Sure. Make it all about the kind of friends I have, rather than the fact you’re a bloodsucker,” Gideon mumbled.

      “Please shut up, before I decide to finish the job,” Daegan said mildly. “Five men were sitting in the alley outside the back door of the Chinese restaurant. They were dressed like restaurant employees and apparently taking a smoking break. Gideon and I were about fifteen feet inside the alley entranceway, waiting for you. When one approached to talk to us, we assumed it wasn’t anything untoward.”

      “Until he pulled the stake and lunged for you.”

      “Which you intercepted. With your chest.” Anwyn saw the dangerous glint in Daegan’s dark eyes. “You acted on instinct. Foolish instinct, I might add. I could have pulled my blade and severed his head if you weren’t in the way.”

      “Yeah, because that’s subtle, chopping off heads in a shopping district at ten o’clock at night. Besides which, that was the instinct I was preventing.” Gideon met his gaze. “I didn’t know him well, which was why I didn’t recognize him right off, but Patrick isn’t a bad guy. Most hunters might be adrenaline junkies wanting to be the hero of a Lost Boys sequel, but once they’re in the trenches and see what’s happening, something different takes hold. Vampires have a right to live, I get it, but you can’t blame a guy for acting against what hurts him or his. If I ever get jumped by a cow wanting to beat on my ass for all the burgers I’ve eaten, I’m not going to be casting stones.”

      Daegan bit back a sigh, but returned his attention to Anwyn. “The force of the blow knocked Gideon against me and we went down like bowling pins.”

      “You could make it sound a whole lot cooler than that.”

      “She’d see it in your mind regardless.”

      “Even so…”

      Anwyn slid to her hip, putting her hand over where the blow had been struck. The residual blood made the torn T-shirt wet. The stake had gone in beneath the rib cage and pierced major organs. A mortal wound--if he’d been mortal.

      “It’s the splinters that piss you off.” Gideon’s lopsided smile, the close way he watched her, told her that she had her mind open to him, which still happened when she was agitated and forgot to shield herself. It was always a conscious effort for her, unlike other vampires for which a shut mind was the automatic default. “The skin heals up and sucks them in. It takes a couple weeks for them to work their way out, and they’ll itch like crap until then.”

      “Watch over him a few moments.” Daegan touched the top of her hand. I’m going outside to get a better sense of whether or not we need to relocate.

      “They won’t be coming after us,” Gideon said, proving he could sometimes read the male vampire, even when Daegan was closed off to him. But then they were both hunters, weren’t they? Their minds often followed the same track. Even now, both of them were focused on protecting her, not themselves, despite the fact she wanted to personally rip apart who’d ever done this to her servant.

      “He had a hard-on to grab that prize for himself.”

      “Stop doing that,” she snapped. “I mean it.”

      Gideon’s attention shifted to her immediately, as did Daegan’s, and she fought the desire to scream. “I am not about to have an attack. Unless the overwhelming urge to murder both of you counts. Just…I went to look at shoes. It’s…”

      She still wasn’t used to it. Yet it was second nature to them, this constant vigilance against the possibility of assault, death. How many decades would it take her to figure out how to enjoy something as mindless as shoe shopping and remain hypervigilant, and still consider it a fun time?

      Daegan’s hands settled on her shoulders. When she shrugged him off irritably, she could sense him and Gideon exchanging a look. When she was in this mood, often Daegan would step back, let Gideon take the lead, since Gideon had the more empathetic perspective. But this situation wasn’t supposed to be about her. She hated that it always came back to her, her state of mind, her reactions.

      Daegan squatted behind her, slid an arm across her chest so his forearm rested over her breasts as he gripped her upper arm. His heat and overwhelming power cloaked her as Gideon’s hand moved to rest on her knee, fingers gripping her thigh.

      We’re all right, chere. All of us. You are always our focus, because you are our center. Our goddess, our female.

      She closed her eyes, feeling the flood of their emotions. They meant it. They weren’t trying to reassure her, and that helped. It was all about that synergy they had as a triangle, the thing that could bring balance, no matter how fucked up all the rest of it was. She’d learned to take her mind out of the equation in moments like that, let it simply bring things back in order. The insidious whispers in the corners of her mind died back like the wind, leaving only the hum of her connection with them.

      “If you say I complete you, I will skewer you both with kitchen knives,” she said.

      Gideon’s fingers tightened on her leg and she opened her eyes. “I wouldn’t have said ‘our female’,” he said helpfully. “I’m much more progressive than that. I would have said ‘our independent and self-sufficient member of the opposite but entirely equal sex’.”

      “I really will stab you,” she said darkly. “And I won’t be sorry. We need to get that shirt off of you. Get you cleaned up.”

      “Give me a few more moments, and I can do that for myself. I don’t need you to baby me, Mistress.”

      “If I want to baby you, you’ll lie there and take it.” She looked up at Daegan as he rose. “Do you think they’ll come here to finish the job?”

      “No. It’s merely a precaution. I left them feeling sufficiently grateful to have their lives.” Daegan’s gaze shifted to Gideon. “I wouldn’t have killed him, Gideon. I saw all of what you felt about Patrick and the others in your mind.”

      “You say that now. I felt your reaction when that stake went in. You were going to go all Kill Bill Volume 2 on them, right there. Wrath of God stuff. He left them basically pissing themselves from the look on his face alone.”

      “I would not have killed them. If time had allowed it, I would have hurt them severely, merely for hurting you. You might consider that next time you step in front of an attack meant for me.”

      Nothing shut Gideon down like a declaration like that. She saw their servant get that flustered look on his face, and it softened her considerably, in a way his teasing and even Daegan’s reassurances had not.

      Daegan touched her cheek and rose. “I’ll be back shortly.”

      She expected his desire to step outside was as much about a need to take a mental breath himself as it was to extend the reach of his senses even further without distraction. After all, he’d been standing within a stride of Gideon when the stake went in. For all the progress Gideon had made, there were times he still didn’t realize his value to them. Or perhaps he did. There was something odd in his gaze as he watched Daegan take his leave of them. The other vampire noted it too, because the two males’ eyes held an extra beat before Daegan pivoted and left the kitchen.

      Gideon began to sit up, but she put a hand on his chest, holding him in place. “Stay there. I’m going to get you a fresh shirt, then I’ll clean you up.”

      “Anwyn, the wound’s already closed. I’m sure I can get up and handle it at the kitchen sink.”

      “If you get up while I’m gone, I’ll put you back down on the ground. And you know you hate it when a girl does that.”

      His midnight blue gaze narrowed on her. “Think you’re a badass, do you?”

      “You know I am.” She let her lips quirk, inciting a faint smile from him as he settled himself back on his elbows. He did reach up and slide his knuckles along her jaw, though. She sighed. “Sometimes I really do have the urge to stake both of you.”

      “Good thing we rock your world daily with awesome sex. Else you might not resist the homicidal urge.”

      “Hmm. You’d both best keep that in mind.”

      She rose with another warning look—stay—that caused him to “woof” and give her a look more in keeping with his usual smartass demeanor. But she could feel everything he felt, and she knew he was still in pain, that the wound had taken a great deal out of him. She didn’t waste time finding him a clean shirt and a pair of jeans worn down to a soft fade. When she returned, she saw he’d lain back down fully on the tile. He might claim it was in deference to her desires, but she knew it was more than that. Out of sight of both of them, he’d let himself give into it. She glimpsed the strain of the injury showing in his tense countenance. At the sight of her, he masked it and pushed back up on his elbows again.

      She put an arm around his back to help him sit up, and then nudged him to lift his arms so she could pull off the T-shirt. The stretch hurt him, and she bit back her reaction, keeping her face carefully expressionless, giving him his pride. But the towel had been soaked by the time the bleeding stopped in the car. The gouged wound was knitting too slowly. That, as well as his paleness under a day’s worth of stubble, told her the truth of it. Their servant needed blood.

      She wet a cloth from the kitchen sink and cleaned him up, pushing away his hands and protest about her tending to him. She wanted to get him onto the sofa as soon as possible. He’d be more comfortable there. She wiped away the blood on his firm flesh, her thumb following the track of the terry cloth over muscle and skin, feeling his quiver as she hit both tender and ticklish spots. It didn’t matter how tough he was—as a vampire, she had an enhanced understanding of the uncertainty of life, and knew just how fragile even the most invincible male was.

      She changed her mind about having him don the fresh T-shirt. The wound needed the air, and she wanted the direct contact with his skin, to feel the blood coursing under her fingertips. She moved onto her heels and slid her arm around his waist. “Let’s get you on your feet and take those jeans off. You have blood on them as well.”

      “I can take off my own pants.”

      “Shut up,” she said. “Listen to your Mistress.”

      She tweaked that taut wire between them whenever needed, that tether of connection he no longer denied, though it didn’t always rest comfortably with his image of himself. He relented, at least enough to lean against the counter once he was standing. He did slip the button and tug down the zipper himself, pushing the jeans off his hips. With the slimmest of openings she knew he’d ignore her order, bend to take them off his feet, but she’d already anticipated that. Stepping in close, she put her fingers on the hard ridges of his lower abdomen, holding him there with a severe look as she squatted to do it. He never liked her doing things like that, showing his intuitive sense that it was improper for his Mistress to be kneeling before him. Yes, he could deny that aspect of their relationship when he wasn’t comfortable with it, but certain things brought it out in him, loud and clear. It only increased her own sense of possessiveness toward him, tightening the connection further.

      After she removed the jeans, she indulged herself with a brief appraisal. She liked him this way, covered only by the snug boxers that etched out the taut line of his buttocks, the curve of cock and testicles. Even at rest, his genitals presented an intriguing-sized package, nested there under stretched cotton. When she’d first met him, he tended toward wearing the saggy loose cotton boxer shorts. She’d quickly compelled him to wear this style, which was far more pleasing—and revealing—to her gaze. He’d sworn if she ever made him wear a Speedo at a public pool, he’d leave her in an instant.

      When push came to shove, she knew he wouldn’t deny her, even if he turned twelve shades of rosy at being so exposed. However, she wouldn’t be testing that challenge anytime soon. She wasn’t always willing to have other women get such an intimate glimpse at what was hers. She’d had to quell a killing urge when Lady Lyssa had taken his blood, even for the queen’s own health. Only Daegan’s proximity had kept her from committing suicide-by-attack-of-the-queen.

      Straightening so she stood in front of him, she slid a hand beneath her hair at the nape. She gathered the thick strands and slid them over her right shoulder, baring the left side of her throat. She could have given him her wrist, but she wanted his mouth in a more intimate place, a place that would allow her to put her arms around him, feel his heart beating against her chest.

      His midnight blue gaze tracked the movement. Now he lifted his own hand, threading his fingers through her long tresses on the right side as she came closer. When he bent his head, she tilted her chin, closing her eyes as he teased her throat with his lips. He had the faint aroma of hops on his breath from his after dinner beer. She inhaled the soap he used, sweat from the fight and injury. Blood.

      She could never get enough of what that mouth could do. As he traced her carotid with his tongue, she put her hand against his neck, sketching the brand she and Daegan had put there, a permanent collar in his flesh, matched by the same type of banding on his wrists. The branded cuffs bore the initials of the two vampires who owned him, the brand around his throat displaying a replica of the three teardrop thirdmark on his chest. She never tired of touching any of them, proof that he belonged to them entirely.

      He gave her the edge of his teeth but not the bite, that piercing of her flesh that was as pleasurable as the coiling anticipation of an orgasm. Instead, he pressed his mouth to the delicate architecture of her throat. She felt like he was aware of every vein coursing with blood, every tingle in her skin, how to accelerate the former and intensify the latter. When he drew back, his hand on her waist, thumb idly caressing her hip bone, his dark blue eyes weren’t so idle.

      “Not tonight. Tonight I take from him.”

      He had taken blood from Daegan before, but the pointed emphasis of the words told her their servant meant something entirely different. “I want to take his blood the way he takes it from me,” he added.

      Though Gideon wasn’t an articulate speaker, his mind could be a poet laureate, the way the thoughts and feelings meshed.  She saw that he wanted to experience that sense of surrender...from Daegan. Gideon already understood it was a far more conscious and unnatural choice for his Master, but that would make the power of that surrender even sweeter, wouldn’t it?

      “I’m taking blood from him. And not just blood. It’s time, Anwyn.”

      “Gideon.” In their unique triad, they both knew Daegan was the alpha leader, but that didn’t mean that Gideon ever stayed to heel for long. For that matter, neither did she. When the men in her life went into testosterone overload, she didn’t hesitate to exercise her own alpha tendencies and bite back. They really were a rather unique triangle, though it seemed to work for them. Mostly.

      “I know what that tone means.” Gideon tilted his head. “But I won the bet, quite a while ago. I’m not the patient one of this group, you know.”

      On the contrary, he was very patient. It was what had made him a deadly vampire hunter--one of the most successful in the history of such employment. Against opponents that outmatched him significantly in strength and speed, he watched and waited, and determined the key moment to strike...and win. This wasn’t a randomly chosen moment, though the precipitating event might have been.

      Their vacation had been on the calendar for a while. A planned two weeks away from Club Atlantis for her, two weeks during which Daegan had made it clear he wouldn’t be available for any Council assignments, even if the survival of vampire kind hung in the balance.  Translation: he would not be available to Council’s capricious wishes.

      Lyssa had offered Daegan the use of her secluded cottage in the Keys. Surrounded by lush maritime forest, the cottage had an open air design reminiscent of Hawaiian retreats. Guests could walk out of the spacious living area with its big flat screen TV and fully equipped kitchen onto a screened porch almost as big as the whole interior. The porch included a hot tub, small indoor pool and comfortable sitting area.  But in the back wing of the cottage was another attractive amenity, tailored specifically to the recreational interests of Lyssa and her guests. A “play room” for visiting vampires and their servants.

      The whole set up was perfect. Away from friends or interruptions, the three of them could immerse themselves in each other. With hours of blissful solitude stretching before them every night, they could explore one another to their hearts’ content, the peaks of pleasure as well as soul deep wells of need. They’d done a little bit of that since they arrived a few days ago, but not enough. It would never be enough, of course.

      Yes, their hunter had chosen his moment. He’d probably been planning it for some time, concealing the bulk of the strategy in his mind that way that many servants learned, carefully keeping such thoughts out of the forefront of his mind when he was with the two of them. Now Patrick had given him an excellent moment of leverage. That dangerous look on Daegan’s face, the fact he was taking a moment of air now, underscored it. A wooden stake couldn’t kill their third mark servant, but Daegan knew as well as she did that it wouldn’t have mattered to Gideon if it could.

      All three of them were protective, territorial, and nothing roused those instincts, and all the emotions attached to them, like an attack on one of them. Her own bloodlust was still too close to the surface, such that with very little thought she’d be back in the car, going to seek out Patrick and his ilk and make them suffer for raising a hand against her boys. No matter how amused the two males would be at being characterized that way, it was how she thought about it.

      So the pot was stirred and, typical for Gideon, rather than letting it settle and simmer, he wanted to take it to a full boil. When she tuned back into him, she found he was regarding her steadily. “You have my back?” he asked.

      She blinked, stroked a finger over the rough stubble along his jaw. “You need a shave,” she said softly. “Yes, Gideon. I have your back. Always. In this, and everything else.”

      His reaction was gratifying to female senses. Despite the recent injury, the hunter in him came to the forefront, shifting his expression, his body language. It caused a similar shift in her own. The Mistress in her pushed away the rest. “Tread carefully, love,” she murmured. “You’re not cornering a housecat.”

      “Why do you think I asked you for backup?” He gave her his trademark cocky grin and they held that amused, conspiratorial look as they heard Daegan re-enter the house.

      “Nothing,” the vampire confirmed, coming into the kitchen. “We’ll feel it if anyone approaches, but I think it highly unlikely our location has been compromised.”

      “Yep,” Gideon agreed. “Means we can get on with other things.” He pulled on the jeans she’d brought him. That exercise, as well as shifting away from the counter, standing on his own, took an effort. Anwyn had to quell the impulse to move to his side and support him.

      From the concern that creased Daegan’s brow, it was apparent the male vampire hadn’t been tuning into their conversation. “Why haven’t you given him blood?” he asked Anwyn, an edge to his voice.

      “Because he insists on taking it from you.” She met his gaze. “Among other things.”

      That shifted Daegan’s focus. Now Anwyn was sure he was dipping into their minds, trying to figure out what was going on. It only took him a blink of course, and then she saw myriad expressions cross his face, most of them hard to fathom. It would rouse his warrior’s instinct, which would suggest the need to repel a two-flanked attack, but there were other considerations here. Ones that would have him holding his tongue, waiting to see how Gideon would play this.

      Their servant turned away from them to slide open the drawer under the sink, a place neither of them would have been likely to look since Gideon usually handled dishes. A clank of metal, and he removed a pair of beaten steel cuffs from it, the cuffs connected by three chain links.

      He let the cuffs dangle from one hand, such that they made that scraping metal sound again as they made contact with one another.  “Something Lyssa had in her private stock. A normal vampire can break them, but not as easy as the run-of-the-mill ones. They can stand up to some resistance. Like if you get hot and bothered and start pulling against them without thinking about it.”

      She imagined it, those cuffs holding Daegan as he became intensely aroused. The flutter in her belly was acknowledged by the surge of anticipation in Gideon’s mind. He knew how to get her fully on board with this, teasing the Mistress in her with the possibilities. More of his plan, she was sure.

      His focus remained on Daegan, however. “It’s time, vampire. I won the bet. You going to be a pussy and renege?”

      Daegan had become far more still. “You have to get the cuffs on me.”

      “No, I don’t.” Gideon tilted his head toward Anwyn. “She’ll be doing it. You can stop her, but she’ll fight you, which means you’ll have to get a little rough, throw a few punches. A good right hook would probably take her down.”

      Daegan’s eyes narrowed. “You know I would never strike Anwyn.”

      “An issue he doesn’t have with me at all,” Gideon noted wryly, shooting a glance at Anwyn. She couldn’t help the twitch of her lips, but things were coiling up inside of her, watching, waiting.  Gauging the tension in the room. “Hence why she’s handling the cuffs.”

      “Those won’t hold me.”

      “No. Nothing short of a fucking Fort Knox vault would. They’re just a reminder. To help you honor the terms of the bet.” Gideon cocked his head, and now those midnight blue eyes showed fire. “Plus, having them on you so I can do what I want gets me hot and bothered.”

      The tips of Daegan’s fangs showed. “How much harder will you be if you put them on me yourself, vampire hunter?”

      “You’re in my head. You already know the answer to that.”

      Daegan’s eyes had gone darker, the whites disappearing. Following instinct, Anwyn shifted so she was behind Gideon. As she pressed against his bare back, her hands whispered over his chest, caressed the triple teardrop third mark, drawing Daegan’s gaze to it while Gideon stood still under her touch. Her fingers dropped, sliding over the impressive musculature that layered Gideon’s upper torso, then down to the harrowing reminder of his mortality, the still healing wound. But she kept going, teasing the ridges of his abdomen.

      Daegan’s attention burned her knuckles as she molded her palm over Gideon’s hip bone, thumb briefly hooking in his jeans pocket while her other fingers traced the denim crease between thigh and groin. She let go of the pocket to caress the curve of a testicle, then etched out his hardening length for the vampire’s glittering gaze.

      She slipped the button of his jeans, pushing beneath the hold of the denim to straighten his stiffening cock.  Her body remained flush against the back of his, her mound rubbing against his ass.

      When I asked if you’d have my back, I wasn’t meaning it quite so literally.

      She let her lips curve against his shoulder blade, but then she rose onto her toes enough to look over his shoulder, meet Daegan’s gaze. “He’s already like iron, thinking about having you at his mercy.”

      Gideon lifted her questing hand then, kissed it. It was different right now for the two of them as well. She was still his Mistress, but she was honoring the bet as well, not taking the lead, not making this any less than what it was supposed to be.

      Daegan studied them for a long moment. As Anwyn held her position against Gideon, she thought they both held their breath, two creatures bound as one as he deliberated.

      With it being November, Daegan had been able to wear a light coat to cover his weaponry. He’d apparently removed those blades and firearms when he left them, so that when he set aside the coat now they saw only the lean, muscled upper body in a fitted cotton shirt, tucked into belted jeans. With a long look at both of them, he pivoted. The move reminded her of when he practiced with his katana, the graceful flow of motion that was purposed for dispensing terminal justice in the Council’s name. Now he made the move for an entirely different reason, though the impact might be no less life changing for those within range of it.

      When he had his back to them, he lifted his arms.

      Anwyn could feel Gideon’s gaze tracking that arc of movement. His held breath, the sudden tension as Daegan laced his fingers…and put them behind his neck.

      “Fuck,” Gideon muttered. His shock mirrored her own. She was sure Gideon had anticipated Daegan honoring the terms of the bet, because when it came down to it, he knew what kind of male the vampire was. And he’d even done some extensive planning for this moment, if the cuffs were a hint of what was to come. However, like her, he hadn’t given thought to the impact of this one key, vital moment.

      The moment when their alpha dog would permit himself to be leashed.
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      Proving Anwyn’s warning, that every step of this would be a delicate balance, Daegan tilted his head so Gideon saw a hint of his devastating profile. “Put the cuffs on me yourself, vampire hunter. It’s your right.”

      The reality of it was…well, Gideon had to take a moment. Ball was in his court, right? As he stood there looking at Daegan, he was aware of Anwyn’s quiet, thoughtful presence. She understood, didn’t she? What it felt like, knowing this gift was all his to unwrap, to taste, to torment. Yeah, he’d planned and plotted, worked at keeping his mind blank on it when Daegan was paying attention, but until this moment, he hadn’t revealed the keenness of his hunger, even to himself.

      How many times had he come into Daegan’s room to shoot the shit, talk cable programming, or analyze strategies against whoever Daegan’s upcoming target was? Even if Gideon wasn’t going along with him, they’d talk it out together. At first Gideon thought Daegan was just humoring him, but that was fine. He wouldn’t let pride stand in the way of making sure the vampire had all the benefit of his experience in creeping up on bad guys and taking them out.

      Over time, from the give and take of their conversations, he’d realized that Daegan was listening, sometimes even altering his plans based on Gideon’s input. And didn’t that make him feel like a fucking grade school kid handed an A, for Christ’s sake?

      But there were other things that happened in Daegan’s room that didn’t make him feel like a kid at all. When Daegan turned away to pick up a brush or slap on aftershave, Gideon’s gaze would linger on the broad shoulders—well, broader than one would expect, given his lean frame—and drift down to study how his ass was defined by the shift of his body as Daegan tucked in a shirt, fastened his jeans. As provocative as that was, even the tilt of Daegan’s head as he listened to Gideon, often with that light smile playing around his serious mouth, was enough to make Gideon want to crowd him up against the wall, start a fight that would become physical fast in a far different way.

      Christ, he loved the guy like he was a girl doing the he-loves-me, he-loves-me-not thing with the flower, only there was nothing girly about this hunger. It was raw, the whole-wolf-pack-waiting-to-tear-into-a-fresh-kill, taste-the-heart-while-still-beating, kind of appetite. Though his feelings toward Anwyn were no less intense, there was a wholly different feel to it. Maybe because he and Daegan were both far more protective of her, their sexual instincts never brushed as close toward violence as they did when nothing stood between the two males. Anwyn acknowledged it in moments like this, the way she stood behind Gideon, leaving the field of battle clear.

      Gideon wasn’t sure if he’d ever wanted something so much that had been held out of reach, but within touching distance, for so long. As the power of that thought filled him, Anwyn’s hand settled between his shoulder blades, those wicked long nails scraping his bare back.

      He’s yours, Gideon. For tonight, he’s yours. Care for him as he cares for you. Her fingers slid over to Gideon’s arm, followed it down, and then she pressed the cuffs into his hand, the cold metal.

      Push came to shove, they weren’t something he’d used very often. When he hunted, capture wasn’t his first intent. As he clasped the bracelets, his glance strayed down to the branded cuff on his own wrist. It was the one that had the “D” initial on it, of course.

      Anwyn wasn’t done with him yet. Her other hand had slipped to his waist, over his hip bone, and her fingers slid into his jeans’ watch pocket, leaving the key to the cuffs there, but taking full advantage of the act to push deeper into the main pocket and tease his inner thigh, the crease against his testicles, before she withdrew, stepping back from him again.

      He gave her a half-amused, half-aroused look she returned with a heated look of her own. Yeah, she was getting into this. It only added to the tension.

      Moving away from her one step, two steps, he took up position directly behind Daegan. He was one of only two people Daegan trusted behind him. The first time he’d realized that, it had meant more to Gideon than he’d expected. Even if he had to take it with a grain of salt, since Daegan didn’t need his eyes to be fully cognizant of his 360. Hell, Daegan could fight with his eyes closed, take Obiwan and Yoda out in one stroke.

      You have yet to show me Star Wars.

      You’re too much like Darth Vader. Don’t want you getting ideas about having your own theme music and a black cape. You already dress in black more often than Johnny Cash.

      “I did agree to a blue shirt,” the vampire said. “The one Anwyn bought for me. As well as this charcoal gray one.”

      “You’re a regular fashion rainbow. And I have news for you. Charcoal gray is just another version of black.”

      “This from the male who shivers in T-shirts in the middle of winter because he refuses to wear anything else.”

      It was peculiar to have an exchange this way, Daegan facing forward, hands still clasped at the base of his skull, Gideon right behind him, the cool cuffs biting into his hand because he was holding them way too tight.

      He’d tell the vampire to shut up, but even in this scenario, there were things he didn’t push at Daegan about. Well, not as much. Whether he admitted it or not, there was a certain level of deference and respect he gave him. His Master.

      Instead, he closed his hand over Daegan’s right wrist, locked the bracelet around it. The click was loud in the silence. He brought the one arm down, then the other to secure the left so Daegan’s knuckles rested against his superior ass. Gideon closed his hand over the chain connecting the cuffs, fingertips brushing the outside of Daegan’s thumbs. And damn if the vampire didn’t move one of them so it briefly curled over Gideon’s knuckles. Daegan might be the cuffed one, but Gideon knew the male’s touch could make him helpless. If Daegan commanded him to stay in place until he reversed their positions, Gideon the cuffed one, Daegan the one fully in control…he would do it. Christ, who was he kidding here?

      Now who’s the pussy thinking about reneging?

      Gideon’s head came up sharply at that. His lips twisted. “Too bad there’s no way to gag your mind,” he retorted. But it helped him pull it together. Putting his hand on the vampire’s back, he gave him a nudge. “I want you in the back room.”

      The cottage’s backroom was like one of Club Atlantis’s well-equipped public playrooms, only the craftsmanship of Lyssa’s equipment reflected private ownership use. It was also custom work, designed to accommodate the strength of thirdmark servants.  As they moved into that chamber, Gideon inhaled the scent of a lot of glossy wood and well-oiled devices. All the metal pieces put off a soft, dangerous gleam, like prepared blades. Being that it was a vampire’s playroom, there were actually a few of those mounted on a board flanked by velvet curtains that could be dropped to conceal them for aesthetic effect. Or drawn back, as now, for titillating response.

      The ceiling had spaced horizontal beams sturdy enough to grace the belly of a galleon. Even if a coastal hurricane took down the rest of the house, this room would still stand. Wouldn’t that be a great film footage moment for the catastrophe-loving film crews? He had a flash from the movie Twister, the two main characters running from a tornado and taking temporary refuge in a barn which they discovered had all sorts of scythes and wicked, sharp-bladed farm implements. Bill Paxton declaring “I don’t think so” and Helen Hunt wailing “Who are these people?!”

      He heard the chuckle in his mind from Anwyn, and imagined innocent civilians stumbling on Lyssa’s torture chamber. They’d probably have a similar reaction, tornado or no tornado. But it was all in the eye of the beholder. The three of them looked at a room like this and saw something most people didn’t. And tonight, Gideon saw it from the other side of the coin, the Dom’s view.

      The beams were polished, the multiple embedded eye bolts and hooks providing a wealth of possibilities to anyone with the desire to suspend someone like a fly in a web. It wasn’t his intent tonight, but the set up suited his purposes. He stopped Daegan beneath one such beam.

      Gideon knew where he wanted to go, what he wanted to do, what he planned to do, but he kept his mind away from all of that with the discipline that came from diligent practice. Daegan and Anwyn had both taught him certain types of anxiety, caused by the unknown, could make the experience even more intense.

      You want me out of your mind, vampire hunter?

      His kneejerk reaction to the question was such a strong negative, it translated to a tightened fist over his hold on the chain between the cuffs, as well as another wave of that lightheadedness. Fuck, he still hadn’t fed. Why was it so hard to say exactly what he wanted with Daegan? Or Anwyn.

      You are a creature of feeling, love. Not words. You feel so much, words are a foreign language to you. Anwyn had taken a position leaning against the wall, hands folded behind her hips as she watched them, blue-green eyes glittering in the dim light thrown by the wall sconces. You want him out of your mind for the next little while. Not out of your heart and soul.

      He’d have no luck getting me out of there anyway.

      Hearing that touch of arrogance in Daegan’s response helped. Gideon ignored the fact he might have done it deliberately. Best not to dwell on how well they both knew him. At one time he would have called it manipulation, thought of it in a negative way. But now he knew it wasn’t like that. Any more than a parent telling a kid he’d always be there for him, even if in reality it didn’t always work out that way.

      He made himself let Daegan go, shifted in front of him so he could meet him eye to eye. “Yeah. What she said. Get out of my head. Don’t want you spoiling the surprise.”

      “I’m not overly fond of surprises,” Daegan said.

      “I’ll file that under who gives a shit.” Gideon glanced over his shoulder at Anwyn. “I’d like you to do the same. You’ll get more out of it if there’s a surprise factor as well.”

      At her arched brow, he shrugged. I know you’ve looked forward to this, Mistress. You’re already wet. We can both smell it.

      Her eyes became darker, like a deeper level of the ocean, reflecting all the depths within her.  She inclined her head, but Gideon noted the way her gaze strayed past him to hold Daegan’s for a moment. Then she broke that contact. Reaching up, she let down her thick waves of sable-colored hair, tossing it back on her shoulders as she slid out of her little short coat-wrap thing. It left her in her spaghetti strap halter and her snug, stressed jeans. Hot as hell as always, particularly since that thin tank didn’t do anything to disguise the points of her nipples, pressed to the fabric.

      He didn’t know what that look between the vampires was about, but he was distracted by Daegan’s withdrawal from his mind. Daegan could come and go there unnoticed, but he made a point of letting Gideon feel it now. Like someone leaving the room, but staying available on the other side of the door. Gideon figured that proximity must be the in your heart and soul part Anwyn had mentioned. Gideon couldn’t deny he wanted Daegan there, always, and fortunately no one was asking him to acknowledge or deny it. Anwyn’s withdrawal was more noticeable, though she’d gotten better at the stealth mode when she really focused.

      Satisfied they weren’t tracking his thoughts, Gideon moved behind Daegan, unlocked the cuffs. “Stay where you are.”

      He moved to the supply cabinet and withdrew a couple coils of half inch nylon line. The rope was rough enough to hold a knot, but still silky enough to feel good against the skin. That had mattered. It was hard to explain why, but he’d noticed his vampires had the same compulsion. They weren’t above using considerable levels of pain to tear away his control and leave only sensation, pleasure far above what he thought it possible for him to experience. But though they might be beating the hell out of him, they made sure the ways they bound him weren’t pressing into bone or stressing his joints, despite the formidable tolerances he bore as a thirdmark. They gave him only the right kinds of agony.

      He wasn’t sure he had any desire to hurt Daegan tonight, but they’d taught him lines could get blurred, lust crossing into bloodlust as easy as following the laws of gravity.

      “Hands in front of you. Hold them together like a prayer fold, fingers pointed level toward me.”

      Those dark eyes watched him, made his flesh warm across his cheeks, but Daegan did it, with enough of a weighted pause that, when he finally complied, Gideon’s dick hardened further. He ignored the cramping in his jeans, instead focusing on how those long fingers aligned, hands palm to palm. He looped the nylon around the vampire’s wrists, a triple wrap, then knotted the line between them. He hooked Daegan’s thumbs into the binding, another wrap, which immobilized the fingers that did most of the work when it came to getting free of restraints. Again, he had no doubt Daegan could still do it. The point was what being restrained in this kind of moment could do to a guy’s psyche.

      Gideon tossed the two rope ends up over the beam. He caught Daegan’s shoulder, a convenient prop to give himself an extra couple inches to snag the dangling lines as they came down on the other side. It underscored how casual a thing it had become to touch him. Tonight, when they’d wandered through a few stores with Anwyn, Gideon had noticed the two of them touched each other almost as much as they touched her. Daegan’s body would brush his hip, his hand lingering on Gideon’s back, a thumb resting on the skin side of Gideon’s belt as the two men studied amusing T-shirt logos up on the wall.

      They took him to a burger diner for dinner, Anwyn in the booth at his side, Daegan across from them both, but when Gideon stretched out his booted feet, he didn’t question how comfortably his calf rested against Daegan’s beneath the table. Anwyn slipped her feet out of her shoes and but a bare foot over Gideon’s, so that he could feel the pressure of that light feminine weight through the leather. In her mind, he saw that she was teasing Daegan’s ankle under the cuff of his jeans with the toes of her other foot. Their three-way connection made everything else in the world feel right, and the fact Gideon knew he wasn’t alone in that feeling made it all the better.

      Gideon brought himself back to the present as he pulled the lines down, so that the two ends brushed the floor behind Daegan. “Raise your hands over your head,” he instructed the vampire.

      “You chose rope, not chain.”

      “Yeah. No need for overkill.” But that wasn’t why he’d chosen rope. He’d seen Daegan in chains. He never wanted to see that reality again, since it haunted his memories often enough.

      Daegan might not be in his head, but for certain things, it wasn’t needed. When he lifted his hands to comply with Gideon’s directive, Daegan briefly hooked his fingers in Gideon’s belt, a tacit acknowledgment. One that connected them to that memory, that understanding. “You worry too much about me, vampire hunter.”

      Gideon shrugged. “Rope is way more versatile than chain. Which makes it twice as effective, if you know what you’re doing. There’s a reason a spider web can hold something way bigger and stronger than it seems like it should be able to do.”

      Daegan gave him a look, but lifted his arms. The movement arched his upper body in an altogether distracting way. The vampire was sex in motion pretty much 24/7, clothed or unclothed. Gideon tried to conceal his reaction to it, then stopped himself, snagged by an intriguing realization. He didn’t have to, did he?

      He’s yours tonight, Gideon. That’s what Anwyn had said. They made no bones about ogling him like a hot rod pin up whenever they wanted. They considered him theirs to enjoy, however, whenever, they wanted. Which in turn made him hot as hell and kept his cock in a practically constant erect state. Would it have the same effect on Daegan, even if his makeup was a bit different than Gideon’s in that regard? He was about to find out, because just that one motion, lifting his arms above his head, was revving Gideon’s engines. Full horsepower. He was ready to slam down on the gas pedal, not hide a single damn thing about how he felt. He was the one in control.

      But he’d use that control to both their advantage. Reining himself back with effort, he shifted behind Daegan. Gideon had studied Anwyn’s rope tying books as well as reflecting on the techniques she’d used on him, diabolical twists and modifications that his being a more resilient thirdmark had allowed. He’d learned the knots in his spare time, and when Daegan was off on his solo hunts, he’d tie up the practice dummy in the weapons room, learning how to do it smooth and fast, without hesitation.

      Anwyn had let him practice on Ella as well in the club public play room. Since she was a lush little thing, Gideon hadn’t objected to having a live subject, despite Anwyn’s amusement with, and planned retaliation for, the thoughts he couldn’t control as he worked on aligning the ropes around her submissive staff member’s very generous breasts.  The petite submissive had enjoyed it all immensely, especially when James, Anwyn’s head of security, lingered to watch after his shift was over.

      When this day finally came, Gideon had wanted to be ready, so he’d even bitten the bullet and practiced on one of the male subs who had a similar build to Daegan. Though the man had been as aroused as Ella, Gideon had ignored that with stolid courtesy. He had no interest in getting it on with another guy except Daegan. While he still didn’t understand that side of himself, he’d stopped questioning it.

      He wouldn’t say he’d remained completely detached, however. Thanks to Anwyn, he received more than additional rope tying skills from the session. She’d been very intrigued, watching male hands touching male flesh, and he’d reaped the benefits of that later in their private apartments.

      Sometimes, he worked on the knots right in front of Daegan. When they were idle, watching sports or hanging out at night in one of the city spots, he’d have a bit of the rope in his pocket and he’d pull it out, work on the knots, counting out the fall measurements in his head, reminding himself of how much he’d need for what he wanted to do. When he felt Daegan’s attention on him, he’d focus all his interest on the technique, not the application, but Daegan knew why he was doing it. Truth be told, it had been a sweet kind of foreplay. A couple times it had resulted in Daegan initiating some pretty rough sex, the vampire reinforcing who was in charge. They both knew that wasn’t really what it was all about, though. Even if Gideon himself couldn’t say why the terms of the bet had become so important to him.

      He brought over a step ladder so he could pull the rope through the eyebolts, making the line taut enough that Daegan was a millimeter away from having to rise on the balls of his feet, his arms stretched even higher over his head. When Gideon dropped the tails of the rope, they brushed Daegan’s shoulders. His still clad shoulders. Nope. That had to change.

      Gideon came back to the floor, pulled his knife. “Good thing it’s not the blue shirt,” he noted. Daegan had pulled the fitted charcoal gray shirt loose from his belt when he’d gone to check the perimeter. It was a very GQ look, and very irritating to someone wanting to eye his package, since the tails of the shirt hid it. Gideon wasn’t in the mood to be imaginative about that.  In fact, he was getting in the mood for one single thing at this point. Whatever he wanted.

      “Do not—”

      Gideon hooked the blade under the top button and sliced it off. Daegan gave him an aggrieved look.

      “You could have just unbuttoned it.”

      “Yeah, my bad. And I nicked you. Clumsy of me.” Gideon rubbed a thumb over the small wound, capturing the blood and bringing it to his mouth to taste. The sweetness made the room spin some. “I guess I should feed, since I’m going to need my Wheaties to give you a proper workout, right?”

      With a twist of his wrist, he cut another button, made another shallow cut. To the three sets of enhanced senses in the room, blood was like the smell of popcorn, cotton candy and fried turkey legs at the fair, all rolled together in that irresistible call that made saliva pool and lips get licked.

      Daegan eyed him with pupils that were expanding, darkness taking over dark. That, and the expanse of skin the now half-open shirt revealed, made him look even more tempting. Anwyn’s desire for the vampire to keep his hair a little longer, so it fell over his brow and teased his neck, was a good look for him, Gideon had to admit. And Daegan was already way above ten in that department.

      “You owe me a shirt,” the vampire said.

      “I have a Team Edward one on order. Bright orange. Another color for your eclectic wardrobe.”

      Daegan showed his fangs, and Gideon made the final buttons a rush job, slicing right down to the tails and letting the buttons hit the floor, bouncing and rolling away from them. He used the blade to nudge the shirt fully open, studied the terrain of hard, warrior-trained muscle, the smooth layers over ribs, pecs and abdomen. Supposedly, vampires didn’t ever get fat or flabby, but so many of them stayed in fighting shape, a survival requirement in the volatile vampire world, it was hard to say what a vampire couch potato would really look like. Definitely not like this. Daegan wasn’t just in fighting shape. His body was sculpted for what he deemed its primary purpose—assassin, hunter—but to Gideon’s eyes it had another purpose, and tonight it would serve his desires. The very thought…

      Normally he resisted handling himself in front of Daegan unless ordered, but then he thought of how often Daegan would take himself in hand, stroke his own cock while studying Gideon’s bound and contorted body. Wanting to touch his Master would become a howling need in Gideon’s gut, just watching him do that.

      The top button of his own jeans was still open from when Anwyn had touched him. He pushed his fingers down below the denim. As Daegan’s gaze latched onto the movement, Gideon gave himself a nice squeeze and stroke, the vampire’s features tightening as he did it again. God, was this how it felt to them, to see that fleeting savage hunger cross his face as it did Daegan’s now? Perhaps there was even a different, more intense benefit to Gideon, standing in their shoes tonight, because he knew Daegan could make him pay for this later. Like how he’d fucked him after watching Gideon play with the rope, as if he knew part of it was a taunt, a tease, from his servant. This was the mother of all invitations to reassert his claim in wicked, overwhelming ways that could make Gideon sore for a month afterward.

      He was ready to take this to the next level. He wanted the damn shirt gone, nothing but skin covering Daegan’s upper body. Shifting behind the vampire, he caught the bottom hem to hold the fabric taut and sliced up the back with his blade. Though he’d claimed clumsiness, he showed his skill now, bisecting the cloth with one smooth stroke, then he ripped it all the way up with a satisfying tear of cloth. Another two cuts at the sleeves, and he pulled the thing completely free, letting it flutter away to the ground. Then he picked up another coil of rope and moved back to Daegan’s front.

      The vampire had stopped breathing, that particular stillness he did so well when he was hunting. Gideon slid a fingertip down his sternum, over the cut he’d made. It was already healing, but he dug his nail into  it a little bit, experiencing what Anwyn felt when she used her far longer and sharper nails on some of the wounds she inflicted on him. Often she’d soothe them afterward with her tongue.  Daegan drew in a breath at the slight pain, eyes flickering up to meet Gideon’s.

      “Yeah, keep breathing. Don’t want you to turn blue and pass out on me. Want you conscious for every minute of this.”

      Daegan’s gaze sparked at that. Gideon looped the line around his throat, eye to eye with the vampire for a tense, provocative moment before he turned his attention to creating the harness. The knots and diamonds, down the breastbone and upper abdomen, the loops around the waist and shoulders, were all elements that forced straight posture in an arms-down position. When the arms were stretched above the head, the design only exacerbated the arch to his body.

      Gideon sensed Anwyn’s interested study when he integrated a double twist loop around Daegan’s throat, an X pattern he knotted at the back. He took the remaining fall of rope down, tying it off at the rope around Daegan’s waist.  It pulled Daegan’s head back some, kept his back in that crescent shape unless he wanted to choke himself. It was a tie Gideon couldn’t have done to a human without serious danger if that human started straining against the rope, causing pressure against the windpipe. However, in Daegan’s case, it would be a reminder to keep his head still unless he wanted the choking sensation that could be unpleasant but not fatal to a vampire.

      The line inside himself was pulled to near-breaking. Gideon circled Daegan slowly, gaze coursing over the arms, stretched up over his head, the wraps of rope binding his wrists and thumbs, his fingers curled in the knot between them. From personal experience, Gideon knew such a stretched position would turn his back into one long plain of muscle, make his ass muscles tight. Now he saw it in Daegan’s elongated, powerful body. Fuck, he wanted to be two people. One devouring Daegan like a ravenous animal, one standing back like a sadistic inquisitor, drawing out every powerful moment.

      His attention slid back down Daegan’s upper torso again, to the taper of waist and hip. With the shirt gone, he could see Daegan’s reaction beneath the jeans, delineated further by the belt holding the jeans at his waist. It was clear he wasn’t the only one getting stirred up. And Gideon was no longer going to deny himself the pleasure of checking out that response up close and personal.

      Gideon shifted closer, put his hand right on the vampire’s stiffening cock. The half hiss, half growl that came from Daegan at the aggressive move was violent music to Gideon’s ears. Leaning forward, he covered the healing cut at Daegan’s breastbone with his mouth, his fingers tightening over the guy’s dick, as much of it as he could hold with the denim in the way. Daegan’s cock jerked beneath his heated palm when Gideon used the tip of his tongue to tease that little bit of blood away.

      He heard Anwyn step away from the wall. She was out of his mind, but he wasn’t out of hers. It was a tacit agreement, where he didn’t pry too deep, but he stayed in the surface layers so he could feel if one of her seizures was sneaking up on her. He’d felt her own hunger mounting, so even as she stepped forward, he anticipated her. He saw himself through her eyes as he turned his upper body toward her, just enough to show her one glittering eye beneath the strands of hair across his brow.

      “He’s mine right now, Mistress. You said so.”

      Crimson light flared in the blue-green irises, telling him the Dominant and vampire in her would only be pushed so far. Daegan had an even shorter fuse in that regard, which was why the terms of tonight’s bet were such a sweet victory. Gideon wanted to see how much further the guy’s overdeveloped sense of honor would let it go. He was getting into the flow of it, the art of seductive challenge. “You’ll get your turn,” he said, low. “But he’s mine first.”

      That sinful mouth curved in feral response. Acknowledgement, not necessarily concession.  He was moving into the territory of being the only human in a room full of tigers, but the hunter in him liked the danger. Craved it.

      Daegan made that growl again, a reaction to his challenge to Anwyn. That was all it took for the starving side to break loose. Maybe it was the blood hunger Gideon had right now, the need to restore strength. Or maybe it was knowing he could have it all, do it all, not just once, but over and over. Tonight, only he or the dawn would call it to an end.

      He slid around behind Daegan, though he kept his hand anchored on the other male’s response, squeezing and stroking it exactly because he could do any damn thing he wanted to it. Once he had Daegan completely stripped, he might just tie it up as well. It took a lot of painstaking knot work to completely encase a cock in a sheath of thin, knotted rope, especially a nice-sized dick like that. He’d have to handle Daegan’s dick for quite some time, adjusting and stroking…

      To keep his grip on the subject of his imaginings, he had to stay pretty close, which was no hardship. He put himself full up against Daegan’s back and pressed his own sizeable response against Daegan’s ass. Pushed hard. The beam creaked alarmingly, but Gideon knew his Master would exercise control. Control was everything in his life. Gideon looked forward to putting a dent in that, whatever consequences he paid for it. Of course, if Daegan broke the beam, Gideon would tell Lyssa it was all the vampire’s fault. That he was out on the beach, completely not there when it happened.

      Gripping Daegan’s jaw with his free hand, Gideon turned his head away from him. He rubbed his nose against the warm flesh, inhaling him, felt the thrum of tension through Daegan’s muscles, the quiver in that fine, fine ass. That was all it took. Dropping the chokehold he had on his own restraint, Gideon sank his teeth into the side of the vampire’s throat, like a wolf jumping a stag to take him down.

      No hesitation. He knew the force of the bite needed to break through skin, and he doubled it, not holding back. He wanted Daegan to feel it all the way to the balls Gideon had gripped firmly in his hand.

      Human food would restore him, but too slow. He needed his Master’s blood. If Daegan had been in his head, Gideon could well imagine the silky flow of his thoughts. It’s yours for the taking, Gideon.

      Tonight, it was all his for the taking.
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      That first gush of blood brought more than one sensation. He’d waited too long to feed. However, as Gideon swayed, unable to stave off the dizziness, Anwyn pressed against his back. She stroked his sides, his hips, as her body, soft yet so strong, provided him support. Her hand covered his over Daegan’s cock, and he fanned out his fingers, giving her the opportunity to stroke him as well between those openings. It earned a quiet noise from Daegan, a tilt of his head, so it pressed briefly against the side of Gideon’s.

      This kind of moment could mess with Gideon’s head, derail him, but he couldn’t think about fucking this up. He’d planned his strategy, yes, but at a certain point during a hunt instinct had to take over. The hunter could no longer think about failing or winning, else the prize would disappear. He just followed the flow of energy to its final conclusion.

      Gideon curled his fingers over Anwyn’s and removed their touch from that volatile area. He put her hand back on his hip, leaving both of his free so that he could curve one arm around Daegan’s chest, hook his fingers into the rope crossed over his sternum as he drank that rich blood. Heated, filled with potent life. Gideon was all too aware how few had ever had the privilege of the willing gift of Daegan’s blood. The number of people Daegan had allowed to tie him up had an even smaller membership. A club of one.

      Gideon.

      As the blood helped his world steady, Anwyn withdrew. She didn’t say anything to him, but he felt her slip from the room. She would have her reasons, beyond powdering her nose or flossing her fangs. With that connection between their minds that was second nature to him now, making him a constant silent guardian in her head against the gremlins, he would know if she needed anything from him.

      He licked at Daegan’s throat. Along with the scent of the blood, he inhaled the aftershave Daegan used, the scents of the restaurant they’d visited tonight, the humid sea air that clung to his skin. Being a thirdmark came with some major perks. He’d never realized how arousing smell could be.

      He didn’t have the blood clotting agents that Daegan did, but the vampire healed so quickly, all Gideon had to really do was leave off the feeding and tease the area around the bite marks to keep blood from dripping down his shoulder, his chest, until the flow stopped. No hardship, that, but on second thought…

      He let one drop escape, make its crimson path down the vampire’s chest as he shifted in front of him. The blood met the nylon rope at the lower curve of Daegan’s pectoral and fattened out there, then was absorbed into the braid, turning it pink. Gideon had crossed the rope at the sternum and made two columns of diamond sections beneath down the ridges of Daegan’s abdomen. Since that rope cross at the sternum delineated Daegan’s superior pecs in a way too tempting to resist, Gideon decided he needed a little clean up.

      To get to its present point, the blood had rolled over a nipple. Gideon laid his fingers on the firm flesh beneath the binding, stroking it as he leaned forward and licked the trail from where the blood had met the rope upward. When he went over the nipple, he earned a flex of that powerful body. That inspired him to linger a good minute, teasing the tight nub with teeth and tongue.

      Daegan was sensitive around his nipples, so it was a pure pleasure to feel that jerk and quiver through his muscles, to look down and see his jeans straining to contain the erection growing beneath the denim. When Gideon finally moved up, he nudged Daegan’s head back into a tilt as he reached his throat. Feeling Daegan give way, drop his head back on his shoulders, offering his throat—a move Gideon had been savvy enough to be sure the ropes did allow—was an indescribable feeling.

      Just to make sure Daegan kept his head there, Gideon slid his hand up to the vampire’s nape and took a nice handhold on the thick strands. They were just long enough to get a good grip, thanks to Anwyn wanting the vampire to keep it longer for her.

      It was amazing to feel the changes in Daegan’s body. It was as if Gideon was caressing a panther, all coiled muscle that could become deadly in an instant. When he constricted his hand in his hair, that sense became even more pronounced, such that the reactive hiss of breath, the flexing of Daegan’s fingers in his bonds, put Gideon in mind of the cat’s lethal talons.

      Fuck, he wanted to take him right now. But he wouldn’t rush it. This wasn’t going to be over in a slam-bam-thank-you-ma’am way. All the hours Daegan and Anwyn put into restraining Gideon, drawing it out, making him come again and again, using him, driving him, cherishing him in that crazy-assed way that made him feel helpless and powerful at once, all of it had taught him the power of denial. With it, they could make him insane to serve them however they needed, his mind destroyed by everything they did to him, taking him deeper into his soul and making him more willing to be theirs, every time, in ways he couldn’t articulate.

      He backed off several steps, but not to retreat. He needed to take a breath, pull himself out of sappy mode. He fully intended to poke this particular cat with a stick, aggravate him a little. Yeah, it was his nature, Daegan wouldn’t expect anything different, but it was more than that, too. This wasn’t about payback, but about giving Daegan a taste of that indescribable feeling, as close as Gideon could bring him to it. To get there, he needed to knock the vampire more off balance. What was more fun than getting Daegan riled up? Almost nothing. It ranked right up there with whiskers on kittens and bright copper kettles.

      Right on cue, Anwyn returned. Gideon didn’t have to look to feel her come back into the room.  But when he did, he saw she’d changed clothes, was leaning against the wall again.  Had she anticipated him that well, even while restraining herself from dipping into his mind as he’d requested? He guessed the answer to that was under the thin silk robe she wore, so short the hem caressed her upper thighs.

      He extended a hand. Meeting his gaze, she came to him like the mysterious, exotic creature she was, with sensuous sway of hip, elegant arm movements, a toss of her sable hair. When she put her hand in his, she moistened her lips in that way that made a man’s mind go straight to a vision of smoky dark bedrooms and sweaty, to-die-for sex. But she wasn’t a porn flick. She was a goddess, inviting a male into her bed to worship every inch of her, beg for the bite of her nails, the arch of her body, the exultation of going off that pinnacle with her.

      Since her blue-green eyes glowed like luminescent topaz in response, he suspected she wasn’t completely managing to stay out of his head, but he wouldn’t be chastising her for it. She wasn’t as adept at that as Daegan, and if she was catching a stray thought here or there, that one certainly wasn’t a bad one for her to overhear. Especially since he needed her complete cooperation for this next part, and he expected she was going to have a WTF moment when she realized his full intent.

      He hadn’t really talked to her about how she could participate, but she had a scary grasp of things like this. She’d know how to enhance the experience for all of them, just as she’d know when to back off and give Gideon his full due. Despite his earlier words, she wouldn’t do that because he’d ordered it—never that with her, though he was still at a loss at why she could make him hunger as much to serve her as to overwhelm and take. She’d do it because she knew being a Mistress to him, both of them belonging to Daegan, being linked the way they all were, was never a straight line, but a maze, like a wild mix of adult Candyland and Chutes-n-Ladders.

      His lips twisted wryly at the thought. Yeah, that was him. Mental poetry one moment, preschool Dick and Jane the next. But that was all right.

      He’d imagined doing all sorts of things to Anwyn while Daegan could only watch. Daegan had done that to Gideon plenty of times, had trussed him up like a calf while the vampire went down on Anwyn. He’d have her screaming and writhing while Gideon’s cock ached in whatever steel-pronged contraption Daegan clamped on it, so he was unable to release the lava boiling in his balls. One time, Daegan had put his lips over Gideon’s after. His mouth stretched by a ring gag, Gideon could do nothing but fucking whimper as Daegan licked his lips, teased his restrained tongue, brought him the scent of his Mistress’s cunt, a single stingy taste. Afterwards, he’d thrust his cock into Gideon’s mouth, made him suck him off. Then he’d let Gideon come.

      So maybe this part was a little bit of payback.

      Gideon eased her between the two of them, turning her so she was facing Daegan. Not close enough for Daegan to touch, perhaps a couple feet between them. Gideon gathered up that thick, lustrous hair, pulling it off the closer side of her throat so he could taste her there. She shivered in reaction.  Gideon had learned it was one of a vampire’s most erogenous areas. For Anwyn, who’d known how to savor the erotic to its fullest measure even before she became a vampire, it might even rank at the top, depending on the circumstances and provocation.

      Putting his hands at her waist, Gideon fingered the sash of the robe, his slight pause a weighted request. She tilted her head, met his gaze. He held that look as he slipped the sash, let it fall and the fabric part. Then he let his attention wander downward.

      Anwyn had definitely gotten into the spirit of things. She wore something Gideon had never seen on her before, a black waist cincher and nothing else, so her generous breasts spilled over the top and her hips flared beneath. Her bare, neat pussy was visible, the clit already flushed and swollen. She wore thigh-high boots that fit her legs like a second skin.

      “Holy God,” he murmured reverently, and her lips curved. When he cupped those ripe, irresistible breasts, she melted against him, her thighs parting over his knee as he insinuated it between them, let her ride it as he caressed the pink tips, made her purr. As he put his hand over her throat to hold her still, bite her shoulder, he got the reaction he’d sought. A growl—unmistakably Daegan’s.

      Gideon lifted his gaze to meet the vampire’s. The irises were gone and his fangs were showing.

      “You can push this too far, vampire hunter, by taunting me with what I have first claim on.”

      Holding that gaze, Gideon let his hand drop. Anwyn drew in a breath against him as he cupped her mound, thumb passing over her clit, the manipulation spreading the heady scent of her arousal in the air between them. “Just testing that wild animal instinct of yours.”

      Anwyn moaned as he skillfully teased her clit in the way he knew she liked. While Gideon felt her pleasure as a woman and admiration as a Mistress for the path he’d chosen, he also detected some tension, as she grasped the hazardous game Gideon was playing.

      While only a complete fucking idiot pulled a pin from a grenade and then stood right on top of it to get an up close view of how it went boom, Gideon was willing to take the risk. He wanted to push Daegan until he would abandon his sense of honor, let go of control entirely and act. Anwyn knew him inside and out, and she was a Mistress through and through. He didn’t have to explain it to her. She’d gone after Gideon in a similar way when she was human, after all.

      He put aside the fact he’d practically put her through a stained glass window as a result, and Daegan was a lot stronger than a human woman. That feral light in Daegan’s eyes was a territorial surge, a response to Gideon challenging his dominance over Anwyn, over them both. Gideon had deliberately set the torch alight. Let the games begin.

      “When this is over, I will punish her for allowing you to taunt me this way. Is that what you wish?”

      “That only made her wetter,” Gideon remarked. He lifted his fingers. “Want to taste?”

      Daegan’s face became that still mask. Imagining the vampire’s lips wrapping around his fingers made Gideon’s own hard-on worse. He had a fleeting thought that the blood surge might split his cock open like a banana, but it might be worth it. However, he had another plan for Anwyn’s honey. Under the laser intensity of Daegan’s attention, he put his fingers in his own mouth.

      Sliding his arm around his Mistress’s waist, he moved her forward, putting her fully against Daegan. He saw that still mask flicker, a flash of lust-filled reaction as those gorgeous tits pressed against Daegan’s bare chest. Anwyn torturously straddled Daegan’s thigh the way she had Gideon’s, rubbing her pussy against it as her arms circled the vampire, her fingers finding a hold in the rope at his back. Her first choice was the one that connected to the rope around his throat. Gideon caught her arm, directed it to the upper body harness. Daegan had held against the momentary pull on his windpipe as if it didn’t exist, his burning gaze never leaving either of them.

      Gideon had hunted with Daegan, knew how silent and still the vampire grew, the closer they came to their prey. It was like he turned inside himself, became more predator than man. He was seeing some elements of that now. Gideon decided he’d take that as a good sign.

      Anwyn had apparently decided in for a penny, in for a pound. Putting her mouth on Daegan’s chest, she teased the flesh between the openings of the rope as Gideon had, following that same track over the opposite nipple. As she did that, Gideon hooked the stool he’d left within reach, pulled it over and stepped onto it. With Daegan stretched upward like this, he needed a little more height for what he intended to do next. Plus he wanted to be a few inches taller than him.

      The position let him reach down, dig his fingers into Daegan’s hair, and kiss him the way he’d kiss a girl. With an alpha’s pleasure, conveying the demand to surrender, to give him everything.  As he leaned in to underscore the message, it sandwiched Anwyn between them even tighter, an altogether pleasant side effect, her ass pressed against him.

      Daegan’s eyes lifted to his, that fierce light reacting to the kiss, to the taste of Anwyn’s cunt lingering in Gideon’s mouth, to her proximity between them. Gideon expected the bite, didn’t flinch as the fang scored him, but when Daegan bit, something coiled up and released at once inside him.

      Clamping his other hand under Daegan’s jaw, he crushed his lips against the vampire’s, tasting his own blood and feeling the fangs slice more tender areas of his lips and mouth. He made no move to defend himself, instead offering one of the few weapons he’d learned was effective against his Master. His full, uninhibited passion, revealed through the ferocity of the kiss. He tightened his grip on Daegan’s neck and dove deep. He didn’t care that Daegan might be biting him with savage purpose or as incidental passion, because either way he was kissing Gideon back just as insistently.

      He almost lost himself then and there. He’d forgotten how lethal a weapon Daegan’s mouth could be. He wanted to end this, wanted to sink balls deep in him, take them both to that conclusion together.

      Anwyn didn’t help. She reached back to grasp his thighs, grind her backside against his legs. She couldn’t rub her ass against his cock with the difference in their heights, but it didn’t matter. The sensation strummed right up his thighs into his balls. He couldn’t stifle the groan. His capricious Mistress would switch allegiances as the mood struck her, and he felt the balance of power starting to shift decidedly back toward the vampire side of the field.

      That thought helped pull him back. He wasn’t going to lose his one chance at this. No matter how sweet losing would be, winning was going to be the memory of a lifetime.

      As he eased back, panting, he gave Anwyn a narrow glance. Her own expression was full of erotic mirth. He wondered what she’d do if he gave that gorgeous ass a healthy slap of reproof. Tempting as that was, he gave it a pass, since he had all he could handle trying to top one Dom. One mega-uber-Dom.

      He nudged her out of the way with a look that had her gorgeous lips quivering with amusement and dire promises to be fulfilled at a later time, but she slid away. Moving back to the sidelines, she perched demurely on a stool, an effect seriously undermined by the fact she kept the robe open, a pleasure and temptation to the two males.

      Gideon stepped back to the floor, pushing the footstool out of the way. He forced himself to calm down, steady his breathing. Licked his own blood from his lips. Daegan watched him, missing nothing, saying nothing. The tips of the vampire’s fangs were still showing. His desire to break free was a heated blast of air, but before Gideon’s eyes, the vampire reined himself back with that insane level of control only Daegan had. Gideon could well imagine what he would do if he let go of it, though. Daegan would knock him to his knees, hold him there, stiff cock pressed against Gideon’s ass as the vampire drank deep, made it clear who owned whom. And that would only be the beginning.

      “You remember what I’ve told you,” Gideon said, making sure his voice was steady. “The vampire who gets overconfident is the one who ends up getting staked. You’re going to get staked either way, so to speak, but just saying.”

      Daegan blinked once. Slowly. “I never underestimate you, vampire hunter. I trust you not do the same with me.”

      Not a chance of that, but Gideon gave him a suitably dismissive sneer. Daegan’s brow quirked in response, then the vampire lay his head back, rolling his shoulders as if releasing some tension there. It was an entirely uncalculated move, but one that was such pleasure to watch, he heard Anwyn hum in approval. It stretched Daegan’s body even further out of the jeans, so they got an even lower glimpse of that triangle of muscle pointing from his hips to his groin, which inevitably led the eyes to the impossible-to-miss erection just below the button of his jeans.

      Gideon circled behind Daegan, went to the supply cabinet to retrieve more rope. This time he chose the thinner parachute cord he’d picked out specifically for this and loosed it from its figure eight coil. As he shook it out, he doubled it then came back to drape it around Daegan’s shoulders, a good holding place. Reaching out, Gideon hooked his fingers into the waistband of those stretched jeans and slipped the button. As he worked the zipper down, he had the pleasure of brushing the glans with his knuckles, but he didn’t allow himself more than that. He was going to keep his eye on the ball from here on out.

      Daegan was wearing his usual dark designer underwear beneath. They were made out of the softest cotton Gideon had ever felt, but that didn’t keep him from teasing Daegan about his skivvies costing as much as his overpriced shirts. Of course, maybe when he’d lived centuries, wearing comfortable underwear would be important enough to pay as much for it as a good steak dinner. When his Master and Mistress chose to let him wear underwear, that is.

      He bent to remove Daegan’s shoes, the thin socks. As he did, he ran his thumbs over the arches. Even the guy’s feet were absorbing, which just showed Gideon had lost his mind when it came to Daegan Rei. He remembered crystal clear the first time he’d willingly put his mouth to his Master’s feet. He’d fought exhaustion to do it, at the time feeling like there was nothing more important in the world than doing that one thing.

      That was when he’d resolved the ownership question in his own mind. He knew he belonged to them both. It was because of that this was being permitted to happen. He wondered if they knew he realized that. Probably. As usual, he would probably have an even deeper understanding of the nature of that ownership before it was over. Anytime he challenged them like this, it usually resulted in that, didn’t it? Maybe that was why he enjoyed the challenge so much…and so did they. Sometimes he thought it did the same for them. He hoped it did. This time, he hoped he’d show Daegan something about their relationship even the all-powerful, all wise bastard didn’t already know.

      When all was said and done, it wasn’t about Daegan losing a bet. It was about…a thank you. For what they did for him, for what Daegan had given him. Gideon had been given an opportunity to offer his Master something that, if he didn’t fuck it up, was like an unconditional offering to a god, rather than always petitioning something from him.

      Oh, Jesus. How did he keep getting back into this state of mind? Thank God Daegan wasn’t in his head. If he ever knew Gideon had called him a god, he’d have to stake him, just on general principle. Which would be like a suicide bomber tactic, given their blood connection, but it would have to be done. Anwyn would understand.

      Returning to the practicalities of the present, he pulled the jeans and underwear free of those distracting feet. When he set those aside and straightened, he was looking at Daegan fully naked, except for Gideon’s rope on his upper body and throat. His cock curved high and thick up toward his belly, pearled with fluid at the tip. Gideon had been on his knees plenty of times, taking that fluid down his throat, Daegan’s hand fisted in his hair. Sometimes during that time Anwyn was ramming a strap-on in his ass, her sweet breath teasing his neck as he ached to come but they made him hold out forever, until he was about to burst.

      Eventually tonight, he’d be the one ramming his dick right up that tight, irresistible ass. But he wouldn’t say it that way. He could feel it in such a visceral male way, but he couldn’t think that at his Master, let alone say it. How odd was that? Guess it went to show how far he’d moved into territory he used to sneer at. Hell, he’d set up house there, complete with picket fence and little flower boxes.

      He slid the parachute line off Daegan’s neck, noting the vampire’s lips were still damp from that crazy kiss they’d shared. “Going to tie up your cock now,” he said. “Touch you how I want, get you hurting for it.”

      He closed his hand over Daegan’s testicles, cradling them. Smooth as a baby’s ass, firm as grapefruit, and it was so rare that he had the chance to freely handle them, he indulged in a nice pool ball roll over his palm, watching Daegan’s cock jerk, watching those ab muscles ripple, flanks flex. He saw Anwyn lick her lips in his peripheral vision, smelled the increase in her arousal, and knew Daegan was getting those irresistible signals as well. The whole evening was going to be an orgy before it was over, him fucking Daegan, them fucking Anwyn…the to-do list never ended, thank God.

      Gideon turned his attention to his sensual threat. Several wraps of the cord around the base of the balls, cinching them up like the top of a purse, then a triple wrap around his turgid cock before he began sheathing it in fine knot work, deft as a lady knitting, though he wasn’t going to think of it that way, thanks very much, because the picture of a spectacled grandma hunching over Daegan’s cock, knitting one, purling two, wasn’t right for the mood, for sure.

      Now as before, all that idle practice time paid off, because this was even more intricate work than the rest, and would have taken half the night if he hadn’t done it a million times on a beer bottle. And quite a few raw vegetables. Anwyn, the cook in the family, had enjoyed picking him out different vegetables to use when Daegan was away on assignments. She’d also suggested Gideon do it a couple times on himself, to know what it felt like. Staying hard hadn’t been a problem during that, since she’d parked herself less than a foot away and watched with intense, openly lascivious interest.

      Speaking of which, Daegan’s shaft was getting harder, thicker and bigger under his touch. Talk about a distraction. But then he noticed a change to the quality of Daegan’s stillness. Gideon stopped, looked up to see those dark eyes focused inward, his body barely swaying.

      “What is it?”

      Daegan gave a slight shake of his head, fingers twitching. “It’s different, being bound this way.”

      Maybe because he understood all too well, Gideon knew the vampire didn’t mean having his cock trussed up. “Being tied up, not by an enemy. For this.”

      Daegan’s gaze met his. “Yes.”

      “So, is it making you think about switching sides? Because I’m all about fitting you with a pretty pink collar and leash and having you walk around with a dildo up your ass. I’ll have to remove the stick you always carry there first, but even so…”

      Daegan’s expression was a nice fuck-you to that. It was an affable-looking retort, though, such that Gideon couldn’t resist trailing his fingers down Daegan’s chest, hooking them in that X against his sternum to tug before he returned to his neck and shoulders, squeezing the tension there, kneading.

      “I’ll let your arms down before much longer.”

      When he did that, it would be to put Daegan on the ground, on his hands and knees. Gideon stopped with that image, because his mind split into twelve different directions every time it went any farther.

      He returned to the wrap. Because of the close contact required to do the fine knot work, he was essentially stroking Daegan’s cock the whole time, and of course Gideon indulged in more than was required for the functionality of the rope tying. The more motionless Daegan got, the more rigid his muscles became. It made Gideon want to stroke and tease him all the more, and he wasn’t resisting the impulse. Tie a knot, run his fingers along the shaft, let his nails scrape the velvet-over-steel skin. Tie another knot. Once or twice a quiver actually went through Daegan as a result. Each time, Gideon glanced up to make sure he was okay. Each time, Daegan had that internal focus thing going. One time he licked his lips, making Gideon want to follow the track of that tongue.

      The cock sheath finished with a secure wrap right under the flare of the head, but he needed another accessory before he could complete the design. He left Daegan’s side once more, but it was a brief trip. Like the cuffs in the kitchen, he’d already placed what he needed ready to hand. Going to the supply cabinet, he removed the vibrating bullet from the top drawer.

      He’d watch Daegan use it on Anwyn, press it deep into the folds of her labia, the nose up against the base of her clit, which sent her to the moon. One of the things Gideon had learned in his extensive education with two excessively carnal vampires was that a guy’s cockhead was just a much bigger clit. Less pretty than Anwyn’s, for certain, no matter that she’d tried to talk him into decorating his with a ring for her to flick and tug on with those wicked fingers of hers. Of course, if she really wanted him to do it, he would, but up until now she’d used it a playful threat, no different than her promise to flay the skin off his back, ram a bat up his ass… On those days, he called her Lyssa-in-training.

      Coming back to Daegan’s front, he wrapped the bullet snug against the underside of Daegan’s cock, the nose pressed right up under the corona. He wrapped it tightly enough to put pressure against the throbbing vein beneath the bullet. Parachute cord was a little like nylon, needing some extra knots and wraps to keep it secure, but since the more he looked at Daegan’s cock laced into such tight bondage, the more he wanted to do to it, he had no problem with the extra work. It made him realize why sometimes, before a session was all over, Daegan and Anwyn had him tied up ten different ways. Lifting his head to stare into Daegan’s face, he turned on the bullet to a medium setting.

      The reaction was gratifying. Daegan’s hips jerked, his body tightening in that unbelievable display that Gideon thought could turn any straight man gay, even if for only one disorienting, what-the-hell moment. He wasn’t going to cast any stones.

      “It won’t be easy for you to come, tied up like that, but it’s possible.  When I push the setting up to max, you’ll feel like a tea kettle with the lid clapped on pretty tight. Eventually, you’ll explode. You won’t be able to help yourself.”

      Gideon heard that beam creak again, glanced up to see the muscles in Daegan’s arms knot, unknot. “It’s good you’re fighting it. Like you always tell me, it’s better that way.”

      “Using my words against me…vampire hunter?”

      Had Daegan just been…breathless? Gideon heard Anwyn’s own breath draw in, telling him she’d caught the same thing. He laid his hands on Daegan’s extended rib cage, ran hot palms up his sides, and met the dark gaze. “Maybe using them for you. I want to see you let go. I want you to give me that.”

      “Well, just like you, I will not give in without a fight. And we both know I’m the better fighter.”

      Tit for tat, on the word-giving-back department. In the gleam of Daegan’s eyes, Gideon saw he’d intended that additional dirt kick as well.

      He knew how Daegan usually responded to him when he got mouthy. Raising a brow, Gideon shifted behind Daegan. The position change meant instead of his rib cage he now gripped the male’s hips, fingers caressing flesh. His attention shifted down over the flexing ass. Due to the hum of that bullet, Daegan was making slight, involuntary movements like he was fucking. Gideon had to suppress a hard groan as his own cock leaped at the sight.

      He’d intended the bullet as a distraction, a way to keep Daegan from going postal on him while he moved to the next phase—lubing up the vampire’s ass. Unfortunately, he hadn’t thought about how it would distract him. Anwyn had shifted along the wall so she could get more of Daegan’s profile. From the vibrant light in her eyes, her riveted attention, he could tell she was just as mesmerized.

      “Something wrong, vampire hunter?”

      Okay, that was a taunt, he knew it was. With a grim twist of his lips, Gideon slid his hand over Daegan’s hip bone, short nails scraping the groin area before he found his cock. He clasped it hard enough he felt the cord bite into the vampire’s flesh. Finding the bullet with his thumb, Gideon bumped up the setting at the same moment he pressed it harder against that sensitive point beneath the head, same as he’d practiced on himself to determine the most effective way to do it.

      Daegan shuddered. He fucking shuddered. At the flood of exultation, Gideon stroked him through the rope, squeezed harder.

      “Fuck…” The harsh expletive, the powerful body rocking against him, was capable of making Gideon come just from that, especially with Daegan’s body rubbing against him. His attention shifted to Anwyn and holy fuck, if ever Gideon needed a partner-in-crime, she’d be his first choice. Her stool was close enough to the wall that she’d leaned back against that flat expanse. Her robe was wide open and she was massaging herself, teasing her wet labia right where Daegan could see her. She kept her eyes on the vampire, her lips parted and eyes greedy.

      “You want to fight, we’ll fight,” Gideon murmured in Daegan’s ear. “Look at her. I want to fuck her from behind, so we can both look at you while I’m doing her. Her cunt will be sucking on my cock while you lose it, come into open air, showing us how much you want to fuck both of us.”

      “I will break your neck,” Daegan promised, the threat real in his voice. Gideon brushed his lips on his neck. He licked at the place where he’d bitten him earlier. As he did it, he worked the tip of the bullet against Daegan’s sweet spot, holding his shaft even tighter than the cinched rope. When he let his fingers slip forward, the tip of Daegan’s cock was smeared with pre-cum. The vampire was resisting so hard he was vibrating, channeling the shudders into something more intense and concentrated.

      “This is where I intended to start oiling you up for me to fuck,” Gideon growled, “but I’m starting to get the hang of this whole Dom thing. It’s not about sticking to the playbook, but taking the ball anywhere on the field I damn well want it to go.”

      Gideon slid under the other male’s arm and dropped to one knee. He caught the rope at Daegan’s waist to add more of a pull on the ones holding his arms above his head. As he did that, he licked that viscous fluid from Daegan’s cock slit, tasting for the pure pleasure of it. He also worked his tongue around the vibrating bullet, knowing it would increase the sensation. His intuition was confirmed as Daegan groaned, his body rolling forward with an upward kick of the hips. Except for that last, jerky, involuntary movement, it showcased the sinuous and deadly grace the male could demonstrate with about any weapon. He was the greatest warrior Gideon had ever had the pleasure of watching.

      He’d lifted his head to watch, and now, abruptly, he twisted on the balls of his feet, so he could look toward Anwyn. “You know why I wanted to do this to him tonight?”

      He spoke as if Daegan wasn’t struggling not to come, as if Anwyn didn’t have her fingers on her wet pussy, as if the atmosphere wasn’t saturated with erotic intent, bodies fast approaching a precipice. But maybe that was the best time to say something important.

      Anwyn, caught by the unexpected interruption, paused in her self-pleasuring, her eyes resting on him. “Gideon…” Daegan’s rasp was a pleasure to hear, but Gideon tightened his fingers on his cock, rolled that bullet around a little more.

      “Not your conversation this time, vampire. It’s between me and her.”

      He got a response to that which he expected was a creative mix of three different languages, all of which threatened him with bodily harm. He ignored it, holding Anwyn’s gaze.

      “In that alley, before they attacked us, he’d fucking relaxed. We were picking at one another about some kind of bullshit, and he grinned at me. He let down his guard for one moment, wasn’t doing his usual angel in the Garden of Eden sword pointing in every direction, and this happened. It pissed me off.”

      Her expression stilled further, eyes flickering to Daegan then back to Gideon. “You were worried about me moving too soon on this,” Gideon said quietly. “But it was the absolutely right time.”

      He waited until she nodded, and then he rose, meeting Daegan eye to eye. His words had sunk in to his captive as well. Even though in terms of sexual stimulation Daegan was practically on the edge of a cliff, hanging by his fingernails, Gideon could tell he had his full attention, that inner warrior guru shit that never totally let go. “I want you to know that sometimes you can let your guard down. Here, with us, in the safety of a house where we can feel what’s coming a mile away, you can do it. You can give me everything and trust me with it, same as you’ve taught me to trust the both of you.”

      It was a long moment, the two of them eye to eye, and a lot of things happening in Daegan’s eyes that Gideon wasn’t sure how to interpret, but at this point, that wasn’t needed. He put his hand on Daegan’s jaw, took another taste of his mouth, licked at one of his fangs before pulling away. Then he dropped to one knee once more.

      This time he stopped the bullet. He got it out of his way, unwrapped the rope, pulled it all off. He was probably a little rougher than intended, because he felt Daegan flinch, but he had his own hunger to sate now. “Don’t you hold back on me.”

      Electronics didn’t suit his mood, or the friction of the rope. As often as he’d knelt to service Daegan with his mouth as his servant, his slave—call it what it was—Gideon hadn’t thought about it as he did now, as a power Daegan gave to Gideon through his preference for his servant’s mouth. A privilege. In this moment, Gideon could indulge the desire freely, because he wanted Daegan to come in his mouth, to give the vampire no other choice, to know that Daegan’s desire to release superseded his infamous control.

      He went down on him with a vengeance, his hands sliding around to grip the muscular ass, fingers kneading, pushing him deeper into his mouth.

      Come for me, you bastard. Give it all to me.

      “Gideon…” Daegan let out a hard groan and his hips jerked against Gideon. The beam made an ominous noise, the closest to a cracking sound yet, but it held. Thank God for Lyssa’s building contractors, because rather than the roof coming down on them, Gideon felt the male shudder, jerk, shudder once more. His cock convulsed in Gideon’s mouth, the vein pumping hard, and then Daegan’s seed was jetting into his throat. Gideon tightened his grip on the base, sucked and sucked, licked and teased, milking him down to the last drop, even as he savored every shudder and ripple of his body until it was all done and Daegan was twitching at the pull of Gideon’s mouth.

      It was the most satisfied Gideon had ever felt without coming himself. In fact, he thought his own state of fierce arousal only enhanced it. Score one for the home team. But it wasn’t dawn yet. Gideon planned to put at least a couple more touchdowns up on the board tonight.

      Looking up, he saw Daegan had his eyes closed, his chest rising and falling fast. He’d seen Daegan post climax plenty of times, and there was a different nature of this one, such that Gideon rose, put his palm on his chest, his other hand at Daegan’s waist, steadying him. Gideon didn’t give a shit about how invincible everyone thought the vampire was, that he could destroy his enemies with barely a flick of his fingers. He was taking care of him tonight. He eased forward, putting his mouth on his jaw, gave him a sharp nip. Spoke with a casualness he didn’t feel.

      “While you’re so relaxed, I’m going to get to work on a lot of lubrication. Because you know what a big dick I have.”

      Daegan’s lips curved, and those lashes parted, giving Gideon a glimpse of wholly dark orbs. At first it had been more than a little disconcerting, his ability to do that, but Gideon had learned to appreciate it, probably because he now knew it meant Daegan was either about to destroy everything in his path, or he was feeling a seriously over-the-top Hallmark moment.

      He was going to bank on the latter. Particularly when Daegan pressed against the ropes on his throat, increasing the strain on his windpipe such that Gideon stopped him with a hand on his chest, leaned forward so the vampire could do what he wanted. Daegan brushed his lips against his temple.

      “Do your worst, vampire hunter. This fight isn’t over yet.”
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      Gideon went to the cabinet of supplies again, withdrawing the bottle he’d stored there. He’d spent as much time choosing the right lubricant as a first-time mother spent on lotions to protect her baby’s skin. Daegan might not appreciate that comparison, but it was Anwyn’s reaction that had surprised Gideon.

      He’d expected her to tease him about it, watching him browse the Club Atlantis toy shop. He’d done her a disservice, overlooking her innate sensitivity to the situation. It was Gideon’s first time fucking a guy.

      There’d been that Council meeting where some pretty fierce games had been played, but he hadn’t actually shoved his dick into another guy’s ass, and definitely not one that mattered as much as this one’s. So Anwyn patiently answered all his questions, explained the different choices. There were warming oils and lubes with different spices added to give things a tingle. There was also a heavy duty, functional lubricant for that really tight orifice or the first timers, to make sure it was as pleasurable as possible. Embarrassingly direct, that brand was called Tight Virgin.

      Anwyn’s serious assistance had reminded him that, long before she’d been a vampire, she’d been a Mistress, and she approved of him demonstrating the responsibility that all good Doms were supposed to show about their role.

      Ella had joined them in the shop during the selection process. Her bright, inquisitive expression said she didn’t know why Gideon was shopping for anal lube and she’d be more than willing to be enlightened. However, true to the professionalism and discretion Anwyn had trained or beaten into her—Gideon wasn’t sure which—Ella didn’t ask, though she did offer some oh-so-helpful input of her own.

      “That one is the absolute best.” She tapped the Tight Virgin bottle. “The Dom who fucked my ass the first time used it, and though it was still a bit scary and uncomfortable, it didn’t stay that way long.” She gave Gideon a wicked grin. “And the adhesion factor is off the charts. It clings to all the important stuff way longer than the others, so you don’t have to stop to apply more, which can be such a mood-killer.  If you greased a pig at a fair with it in the morning, you’d still be trying to catch that sucker at sundown. That bottle is worth its price. Though I assume Mistress Anwyn is giving you a discount.”

      She stole a look at her boss and, getting an inscrutable look in return, she smirked at Gideon. “I tried.” Then she escaped with a wink, grabbing the feather dust she’d come to get for the client in Private Room 12.

      Gideon met Anwyn’s amused gaze. “She’s like a Disney educational porn flick, complete with the twittering birds and scampering rabbits. You’re going to have to forgive the Daisy Duke Dukes of Hazzard fantasy that flooded my mind. I plead the pig greasing thing.”

      “I forgive nothing. You know that.” Anwyn gave him a considering look. “Though Ella’s Alabama roots do add to her charm. You should see her in her cut-off shorts and nothing else.”

      “You said that just to keep me in trouble,” he chided her. She smirked at him, unrepentant, but nodded to the shelf.

      “So what do you think?”

      Gideon picked up the Tight Virgin. “This is the one you suggested as well, so if two out of three sex club professionals recommend it, I can’t go wrong. Right?”

      His Mistress offered a half smile and leaned into him to brush her lips against his shoulder. As she did, she slid her fingers over the curve of his ass, tugging a crease where the denim cupped his buttock. He took it as acquiescence, but he also stood still. Whenever either she or Daegan were touching him a certain way, like now, he knew to wait for them to draw away first. They’d taught him that, reinforced the lesson during his forty days of intense training. As a result of it, the second they touched him, his brain immediately shifted to the required response.

      Of course, he didn’t always obey that directive, particularly when it was Daegan, but that was part of his and Daegan’s thing. With Anwyn, he was different. She’d observed more than once Gideon was a dangerous animal that only his Mistress could call to heel. Mostly. He’d added that qualification to her comment, even as she gave him that feline look that told him she was 99% right, the 1% usually related to a disagreement about her safety.

      That weird brain click not only locked him in place when they touched him, but sent a surge to his cock, aroused by the idea he was theirs to be touched, whenever, however they wanted. It was like brainwashing, the whole Dom/sub thing, but in a good way, because of the things that got washed away, leaving just pleasure and need. Service.

      He’d only ever wanted to serve a purpose, reach that deep well of meaning in himself, find a target for it that wouldn’t destroy his soul when the silences in between got to be too much. They’d helped him find the well, and when the silence was overwhelming, they’d touch him like this, turn silence into stillness, and change the track of his brain.

      Am I crazy to be thinking it’s his first time, too?

      Her gaze lifted to his. “No,” Anwyn said out loud. “Because I think it is.”

      
        §

      

      He returned to the present, standing there with the lube in his hand, and his Master waiting behind him, bound as Gideon had left him. What would the vampire world think of their biggest and baddest being ass-fucked for the first time, by a human? By his servant?

      Okay, the biggest and baddest might be overstating it, but Gideon would split his money evenly in a throw down between Daegan and Lyssa, with Mason as a serious contender for second. He pushed the other thought away. He didn’t give a good goddamn what the vampire world thought. Whatever happened here was going to stay between them. He might risk appendages to exploit Daegan’s vulnerabilities for his own personal jollies, but he’d die in agony before he’d expose any weakness the vampire had to others. And that was that.

      He turned and laid his palm between Daegan’s shoulder blades, his eyes coursing over all the bindings on his upper body before his attention dropped lower. The rope he’d removed from Daegan’s waist and groin had left faint marks there, and he tracked where it had been cinched over his thighs, just below his ass. Then his gaze followed the crease dividing the buttocks, and he thought about the things he would be doing to the orifice those muscular flanks concealed. He knew firsthand what it felt like to have those rim nerve endings stimulated. The more they were aroused, the more welcome penetration became.

      He put the bottle down on a small rolling table next to him. Whether or not Daegan was a virgin, Gideon had no doubt the vampire would be a narrow fit. Tight-assed described Daegan with a capital T. He might appear all cool and calm, but laid-back the guy was not. Gideon hadn’t compared him to the Garden of Eden angel with his amped-up multi-tasking sword for nothing.

      He shifted the table so the lube was in Daegan’s peripheral, where he could see the bottle, the long applicator tip. Gideon wanted to play with his head in the right ways, keep him focused on what was going to go down, but Gideon kept the title turned away from him. Now wasn’t the time to rag him about being tight as a virgin. He’d save that for another time. He had other priorities—like loosening up Daegan’s ass in a pretty incendiary way.

      Gideon returned to the peg board wall, knowing exactly what he wanted from the myriad tools there. He plucked the rubber paddle off the wall. The flexibility of it, the material and thickness, could deliver a sting and wallop both. Just what he wanted.

      As he pivoted back toward his captive, he noticed Daegan adjusting his shoulders. Gideon put a hand on the connecting point of shoulder and neck, felt the tension there. Retrieving the stool, he stepped onto it to adjust the knots, give Daegan a couple extra inches to put him more solidly on his feet.

      “I’m fine, Gideon.”

      Gideon wrapped an arm around the vampire’s chest. The elevated position had the added benefit of letting him push the heavy erection he was sporting right up against Daegan’s back. Brushing his mouth over the vampire’s temple, he indulged a heated, wet nip at his ear, enjoying the silk of Daegan’s hair feathering over his knuckles as he wrapped his fingers around the side of Daegan’s throat, eliciting that warning rumble in the vampire’s chest.

      “At the risk of repeating your own mantra, word for word: it’s my job to tell you you’re fine. And while you are fucking fine on a whole lot of levels, I’m not going to let you hurt in a way I don’t want you hurting. Tonight, you’re mine to protect.”

      A weighted moment of silence, and then Daegan flexed his arm, giving Gideon a push. “You are letting all this go to your head.”

      But his voice wasn’t entirely…Daegan. Maybe slightly less in control? Was he ceding some of it to Gideon? A miracle beyond price, if so. A terrifying one, which made Gideon glad he’d spent so much time researching all this, even down to the freaking lubricant.

      Of course, the vampire had given him an opening way too obvious to waste. Gideon dropped off the stool, pushed it aside and gripped Daegan’s hips, grinding his cock against that firm bare ass. “You bet it’s all going to my head. Going to feel like I’m splitting you in two, vampire.”

      There was a snort in reply to that, but he also felt that awesome quiver beneath his palms. He knew Anwyn saw it, but suddenly he wanted her to do more than that. He wanted her to feel everything, because this was too precious for her not to be experiencing it as directly as possible.

      She’d stopped stroking herself between her legs while Gideon was adjusting the ropes. Instead she was cupping a breast, thumb brushing her erect nipple like a girl absently twirling her hair while considering a math question. It was clear she wouldn’t keep her hands from herself while watching them.

      “You can come back in, Mistress,” Gideon said, meeting her gaze. “I want you to feel everything I’m feeling.”

      He sensed Daegan’s approval of the decision. They both knew how much Anwyn got off on the interplay between the two males, and even when they didn’t agree about anything else, he and Daegan were always united in their desire to give her all the pleasure she could take.

      The vampire twitched in his bonds, leveling a sidelong glance at Gideon. “You are not issuing me the same invitation?”

      “Not exactly, no.” Gideon pursed his lips and squared off with him. “Can you let me in your mind without rummaging around in mine? Can you reverse the one-way mirror?”

      “That’s a rather extraordinary request for a servant to make of his Master.”

      “Meaning you won’t do it, or you can’t?”

      Gideon twirled the paddle in his hand, held low at his side, and Daegan tracked the movement before his attention flicked back up to his face. “Just because you succeed in unbalancing me, however temporarily, you think you can manipulate me into doing your will, Gideon?”

      There was that tone of cool hauteur that Gideon knew and loved. It never failed to send a ripple of reaction across his skin and straight through his balls. It also usually gave him an overwhelming desire to pop the shit out of the vampire. But Daegan knew that, didn’t he? Reverse psychology. He wasn’t the only one doing some manipulating here.

      Gideon sidled closer, letting the paddle bump Daegan’s hip, his upper thigh. He even gave his buttock a tap, a warning of what was coming, and took ferocious delight in the spark that ignited in Daegan’s expression.

      “I think you need to answer the question, vampire. Or you’re going to get spanked.”

      God, it was worth it, Anwyn’s choked, startled laugh, the full crimson flare in those dark eyes. As well as the awesome ripple of muscle, making that beam creak again. Gideon would remember to cherish the memory when Daegan was making him pay for it, as he surely would. But that was in the future.

      “Just as I thought,” Gideon said carelessly. “You can’t do it. We’ll come back to the question in a moment.” He lifted the paddle, gave it another dexterous spin and moved behind Daegan once more. In his mind, he could almost hear Anwyn’s entire respiratory system take in an anticipatory breath. The tight feeling in his lower belly, cranking his cock up further, was just as strong a reaction. He couldn’t fucking believe he was about to do this, and even more, how much he wanted to do it.

      He’d researched this as well. He knew vampires had incredible self-healing powers. Those faint marks on Daegan’s skin from the rope had already vanished. However, though Gideon bore third marks, which meant he could heal from most anything with his vampires’ blood, pain still hurt like a son of a bitch. He expected it was the same with vampires. There was good pain and bad pain.

      As a result, he didn’t start with a slam out of the ball park. He went with a healthy slap with his hand, just for the hell of it, and to piss Daegan off. It also gave him the opportunity, after that sharp smack, to grab a cheek and give him a nice bruising squeeze. Man, the guy had an ass. As he eased off, he stretched out his fingers, let them dip in between to tease. As he did, he watched the reaction to his playing with the vampire’s rim course through Daegan’s breathtaking back muscles. It was like watching wind ripple through wheat grass.

      “I have absolutely no problem spanking men,” Gideon pronounced, making sure the wicked note was clear in his voice.

      It was a quote from an Angel episode they’d recently caught together, and he couldn’t resist using it. He thought he heard Daegan grind his teeth and suspected he’d speared himself with a fang.

      Jesus, it was a hell of a lot more fun to do this to an adult. Of course, the meaning was way different, wasn’t it? Though it definitely connected to those weird good things from childhood about spankings; structure, order, boundaries. It was a sign that someone gave enough of a damn about you to make you behave. That someone was watching over you, keeping you in line. Even all-powerful vampires needed the lines. Loved ones to answer to.

      Gideon swung. With a healthy crack, the rubber connected with both buttocks at the meatiest part. As the sound echoed through the room, his gaze clung to the impact point, watching the skin pink up nicely. Shame it healed up so fast, else he could tease Daegan about rubbing some baby butt lotion on there later. If he spoke that thought aloud, he might get to see that beam crack after all.

      He swung again, and then he got into a rhythm, his own reaction getting more intense, until he couldn’t resist checking out Daegan’s. After about a dozen hits, he pressed up against Daegan and that reddening ass, reached around him to find his cock. He didn’t need his eyes to do it; he knew every inch of the vampire’s body.

      Fuck, he was thick and hard as a tree limb. Message received, loud and clear. As Gideon stroked him, his hips moved of their own accord against Daegan’s ass, a slow push and retreat, moving their bodies together, a prequel of the act to come. He noticed the vampire’s chest was rising and falling a little more erratically than usual. He wasn’t doing the stillness thing now, was letting more of his reactions show. The room was so silent, but his and Anwyn’s anticipation, Daegan’s growing explosive intensity, was a sound of its own, clear as an impending earthquake to canine ears.

      Backing off, Gideon set the paddle aside, picked up the lube. He didn’t want the first thing Daegan to feel to be that hard plastic tip, so he squeezed some out on his own fingers. Then, putting a hand on the vampire’s side, he used the grip to hold him steady as he eased the other hand between the clenched buttocks. Really clenched.

      “Ease up for me,” he murmured, moving the hand at his waist up to Daegan’s shoulder, kneading. “Just ease up and relax. Let me in.”

      He met Anwyn’s gaze under Daegan’s lifted arm, and the mind-to-mind connection clicked.

      You are taking his mind into a place it’s likely not been before, Gideon. Remember how it was for you at first, except he is not service-oriented, not like a vassal. He serves as a king serves his people, at his own discretion.

      He stroked Daegan’s rim with his greased finger, easing off the pressure. Bringing the other hand down, he transferred some extra lube to it one-handed and then brought it around Daegan again to clasp his cock, slide up and down it.

      “Feel that? It’s like being inside Like Anwyn’s sweet cunt, isn’t it? Or my ass. Which isn’t near as sweet, I admit, but hot and slick, clenching around you when you shove in there, take over.” He said it against the vampire’s throat, pressing his body against him even as his other hand remained between them, working more intimately against his rim. “I’m here. I’ve got you. Do you think I’d ever do anything to hurt you? That’s why I wanted to get into your head while doing this. I can’t hurt you physically, I get that. It’s the deeper areas that you’re going to have to trust me with for this, those layers you’ve never given up to anyone.”

      Gideon paused, closing his eyes, pressing his face into the vampire’s neck. As he did, he moved both hands to neutral area, gripping his waist, holding him tight against him. He let the emotions flood him, let them into his voice so Daegan could hear, know what they meant. How important all this was, something so much more than a stupid bet.

      “I told you I loved you, that one time. Show me you believe it. You know what love is, better than all three of us combined.”

      Daegan had loved Anwyn, never faltered in it, even when she’d turned on him, dealing with her transition. He’d accepted Gideon into their circle. At first, Gideon had thought he did it for Anwyn’s sake, only tolerating the other male, but over time, he understood it hadn’t been like that. The guy had the patience of Job, the heart of an angel. Literally. He had explored all the dark and light corners of love, knew them. But perhaps he’d never allowed the gift of it as deep inside himself as love could go, which Gideon now knew was bottomless. A full surrender was the only way into that closed circle, for servant or Master. And didn’t that give a whole new interpretation to finding Heaven through the eye of a needle?

      “Let me in, Master,” Gideon urged against his flesh. “Give me that gift.”

      It was a good thing he was holding tight to Daegan, because in the next moment, it felt like the floor disappeared beneath him.

      Daegan had spoken in his mind plenty of times, even allowed Gideon into the surface layers when they hunted together or sometimes in the throes of passion, but never as deep as Gideon accessed Anwyn’s mind. She had serious seizure issues he helped manage, making such a connection necessary, and her fledgling status probably made that more tolerable to her than to an older vampire with such thick shielding as Daegan had.

      Since he’d started spending time around vampires—without his primary focus being how to kill them— Gideon had realized how rare it was for any servant to be given soul deep access to their Master or Mistress. In fact, he only knew of one—his brother. When it came to servants, however, vampires routinely had such license. Daegan and Anwyn were both capable of shredding his soul at will, one of the worries they’d had in Anwyn’s first days as a fledgling. Even without seizure issues, most fledglings didn’t take full servants until they had a few decades under their belt as vampires, so they could learn the control that would keep them from frying a servant’s circuits. Daegan’s influence, and Anwyn’s own formidable will and love for Gideon, had made the early connection possible between them.

      Of course, if either vampire ever did try to shred his soul, such an exercise of vampire power wouldn’t be necessary to destroy Gideon. The act of betrayal would be enough. He was in that deep with them at this point.

      Maybe he should be letting Daegan into his head, after all. Maybe seeing such thoughts would help his Master trust him. Gideon had that thought a moment before the floor-dropping thing happened. In that instant, he found himself tumbled end over end into the ocean of the vampire’s mind. He was treading water in all the turbulent, complex layers of what was happening in this moment, but beneath him, accessible, were even greater depths, an infinite abyss of who and what Daegan was. Gideon had a thrilling, startling realization that he could sink down into layer after layer, and perhaps never find his way out.

      But it was all his Master, and Daegan and Anwyn had become his guiding light through everything, even their own personal mazes. With that thought, he let go of any worries in that regard, let himself float and get a grasp on his surroundings. On what was happening in Daegan’s head in the here and now.

      Uncertainty and fear weren’t terms one applied to Daegan, but they’d stepped into some uncharted territory with this whole scenario in general. The paddle, lube and restraints had called forth even more specific reactions, like spikes in an EKG. As he examined those reactions, Gideon returned to stroking Daegan’s rim. He didn’t work it like a steam engine, roaring toward a destination. He took his time with it, wanting to see if Daegan felt the pleasure building, those crazy feelings that happened when someone was playing with your ass.

      Holy fuck, he did. Gideon hadn’t been sure a vampire would have that same kind of reaction, and maybe a vampire who’d been fucked there wouldn’t. However, Daegan was…bemused…feeling a little trepidation. He was always in control, but this required giving that away. And he never gave control away.

      I’ve so got you,” Gideon whispered again. A promise, his voice rough. No way he would hide his emotion now. “I got your back. You know I always do.”

      The vampire had closed his eyes, his hands clenched in his bonds. “It doesn’t have to be about who’s the strongest in the room,” Gideon continued. His gaze met Anwyn’s, though he could feel her right there in his head, experiencing the extraordinary things he was, things beyond words in Daegan’s mind. “You remember what I said about the first time she took me over? Hell, all I could think was here was this woman, half my weight, whose bones I could break with barely any effort, and yet, something about her, something about her scent and touch, the way she stares straight into my soul, makes me want to be on my knees to her. Give her everything, trust her with everything I am. It scared the ever-living shit out of me, because everything I am is some pretty ugly shit, things I’d never want near something as perfect as her, but it was like I didn’t have a choice. I put it all in her hands, and damn if she didn’t make it all stop hurting.”

      Those blue-green eyes glowed, her pink mouth softening, and if he’d told her he loved her a million times, he knew it wouldn’t measure up to this moment. He turned his attention back to Daegan.

      “I know you’re not me. But that moment, when you realize there actually is a person out there who can hold on to you when you have to let it all go… I think all of us have to find at least one person like that in our lives to open up parts of ourselves we never knew existed. And you have the miracle of two of them, right here in this room.

      “I got you.” He’d say it over and over, often as needed to help balance what he was seeing in the vampire’s mind, emotions whose shape Gideon knew, telling him the reassurance was needed. “As long as you let me stay in your mind like this, I’m going to make sure I get you all the way home. All right?”

      A long silence, those colors in his mind shifting, a wealth of emotions and reactions as hard to describe as Heaven and Hell and what drove them. Then Daegan’s head moved against his.

      A nod.

      Gideon felt the shudder through the damn-near-invincible body, the infinitesimal relaxing of all the muscles, one by one. When he applied a little pressure on his greased fingers, they slid into Daegan’s rectum, into that heated channel. The muscles gripped him as he probed and stroked.

      Glorious fucking heaven.

      Anwyn showed him Daegan’s reaction from a different angle. His cock had stiffened further, fluid leaking from the tip. It made Gideon salivate, seeing it through her eyes, feeling her body respond accordingly, that three-way spiral that would eventually become a no-coming-back-from-Oz tornado.

      Now that Daegan’s channel was oiled up with his fingers, Gideon reluctantly removed them to retrieve the lube. Putting that plastic tip at the opening, he sunk it in deep and gave the tube a healthy squeeze. He’d make sure the guy had a whole mess of the stuff in there, then he’d be greasing up his own cock just as heavy.

      As he withdrew the applicator, he replaced it with his fingers again, working inside that tight passage with more sensual purpose. The chains clinked again, Daegan’s hips moving with him, and Gideon couldn’t contain his own reaction.

      “Yeah, that’s it. God, you’re tight. I can’t wait to get in there, feel you squeezing my dick with those muscles.” All the strength he felt in Daegan when they sparred, the grip of his hands, his arms, his thighs—Gideon was pretty damn sure his ass was going to be just as impressive.

      Another jump in Daegan’s cock, more fluid oozing from the tip. That was the breaking news through Anwyn’s mind, her eyes. She licked her lips, making Gideon bite back a groan.

      Christ, at this rate he was going to explode the second he was in Daegan’s ass. That was where that whole third mark recovery rate came in handy. He could get it up again and again until dawn’s light. Still, he’d almost rather go ahead and jack off against him now, so he could make that first time a long, slow hard ride.

      He imagined the ropes of his semen lashing Daegan’s lower back and ass, running down the curves as he spurted. He’d collect that cream and then use it to lubricate Daegan and himself further. He’d put him on his hands and knees, stand over him… No, kneel behind him, close…

      Shit. Again, his mind shied away from it. Even when he’d fantasized about it, there’d been a hitch at this part, a niggling “off” feeling he’d ignored at the time. But here it was, confronting him up close and personal, no more evading it.

      One thing at a time. However he eventually decided to do the grand finale, it was time to take the rope harness off of the vampire. He started at the waist and went in reverse, loosening the diamond pattern, untangling all of it. He removed the loop around Daegan’s throat, so when he was done, the only thing holding him was the rope wrapped around his wrists, attached to the beam so his arms remained raised above his head.

      Standing face to face with him now, Gideon traced the impressions the ropes had left between the vampire’s pecs, following the lines along the rib cage and below. Since the vampire had left the mind gate open, Gideon experienced the vampire’s physical and emotional reactions to the contact. It was kind of amazing to feel how your touch felt to someone else. Gideon caressed his chest, and Daegan’s every nerve ending responded to the simple act.

      When Daegan fucked him, Gideon didn’t give it much thought. At some subconscious, vague level, he knew Daegan was turned on by contact with him, but he never took it further than that in his own mind. Now he saw Daegan welcomed it, desired it…craved it. Gideon also came mind-to-mind up close with the awe-inspiring discipline Daegan was imposing on himself, suppressing his Dominant instincts. His natural, screaming reaction to all of this stimulus was to pull free, take over. Seeing the strength of that internal battle warring around his single touch, Gideon felt a rather unmanly quiver go through his legs, his lower belly. He considered himself a pretty alpha guy, all said and told, but next to that…fuck.

      As the vampire’s gaze flicked up, meeting Gideon’s, he felt like a lion meeting the gaze of a T-Rex. The impact hit him hard below the rib cage, and whatever compelled him to submit to Daegan at certain moments tried to sit up and beg for it like a Pavlovian dog. Gideon found himself in his own internal battle, having to hold fast against that tide. Like the idiot he was, he tested it, his hand sliding down to wrap his fingers around Daegan’s cock once more, just to see the fireworks of thoughts, colors, and hard-metal fuck-the-shit-out-of-you rock music happen in the vampire’s mind as a result.

      From his side of things, he felt more than a cock stiffening in his hand. He felt how Daegan’s mind reacted to the strength of Gideon’s grip on him. His eyes devoured every defined muscle of Gideon’s upper body, drank in the cock straining beneath his jeans. He’d turn savage if Gideon didn’t strip soon, let him see it.

      Since Daegan was still holding his gaze, Gideon learned that the vampire loved the blue of his eyes, the dark mystery of them, all that conflicting blend of brutal loyalty, fierce compassion and a killer’s violence. The way they would intensify with lust or rage, soften with other emotions. The many ways his mouth could distract when he was spewing his sardonic wit. Gideon would have called it being a wiseass, but hey, the vampire had all those centuries of higher education.

      Daegan wanted to taste his mouth again, like when Gideon had kissed him before. Now.

      Gideon had to draw back, take a moment, and it felt like moving against a planet’s magnetic force.  If he closed that distance, he’d simply surrender to that overwhelming power the vampire had over him. The conqueror would become conquered so fast it would be like a teenager’s first sex, hard, fast and not anywhere as far as he’d intended to take this.

      Maybe he couldn’t match Daegan in a lot of ways, but he would prove he was equal to the vampire’s resolve. He had his pride, after all. He’d never backed away from a challenge from Daegan, and he’d meet this one in his own way.

      Calmer—somewhat—he reached out, stroked Daegan’s hair at his temple. It was a safer gesture, an almost gentle movement, but the vampire’s eyes kindled as if he’d done something far more provocative. It only took a single spark to set off gunpowder, after all. Gideon leaned in, cognizant that the vampire’s head was no longer restrained by the ropes.

      “You want my mouth, then you don’t move yours. Not a twitch.” Gideon forced his voice to harsh command, which made Daegan’s eyes narrow. Yep, the T-Rex was going to munch on the lion like a handful of pretzel thins.

      “The bet was for you to fuck me, vampire hunter. Not give me orders.”

      Gideon lifted a shoulder. “If you can’t stay still, I get it. Servants get a lot more practice at that kind of thing, so we’re way better at self-control.”

      What a joke, given how often Daegan and Anwyn turned him into a mindless, rutting beast that had to be chained because he passed the point of understanding commands, let alone responding to them. Even so, the truth had never stopped Gideon from yanking Daegan’s chain before.

      Daegan became as still as the waiting predator Gideon knew he was. He thought it pretty likely Daegan could rip out an assailant’s throat with his fangs alone. He didn’t fear that, but still he came in slow and careful, murmuring his pleasure as he traced the vampire’s lips with his tongue, enjoying the slight quiver, the taste of them as he played with the seam.

      Oh, man. Lust surged in Daegan’s mind. Gideon was surprised that this tested his control even more than the handling of his cock. Who knew male vampires were more like women in that regard, where the slightest erotic touch could turn their crank? Making him hold still while Gideon did nothing but play with his food, so to speak.

      He was close enough that Daegan’s cock bumped his hip, and Gideon put his hand over it, holding it firmly against him as if soothing the beast, his thumb sliding over the ridged head, fingers stroking as his other hand slid into Daegan’s hair, holding on, teasing his nape.

      “Open up,” he muttered against his mouth. “But you keep staying this still. God, you’re fucking too much.”

      He sensed Anwyn’s utter mesmerized stillness behind them. There was some of the same going on in the very center of himself. He licked Daegan’s fangs, and learned all the ways Daegan loved his mouth, even when it was spouting bullshit. Gideon stroked his tongue, explored the vampire’s mouth with lazy thoroughness. As he shifted, he moved so Daegan’s cock was no longer against his hip but solidly aligned with his, separated only by the straining fibers of his jeans. He pinned him harder with his hand, iron bar against iron bar, and Daegan rumbled a feral noise that vibrated against Gideon’s lips. His shoulder muscles knotted.

      “You like that, hmm?” Gideon spoke against his flesh with a casualness he didn’t feel. “You don’t know how often I think about this. Just pinning you to the bed and fucking kissing you until you come against me.” He gave him a hard rub. “The bet wasn’t just for me to fuck you, Master. It was to take you, and we both know that’s a hell of a lot more than me sticking my dick in your ass. Else you wouldn’t be holding back so much. Like I said earlier, I can always count on your sense of honor. It’s your Achilles’ heel.”

      No it’s not.

      He heard that thought loud and clear, even in the maelstrom of everything going on in Daegan’s head. It wasn’t coherent thought, just pure feeling, but he received the missive as if it was tattooed on Daegan’s forehead. Anwyn and Gideon. They were his Achilles’ heel. The vampire would sacrifice his honor, destroy the universe and everything in between for them. For each of them, separate as well as together.

      Then the vampire underscored the power of that thought by putting simple words to it.

      I honor the bet because there is very little I wouldn’t do for you, Gideon.

      Daegan had never said the girly thing he’d finally compelled Gideon to say that once. I love you. But he didn’t need to do so, did he? Those words weren’t what love was about.

      And in that realization, Gideon resolved the problem that presented itself every time he imagined Daegan on hands and knees. It was as obvious as the bond between them. That honor, driven by love, drove everything else. And he would never want his Master on hands and knees before him.

      Even though he still fully intended to have what he’d been promised. Releasing Daegan, he dragged the stool over with his foot once more, stepped up on it and began to loosen the ropes holding the vampire’s arms up.  He pressed his chest right up against Daegan’s face, his hips against his upper abdomen and chest, and his hand jerked on the knot as Daegan’s mouth found his flesh, fang scoring a nipple.

      “Hey. Behave,” he grunted, but there was a laugh in his own breathless response as he reached down and tugged the vampire’s hair, hard. Then he’d loosened the hold of the ropes from the beam, and stepped back to the ground, holding Daegan’s bound wrists by that connecting knot in between.

      Pulling his knife from his pocket again, he cut off most of the fall, leaving just a short tether attached to it, about four feet. Now all his Master bore were those ropes on his wrists, the rest of him gloriously naked, his hair falling over dangerously glinting eyes, cock at a full state of readiness again.

      “We’re going to our bedroom,” Gideon said in a voice that sounded thick to his own ears. “That’s where I want to do this.”

      Daegan’s gaze slid down his body with the same possessive heat it always held. That hadn’t changed, not once through this, Gideon realized. He’d had that fleeting thought at the beginning, hadn’t he? All this was possible perversely because of Daegan and Anwyn’s ownership of him, Daegan’s ownership of them both, a double layer of security that had given Gideon’s emotions the courage to reach for every level of his and Daegan’s relationship. To take, not just to fuck.

      There’d been times he’d wondered about his brother Jacob’s odd give and take with his Mistress, Lady Lyssa. She so obviously always held the reins, and yet she didn’t, too. Gideon had resigned himself to never figuring it out totally, because it wasn’t a brain thing. It was something beyond rational thought. Just like this.

      “Perhaps I could help you with that first.” Daegan’s attention was on Gideon’s aching cock, in a state way past the doctor’s warning about a sustained erection, but that, too, was different for third marked servants. Not dangerous, but no less painful.

      The vampire’s attention lifted to his face. “Do you not want my mouth there, vampire hunter? Let me take your seed down my throat, give you room to become hard again and enjoy the terms of our wager fully.”

      “You’re in my head,” Gideon accused. Daegan shook his head.

      “It is what I would do. What I would want if I was that hard before I fucked you. Sliding into your ass is a pleasure of the gods, Gideon. It is something I never rush.” His lips twisted. “You might goad me to the point I waste no time on entry, but once there, I stay a good long time.”

      Such memories were hazed in red velvet in Daegan’s mind, an arena sized screen that scrolled right into Gideon’s head, the times Daegan had taken him rough and hard. But, as he said, once there, he could bang him into weak-kneed, barely-able-to-walk, full submission.

      He thought of Daegan dropping to one knee, opening Gideon’s jeans and taking him deep throat. Daegan had sucked Gideon off before, but always from a Dominant position. Gideon beneath him, or turned upside down on a frame of some kind. If he was straddling Daegan’s face, it was because the vampire’s hands were clasped like manacles on his thighs as Gideon knelt before his Mistress, serving her pussy with his lips and tongue.

      This part didn’t hit the same wall in his mind as the hands and knees thing did, particularly when he saw Daegan lick his lips, and he again felt the vampire’s dark wish to see Gideon’s cock, unencumbered by clothes. Daegan wanted to take hold of it and shove Gideon over into climax, bring forth that response with his mouth. Since Daegan had initiated it, Gideon was all too aware if he capitulated that he was handing the reins back. But only a bit. Daegan had recognized Gideon’s dilemma and there was a searing sweet pleasure to this that had a different flavor and tone.

      In answer, Gideon dropped the tether to the ground and stepped on it, a symbolic gesture that he was still holding the vampire’s leash. Then he opened his jeans. His cock practically gave an audible sigh of relief. After another thought, Gideon backed off a step, removed his boots, shed the jeans and stood before Daegan in those tight brief shorts Anwyn had admired on him earlier. Daegan shared that pleasure, how the style put all the emphasis on the front, on the cock and balls, the shorts style keeping the garment from looking like panties in the way that traditional briefs did. However, the far shorter cut of the legs versus boxers offered a good view of his muscular legs. Daegan’s thought, not his. Absurdly, Gideon flushed at the vampire’s avid and graphic appreciation of his body in the brief style.

      Daegan dropped to one knee before him. Gideon adjusted the cloth downward, releasing his cock fully, and then his eyes closed as Daegan’s hands came up and gripped him, double fisted.

      He hadn’t given Daegan permission; Daegan hadn’t asked. That was how the one knee thing worked now, where his intention to put Daegan on all fours hadn’t. It was such an odd thing, the subtleties between vampire and servant.

      Anwyn appeared in his field of vision then. She’d shed the robe so she was only in the waist cincher, her breasts quivering as she stepped up behind Daegan, threaded her long-nailed fingers into his silken hair to stroke. Gideon let out a guttural sound of desperate pleasure as the vampire’s mouth closed on him. Daegan sucked him right to the back of his throat, letting him feel the prick of his fangs, but adjusting so they were an enhancement to the pleasure, not a distraction. Mostly. Anwyn watched the point of contact avidly, as did Gideon, seeing his Master’s mouth stretch over his cock, slide all the way down. The heel of Daegan’s hands, his thumbs, caressed Gideon’s balls.

      Hunger had exploded in Daegan’s mind during that first suck. Gideon imagined that had resulted in another spurt of semen from the slit of the vampire’s cock, thick enough to drip on the floor. He moistened his own lips at the thought, but then rasped out an erratic breath, fists closing at his sides as Daegan slid down his length and back up again, pulling on Gideon, pulling that boiling climax in his balls to full tea pot kettle whistle level.

      Gideon reached over Daegan, captured those gorgeous tits in his hands, fondled the curves with pure male demand, winning a challenging glint from his Mistress’s eyes. She allowed it, though, dropping her head back with a lovely sigh of arousal, her sable hair brushing her ass. He gave her nipples a hard pinch as he shoved deeper into Daegan’s mouth.

      “Fuck…” he groaned. Anwyn gripped Daegan’s hair, and he heard the male vampire make a savage noise against his cock, a response as intense as theirs. Gideon was so close, but he realized he’d gotten so used to asking permission to come that he was hesitating at the brink. He met Anwyn’s eyes. But it wasn’t her lips on him.

      “Come for me,” Daegan snarled against his cock. “Gideon. Do it now.”

      He spurted like a fountain, bucking his hips against Daegan’s mouth, his cock emitting one pure, thick gush of come, everything that had built up since this had started. It felt like the pressure of a dam release, with all the disorienting rush and power of the flow that went along with it. Gideon shouted out his climax, dropping his grip on her breasts to overlap her hand on Daegan’s head, his other falling to the vampire’s shoulder, fingers leaving pressure marks there.

      “Yes…God.”

      Gideon discovered that Daegan’s mind went as blank as his own in such a moment. One goal, one purpose. It was all about taking his length fully, sucking him down, making sure he gave his servant a full measure of satisfaction. Functional, yes, but the fiery streak of satisfaction he felt from Daegan was enough to twine around his cock, start the blood pumping once again.

      Daegan had made room for the back stretch, but it was Gideon who was going to take them all the way home.
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      Gideon took some deep, shuddering breaths, still holding onto Daegan’s shoulder. He realized Daegan had spread out his fingers, thumb in the crease between his thigh and ball sac. He was helping to steady Gideon, holding him up, the same way Gideon had done for him earlier, after he’d brought Daegan to climax in the same way. Glancing down at his cock, still in a semi-turgid state, Gideon saw some streaks of blood. Vaguely, he remembered the vampire had grazed him a couple times.

      “Got a little enthusiastic there,” he grumbled. “You have switch blades in your mouth, you know.”

      “You zigged when I zagged. Which is not a problem when I’m in your mind.”

      Thinking back, Gideon did admit the fangs had scraped him when he jerked in involuntary response. Daegan had never scored him by accident when he went down on Gideon from a Dominant position, even when he didn’t have his servant tightly restrained.

      “No shit. Never thought of it as planned.”

      Daegan’s gaze lifted. “It’s why you wanted in my mind, is it not? To monitor my wellbeing?”

      Gideon wrapped the tether around his hand, tugged the vampire to his feet. Daegan rose, all deadly grace and balance.

      “You laughing at me for that?”

      “You’re still in my mind, Gideon. You know the answer to that. A vampire, like any predator, expects no one but himself to safeguard his wellbeing. Learning there are moments when you may relax that guard…it’s not easy for us, but that doesn’t make it any less precious of a gift.”

      He was right; Gideon could feel that reaction in the maze of the vampire’s psyche. Daegan wasn’t mocking or rejecting the idea of Gideon’s care. He was approaching it the way a wild animal approached something unknown to it, all senses tuned to evaluating the size and shape of it, but he’d passed the point of considering it a threat. Now there was curiosity, a little bit of wonder. Giving a seven-hundred-year-old plus vampire a sense of wonder, however brief, was undeniably kind of cool.

      “I want you back in my head.  Two-way, though. I want to be in yours for this last part.”

      Daegan inclined his head, and there it was. Usually it was a subtle click that Gideon’s precog senses helped him detect when the connection was active. He noticed it had more of a jolt to it this time. It reminded him of a dog brought back to his yard after a trip, charging back into the fence to run around and sniff every corner, see what had crossed his territory, if anything had changed. Hopefully Daegan wouldn’t feel the need to mark him the same way.

      Daegan’s gaze met his, amused. “I am forever torn between the desire to laugh or put my foot up your ass, vampire hunter.”

      “Same goes. Right now, though, I only want to do one thing.” Gideon reached out, stroked a knuckle down Daegan’s throat, winning a surprised flicker at the intimacy, but he wanted to feel the swallow when he spoke the next words.

      “I want to fuck you.”

      The vampire did swallow, and that constriction in his throat was matched by a similar reaction in Gideon’s gut. He backed up, tugging the rope, and the vampire followed him. It was a powerful fantasy come to life, Daegan naked, his hands bound, following him into the bedroom. Following his lead, trusting him because Gideon had asked him for that trust.

      You did more than ask, Gideon. You have earned it. A far more important distinction.

      “You’re way too articulate,” Gideon said, despite the swell of emotion the thought inspired. “I need to get you back to four-letter words and heavy mouth-breathing.”

      “So we can be on equal intellectual levels?”

      “Nice.” Gideon gave the tether a sharp tug. “Not a smart move, when your ass is going to be at my mercy.”

      “I have no fear of you, vampire hunter.”

      Daegan often arrogantly assumed no human could cause him physical harm, but the look he gave Gideon now said he meant something quite different. Daegan cocked his head, eyes vivid. You assured me I had nothing to fear from you.

      Gideon pressed his lips together, not sure how to respond to that. Instead, he turned his attention to their new setting.

      The cottage’s master bedroom had an enormous bed, as if Lyssa knew her vampire guests might have an orgy in it. It made it a great size for two tall men and one female. Usually, Anwyn lay between Gideon and Daegan. Not tonight, though. At least not right now.

      The screened windows were open, letting in the night marsh sounds, the futile patter of bugs trying to invade. The smell filtering through the mesh was humid salt water and green maritime forest. Gideon could easily imagine Lyssa flying in that mysterious jungle when she transformed to her sleek Fae form.

      Anwyn slid into the room behind them. Unhooking the waist cincher, she dropped it over the arm of a chair, so all three of them were pretty much naked, except for Gideon’s shorts and Daegan’s restraints. Her pale skin gleamed, her sable hair brushing her buttocks.

      Gideon took Daegan to the bed, nodded. “In the middle, on your side. Facing the window. Facing her.”

      Anwyn’s mind touched his, understanding what he wanted. Gideon held the tether, paying out some slack as Daegan complied, sliding across the bed and settling on his side, showing the curve of shoulder and hip, lean thigh stretched out. Gideon was the one who swallowed now. He could see in darkness like a candlelit room, and the play of shadows and light his vision provided etched out the line of Daegan’s back, the seam between his buttocks, every line of muscle. The way his hair lay on his neck. The shape of ear and jaw.

      Gideon put his knee on the bed and leaned over Daegan’s head, giving the rope a tug. “Grip the rails of the headboard.”

      He felt Daegan looking up at him as he tied the tether to the slats just above Daegan’s grip. It left the vampire’s elbows bent at the level of his face, his arms not as straight as he’d been when standing, but that was fine, as long as his hands were out of the way. The main point was emphasizing he still wasn’t the one in charge. Technically.

      The position pillowed Daegan’s head on his biceps. Gideon traced his bare back with one hand once more, admittedly a little fascinated with the way his callused, rough fingers looked against the unmarked skin. He didn’t often get the chance to touch Daegan like this, and he was finding it damn addictive. His mind went to the trinity of teardrops on his own chest, proof of Daegan and Anwyn’s combined thirdmark on him, the choice of the Powers-That-Be. The branded collar on his throat and matching cuff brands on his wrists were the choice of his Master and Mistress, their imposed will.

      He sensed Daegan’s attention to the thoughts going through his mind. “You wish to mark me as I marked you, vampire hunter?”

      Yes.

      “There’s a blade in the drawer.” Daegan nodded toward the nightstand on the opposite side of the bed.

      Anwyn regularly teased them about their penchant for having a weapon in every room. She’d declared they could pull an assault rifle from behind the commode, or a grenade out of a fruit bowl. Gideon had pointed out calmly that they weren’t that excessive; however, the fruit bowl idea was a good one. Given their capable hand-to-hand skills, they were technically well-armed, even if there were no weapons available. But grenades were a plus in any situation.

      He left the bed, circled to the side where Anwyn sat, facing Daegan. Withdrawing the blade from the drawer, he saw it was his military grade pig sticker. An aspiring burglar would wet his shorts if faced with it. Of course, if he broke into this cottage, it wouldn’t be the knife he’d have to worry about. At least two of the occupants would view him like a Domino’s delivery. With extra marinara sauce.

      Daegan spoke again. “Not that one, Gideon.”

      Anwyn drew in a quiet breath. Gideon glanced back into the drawer. There was a wooden knife lying next to his nine millimeter. It was excellent craftsmanship—solid blade, sharp edge, wicked point. Jacob had given it to Gideon as a gift, partially as a joke, but with serious intent as well. Vampires had enemies, and whether or not the vampires in question liked it, a servant felt just as responsible for protecting them. Especially a servant who had been a vampire hunter.

      Gideon turned the wooden blade over in his hands. By directing his choice, Daegan was verifying his earlier thoughts, telling Gideon he was one of the few in the world Daegan trusted. Completely.

      “It won’t stay. Not like mine.” Daegan healed from anything. His angel blood even overrode the vampire blood, such that he couldn’t tattoo himself. His blood and Anwyn’s combined had worked on Gideon, though.

      “Not like yours,” Daegan agreed. “But do you feel their weight most on your skin or on your heart?” He nodded to the marks on Gideon’s chest. “What’s on your skin is merely a symbol of where the real collar and cuffs lie. That is all.” Mark me as you desire, Gideon. I will absorb it into my soul, and it will be as real there as what you bear on your flesh.

      Anwyn had shifted over Daegan’s legs and was now kneeling behind him, her hand resting on his hip as she regarded Gideon with quiet eyes, serious mouth. With her gaze trained on them, Gideon lifted the knife, brought the point to Daegan’s chest. His hand trembled, then tightened with hard resolve on the hilt.

      No. He pulled it away, flipped it so it was pointing backwards, blade clutched firmly in his hand. Not even for this, no. He couldn’t handle seeing that lethal so close to his heart. Because of his mixed blood, Daegan had said he wasn’t sure if he could be killed in the regular vampire way, but Gideon wasn’t taking any chances. He’d seen too much shit in his life. Fate was too capricious. For all he knew, a mighty gust of wind might come through the screen, or Gideon could have a violent muscle spasm, and then bam, that blade would be thrust between Daegan’s ribs.

      Yeah, it was a stupid, childish thought, but it was too much. He’d lost his parents to such a crazy act of fate. Then he’d lost Laura. As much as he loved those three faces of his past, it was a star against a galaxy, in terms of how he felt about these two faces of his present. Fuck the automatic dying if his Master or Mistress were killed. Losing either of them would kill him, period.

      What they meant him was far too precious to Gideon to ever take such a risk. He set the wooden blade aside and retrieved the military knife. For all its threatening appearance, it was actually much less worrisome.

      “Gideon.” Daegan’s hands flexed in the bonds as if he wished to touch him. Gideon saw it in that kaleidoscope of colors in the vampire’s mind, felt an answering resonance in Anwyn’s as well.

      “Just shut up a moment. Pretend you’re tied up and at my mercy.”

      I am.

      Gideon closed his eyes, enveloped by those colors. He put the blade tip against Daegan’s flesh without looking, because he didn’t have to do so. He knew where his heart was. As he pressed into the firm meat of the left pectoral, he felt Daegan still, internalize the pain.  Gideon carved the marks into his flesh, feeling as if his own nerve endings burned in response. When he opened his eyes, there it was. A bold G, with a clean, sharp A right next to it.

      “The two people you belong to,” he said. “Say it. Say you’ll never forget it.”

      Anwyn’s hand had settled over Gideon’s, both of them gripping Daegan’s shoulder, which shifted beneath their hold as he looked between them, meeting Anwyn’s blue-green eyes before coming back to Gideon’s.

      “I belong to the both of you,” the vampire said, that Old World cadence he had making it even more formal of an oath. “And I will not forget that. Not ever. My heart, soul and body are yours.”

      Gideon nodded. With a sense of the same ritual solemnity, he licked the residual blood off the blade, collected the rest off Daegan’s chest with his fingers and offered it to Anwyn. She took it straight from his hand, Daegan’s gaze locked on both of them. Every line of him tightened as, with a playful look toward Gideon to break the mood, she bent and used her delicate tongue to lick around the edges of the wound.

      When she straightened, Gideon offered a hand to his Mistress. “Switch places with me? I’d like you to keep him occupied.”

      That sparkle stayed in her beautiful gaze as she took his hand, sliding over Daegan with an intimate wriggle of her body that captured his attention just as Gideon intended.  She reclined facing the vampire, aligning herself with Daegan’s body as Gideon moved behind him, stretched out on a hip.

      Bless her heart, Anwyn had brought the lubricant with her. Getting rid of his shorts, he leaned back to snag it off the other nightstand. As he rolled onto his back behind Daegan to grease up his own cock, he had the pleasure of being connected to their minds, knowing Anwyn was taking full advantage of Daegan’s bound state to trail her fingers over those healing initials, put her mouth on them and lick the blood more thoroughly as her other hand dropped. Caressing his cock elicited a strong response from the vampire. With feral amusement, Gideon realized the vampire had a seriously sexist double standard. He got way more growly and aggressive about Anwyn taking advantage of his bound state than he had about Gideon doing it.

      When he latched onto her throat, a reproof complete with the prick of fangs, her throaty purr was preceded by the appearance of her fingers sliding up along his shoulder, into Daegan’s dark hair as she pressed her body full against the vampire’s, teasing his cock with her slick pussy, but keeping it out of penetration range.

      I shall tie you both up for days and torture you at my leisure.

      He meant that shit. But Gideon intended to distract him from such dire intentions. Glancing down, knowing they were both in his mind, he gave them a front row view of him stroking his cock, spreading that lube on good and thick over the head, up and down the shaft. It was like feeling two lasers turn in his direction. He intensified the heat by drawing it out on purpose, thumbing his slit to rub some of what was oozing out of that in with the lube. Having been their servant a while, chained to them in a variety of ways, he knew just how to give that bond a yank and tease the Dom in them both.

      Don’t tempt your Master and Mistress at the same time, Gideon. Being female, Anwyn has a far less well-developed sense of fair play.

      Daegan’s chuckle was muffled and then cut short by an oath as Anwyn bit his nipple with her sharp fangs. But point taken. Gideon had had a similar thought earlier, right? Women had honor – it was just quite a bit more flexible than a male’s. That whole context-versus-logic aspect of their personalities.

      All tangled in each other’s minds, where there were so many possibilities, he didn’t have a problem with taking some risks, however. Gideon shifted, his thighs pressing up against the back of Daegan’s, nudging until Daegan bent his knees to match, for that nice-and-tight spooned position.

      The vampire’s mind became clear as a mirror lake then, a stillness settling on them all. Anwyn had adjusted back when he moved his knees at Gideon’s direction, but Gideon saw her twine her fingers with Daegan’s bound ones on the head board. She had her eyes fixed on the vampire’s face, watching every expression as she provided a reassuring bulwark on that side. They’d hold him between them.

      Gideon used his fingers first, making sure the lube was living up to its reputation. Yep, still as slippery and warm in that taut channel as it had been earlier. Even so, Gideon guided his cock between his buttocks, painted some more on the rim with his tip. The vampire made an inarticulate noise, back muscles quivering. Gideon pushed himself even closer, wrapping his arm around Daegan’s chest and putting his mouth against the back of his neck.

      “Just relax and push against me. Same way you told me to do it.” Well, at first. Then he’d learned the way of it. Now Daegan could toss him onto a bed and slam into him like a railworker driving in a steel spike.

      Daegan’s hands curled in their bonds, tightened over Anwyn’s, but Gideon felt what else the vampire wanted. Needed. He wanted Gideon’s fingers there as well, holding tight. Wow. That was unexpected. The vampire’s mind was cycling, disturbing that lake calm, becoming harder to follow. Gideon struggled to keep a focus inside as well as outside.

      “In a minute,” he murmured. “You take me deep first. Relax that tight ass of yours. Prove something bigger than a pencil dick can squeeze into that narrow space.”

      “As soon as you find one to do so,” Daegan muttered, voice strained. Gideon bared his teeth in a grin, set them to his carotid, eliciting that always arousing I’m-going-to-so-kick-your-ass savage vampire hiss.

      “How about…now?”

      He didn’t push, he knew enough for that, but he eased in with relentless pressure. When that first ring of muscles gave way, then the next, he slid into the hold of a fucking incredibly tight, slippery channel that held him like a glove, those well-developed muscles rippling inside and out to clamp down on his dick in a way that had him fighting for control from the first moment of entry.

      He gave the feeling to Anwyn and Daegan both, so she’d know the astounding pleasure of it, and Daegan would know the pleasure he was giving. When Gideon got all the way to the hilt, his thighs cradling the vampire’s ass, his balls pinned hard against it, his cock deep inside, he put the hand that had guided it there over Daegan’s head and gripped his fingers and Anwyn’s, a three-way link.

      “Given that it’s your first time, I wanted to go in easy-like. But since you heal up so fast, now I want to fuck the ever-living-shit out of you.” Gideon stroked his chest, adjusted himself a little deeper, earned a grunt…and way more than that.

      Fuck.

      It wasn’t Daegan’s convulsing muscles that caused the expletive. He should have been warned by that confusing mixture of signals he was getting from the vampire’s mind. Suddenly, it was like he’d dropped two floors, now as deep inside Daegan’s head as he was in his ass. He saw the shift in the colors, the vibrant rainbow clouds sucked away by darker, deeper colors, blood and storms, volatile and decadent both.

      It took a harrowing moment of orientation to figure it out, and fortunately the times he’d had to battle Anwyn’s gremlin made sure it was a quick adjust. The vampire male had turned that corner, was facing the oncoming cyclone, where it was clear control might be wrested from his grasp by the response of his own body and even deeper places. Gideon knew Daegan wouldn’t fully lose control—he was too deadly a weapon to ever do that—but Gideon’s penetration had made him lose his grip enough that it had startled him. That hadn’t happened in a really long time. He hadn’t been prepared for it.

      The last time someone had subjugated Daegan, Gideon had had a front row seat. The vampire had chopped up a dozen vampires like a sous chef. Now his eyes were closed, his focus on trying to brace against a force of nature that very few could resist. Especially if the ones bringing the chaos were those he loved and trusted in ways he’d never allowed himself before.

      His fingers had clenched over the rope and his body was doing that all-over-quiver thing. He was devolving, not sure what way to go. Not sure how to find a reaction to this. A control.

      When the situations were reversed, Daegan would deny Gideon any control, knowing not only was it part of being a servant, but it was in Gideon’s makeup to handle such unpredictability from his own psyche. But Gideon also understood a Dom’s nature better now, especially one as deep as Daegan’s ran.

      Even Anwyn could handle this kind of thing better, because she’d once been human. And therein lay the solution. He sent it to her in the same blink of time, not sure if Daegan was even tuning in. The vampire was fighting his need to break free of the bindings, resist where Gideon was taking him. He wanted to dissipate that tornado of feeling with his own indomitable will.

      No. This is for Gideon. Give Gideon this.

      Hearing the self-admonition, knowing Daegan was holding on against the unknown for his sake, made Gideon’s eyes sting, his throat ache. But he wasn’t going to get all sentimental, hell no. He was going to fuck Daegan with unrestrained power, a hundred percent unleashed testosterone, and sweep all three of them away on that ride together.

      Anwyn curled her lovely leg up over both of theirs and clasped her free hand around the back of Daegan’s neck. Her breasts pressed against Gideon’s arm across Daegan’s chest as she followed Gideon’s direction. She sank fully, completely onto Daegan’s cock, all the way to the hilt. At the same moment, Gideon pulled back just enough and then slammed back in.

      Daegan’s whole body jerked. Gideon shot the warning to Anwyn’s head fast enough she pulled her hand free from their link on the headboard, an instinct that changed to a mental noise of protest when Gideon slid his hand into its place.

      That powerful grip constricted, sending blinding pain through his fingers. Jesus. Had he just heard a bone crack? Maybe two?

      It didn’t matter. Leaving his hand in that grip was a sheer act of will, as powerful as the one Daegan was imposing on himself to stay still. Gideon found the brain cells to make his next pump into his ass more of a teasing seduction than an invasion, reminding Daegan he wasn’t in a fight.

      “We have you, Master.” If Daegan had the same degree of muscles in his ass as he had everywhere else—a very likely possibility—Gideon might end up pulling back a stump. That should be a hell of a bigger concern to him than his fingers. He wasn’t sure if a servant’s appendages regenerated like a lizard’s. He probably should have asked about that. Daegan was always chastising him for leaping before he looked, after all.

      “You protect us. You don’t hurt us. Not that way.” Though Gideon hated to admit to any pain, he knew it wasn’t just for him now. You’re hurting the crap out of my hand. Ease up. You don’t want to hurt Anwyn like that.

      Daegan’s grip relaxed instantly. Gideon followed instinct, letting go of his chest to twist his upper body around, retrieve the knife he’d left on the nightstand. With one dexterous snap of his wrist, he cut the rope holding Daegan, let the knife drop behind the bed and pulled the rest of the bindings away, so the vampire was completely free. Daegan continued to hold the bed rails, though, telling Gideon he still had enough of his head in place to try and follow the dictates of the wager. The thought made Gideon slide his abused hand under the vampire’s arm to clasp his chest anew with it, dropping the other one to Daegan’s hip.

      “Now it’s all about what I want,” he said against the vampire’s flesh, tasting a light dew on his skin. Perspiration. Well, didn’t that just fucking make him harder? He started to piston his hips into that incredibly fuckable channel. Plunge and retreat, the slippery heat making him crazy. Even with the pain to his hand, holding onto control was a bitch. Fucking Daegan’s ass was a zone of red lust, spew-like-a-teenager heaven.

      Anwyn, bless her for the tease she was, let him feel how hard and thick Daegan was inside her. Of course Gideon was just as hard and thick. The more it sunk in to his mind, all they’d done leading up to this, all the nuances of meaning exchanged, the more territorial he felt. He would come inside Daegan to emphasize what those knife marks on his chest had meant. His Master. His.

      Ours. He met Anwyn’s gaze, saw her parted lips, the glaze that said Daegan was going to send her flying pretty soon, because with every thrust from Gideon, Daegan was balancing it with a counter thrust into her sweet cunt. Her giving Daegan a target for his own cock hadn’t completely called the savage predator to heel. Her neck was bleeding where Daegan had bitten her. But tied to both of their minds, Gideon could see it was okay.

      That whirl of crimson and dark colors in Daegan’s mind like a storm surge had become a little tighter coil. Controlled loss of control. It said the vampire had consciously let himself wade at least hip deep into the new experience and all the sensations it brought. He’d let himself move to the close side of danger, just as Gideon had intended.

      The vampire snarled, his body tensing like a spring.

      “You’re going to come for me, now,” Gideon rasped against him. “Her cunt is just as slippery, hot and tight as your ass is to me. Fuck, you feel good.”

      As he pushed in harder, he reached across Daegan and up, grasping the headboard slat right in front of the vampire’s face so he could drive up higher, deeper. It put his wrist right where he wanted it. Daegan bit into him like a wolf tearing into a thigh bone of an ox, but it was all right. Gideon understood. He’d reached the eye of the tornado, staring up at all the things that made up Daegan’s world. He understood this, the monster beneath the man, and embraced it. No matter all the things he abhorred about  vampires, there was nothing about Daegan he would reject from this point forward. Nothing. Daegan had seen all of Gideon’s darkness, after all. Now it was quid pro quo.

      Even among the volatile mix of passion, Gideon felt the miracle of Daegan recognizing that. The storm enveloped them as Daegan became all need, desire and power. If he didn’t come, he might tear them both apart. And they’d embrace the destruction.

      “Do it,” Gideon gasped, feeling his own response coming, a result of being clenched by that tight channel. “Come for us, Master.”

      Daegan released with a harsh groan, a series of animal grunts that Gideon relished, especially when they combined with Anwyn’s cry of climax, her pussy spasming around Daegan’s cock. At that optimal moment, Gideon let his own flood gates break. It pushed Daegan to another level, the vampire’s hips jerking in response as Gideon’s seed shot into him. It made Gideon want to do it all over again, over and over. Never mind that a couple of his fingers were probably broken and his arm needed a million stitches. He’d heal. It was all good.

      He pressed his face against Daegan’s nape as his cock drained to the last. He was breathing hard. Holding him. Just holding him. Gideon felt Daegan struggling to get a handle on things, calm down. He wanted to say all sorts of mushy, stupid things, but of course he didn’t, just held him like he’d never let him go. And he never would. Anwyn’s arms were wrapped over Daegan’s shoulders, her fingertips brushing Gideon’s face, his hair, stroking and soothing them both. Their goddess.

      “My boys,” she murmured, confirming it. “My wonderful boys.”

      Her body was still shuddering with those delicious female aftershocks. Daegan dropped a hand lower to palm her ass, hold her more firmly on him. Apparently, Gideon wasn’t the only one who didn’t want to break the joining of their bodies this way.

      He closed his eyes as Daegan put his mouth on his arm, laved it with his tongue, cleaning him up, making sure the blood was coagulating. But it was not himself Gideon was concerned about. As the haze cleared, he realized somewhere during the aftermath, Daegan had closed that gateway between their minds. Fair enough, things being kind of done at this point. But the vampire’s body was making odd little shivers.

      “Hey.” Gideon rose on an elbow, putting his arm back across the male’s chest, brushing his jaw along Daegan’s temple. “You okay?”

      “Yes.” Daegan had his eyes closed, but he put his hand up over Gideon’s.  A long moment passed.

      I expected it to be…different. I expected your humor, your wiseass comments. I expected some of your emotions. I did not expect all of mine, or what it all became.

      “Welcome to my world, every time the two of you take me over.”

      A smile touched Daegan’s lips but he opened his eyes, turning a serious gaze up toward Gideon. “You have given me an unexpected gift. Thank you. But you took an unacceptable risk.”

      “No, I didn’t. Because no matter where you go in your head, we’re there. You might strike out, but you always hold back. I wanted you to do a little less holding back tonight, know that we could take it. And know that we trust you.”

      Daegan frowned. “I could have hurt you both. Badly.”

      “But you didn’t.” Anwyn spoke now, touching his face. “Gideon’s right. You couldn’t.”

      Gideon tucked his hips in tighter against him. “I fucking never want to pull out. Though it may be a moot point, as tight as you are. We’ll have to go to the ER to get my dick removed from your ass.”

      “I’ll find a blade and cut it off at the root first. That would solve many problems.”

      Gideon snorted at that. Daegan put his hand up to Anwyn’s face, his thumb sliding along her cheek, her jaw. “You, cher, I always expect to be a wonder. And of course you never fail to incite me to do your bidding.”

      “Remember that the next time I tell you it’s your turn to take out the trash.”

      “That’s why we have a servant.” When Gideon took a shot at his head, Daegan caught his wrist, his quick reflexes back on point. But Gideon took advantage of the moment and the turn of Daegan’s head in his direction to crush his mouth to his once more. This time, the tide shifted. Daegan leaned back in his twisted position to grip Gideon’s head, take over the kiss, make it slow, thorough, long. Somewhere in that, his arm circled Anwyn and brought her into it, her propping herself on Daegan’s body so three mouths were teasing one another, lips and tongues spreading wet heat.

      When they finally eased back, Daegan had hold of Gideon’s arm, now draped over Daegan’s hips, his other hand firmly holding Anwyn’s against his chest. He glanced back at Gideon with an expression that made Gideon’s heart literally somersault in his chest. Jesus, fucking the guy had only made his obsession with him worse.

      “Have I fairly delivered on the terms of the wager?”

      “Hell no. We’re going to have to do it all over again.”

      Anwyn chuckled. Daegan curled a lip. “Dream on, vampire hunter.”

      Gideon’s own lips twisted at that, but he slid his other hand over Daegan’s shoulder. It was new, to just touch him casually like this in the aftermath. Maybe Daegan wouldn’t allow it tomorrow, maybe Gideon wouldn’t feel as comfortable about the intimacy, but for tonight…it felt right.

      “Yeah,” Gideon said at last. “You did.” He hesitated, then moved his hand over Daegan’s heart, where he’d put that mark. Daegan’s hand met it, and Anwyn’s joined them.

      “Thanks.  Thanks for all of it.”

      Daegan’s fingers tightened over him. “You will take my blood to help your fingers heal.”

      “Already healing.” Gideon wiggled them to prove it. “I think what I took from you earlier is still working.”

      “Which would not have been necessary, if you hadn’t stuck your chest in the way. As I told you—”

      “Yeah, yeah. You could have diced the stake into Lincoln Logs before it came within arms’ reach. You and Edward Scissorhands,” Gideon grunted. “Spare me.”

      His cock had softened enough that he put his hand on the vampire’s hip, withdrew slowly. Daegan had already slid from Anwyn’s body, so the vampire turned onto his back, considering them both. Gideon had his own question to ask, though.

      “What was that look between you two, when I asked Daegan to withdraw from my mind, at the beginning? And don’t get all cagey now.” He narrowed his gaze at Daegan’s lifted brow. “Yeah, I used a word from your pretentious vocabulary. Try not to faint.”

      Anwyn reached across Daegan to stroke Gideon’s jaw, capturing his attention. “A Master never abdicates his responsibility to care for his servant. Even when it’s simply care for his state of mind. Daegan wanted me to stay in your head, at least on the surface. He knew you would assume it was because I simply didn’t have enough control.” Now she gave him one of those penetrating looks in return. “And yes, I will make you pay that wrong assumption.”

      “Promises, promises, Mistress.” Gideon caught her wrist, put his mouth against her palm, enjoyed the feel of her nails scraping over his cheek, none-too-gently.

      Daegan yawned—the bastard actually yawned. It almost made Gideon grin. The vampire must have seen it, because he pulled Gideon’s arm out from under him. He also drew Anwyn down next to him, albeit more tenderly.  Once there, it was easy for limbs to get tangled, Anwyn’s thigh sliding over Gideon’s where their knees both rested between Daegan’s sprawled legs.

      “Enough, children,” the vampire said, closing his eyes.

      “You know, I do protect the both of you as much as you protect me,” Gideon pointed out. “Like one of those Egyptian guards, watching over the pharaoh and…pharaoh-ess.”

      If you wish to don a loin cloth like an Egyptian slave and fan us while we sleep, Gideon, we won’t object.

      Sure, I fuck your brains out, do all the work. With you vampires it’s all me, me, me.

      Daegan’s lips quirked as he gave Gideon’s hair a sharp tug. But they all settled then, the night sounds of the marsh taking over. It wasn’t too far from dawn, such that Anwyn dropped off fairly quickly. Gideon dozed himself for a bit, but he and Daegan were on the same time clock. When they hit that vital hour before sunrise, they both woke, because Gideon’s fledging Mistress needed the subterranean bedroom for full daylight.

      Daegan carried her, Gideon securing the house as they passed through it. Once downstairs, they took their accustomed spots on either side of her on the bed, flanking her.  Daegan propped his head on his hand, though, and laid his hand on her hip. When the vampire nodded to it, Gideon wasn’t entirely sure the vampire meant what he thought he meant, but when Daegan’s eyes met his, he was sure. Well, hell.

      Taking a breath, Gideon reached out, laid his hand over the vampire’s. He felt Anwyn’s smooth skin between his splayed fingers. It was a weird moment for them, but Gideon felt some of the remarkable feelings from the past few hours return as he stroked the male’s knuckles. An odd lump grew in his throat before Daegan gently disengaged his hand, leaning forward to lay that hand on Gideon’s face, forcing him to hold his gaze.  His expression told Gideon he was fully his Master once more…not that he’d ever really stopped.

      Correct, vampire hunter. I am always that. But…

      He drew back, tapped his chest where Gideon had cut him, where the letters were no longer visible. But, as Daegan had said, it didn’t matter. Especially when he spoke the words in Gideon’s mind now.

      Your name is in my heart, Gideon. Always. Now lie down and sleep, and know we belong to one another, all three of us. Nothing can change that. I will never allow it to be otherwise.

      Gideon reached out, put two of his fingers on the same spot, feeling the steady beat. Same goes, vampire. You’re not alone in that, remember? Or do I have to fuck your ass all over again to remind you?

      Daegan’s lips curved at the challenge, those dark eyes gleaming. Do not push your luck, vampire hunter.

      At that, he slid down behind Anwyn, motivating Gideon to do the same on the other side. As Gideon put his arm over her waist, his palm settling on the curve of her hip, Daegan’s arm overlapped his, the vampire’s hand coming to rest on Gideon’s side, a result of the male’s longer arms. Gideon didn’t mind. Anwyn shifted in her sleep, tucking her typically cold feet between Gideon’s calves for warmth, her hand finding its way to rest on Daegan’s chest.

      If there was any moment more perfect in the universe, Gideon didn’t want it. He fell asleep, holding the feeling inside of him, the connection to the two of them, and was content.
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