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      “Are you scared, Sergeant?”

      Dana knew the proper way to respond to that, especially when he spoke to her as a subordinate. “Sir, no sir.”

      It didn’t matter that her hands were cold and there was a little quivery thing happening in her stomach. She’d felt the same way on the first day of basic training. Apprehensive, anticipating, telling herself and the drill sergeant she was ready to kick ass, but still freaked out by the unknown. Of course, things had been a little different then. For one thing, she’d had her sight. But Peter knew she wanted this. He knew her.

      “You’re lying. I want you scared. So you tell me the truth.”

      “Terrified, Captain.”

      “Not all terrified.” He cupped her bare ass, fingers slipping between the cheeks and lower to find the slippery heat. “Bad, bad girl. That’s what got you here. Pushing the boundaries, disobeying a direct order. Down on your hands and knees.”

      If he’d ordered her just to her knees, she could anticipate having her mouth stretched by his cock, a punishment she never stopped craving, but all fours said he was going for another approach. She was naked, still damp and flushed from her bath. She didn’t blush easily, but she’d been cleaned inside and out, Peter as thorough in his methods as a prison cavity search. He was getting her ready, getting her mind in the right state for tonight. Though she didn’t know the exact game plan, she could already sense it was going to be further than they’d ever gone together.

      The thought brought more terror, more anticipation. But she was his. His fiancée, his toy. His slave. She trusted in that, in him, like she trusted nothing and no one else.

      She went down on hands and knees, following the solid length of his leg. He’d put his foot where he wanted her, her waist pressed below his knee. It was the body language they’d worked out that told her what ground was safe. When they took walks along the gravel road winding through the bayou that surrounded his Baton Rouge home, she didn’t have to take her cane. She could feel the uneven ground on the edge of the road, the gravel under her other foot, his heat close enough to steady her path, keep her straight.

      When she’d been recuperating from her injuries, the hospital staff had tried to make her walk outside. She’d been paralyzed by fear, sightless, most of her hearing gone, no anchor to her world. She’d refused, just flat sat down on the ground until they brought a wheelchair and took her back inside. Thinking back on that time, she was ashamed of herself, her weakness. But then Peter brought her here, and he’d made her go out for a walk on his property. Though the panic had closed in, his steady presence, his lightest touch on her shoulder, telling her he was there, helped her beat it down. Her captain held her world stable. He was Atlas. Emotionally and physically, the big bruiser.

      The thought gave her a soft smile, even with the nervous coil in her belly. As she reached the floor, she realized his foot was on a metal bar, lying flat on the floor. She felt the length and diameter of it as he adjusted her, so her knees were planted on either side of the bar.  They were in the workout room, but this wasn’t a piece of equipment that was usually there. He’d brought in something new, likely hidden it from her until now. Her palms got a little clammier, heart thumping faster.

      “There’s a chin rest six inches in front of you. Put that defiant chin of yours there.”

      She shuddered when he slapped her ass with an impatient hand. He knew she embraced his hardcore Dominant side, but there was a different air tonight. Something was up. This new piece of equipment, the thorough bath. Before she’d even gotten out of bed this morning, he’d put her service collar on her, a wide strap with a decorative waterfall of chains and a D-ring for tethering. While his St. Christopher medal hung from that D-ring, that was the only sentimental piece. The design couldn’t be interpreted as anything other than what it was—a slave’s collar.

      He’d made her sit up on her heels on the bed, her fingers laced behind her head, arms already trembling as he locked the collar in place. When she wore it, she was expected to be in full submissive mode. Following his orders, speaking only when spoken to or if she was given permission to speak. Then he’d pushed her face to the mattress, angling her hind end in the air, and strapped a butt plug into her rear entry. He’d been inserting progressively larger sizes for the past couple weeks, no explanation. Her ass wasn’t his favorite orifice for fucking, but he’d done it several times lately, with a fierce enthusiasm that suggested he was not only preparing that area…but reminding her that every penetration point belonged to him.

      It made a girl think…wonder…

      He’d fed her breakfast from his hand, had her sit quietly by his foot as he watched football. When he wanted beer, snacks, lunch, he ordered her to the kitchen to get them for him. At half time, he’d put a nipple chain on her, one that connected to the collar, and then held her in his lap to toy with the chain, run his cold beer over her nipples. Occasionally he pressed the glass bottle against her hot cunt, making her writhe and gasp, beg for a release he didn’t grant her. Instead, he put her on her knees and had her suck him off, pushing her down hard on him until he came, jetting into the back of her throat.

      Then he’d wiped her mouth with a bar napkin, given her buttock another firm slap, and put her at his knee again. After the game, he’d snapped a leash on her and led her into their home office. Placing her in a chair across from him, her legs spread wide and ankles strapped to the frame so he could see her pussy, he worked on some plant reports for the Costa Rica operations. After awhile, saying he was concerned she might be getting bored—totally unconcerned that she was so aroused and sexually frustrated she might internally combust—he rolled a lap desk up to her and made her work on her required lesson plan report for the youth group. He’d tucked her ear phones on her head so she could hear what she was typing on the Braille keyboard, ensure she hadn’t made any typos.

      The man was evil. She was going to need a lot of prayer to banish this from her mind before standing before her group of rambunctious young teens.

      Okay, he could be ruthless and twisted, but even for him, this was a lot. Something was going to happen tonight. She thought of the things they’d talked about in the past. Over time, he’d really plumbed her mind, made her tell him the deepest, most shameful fantasies she’d ever had, even the one she’d been most hesitant about, not sure how he’d take it. The Knights shared their women in limited, foreplay kind of ways, but not the actual biblical definition of sharing. Not two of them fucking one of their women at the same time. She not only had that fantasy, but she had a definite face for the third member of the party. When she’d finally had the courage to admit it, Peter had merely grunted in a thoughtful kind of way, then asked her more questions. A lot more, so in-depth they made her squirm, and that took some doing.

      She’d been a sub since she was a teenager, but some things were hard to admit to oneself. The extreme level she craved in her fantasies, her fear that the reality, at best, wouldn’t be anywhere near as good. And even worse, that it could destroy the good she already had.

      But Peter had taught her to trust him on certain things. Her captain didn’t merely live up to fantasies—he blew them out of the water. Which was why the prospect of what might happen tonight both thrilled her into near climax and scared her shitless, all at the same time. Of course, not to be crude, but with the thorough bath and careful diet he’d kept her on today, he’d taken care of the latter. An herbal enema, probably provided by Rachel and Jon, had also flushed her out good, because apparently that part of her was going to be drilled in a way it had never been before.

      Would Peter be doing those honors…or had he done what she didn’t dare to imagine?

      “Focus, Sergeant.” She drew in a sharp breath as a switch landed across her hindquarters, enough to elicit a yelp. If he’d pulled out the switch, he was amping things up. He’d caught that little smile, and he was sending a message. It was time to get down to business—and remind her again of why this was all going down.

      “Don’t you forget for a minute this is a punishment. You disobeyed orders, and your gorgeous tits won’t get you out of discipline for that.”

      She scowled, even though she kept her expression toward the floor. Yes, she’d disobeyed a direct order, but every once in awhile she had to do that, or the man got way too overbearing. She wasn’t porcelain. But in his mind, she’d really crossed the line this time, which meant he was going to make the punishment fit the crime. She craved punishment, in that love/hate way a sub like her did, but that didn’t mean she wouldn’t push out a stubborn bottom lip about it.

      The church where she worked was in a rough neighborhood, but she’d grown up in a rough neighborhood. She knew the boys of her teen youth group were being actively courted by the local gangs. So Monday, instead of waiting for Max, the K&A limo driver, to pick her up in the church alcove where she usually met him, she’d left a message with the church secretary that she’d headed down to the corner market and that he should meet her there.

      She intended to pick up some fresh tomatoes from the Korean grocer, as well as do some reconnaissance with him about the things he saw on his street corner. She hadn’t anticipated making contact with the gang members who hung out there. She might have left it alone, been on her way, but she recognized the voices and knew two of her boys were with them. It didn’t take long to figure out she was overhearing a recruitment meeting.  And yes, she’d damn well interrupted it. Threatened to shove her cane up the ass of someone that, according to Max, looked like he did body disposal, but big had never scared her. The idea of her boys, young men whose hardworking single mothers had no time to keep them out of the clutches of those parasites, falling into that life just like her brothers had… hell no. Not while she was breathing.

      According to Peter’s interpretation of Max’s report, the thugs were eyeing her like candy thrown in the street when he arrived with the car. Huge exaggeration, she was sure. For fifteen minutes of the day, he hadn’t known exactly where she was and what she was doing, and it had freaked him out. That’s all. She’d told him as much, tartly mentioning there was a fine line between obsessive stalker and protective lover. She wasn’t helpless. There had been yelling, and she’d gotten into it with him, toe to toe, though that had necessitated keeping her chin way up. She couldn’t see him, but that didn’t mean she didn’t know how to meet the blast of heat coming from those storm gray eyes.

      When they fought about things like that, they were Peter and Dana, soon-to-be husband and wife, and they got it ironed out in an equable fashion. But later, when the intimate undercurrent of their relationship, Master and sub, raised its head, there was a different kind of accounting involved. Him emphasizing that he was bound and determined to protect and care for her, and her understanding that was something he needed, as much as she needed the reassurance of it.

      It was their little ritual, though maybe this one had earned her a punishment more daunting than usual. Or more thrilling.

      She knew the type of equipment that had a stabilizer bar on the floor, a chin rest. A fucking machine, though sometimes that part could be removed so it was simply a restraint system. She couldn’t tell if or how it had been modified, but she was sure she’d soon find out. He was tethering her service collar to the bar underneath the chin rest now, keeping her there. He took the chin rest up another couple inches, forcing her to lift her upper body, thrust out her naked chest.

      It was impossible not to quiver about it. When he took her into uncharted waters, which he continuously, miraculously did, she would shake like a newbie sub, and it would only get worse—or better, depending on the perspective—as he continued. Now what felt like netting was being pressed against her breasts. He wrapped them twice, binding them tightly together, then crossed the tail ends between, rolling the excess netting to form a shoulder harness that attached to the wrap in back and held her upper body in an even more rigid upward angle.

      He rubbed her nipples, the rough friction of the netting making her draw in a breath. Then he went to those torturous light brushes that sent spasms through her pussy, made her squirm and gasp. Back to harder rubbing, making her pull involuntarily against the chin rest, only to discover the tether was so short it kept her in place.

      “Be still for your Master.” He ran his hands over her compressed bosom. “That’s awfully pretty, girl, seeing your tits like that. Now…just to keep you focused.”

      Focus? He was insane, right? Oh hell, the clover nipple clamps. He clipped them on her around the netting’s hold. They hurt, and of course his pull on the connecting chain only tightened them. When he tugged upward, apparently looping the chain over the frame holding the chin rest, she had to bite back a pitiful whimper. “To make sure you keep that upper body lifted.”

      But though he was willing to torment her like this, there were other things he found unacceptable. Leaving her to breathe through the pain of those clamps, he attached a vertical bar beneath her that had a padded platform and foam wedge insert. The wedge followed her body from just beneath her breasts to the crease between hip and thigh, giving her support. Even with her upper body lifted, the wedge was doing the work. Peter had taken into account the limitations of her joints and spine, though it also suggested how long he intended for her to be in this position.

      He could be a ruthless Master when he was a bit pissed with her, which she knew he was, but no matter how vulnerable and exposed he made her feel, he never forgot to take care of her.

      “Coming off now.” She made a short cry as the clovers were removed, that brief but intense pinch. He massaged her with his fingers. “There we are. Stiff and big, like cherries. That’s the way they’ll stay or you’ll get these clamps again.”

      She missed his touch immediately when he withdrew, but then he was stroking her thighs, cuffing them to the pole holding the padded platform. “I’m going to get you warmed up now, but if you come, you’re going to be in big trouble. Worse trouble than you’re already in, and you’re in deep shit.”

      She bit her lip as the dildo slid into her pussy, confirming she was strapped to a fucking machine. As he explored with his fingers, making sure it was going in at the right angle, she tried to lift her hips further to press into that welcome contact. Then she made an incoherent noise as he shifted, probed her ass. The machine had dual attachments. The lubricated plug that he guided into her opening wasn’t as thick as the plug she’d been wearing up until dinner time. However, as it went in, what seemed narrow became far thicker at the base, stretching her rim.

      Nothing was predictable about the toys Peter might use. With Jon, the engineering genius of the K&A men, helping with design, the only thing certain was it wouldn’t be the usual off-the-assembly-line sex toy equipment.

      The one in her pussy was thick and long, with a clit stimulator that would hit her each time the dildo thrust home. She knew the shape and feel of that phallus, because it was an exact model of Peter’s cock. Given that she was a little more hardcore and…well, graphic in her desires, than Cass or Savannah, Lucas and Matt’s wives, Jon had given her the phallus as a Christmas gift. She’d tried to extract the story of how he’d obtained the mold from her husband, but Peter had nixed that.

      If you ever tell her, he’d advised Jon, I’ll use every bit of training I have to kill you and make your body disappear. I’ll miss you, but it will have to be done.

      The motor engaged, and now, held rigid, she moaned as the two pieces began to do their job, sliding in, pulling out. A little breathy squeal emitted from her throat as she realized why the anal plug was different. The narrow end was like a tongue. A flexible tongue that lapped along her channel inside and then licked around her rim, several rotations, as it came out. When it plunged back in, all the way to that thick base that stretched her anus to the point of burning, it paused a bated few seconds, then the tongue piece started up again, working its way back out once more. Both pieces were well lubed, and the heated tingling said one of Jon’s mysterious oils was at work on them.

      Peter was in front of her again, cupping her breasts. “I should jack myself off over these lovely tits,” he growled. “Let you smell me dripping off your nipples. Mark you as mine before he gets here. Let him see you looking all used and bound up, ready for our pleasure, the way a good slave should be.”

      He. Her fantasy was about to become a reality, she knew it. It set off an explosion of reaction that took her so perilously close to climax she had to lock every muscle against it, making a rasping noise through her nose. Peter’s visual of jacking over her breasts, something that never failed to excite her, wasn’t helping.

      “Yeah, I thought that would turn you on. Your pussy’s dripping at the idea of serving your Master and his friend. But you’re going to have to do your penance first. Prove to me you can be good enough to deserve that.”

      “I can be bad enough to deserve that,” she gasped, showing teeth. She cried out as he compressed her nipple in two fingers, held it in a patient, steady strong grip like the pincers of a crab. Even as the pain built, shooting out from the contact, her pussy spasmed further at the rough treatment, at his unspoken demand.

      “I’ll be good…I…promise. Please.”

      He let her go, gently massaging the nipple, working that netting over it.

      “We’ll see. Right now, you’re going to hold one image in that stubborn rock head of yours. Me ripping a hole in that netting, working my lubed dick in between your breasts until I come. You keep that picture in the forefront of your mind, like I’m doing it, but you hold back that orgasm.  You let go before I give you permission, your ass is going to be on fire, and those clover clamps you hate are going back on until you’re screaming for mercy. Understand?”

      “Yes, Master.”

      “So docile now. Such a pain in my ass the rest of the time.”

      “You like me that way.” Dana yelped as he pinched the other nipple, a quick twist that made a curse whistle out through her lips. “Fuck. I didn’t mean it, Master.”

      “Yeah, you did.  Insubordination is your thing, Sergeant. You’re a discipline junkie. What are you supposed to be thinking of?”

      “Your cock…jacking off between my…tits.”

      “That’s it. Feel those plugs fucking you, think about if you can be good enough to deserve the real thing. No coming.”

      “Yes, Master. Please…” Oh fuck. He made an adjustment to the machine, and now it was moving at a faster pace, hitting her clit more regularly. Oh God. He intended her to fail. He wanted to inflict maximum punishment tonight, and if “he” was who she thought it was, he’d brought the right man to help him.

      “He’s pulling in now. I’m going out on the deck to join him for a drink, and while we’re out there, we’re going to watch you through the glass doors. I want to give him time to enjoy the view and think about how he’s going to fuck that sweet ass of yours.”

      He gave her one more stinging slap on the buttock. As the sliding door opened, then closed, it left her alone with her rasping breath and the whir of that machine turned up to a higher setting. Desperation closed in fast, because there was no way she couldn’t come.

      Which meant she’d be entirely at his mercy, his and Ben O’Callahan’s, if she’d guessed right. She hoped—and feared—she had.
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      It was a good thing he and Ben had done sessions together before, because otherwise Peter might have experienced some good-natured self-consciousness as he closed the glass door behind him. Out of consideration for Ben, he’d untucked his T-shirt, but he was sure Ben could tell from his gait that he had a hard-on as substantial as a brick. The guy didn’t miss much.

      The door had double glass and an air seal, which meant Dana couldn’t hear them through it. Her cochlear implants had improved her hearing considerably, but that was outside their range. He’d put the radio on his belt, however, so he could hear her. The gasps, every sexy little moan as that machine pumped into her pussy the way he was on fire to do himself. Though listening to those sounds was going to give his dick a permanent zipper tattoo, having the radio was a safety precaution, to make sure her breathing was doing okay, that she wasn’t in any distress that wouldn’t be immediately obvious from the incredible view.

      Giving her an appraising glance, her beautiful body twitching, fighting the climax, lean muscle taut and brown skin still a little dewy from the bath, he thought of those windows in Amsterdam where a man could watch the women titillate him through the glass, encouraging him to come inside and pay for their services.

      Unlike there, where he couldn’t be sure their services were willing or clean, he could work up a pretty good fantasy about it with Dana. She loved to role play. A glass box would be a nice weekend construction project. Jon would have a great design twist for it, he was sure.

      Positioning himself on the deck so he could keep one eye on her, he watched Ben get out of the Roadster in the front drive. They’d planned this for a while, but events earlier in the week had told him it was time. It fit with an extreme punishment, but he also knew his girl would love it. He loved to see her surrender to pleasure, as much as she seemed to love giving him minor heart attacks.

      The grim smile that twisted his lips helped ease the abrupt, exceptionally strong wave of possessiveness he felt, seeing Ben here, her fantasy about to become reality. The possessiveness was on the safe side of mild homicidal tendencies, but still…

      Ben was looking as polished as always. He’d obviously come from the office. Though he often had paperwork to do on the weekends, today he must have had a meeting, because he was dressed to the nines in one of his custom-tailored Italian suits.

      On the other hand, Ben could have incorporated it as part of tonight’s plan, because a submissive reacted differently to a man in a suit, particularly when she was completely naked and vulnerable. Dana was blind, but she could tell by smell, touch… She would know what Ben was wearing. A power suit, underscoring business dominance, was equally capable of emphasizing the titillating difference between Master—completely in command, and sub—completely at his mercy.

      His hair had that dark rakish look, feathered over his forehead, and the afternoon shadow gave him the dangerous look Peter knew wasn’t contrived. He had a bottle of whiskey dangling loosely from his fingers, seal unbroken. A sub-warming gift, perhaps? It would be just like Ben to do such a thing. In the other hand he carried a case of Peter’s favorite beer.

      “I was going to offer you one of those,” Peter said. “I also have some of your preferred Scotch.”

      Ben shrugged. “Seems to me I’m the one getting the favor, so I wanted to bring a gift.”

      As he reached the deck, he stopped a couple steps short of the top, propping his foot in that casually virile pose that inspired Captain Morgan commercials. Except on Ben it looked natural, not pretentious. Peter made himself shift to the right so Ben could see through the glass doors. Interestingly, though, Ben held his gaze another key moment. Though Ben was wearing dark sunglasses, it was clear to Peter that Ben was taking stock of his frame of mind. Fucking intuitive lawyer.

      When his gaze did shift, it went to the radio on Peter’s belt, registering the soft moans and little gasps stimulating Peter’s cock like electrode stimulation.

      Only then did Ben’s attention move to the glass doors. Pulling off the sunglasses, he hooked them in the open collar of his shirt. He’d apparently removed the tie in the car. His green eyes coursed over Dana, clearly visible at this angle. On all fours, body bound to the fucking machine, neck collared and tethered to the chin support, her body undulating with the stimulation, as much as her restraints allowed her.

      Ben’s gaze flickered back to Peter. “Can she hear us?”

      “No. Not yet.” Peter gestured to the radio. “I can make this two-way when we’re ready for it. She can’t hear through the glass.”

      Ben nodded. “Damn, Peter. That’s the finest thing I’ve seen in awhile. You are a fucking lucky bastard.”

      “Yeah.” As Ben continued to study the tableau, Peter took a seat on the bench that ran the inside perimeter of this outside deck. He’d relieved Ben of the beer and wine, put both in the outdoor mini-fridge and cracked a cold one for himself. Though this was a hell of a lot different, he’d shared subs with Ben before, and knew his cues, same as Ben knew his. As such, he locked himself into the familiar mode of giving the other man time to study, evaluate.

      “You put the clovers on her, worked up her nipples like that?”

      “Yeah. She won’t need them again. I’ve got her trained so they pretty much get swollen up like that if I barely touch them. The clovers just added a bit of pain to the equation. They can calm her down if she gets too close to the edge, too fast. Or be used as a punishment.”

      “Then we’ll need them again soon. She’s going to go over. You told her she couldn’t?”

      “Absolutely. I expect she’s fighting it with everything she’s got at this point. If she doesn’t lose control before we go in there, I want you to push her over, do the honors.”

      Ben flashed a smile, a baring of fangs. “To make it that much worse of an offense.”

      Peter nodded, took a swallow of the beer. “She’s guessed what’s going to happen tonight, but I’ve refused to tell her outright. I told her I called in reinforcements, since my discipline hasn’t drilled the lesson into her head about her personal safety.”

      “Yeah. You far enough away from it not to lead with the temper?”

      “I never use my temper on a sub. And never on my fiancée. Not on my life. You know that.”

      “I know. You took it out on us. Matt almost put you in timeout. She scared the crap out of you, buddy.” Leaving the stairs, Ben took a relaxed seat next to him, stretching out his legs and putting an arm on the rail. “Thank God you’re mild-mannered Dr. Banner 99% of the time. Else we’d have to have Jon build a cage for your Hulk side. You wanted to single-handedly start a gang war.”

      “Max tried to downplay it.” Peter shook his head, a muscle flexing in his jaw as he remembered. “But when he got there, five of those street shit losers were standing in front of her, flashing their 9mms like bling. If it hadn’t been for the grocer and the teenagers…” That smile twisted his lips again despite himself. “The whole neighborhood is scared of them, but when they started getting hostile toward Dana, the grocer came out with his broom and that knot of scrawny teenagers had formed a wall. Max said they looked like they were going to pile on top of her to take a bullet if needed. No one was going to hurt Reverend Dana. She doesn’t even have the certification yet and they already call her that. Fuck, she never knows her limitations.”

      “Because she doesn’t have any.” Ben arched a brow in his direction. “When people stood up for her that never even stand up for themselves, those gang members knew they had to step back. That’s why it never went beyond threats and posturing. On the street, you know when something’s the real thing. There’s something about her. When she talks a certain way…” He shrugged. “She even makes me believe God gives a shit. Sometimes.”

      “Glad to hear you believe in Him.”

      “Oh, I’ve never doubted God’s existence.” Ben glanced back toward the glass doors. “All I have to do is see a sweet ass like that. She was definitely one of His better days, as the song goes.”

      “Cretin.” Peter took a swallow of the beer. Dana started to moan, pleas that became more prominent to the men’s sharp ears. “Please…Master…”

      “Damn, Peter. She’s struggling like hell in there.” Borrowing the beer, Ben took a swallow, handed it back. “You ready to do this? Cause I’m a go when you are.”

      Though he said it in a steady, casual tone, not like a quarterback gung-ho to charge the field, Peter knew Ben was as much a Master as he was. He’d probably started getting hard the moment he’d seen her. Since Ben didn’t have the benefit of a shirt tail to pull out, Peter kept his gaze on Ben’s face. He didn’t really look at other guys’ equipment, but seeing it tonight would have a particular significance. One that had him momentarily stalled.

      “Yeah. Fine. But first…I know we’ve talked game plan, but there are a few things I want to hit again before we get started. She’s hard core, can take a pretty high level of pain, probably a seven or eight for a certain length of time, but she’s not a pain junkie, Ben. Her thing is extreme domination. She craves to be broken psychologically and overwhelmed with pleasure. She can’t…there are certain things her body can’t handle. The one side is weaker. Watch her left arm. It will start to shake…”

      “Peter.” Ben turned fully away from Dana, showing Peter had his full attention. “You’re her Master. You’re going to be there every inch of the way, and I always watch your tells. Tonight especially, I’ll be following them. On everything. Dana belongs to you, and I won’t do a single thing to her you don’t want. Are you sure you want this?”

      “She wants it. She’s always fantasized about it.”

      “Not what I asked.” Ben held his gaze. “No way I move another step in that room if I think you aren’t fully invested. You’re too important, bro. I know she feels exactly the same way. As much time as you spend protecting her, you sometimes miss that goes both ways. A fantasy can’t even hold a candle to the way she watches over you, wants you to be happy.”

      “I know.” Peter felt something loosen in his chest. “Yeah, I want this and I don’t want it, if you get that. I know she’ll love this, that she’ll get off on it so hard, and I want to see that happen. I know it won’t change a thing between us, unless it’s for the better…”

      “Yeah, she’ll be grateful to you forever for giving her a taste of a real cock.”

      “Asshole.” But the smile felt real this time, not so forced. “I love her, Ben,” he said quietly. “I want this for her. And I trust you to give her the fantasy in spades. But I’m also worried something will go wrong and it won’t be everything she wants it to be. I don’t want to disappoint her. I want to protect her.”

      “She’ll be as safe with me as she is with you. You know that. Her wellbeing comes before everything else.”

      Peter inclined his head, then sighed, giving Ben a wry smile. “And then there’s the caveman part.”

      “Oh, that.” Ben snorted. “The part of you that wants to throw me out on my ass and then pee a ten-acre-wide circle around the house to scare off any male dumb enough to think he can cross that line.” He nodded toward the fridge. “That’s why I brought the beer. You’ll have enough piss to do that when this is all over.”

      “Asshole,” Peter repeated, but now his gaze went back to his slave. He studied her with Ben, both men registering every gasp, how her entreaties were becoming more insistent. Her body was a restrained sinuous line, rolling and rippling with the motion of the dildos, a light sheen of sweat on her. She was biting her lip in concentration, her eyes squeezed shut, not to block visuals she couldn’t see, but to add to her resistance as she tried her best to obey her Master. She would deliberately cross him on certain things, just to prove how strong she was, and yet, on things like this, she surrendered to him 100 percent. Peter loved her so much it made everything ache. His cock was just the least of it, and it was throbbing.

      “So we going to do this?” Ben asked at last.

      “You bet your ass.”

      “No, you bet hers. It’s prettier. I’d much rather fuck it than yours.”

      “Thank God. It’s hell, trying to remember not to bend over around you.”

      “You’re begging for it, you know you are.” Ben flashed that smile again. “Want to turn on that two-way function, see if we can work your girl up some more? She was Army, after all. I think she can be stretched further.”

      “You got it.”

      [image: ]

      Every minute seemed like ten minutes. In, out. Swirl, lick, lap, tease from the plug. Then the clit stimulator hit when the vaginal dildo went into deep plunge mode. Slow, slow, rotating withdrawal. The lubrication was steady, constant, so they both apparently released a certain amount at intervals. For her pussy, it wasn’t as important, since arousal was trickling down her legs like a running brook. She’d followed orders, was still imagining Peter’s come dripping down her breasts, over that netting. She imagined it in detail, his hand fisting his cock, the seed spurting from it, hitting her heated flesh, because he’d ask for those particulars. He’d know if she made it up off the top of her head, last minute. He was way too smart like that.

      The sweat rolling over her nipples and curves was too much like she imagined his come would be. She wanted his scent, though. She loved the smell of his come on her skin, on her lips, her tongue.

      “Oh, God…please…”

      “I love hearing a slave beg. Bet her cunt is sopping wet by now. Like sticking your cock in a vat of warm pie filling. Nothing sweeter.”

      Ben’s voice. She knew Peter would have the radio to listen to her outside, to make sure she was okay. As a result, it only took a second to realize he’d turned on the two-way so she could hear their conversation. Which meant they were sitting out there, probably drinking and listening to her moan, gasp, pant. Bastards. Bastards she wanted with her, touching her, fucking her…making her beg for everything.

      “Nice. I’m partial to blackberry.”

      “Course you are. We know how you are about black girls. Well, this black girl. Blackberry’s a tart fruit, got a little bite to it. Just like her. Warm it up in the microwave, stuff her cunt full of it and then have Lucas eat her out. That’s a dessert he’d never pass up.”

      Was Lucas there as well? No, Peter had implied only one other man. They were just giving her more provocative images to drive her crazy, and of course it was working hellishly well. She bit down on her tongue and tried to stop her contracting pussy from losing it. Hard to do when that plug kept shoving in, licking at her, and the other dildo kept hitting her clit, over and over…

      “Fuck…”

      A clicking tongue. “Language, girl,” Peter admonished. “We have guests.”

      “Verb. Not…expletive,” she gasped.

      “Got to give her kudos for a three-syllable word at this point,” Ben observed. “But if that was a verb…”

      His voice got deeper, sending chills to the base of her spine at the sudden sensual menace in it. “There was no please with it, baby girl. You were issuing a command to two Masters. A slave who does that deserves what she’s going to get.”

      She swallowed a guttural cry as the threat made her arousal impossibly higher. “Please…Master…going to…”

      “You having trouble following a direct order, Sergeant?” Peter’s voice barked through the radio. The commanding admonishment made her stiffen, hold herself even more rigid. Her muscles were starting to cramp.

      “Help…no, sir. Fuck…help…”

      The solid thump of the sliding glass door vibrated through her knees. She nearly came right then, just from inhaling the wash of male heat. She knew the scent of every K&A man, as well as their unique way of touching a woman, though none of them except Peter had fucked her. At least until tonight. Ben had that intriguing blend of smells. A light aftershave, the clean scent his dry cleaner used, which told her he was wearing one of his suits with the perfect cut over his shoulders and his ass. She’d gotten that descriptive tidbit from Cassandra. He used a body wash that had a touch of aloe as well as a linen-like fragrance, suggesting he had skin that was sensitive to more abrasive soaps. An intriguing factoid about a man that Peter had told her was truly the most dangerous of the group, for a variety of reasons.

      Oh God…she couldn’t…

      The machine stopped, the plugs withdrawing, but she was spasming, vibrating, on that near cusp of climax that was pretty much a climax all of its own, if they were measuring intensity. But then she yelped, that intensity stopped short as something ice cold pressed against her exposed pussy, her vibrating clit.

      “Nice to know this swill Peter drinks is useful for something. Easy there. Easy.” Ben touched her face, fingers whispering over her cheekbone, along her throat. He had to be squatting right next to her, because the left side of her body was washed in heat. The touch familiarized her anew with him. They always did that, like wolves reintroducing their scent, a reminder of their bond as a pack, and that she belonged to them as much as to Peter, an idea that never failed to stimulate. “Going to be a long, hard night, baby girl. Want to be sure you aren’t worried about who’s making it long and hard…”

      She managed to pull it together, nip at his fingers. “You’re the only one who gets away with calling me baby girl.”

      “Because you know I can rock you on my cock all night and make you coo for more…”

      “Or because I’m fully restrained.”

      He chuckled. She wanted to smile, but even though she had zero percent vision and less than a hundred percent hearing, she was always able to detect something in Ben’s tone in moments like these. He could use the sensual teasing, the purring tone, so easily, but there was a knife edge beneath it. He not only knew how to intertwine cruelty and kindness, he was an expert at making a woman crave it. As a lifetime sub, she’d figured that out the first time he’d taken her hand, even before Peter had given her that harrowing insight.

      Ben could tease, be a charmer, but he reminded her of what Gran used to say about Gran-da, the kind of parent he was.

      He loved his babies more than life itself, but he never left no doubt he would take one out of this world if they sassed him.

      So though he was teasing her now, things were too full inside her, realizing the significance of him being here, of what Peter was giving her, of where they were going to take her tonight. Way past the point she thought she could go. “Ben…”

      “That’s ‘sir’ for now.” His tone sharpened, bringing her attention back to pinpoint focus. Her body almost tried to snap into an attention stance. “Going to get harsh with you tonight, girl. You’ve been scaring my boy here, and I don’t tolerate that. Got to knock you back in line, and I won’t make it easy. You going to fight me, make it worth my while?”

      She swallowed. “Yes, sir.”

      He rose then, still trailing his fingers along her body, seducing her with that mesmerizing touch. The touch of an intimate stranger, here by Peter’s decree. “You behave, or Peter’s going to let me shove this beer bottle up your cute ass. I won’t stop at the neck. Got to make sure you can take something at least half my size.”

      She’d have made some sardonic comment except she knew he wasn’t kidding. She’d felt his substantial attributes against her ass in past encounters. Through his clothes only, but it was intimidating. And she didn’t intimidate. Not anymore.

      “You’ve been mouthing off a lot lately. Forgetting your place when it comes to your Master.”

      “I’m not breakable,” she retorted. “He needs to be reminded of that sometimes.”

      “Oh, honey.” Ben let out that warm, scary chuckle again. “You’re breakable. When we’re done with you tonight, you’ll know it.” He rolled that bottle across her labia, sliding it up the channel between her buttocks so ice cold glass was pressed against her rim and her cunt. She couldn’t help it; she was wiggling, trying to move away from it.

      Then Peter’s earthy scent, like marsh and live oak, things immutable and strong, was in front of her. He captured her breasts once again, thumbs and forefingers holding the nipples, bearing down in that slow, gradual build-up of excruciating pain that made things clench in her lower extremities.

      “You keep still while our guest is examining you, Sergeant. Still as a statue.”

      She gasped at the pressure of those fingers, then the slow roll as he eased up enough and twisted, such that spirals of sensation went through the curves, sending hard shudders through her. Then those incredibly gentle palms with their rough skin were kneading the tautly held curves through the netting. The lines dug into her flesh, he had her wrapped so tight. When he took the webbing off, she’d be marked with those crisscrosses, able to run her fingers over her breasts and feel the marks.

      “Tell me how your Master prepared you for me,” Ben said conversationally, continuing to insinuate that bottle against her flesh. She wanted to squeal from the need to move. She was actually whimpering in her throat. Before she could answer, Ben’s fingers were probing her well-lubed ass, and the whimper escaped. “I’m waiting for an answer,” he ordered.

      “Plugs of different…sizes.” She drew in a breath as two of his fingers eased into her, through the sphincter muscles. But he was moving them, doing something that felt like a butterfly teasing those sensitive tissues, making it hard for her to think.

      “More details. When did he have you wear them? How long? What did they feel like going in? Did he put them in or make you do it while he watched?”

      “The first time, while he watched. He had me bend over the bed, push it in from the back while he stood over me, watching. It was…it felt not so bad. And when it was strapped on, it made it hard to think. I was surprised how…arousing it was, with no clit stimulation.”

      “Why? Honest and straight out, no thinking.”

      “There were just nerves there…I didn’t expect. It also made me feel…used, subjugated. He’d made me stick something up my ass, made me walk around with it that way.”

      “There’s the soldier. Did he fuck your pussy with the plugs inside you?”

      “Yes.” She swallowed. Peter hadn’t said if she could answer these questions, but he was right here, so she assumed brutal honesty was required.

      “Tell me how he fucked you. Where he did it.” An odd yearning noise caught in her throat as he pushed with those fingers, stretched.

      “He…had me kneel outside on the docks, and took me from behind, his cock in my pussy. It was…so full. When he was down over me, he told me one day he’d share me. He wanted another man, one he trusted, to know how sweet it was to fuck his beautiful slave. And he would do it so I’d know I was all his, to do with as he pleased. Share me if that was what he wanted.”

      The words had been the final straw, pushing her into a hard orgasm. Her cunt spasmed even now over the memory, the fantasy Peter was making come true. It was surreal and scary and… She was tough, she knew she was, but an odd emotion hit her. She wasn’t sure how to deal with it.

      “Master? May I ask a question?”

      “Now you’re all sweet and docile. Ben, you’re already a good influence. Yes, you can ask.”

      “Am I…is it okay to tell him these things? I’m sorry, I should have asked first.”

      “Yes, you should have.” Peter’s voice was stern, but the hands on her breasts gentled further, stroking. “How do you think I should punish you for that?”

      Oh, she hated those clovers, but she knew that was the answer. “The clamps,” she whispered.

      He idly toyed with one of the nipples, an easy tweak that still rocketed straight through her core like a much harder pinch, telling her how wound up they were making her. “No, I don’t think so. That last smartass remark probably deserves the switch. I’m going to let our guest decide degree and quantity.”

      Oh, hell. She loved and hated that switch, he knew that. “Yes, Master.”

      “I don’t want him to feel neglected while you’re taking your punishment. Ask him nicely for his cock.”

      She couldn’t breathe. “I…sir, please. May I suck your cock for you?”

      “In a moment.” She let out a strangled cry as Ben pushed those fingers in deep, so deep she could feel the pressure of his knuckles digging against her rim. It burned, but his thumb dipped into her cunt, playing in that slick area. “You’ve stretched her out good, but not too much. That’s good. It’s no fun unless I get a few tears out of it, a little begging for mercy.” He paused. “I’m thinking ten strikes. Start at a medium degree, but work her up to screaming by the end of it.”

      As his fingers withdrew, she shuddered. It had been a while since she’d shook this hard during a session. It was overwhelming. With Peter, there was always that…connection. It was still there, but with this element involved, with Ben, someone she knew, someone who was part of their intimate family, and yet not so familiar when it came to this, it took it to an entirely different level. It made her less Peter’s submissive, and even more truly a slave, here to be used for the pleasure of the males in the room, regardless of her own desires.

      Which Peter of course knew terrified her and yet turned her on big time, the fantasy dipping its toe in reality in a way that was too mesmerizing to refuse. While a part of her was shrieking no, no, no, no, an even bigger part wanted to make her Master proud. Which meant she had to say something. Peter liked her sassy side, to a point.

      “I’m not a girl,” she said. “I don’t scream from a little bitty stick.”

      The breath from Peter’s amused snort caressed her face. “Sounds like a challenge to me, Ben.”

      Ben grunted, then pinched her ass, hard. “You’re going to be so hoarse, Reverend Dana, your congregation will think you have laryngitis. I might have to attend Sunday school that day, just to listen to you and think about you strapped down and naked like this.”

      “If you’re going to grace the inside of a church,” she gasped, “I’ll have to make sure the lightning rod on the steeple is in good working order.”

      He gave her another pinch, one that made her squeak. She was pretty sure he’d just bruised the muscle with his powerful fingers. “Your concerned parishioners will be asking how you lost your voice,” he continued mildly, “and you’ll be lying, sinning with those fuckable lips, telling them you have some kind of bug. Because I don’t think those good church ladies will appreciate hearing about having your ass whipped and fucked so hard, you came a dozen times and wore out your lungs. Keep mouthing off, you’ll be having to explain why you can’t sit down, either. Want to talk back to me again?”

      As he waited, a significant pause, she set her lips in a stubborn line. She didn’t let herself back down from a challenge. When she’d gone down to the market, it had been like that. She’d been a little afraid, going into an environment where she couldn’t see, knowing there was danger there. But the biggest fear she had in life was that she’d let Peter protect her from too much, too often, and as a result, she’d slide back into being that cowering person again. The one who’d been afraid of everything, even living, after she woke up blind and deaf. She wasn’t ever going to do that to Peter. She wasn’t ever going to be less of a partner to him than he was to her. And that, as much as anything, was why she’d taken the risk of going down to the market.  And why she did something probably just as foolish now.

      “I can take anything you’ve got,” she said, before she could lose her nerve.

      “Whether you can or can’t doesn’t make a shitload of difference to me, baby girl. Because you will.”

      They never cursed in front of women, not like that. Ben sounded a little mean. She was goading the sadist to the top, on purpose. What the hell was she doing? She was starting to feel out of control, that was what. With Peter, though he held all the reins, they were familiar reins. She hadn’t acted out like this, actively bratted, in awhile. She wanted to fight Ben. Wanted to prove she wasn’t weak. If he let her out of this thing, she could kick his ass. Didn’t matter how unlikely that sounded, it was what it was. Fight or flight was kicking in, and fight was winning.

      “You’re misbehaving, girl,” Peter said reprovingly. He’d moved during the exchange, was now behind her, and Ben’s scent had shifted into his place. A second later, fire sliced across her hindquarters, the damned switch Peter wielded with expert skill. Though in all fairness, she gave him lots of opportunity for practice.

      She bit down on her reaction, but she knew she wasn’t going to have the additional reinforcement of locking her jaw, because there were other plans for her mouth. Ben’s fingers were there now, thumbs inserting themselves in the hinges of her jaw. Though she tried to draw back, the tether brought her up short.

      “Wider,” Ben ordered, and she obeyed on instinct, making a protest as a ring gag was maneuvered behind her teeth. A big-ass ring gag, one that made her jaw ache to hold it, and rendered her tongue useless, at least for speaking, because she had no ability to move her mouth or lips at all. The ring gag was strapped in place just as Peter landed strikes two and three, making her breath rasp out like a steam engine. Fuck, it always felt like it was cutting through skin, even though her captain knew exactly how to do it without leaving anything more than short-term welts. That top layer of nerves was just that damn responsive.

      In between punishments, he massaged healing balms into her ass that kept it soft as a baby’s bottom, and as sensitive. No leather-butt for her, not with the kind of aftercare the K&A men wielded as effectively as every other weapon in their arsenal.

      “Going to be drooling a bit with this,” Ben observed. “I’ve put a towel between your palms. Don’t want that mess on my expensive shoes. But I think…yeah, hand those to me, Peter. I know what a tit guy you are. You always have the right thing to keep the headlights nice and perky.”

      Another set of clamps, but not the clovers, thank God. These screwed on, but maintained a steady pressure. It was uncomfortable, but not screech-level painful. Plus, it was an unsettling distraction, Ben handling her there so personally, his fingers pinching and adjusting her nipples, knuckles sliding along the curves of her breasts. She was so used to Peter’s touch there, because he was a true breast guy, such that it wasn’t unusual to wake with his palm curved possessively over one. Or he’d suckle her awake, or come up behind her to cup and squeeze, rub his cock against her ass, kiss her neck while he indulged his need to fondle her tits about a hundred times a day.

      It meant they were incredibly easy to stimulate, to arouse, so she was panting when Ben ran the connecting chain up to the ring gag, hooking it there with no slack, the two strands of chain pressing against her wet bottom lip.

      “Yeah, he’s got you trained to come just from breast play. That’s hot, baby girl. Makes me want to get even rougher with you.” Ben’s voice held a low growl of approval. “Every time I push in, you’re going to feel the tug on those pretty nips. You better hope I don’t start pounding in there and forget myself, or you’ll feel like you’re being suckled by barracuda.”

      What came out of her mouth then was unprecedented, but it was pretty much unmistakable, even with the gag. The next switch strike fell in the high degree mark, and she cried out, she couldn’t help it, not with her mouth wide open. The sound was muffled, though, because Ben rubbed his groin across her mouth. He was still wearing the slacks, hadn’t opened them yet, but she felt the weight and shape of him, hard against the fabric.  When he pushed against her lips, she moaned. Peter squeezed her ass with his big hand, a caress, warming the striped areas, and the noise became a plea.

      Ben stayed against her stretched-open mouth as the next three strikes came. She did cry out again, tears beginning to fall despite herself, damn it. It was breaking open, that thing inside of her that Peter always found, but she hadn’t expected it this fast.

      Ben backed off then. Her nostrils flared, smelling the heated length of him, the scent of precum as he opened the slacks. Putting his hand on her head, he guided himself into her forced-open lips. Damn if he barely pushed through that big-ass ring, shoving the meat of himself into the hot wet cavern of her mouth, all the way to the back. She’d only taken part of him, and probably not the largest part.

      “Work that tongue against him, girl,” Peter said. “Show him it can do something other than mouth off.”

      She lashed at the base of Ben’s cock, wishing she could suck, but her smart mouth had deprived her of that pleasure, hadn’t it? Maybe if she focused on being a good girl, a really good girl, they might take out the ring gag. Ben worked himself in deeper, past her gag reflex. From what she’d learned from Savannah and Cass, and the men themselves, none of the Knights were small in the cock department, so it was a survival skill to deep-throat without choking. She’d been good at it before, but Peter had helped her hone the skill. She’d been an eager pupil, wanting to give her captain head that would send him out of control and spewing down her throat as often as possible.

      Those skills stood her well now, because she had to force the throat muscles to relax, even while her jaw was held rigid by that ring gag. She lashed at him with her tongue like a cat’s tail, trying to curl and stroke, flail and flick, stimulate him. He had a rich cologne smell down here, telling her he put it on his balls, something that turned her on to no end, a man making sure his stuff smelled good to a woman.

      “I’m wondering if she needs another ten,” Peter commented. “What do you think, Ben?”

      She made a small noise of complaint before she could bite it back. Ben tightened his fingers on her scalp, pushing himself in deeper. The nipple chain pulled just as he promised. She choked against him.

      “Do you have any say in this, Dana?” Ben asked.

      She couldn’t shake her head much, but she managed. Even mouthed a desperate, garbled “No sir,” against him.

      When the switch strike came again, she sobbed against his cock. But Peter only gave her three more before replacing the sting with his mouth. As his lips and tongue cruised over her abused flesh, his fingers slid down her wet labia, soothing, stroking. He was dialing it back a little, giving her a little breathing room, so to speak. It was a relief, given that her ass felt like it was on fire.

      “Time to switch places,” he said, when she was shuddering from the overload of sensation. “I want to see you fuck my slave, Ben. Teach her some manners.”

      “This one wouldn’t have manners if you kept her this way 24/7. Course…” Ben paused, apparently considering as he continued to slowly work himself in and out of her frantic mouth, his fingers tight on her scalp. “She’s an ask-for-forgiveness, not ask-for-permission slave. A prevention program would cure that. Put her in this kind of set up a couple hours each day, switch her ass every other day, no matter how good she’s been. Keep her mind on her Master’s will.”

      “It’s a good thought.” Peter slid his fingers in her cunt, scissoring, and she made another strangled, pleading noise. Lash, flick, tease that heated, thick cock. Please…help. Fuck. “Especially seeing how responsive she’s being tonight. I’ve never seen her so wet.”

      “You have the cam running? The others will want to see this.”

      The idea made her clench against Peter’s hand. She swallowed hard, and was rewarded with more of Ben’s salty, slick taste. Just imagining Matt, Jon and Lucas in the darkness of the board room, the five men watching a replay, overwhelmed her mind. Watching the close up of her body being used by two of the five Masters, all of them evaluating technique and her responses… When she was around them, she’d feel the knowledge of it in their touch, their voices, how they’d seen her naked and exposed.

      She made another of those pleading, moaning noises.

      “Audio and video, so she can listen to it later as well. Might even convert those sexy begging and crying sounds she’s making into my new ring tone, when she calls me.”

      She pulled herself away from that precipitous, mindless edge, enough to give him a creative, garbled response. It made both men chuckle. It also earned her a swat from Peter’s big hand on her tender ass.

      “See?” Ben sighed. “She’s a hopeless brat. All right, clear out. Much as I love her sweet mouth, you’re hogging my preferred end.”

      Peter squeezed her ass, fingers running lightly down her thighs in contrast, and then he was gone. For just a moment, Ben was as well, and the lack of stimulation, after such an overload of it, was almost destabilizing. Then Ben’s hand replaced her captain’s on her ass. He rubbed briskly over the switch marks, then gripped a cheek hard, fingers bruising, almost lifting her up off the frame with that single hold point. Just when she thought she couldn’t take the bruising compression a moment longer, he released her and smacked. Hard, with a sweeping motion that came up from below, rocketing up through her muscles. It hurt, but with her legs spread, it also resounded in a vibration through her pussy that balanced it. When he did it to the other buttock, she made an animal noise, rocking forward in the frame from the strength of impact. He gripped both cheeks in powerful hands, squeezing roughly even as he brushed his thumbs over her labia, a light patter of movement that had her writhing again.

      Peter had moved in front of her; she could tell by scent and shadow. However, he stayed out of reach, such that her entire focus had to be on what Ben was doing to her. She kept making those guttural moans as the lawyer subjected her to more stinging blows, bruising grips. It was as if she was being tenderized for his fucking. The second the remarkable thought hit her mind, she knew she was right.

      “I know you can do this to her tits, but you can do it to her ass as well. Make her come just by stroking it, spanking, licking, rubbing it.” Ben spoke matter-of-factly over her head to Peter. “Women love it. Once you teach them to surrender to it, the ass is as sensitive as the cunt. Put her over your knee when you’re doing it, you add the psychology to it. She’ll be biting down on your pants’ leg, screaming as she comes.”

      Her heart ramped up as Peter touched her face at last. He traced the big ring gag on the inside, his finger stroking her tongue briefly, the silky wet insides of her mouth. Then she heard the buckle of his belt being unfastened, the more decided zip of jeans being opened, versus the less detectable slide of the zipper on what had been Ben’s suit slacks. If she hadn’t had the ring gag in, she would have parted her lips, showing her eagerness to service her Master. Taking his cock in her mouth never failed to steady her, and she sure as hell needed steadying at the moment.

      A wave of Peter-scented air, and she knew he’d pulled his T-shirt over his head. She made a soft sound of pleasure when he squatted in front of her, rubbed the balled-up handful of heavy cotton against the side of her face, over her lips, not just to take away the saliva there, but to give her that reassurance, that intimate touch of his clothes, his scent.

      “You’re making me proud, girl,” Peter told her, and she knew she’d jump off a cliff for the man.

      However, the two Masters had other plans for her. As Peter took the T-shirt away, Ben brought her back out of that comforting haze. When he probed the switch marks, she jumped. He was scraping something sharp over them. It was a single steel point, one that dug into one of the more sore spots, making her moan against Peter’s cock as it slid into that ring. “Damn, I like the ring gag,” her Master noted. “You can really slide back deep.”

      “It keeps them from talking, keeps their mind on their proper business,” Ben noted. “Consider it my gift to you. You need it with this one. Tsk, tsk.” He made the chiding noise as she did her best to try and kick him like a mule, despite the fact her thigh was strapped to the fucking machine frame. She strangled on a curse, her voice vibrating against Peter’s cock, as Ben pricked her with that talon again. “If we ever get another bad girl in the group like this one, we can tie them ass to ass when they misbehave. Use a double-headed dildo and make them slap against each other, fuck each other’s asses as we play carousel, have them give head to the whole group. That would be a pretty picture. Even more so if we can talk Matt and Lucas into letting them eat Savannah and Cass’s pussies while we watch.”

      “Damn, Ben. Fuck. Don’t make me harder. I’ll choke her.”

      Ben’s words made her even hotter as well, which she was sure he intended. Though she’d come just a little while ago, her body was humming like it had never happened. She was on the edge, immersed in what they were doing to her, keyed up, wound up, scared and hyper stimulated. No wonder her trembling was shaking the frame. She visualized the scenario, her and this imaginary woman, the next that would come into the group, which meant Jon or Ben’s fated mate. She, Savannah and Cass had talked about it. Just as it had happened for the other three, it would be the same for Ben and Jon. They would each find that one woman, that one submissive who was it for them, their soulmate. And the possibilities for more mind-blowing sessions like this would grow.

      Peter knew she wasn’t averse to playing with girls. Now she imagined the privilege of Savannah standing before her. Matt would unzip his wife’s fashionable tailored skirt, push it down to pool around her ankles. He’d make his lovely ice princess put her cuffed arms above her head, loop the connecting ring over one of the suspension hooks disguised as plant hangers in the board room. He’d then slide that hook along its track, bringing Savannah closer to Dana, waiting on all fours, her head yoked up like it was here. She’d smell Savannah’s fragrant pussy, the cool perfume smell of the woman’s soft, silken skin. Matt would spread her legs with gentle but relentless hands, holding her steady, positioning her before Dana’s mouth. She’d be wearing one of those dainty, beautiful slips of lacy underwear, and Dana would be so eager to tongue her through it, she could already taste the splotches of arousal on the crotch panel. She’d make the princess of the Knights moan, Matt holding her tight against his big, powerful body as he teased his wife’s throat with his mouth.

      “She’s in the zone now, big time.” Peter knew her too well. “Time to flip her.”

      “Absolutely. Let’s take her to the weight bench.”

      She was released from the frame, from the chin rest. Peter even removed the ring gag with strong, tender fingers, but when he had withdrawn, possibly to put it aside, she gasped as Ben’s grip landed on her nape, a hard hold that pushed her cheek down to the flat top of his shoe, because he was squatting next to her. As he massaged the tendons of her fragile neck, his voice was terrifyingly mild.

      “You start talking back again, you’ll have that gag back in there, you mind me?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      Then Ben was gone and Peter took over. He ran his hand over her scalp, stroking, bringing her back up onto her heels. His thumbs massaged her sore jaw as he put his lips on her cheek, over the tracks of tears. “Easy, girl,” he murmured. “My good slave. My beautiful, perfect wife.”

      It squeezed her heart. They weren’t married yet, but sometimes he said things like that, because for both of them, it was already the truth. Peter was the one to lift her, to carry her to the weight bench, and she was glad of it. When it came to being carried, moved into unknown territory, she was still tentative about that because of her blindness. But she trusted Peter to carry her through hell. He’d done it before.

      She was laid out on her back on a short padded bench that was segmented. The head rest was dropped so it was at forty-five degrees, the perfect angle for taking a man’s cock down her throat. Her hips were positioned on the opposite edge of the bench. Peter guided her hands to her sides, curling her fingers around the sides of the bench at her hips.

      “Ankles on my shoulders.” Ben slid his hands down under her knees to her calves, lifting her legs so her feet were on his broad shoulders, against his suit. It was so soft, there must be silk in the wool. Since her toes were now on either side of his head, of course she couldn’t resist curling them in his hair, catching the thick strands.

      “Smartass. Peter, she needs something to occupy her.”

      A noise of deep pleasure hummed in her throat as Peter guided his cock back into her mouth, that padded head rest giving her the stability so he could thrust in hard and deep, his hands on her shoulders to hold her body steady. Most days she dreaded the workout room, because her body would never again have the flexibility and strength to achieve the endorphin rush a good, hard workout could bring. However, she had nothing but enthusiasm for this kind of workout. She flat-out loved giving him head.

      It’s a win-win, girl. It was what he’d said, the first time he realized it. She’d had her fingers on his mouth when he made the comment, felt that wry, sexy smile.

      Giving her that distraction was calculated, because Ben was occupied with something a little more unsettling. He’d switched both her feet to one shoulder, and was holding her ankles together as he wrapped them in tight webbing, just like what was around her breasts. He passed it several times around her soles and ankles, restricting even the movement of her feet, and then worked his way up her calves. He tied it off above her knees. Just like across her nipples, she felt the cut of the thin lines against her flesh as Ben made sure the webbing was snug. But he wasn’t done.

      “Palms flat against your thighs, arms straight. We won’t let you roll off.”

      That was the least of her worries. When she obeyed, he began wrapping her again, overlapping where he’d just finished off. As he kept going, around her hips, over her mound, putting delicious, tantalizing pressure on her clit, Peter tightened his hand on the side of her head, reminding her to keep her mind on the business of servicing his cock. She needed the reminder, because it was disconcerting, being immobilized, her arms up to her elbows now included in the wrap around her lower torso.

      Ben stopped beneath her breasts, tying off there. She was now mummified from breasts to feet, a few strategic rips in the netting capable of giving them access to every part of her, while the netting itself gave them full view of what her body could offer them.

      “Look at the mermaid we’ve caught,” Peter murmured. “What do you think she’d be willing to do to get free?”

      “Not really relevant, since we’re not going to let her go.” Ben shifted her legs to his other shoulder. The fact she had to rely on him to move her suggested she had a mermaid’s tail in truth, her feet and ankles bound so she couldn’t flex them, her legs held together such that she didn’t have an inch of space between them. His fingers found their way into the netting over the seam of her tightly compressed buttocks. Her drawn-in breath became a shudder when those strong fingers flexed and she felt the netting rip. Just as she’d predicted, he’d created enough of a hole she could easily guess his intent.

      She’d envisioned him taking her rear entry while she was on all fours, sucking Peter’s cock, or while she straddled her Master, but this…she felt truly helpless. She hadn’t imagined having her ass fucked while on her back.

      “Not paying me enough attention, Sergeant.” Peter pushed in deeper, making her choke on the size of him in her throat. She renewed her efforts on him, suckling, licking. Her focus increased threefold, partly because it would help her manage the anxiety, and partly because of the intense pleasure she felt when she made her captain come like this.

      It will be all right. You want this. They’ll take care of you.

      As Peter’s hand flexed on her shoulder, his breath becoming a harsh rasp, she lost herself in the thought, the trust, even more. She usually swallowed his seed, but even before he spoke, she sensed he wanted to do it another way. Because he was sharing her with another.

      “Move back a minute, Ben,” Peter grunted, the strain in his voice. Though she’d only seen it once, she remembered what he looked like at that precipice point, all those fine, fine muscles taut on his chest and shoulders, biceps bunched and rippling the Don’t Tread on Me snake tattoo. There’d be a fine sheen across his firm tanned flesh. If her hands were free now, she’d reach up, slide her nails over that slickness. His hands would close over hers, holding her wrists pinioned against his thundering heart as he came.

      “Beg him for it, Dana,” Ben commanded.

      “Please, Master,” she gasped. “Please come… Mark me.”

      Peter gave her the first swallow as he started to come, but then he pulled out, pressed forward so her forehead was against his thighs as he jacked off on her breasts. She could feel the vibration of his severe, shuddering breaths, the masculine groans of repletion. Warm, salty come splashed against her nipples, making her cry out her own pleasure. It trickled down her sternum, against her throat. She licked her lips, craving any stray spatter. He must have seen it, for he caught her jaw, letting her suck down the last stream as he thrust back in rough, making her work to stay in rhythm with him.

      When he finally slowed, he gave her the reward of letting her clean him, which she did with desperate sucking noises. Her pussy was hot, wet and needy, such that she was undulating like a mermaid in water, seducing the fishermen who’d caught her in their net, begging them for what she wanted.

      As Peter stroked her throat, smoothing his slick come over the vital pathways there, she realized Ben had been busy during her distracted haze. A cool metal hook was slipped in the netting between her ankles. Her fingers tightened instinctively against her sides, though they were ineffectual at stopping anything as her hips were cranked a few inches off the bench, her legs now held in the air by some form of suspension system. Peter passed his hands over her shoulders, below her body, her back and hips, gauging the strain.

      “All right, Sergeant? Don’t you think of lying to me.”

      “Yes…” Being rendered so sexually helpless apparently came with breathlessness, so it was practically a whisper.

      “Neck is comfortable?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      Ben slid down her legs, hooking his fingers in the net over her thighs, caressing her torturously close to her mound, her needy pussy. “Too bad I bound her hands. I could have had her lube me up real good with those clever fingers of hers. That’s where having another slave around is useful. She could lick all your come off of Dana’s nipples, then get down on her knees and work this oil over me.”

      “Well, don’t look at me to oblige.” Peter’s dry humor registered vaguely. She was far more focused on his hands, pausing over her breasts to give her a rough squeeze, then moving to her ribs, fingers sliding under her to caress her back, her hips. She could feel his heat leaning over her, wanted his mouth on hers, but she had a feeling he’d hold that gift away from her for now. Unless she proved she could be the best slave ever.

      “Please…” She licked her lips. “Master, I could make him slippery with my mouth.”

      “Appreciate that, baby girl,” Ben chuckled, a husky sound of male pleasure. “But as hot and wet as your tongue is, we’re going to need some really slick oil. You’ve got a tight little ass. I don’t mind dipping into the well for a mix, though.”

      She gasped as he popped another couple strings in the netting, so now his fingers could sink into her pussy. He dipped in deep, swirled around. Without any clit stimulation, she groaned, unable to do anything more than take it since they had her so bound up.

      “Ben.” A pause, and a silent exchange between the men, the reason for it immediately obvious when Peter put an additional foam wedge beneath her lower back and lifted hips, Ben making an adjustment to the suspension so she now had full support below the waist. She hadn’t even noticed the building ache in her hips and back until now, but that was why Peter had been caressing her so thoroughly. In time—probably the worst possible time—it would have been a distraction.

      Was it possible to love the overprotective giant any more than she already did?

      “Don’t want our mermaid on the hook to get distracted by the wrong kind of pain,” Peter murmured, brushing his lips along her cheek, her ear. She wanted his lips desperately, and then was rewarded when he brought them down to hers. However, he channeled her hunger by holding pressure on her forehead, her throat.

      “Unh-unh,” he muttered against her mouth. “You stay still and let me sample that mouth of yours, taste myself on you.”

      Peter was a master at restraint and deprivation. The kiss took it one notch below screaming need, the way he nibbled, then plunged his tongue into her mouth, swirling around, covering her mouth, his fingers locked on her throat, over the collar he’d given her. Ben’s fingers continued to work in and out of her cunt… Now there was a shuddering pause where she assumed he was adding her lubrication to whatever he was putting on his cock. She imagined him standing there, looking at her body in an almost meditative way, all helpless and bound for him and Peter as he fisted himself, got that big cock nice and glistening, to put it up her ass.

      “Master…” She breathed against Peter’s mouth. Not a request, just a need to say it…to be sure. “Master.”

      “Yes.” That one word acknowledged what she was trying to convey. There was a visceral satisfaction in his voice, her primal territorial male. “You belong to me first, but you also belong to him, because that’s the way we work. If I wanted all four of them to fuck you—Matt, Jon, Lucas, Ben—you’d do it, because you love being my slave. Our slave. I want to see Ben fuck you.”

      “Yes, Master. I want to please you more than anything. I want to please them, because I’m theirs, too.”

      The desire to brat or sass was being blasted away by something far stronger, this mindless desire. Peter knew how to get her there, and he and Ben had managed, with overwhelming sexual dominance, to push her deep into the depths of that ocean. Her body was amped up to a thousand revs, vibrating with the need to come, to give, to surrender. It was crazy, but she loved, craved and feared it, all at once. It was all out of her control.

      Before her injuries in Iraq, she’d been a hardcore sub, one who needed a firm hand to keep from taking over the session. Peter had picked up on that right away. But as serious as that had seemed, Iraq had taught her what losing control truly was. It had terrified her to the bone, made her hide, made her want to stop living. Peter had collared her, made her his and brought her back to life, not taking no for an answer.

      Like tonight, he still took her places that terrified her, but only to give her gifts beyond her imagining. The night they’d met, he’d broken into her soul, made her accept him there. The fully functioning, sighted person she’d been then hadn’t been brave enough to let anyone do that. But Peter had been her Master, able to override her will, even before she ever called him that.

      Over and over again, he’d proven he knew what she craved and needed before she did. Thinking back to the corner incident with the gangbangers, she knew it was the faith in herself he’d given her that overrode every weakness or perceived handicap. She would always defy him when necessary to remind him she wasn’t fragile, because he made her want to be strong.

      So in essence, the bratting was his fault. Given that she did have some sense of self-preservation, she’d save that observation for another time, though.

      Ben’s fingers were back in her ass, beginning to work the oil in there as well. The determined thrust of those digits, the way the movement sent anticipation and anxiety spiraling through her stomach, told her the point of no-return was fast approaching. But before she could tense up about it, an involuntary reaction, Peter’s rumbling voice cut into her apprehension.

      “Who do you see licking my come off my slave’s beautiful tits? Savannah? Cass?”

      “Oh, fuck. Savannah.” Ben made a guttural noise of pure lust. “With Cass straddling Dana’s hips like her Harley. She could rub their gorgeous cunts together, tease their clits while Savannah licked your spunk off her throat and nipples.”

      “Damn, Ben, you’re doing it again.”

      “You’re going to have to perform again pretty damn soon, soldier-boy. Don’t want to tell Lucas you went all limp-dicked on me.”

      “Bite me.” When Dana made a noise of pure lust, caught up in their fantasizing, Peter nipped her ear, nuzzled. Ben worked another finger in, stretching her, making her burn and whimper. He had so much lube in her, she could feel the warm oil sliding down her spine from the crease between her buttocks.

      It made her even crazier, the way they were talking over her, so deceptively indifferent, crude and male. The fact she knew they were hyperaware of every response they were pulling from her, only intensified it. Peter’s fingers tightened on her throat, teasing her under the collar.

      “So who would you want it to be, Dana, hmm? Savannah? Cass? Or someone else?”

      He knew, the cunning bastard, because his favorite bedtime stories were her girl-on-girl fantasies. Which usually pushed bedtime back by at least fifteen sweaty, intense, quick-and-hard-fuck moments.

      “Rachel…my physical therapist. When she bends over me…she has beautiful lips…I want to kiss them. Touch her…breasts. They’re big and full. Just the way you like ‘em, Captain. I bet she has large, pink white girl nipples.”

      “Yours are my favorites.” She groaned, a noise of primitive pleasure, as he put those powerful hands over the netting and tore it just as he’d promised at the beginning, releasing the blood flow where the lines had pressed down. “They don’t need to be big. They just need to be yours.”

      “They’re yours,” she whispered. “Not mine.”

      “Damn right. It’s all mine. Your pussy, your tits, your ass, everything from head to toe. Heart, mind and soul.”

      “Yes, Master.” She cried out as he leaned over her, put his mouth on one nipple and began to suck, taking her in. She knew he had to be tasting himself as well, how he’d marked her. He was so good at gripping both breasts when he did this, kneading and squeezing just the right way, so it intensified the pull on her nipple, making her cunt ripple, her clit harden. It took her a moment to realize from the pressure against her rectum that Ben was stretching her out with at least four fingers, two from each hand, making her feel fuller.

      “There we are, nice and dripping, just the way I want her.” He removed the digits slow, teasing the sensitive ring of nerves. “Isn’t that PT the one Jon has a thing for?”

      “Mmm.” When Peter spoke against her flesh, he flicked her nipple with a deft tongue. While she gasped and made more whimpering appeals in the back of her throat, they conversed as if simply enjoying a shared meal. She was in danger of permanently losing her mind. “Cagey bastard won’t say, but you can tell he’s got his eye on her. She’s married, though. Fuck it all. Wears a ring.”

      “Damn. He won’t touch her then.”

      Dana wailed and strained her neck, pressing her face hard into Peter’s bare chest as Ben’s mouth invaded her rim, tongue darting out to lick her thoroughly. When he blew on her, it activated a tingling heat reaction in the oil. Her anus contracted like her cunt, eager, hungry for cock. He pulled his mouth back enough to slide a finger around the rim, teasing her with light touches, little strokes, short penetrations. She writhed, groaned, made a wide range of chirps and notes, like an alarmed, captured bird.

      “In the real world, she may be married, but in this room, Rachel can be whatever we want her to be,” Ben said softly, but not so softly she couldn’t hear him. “Tell me what she’d be doing to you, Dana, if we had her here.”

      “She’d…do what you and my Master commanded,” she said breathlessly. “Lick his come off of me. Get on her knees and suck your cock…put oil on it, the way I wanted to do it. Maybe…lick my pussy to make that wetter for Peter.”

      “And wetter for you, too. You like girls, Reverend Dana. We all know it.” He gave her ass a little smack through the netting that made her flex against it, increasing the rough friction of it pressing on her flesh. “Who’s that controller from Weston Textiles, Peter? You can tell the way she looks at Savannah she likes the girls. And she goes to Surreal. Voyeur stuff, but I bet Jon could charm her into spreading her legs; you could order Dana to go down on her while we watch.”

      It was fantasy, she knew it was, but as fantasies went, it was a good one. It never failed to arouse her, scenarios where she was directed by their desires, their lusts, all their cocks getting hard watching her. While she expected the controller was sexy as hell, she liked Rachel better. It might not make sense, given the therapist’s marital status, but it felt like Rachel should be in their circle. The controller, whoever she was…wasn’t. It made a difference.

      In the beginning, it had surprised Dana, how intuitively she comprehended the code that bound the Knights, but given the amazing connection she’d felt instantly with Peter, she supposed it shouldn’t have. The first time she’d been shared by the Knights, the first time she’d felt the press of Cass’s hand on her fingers and Savannah’s cool lips brush her cheek in welcome, it had been there. No matter how much they talked up the fantasies to make this kind of moment more intense, the Knights would never initiate another into the full circle who wasn’t destined to be a permanent part of it. Peter had let her touch another woman the first night he’d shared her with them, in a club environment, but it had been brief, more titillation than anything.

      These boys did not share their toys. Except with each other.

      Ben went to work on her rim again, teasing her with that tongue. Oh, God, that made her crazy. She was squealing, convulsing from head to toe as he held her fast, plunged his tongue into her, worked it there, traced the rim and then sank his teeth into the meat of her buttock, a hard bite that made her cry out again as he did it twice more, a hard, prolonged clamp that told her she’d have teethmarks in her ass for a couple days.

      While he did that, Peter kept suckling and nipping at her breasts, thumbs under her collar, pulling on it, reminding her of his claim on her. If she could see, she was pretty sure she’d have black spots in her vision. All other thoughts were disappearing, everything about the sensations now… She’d never been so aroused without coming, but they were making her utterly insane without pushing her over. They made it heaven and hell together. She was begging, nearly wailing.

      “Please…please, God…fuck. Please…”

      “Ssshhh.” Peter nipped her breast, a sharp admonishment. She knew he didn’t mind hearing her cry out, so it had to be because he wanted her to turn that outburst inward, make the energy-build even more intense. She shook like she had a fever, trying to obey.

      “You’re ready, baby girl.” Ben’s large hands were on her buttocks, pulling them open, the very air against the lubed opening enough to make her quiver. “You push out against me, the minute you feel pressure. Peter, keep working her.”

      She thought she heard that smooth zipper sound again, telling her Ben had remained fully clothed throughout this. It put a provocative picture in her mind. Peter had stripped off his shirt, so he’d be wearing just his jeans and boots. Her captain’s upper body would be flexing and curved over her as his clever mouth worked her nipples and breasts, his large hands cradling her face, a contrast to Ben in his expensive suit and shiny shoes, his green eyes intent as he opened his slacks, pulled down the briefs to stretch that thick, monstrous cock out in his grip, guiding it toward her ass…

      She yelped as Peter bit her nipple, just as Ben set the head to her opening, started easing inward. She knew from the ring gag how thick he’d be, but holy God, feeling it was a different matter. And she did mean that as a religious plea, the Lord forgive her.

      “Flex against him, girl,” Peter said in a growl. “Open up for him. Let him in. Do it.”

      Her Master was ordering it, so she bore down, tried to will all her muscles to relax in a way they never had before. He was in maybe an inch or two, and it was stretching and burning like holy hell. She gasped, tears leaking out of her eyes.

      Ben came to a halt. When he put a hand on her thighs, she realized he intended to do more with that hand than just steady her. His fingers found her clit, started to stroke in small circles. It was already swollen to the size of a ripe fruit. As she squirmed and gasped, Peter went back to the deep, suckling pull on her nipples, squeezing her breasts in his big, heated hands, the combination that could shoot her right into orgasm.

      Ben adjusted her, the angle and the pressure of her body holding her ass flush to his pelvis. The fabric of his open slacks were against her lower back, then she was catapulted to another realm of pleasure as Peter’s hands slid away from her breasts and Ben’s took their place. Holding and squeezing them as Peter suckled them. Oh God…the idea of it, the two of them working together, was amazing. Then she cried out as the head of Ben’s cock broke through that tight inner ring of muscles.

      “There you are,” Ben muttered. She cried out again as Peter’s hand covered her mound completely, two fingers sinking into her cunt as his thumb began to massage the clit on the outside.

      “No…no…” It was that odd denial that came with overwhelming stimulation, because they were relentless, ruthless. For every squirm she made against the flicking, rubbing, teasing of her clit, Ben was moving forward, making headway, in the literal sense. And taking full pleasure in squeezing her breasts, while Peter continued to suckle the nipples that were large and stiff as a result of all the stimulation. She was being split in half, her ass on fire, but that oil in there was still warm and tingling, trying to work with it.

      “Help…” She didn’t know what kind of help she needed, and she didn’t want anything to stop, and of course her Master and Ben just made her hotter, wetter.

      “No help for you here, baby girl,” Ben growled. “You broke the rules, disobeyed your Master. Now you’re going to pay the price. You take my cock, every inch of it, and you beg for forgiveness.”

      “I’m sorry…I’m sorry…oh, God…no…it hurts…don’t stop, please don’t stop…”

      “Not planning to,” Peter said, giving her another nip. “Not until you’re the most well-fucked slave a Master could ever want.”

      “Oh God…” She was doing the mantra now. She had utterly no control, with Ben holding her legs and pushing inward and down. She’d never felt so full, and she was sure they planned to eventually have Peter fuck her at the same time. Oh, God, she’d be split in half. But it was all right. She was all theirs, that was all that mattered, that she served their lust, their will. She had no mind, no desires that weren’t theirs. She wanted them to split her in half.

      Peter came back to her mouth, his hands once again taking possession of her breasts while Ben’s slid down her belly, teasing her navel before he banded his arms against her thighs and calves again, holding her suspended legs tighter against his body, for a deeper penetration she was sure.

      This time she couldn’t help it. She sank her teeth into Peter’s lower lip, needing to consume him. He shifted, held her head, met the passionate kiss with an overwhelming one of his own, taking control of it, dominating her just with his mouth, the grip of his hands, the heat of him vibrating against her. And then she let out a guttural moan as Ben made it all the way home. His balls pressed against her ass cheeks. It hurt like hell, but God, it felt…unbelievable. She wanted him to pull out, she wanted him to never pull out.

      “There you are. Fuck, tight as they come. Just the way I like it.” He moved incrementally and she whimpered again. Good, agonizing, incredible. “Tell me you like it.”

      “I love it. Love it…” she whispered. “Please, Master. I want you both.”

      “You’ll get us both. But you’ll do Ben first. He’s our guest, after all.”

      “Ohhh…” She screamed as Ben pulled out a few inches, slid back in while his thumb slid over her clit, down between her labia, tickled the flesh there. Peter swallowed the sound in his mouth, keeping his hands on her jaw, holding her steady as Ben did it again. And again.

      She was rasping into Peter’s mouth. “I can’t…I might come. It feels…different.” Like she was coming, but not. Like she wanted it to continue forever, even as she was pretty sure her rectum had been torn open.

      “You don’t come until your Master orders it.” That from Ben, in a stern, no-nonsense voice that snapped her mind right back into lock, particularly when he gave her clit a sharp pinch that made her jump. His cock shifted inside of her, went deep again, so that she cried out once more.

      “The idea’s tempting, though. We could spend the rest of the night punishing her, every time she comes without our permission.” Peter’s chuckle was this side of lust-saturated evil. The two of them could teach Satan a thing or two about tempting the purest soul to sin.

      When he shifted, she realized he’d stood up. A moment, later, those hard, denim-clad thighs were on either side of her head, pressing into her shoulders. He was leaning forward…

      “Nooooo…oh God oh God…” His mouth replaced Ben’s fingers on her clit, and then Peter’s tongue was dipping into her cunt, sucking her juices, licking her labia.

      She fucking came apart, just as Ben took advantage of the inevitable climax to ramp things up on his end. He started to thrust in earnest, making her feel the slide of him in and out of her impossibly stretched rim. He was pumping her good, even though she realized—with dread and amazement—he was still restraining himself. Right now it felt like she was being jack hammered. She’d lost her grip on the cliff, on anything. Turning her head toward Peter’s leg, she bit his inner thigh so hard she was pretty sure she would have struck blood if he didn’t have the jeans. Her climax roared over her, shuddered through her entire body, seizing her heart, lungs, mind, taking her up so high she couldn’t even imagine where the earth might be.

      She was screaming, spiraling, coming so hard her juices flooded Peter’s mouth as Ben kept fucking her ass and Peter’s mouth sucked on her clit, tongue fucking her pussy. Ben’s arm  muscles were steel around her legs, holding her steady against his body as he worked himself into her. She wanted to feel him come, wanted to feel that cock jet inside her, but she was losing focus, things getting gray.

      “Help… Master…” Peter.

      Then everything went dark, inside and out.
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      “There she is. She’s coming back to us. Blacked out on us, soldier.”

      Peter was cradling her against his chest. She was lying…where was she? Out on the screened porch, where she could hear the marsh birds talking in the night, the frogs warbling, the cool touch of the fresh air, flowing in and out of her lungs with each deep breath. The netting was gone, leaving her fully naked. She also registered that Peter was lying beneath her, the heated skin of his upper body pressed to hers, his cock beneath his jeans a fairly erect bar against her inner thigh where it lay between his. His hand was stroking her temple, her short-cropped hair. She was a noodle, too limp to move.

      “Not over yet, Sergeant. Your punishment isn’t done.”

      If she’d had the energy, she would have quaked at that. How much more could she handle? Of course, as punishments went, it was already the most incredible punishment ever. They were going to kill her, but she was already resigned to that. What a story she’d have when she reached the Pearly Gates. They might lock her out from pure envy.

      That aside, the hardness of her Master’s cock told her the most important thing about why she had to accept more punishment. She wasn’t done until her Master’s lust had been sated, until he was satisfied. That was a slave’s top priority, right?

      His hand glided down her back. She felt another set of hands, Ben’s, slide over her rump. Her other foot was in the lawyer’s lap, and he was massaging her toes, teasing the sole a little bit with occasional brushes of a glass that likely held his preferred whiskey. But now he set it aside, leaned down and kissed her there, making her smile tiredly.

      “Ready to give out yet, baby girl?”

      “I serve my Master,” she whispered. “And you.”

      “That’s the right answer. Because you’re going to give us each one more go, and you’re going to come again yourself before you’re done.  Dinner always comes with dessert. It might be quite a bit shorter, but it will be a sweet finish to the evening.”

      She had no idea what they had in mind, but she was simply drifting, loose, willing to do whatever. A wave of pleasure swept her, a residual of her climax, as Ben lifted her, his arm sliding under her waist, the other across her chest, just over her breasts to support her as Peter adjusted beneath her, obviously opening the jeans. Ben nuzzled her hair, her ear, gave it a nip. “Made me harder than I’ve ever been, baby girl, hearing you beg for mercy and more pain, all at once. He kissed away your every tear.”

      “You savored every one of them.”

      “I haven’t done it right if I don’t make them cry…and come. And why are we doing it?”

      She closed her eyes. She didn’t know why she did, except it was a different kind of darkness, the kind that matched what was in his voice. Sinful temptation.

      “Because I’m being punished. For disobeying my Master.”

      “For endangering his property. For being careless with it. That’s not going to happen again. Ever. Or I’ll come back and you’ll learn what a real switching and hard fuck is all about, not this little tickle we’re giving you tonight.”

      She swallowed, barely breathing. “Yes sir.” Peter was getting hard against her pubic mound.

      “Now you go down on him and suck him good, until he decides he’s hard enough to want to fuck you. No hands. You rely on us.”

      She wasn’t sure what he meant until he moved her back on the bench, so her head would be more in line with her Master’s cock. Sitting her back on her heels on the boards, Ben guided her hands behind her and latched them together with a pair of padded cuffs. Despite the harshness of his words, he steadied her hips, Peter’s hands closing on her shoulders to control her descent as they folded her forward. The benches were wide, intended for a man Peter’s size to nap the afternoon away, so there was plenty of room for her to be between his knees. Peter levered his cock up to her mouth, his hand moving to her nape as Ben’s hand curved over her shoulder.

      When they pushed her down on Peter’s cock, she discovered immediately they had no intention of letting her control anything. The men worked in tandem with those hands on the nape and shoulder, pushing her down, drawing her back. It took any strain off her back or leg muscles, them controlling her descent and rise. It also brought her lethargic libido back to life, being treated so obviously as an object to serve their lust. She showed her eagerness to be a good slave by finding the energy to suck Peter hard, doing all the things her Master liked. Tracing the head, sucking the tip, licking all along his length. Peter was getting thicker and tighter, hips lifting to drive himself in her mouth.

      She was on auto pilot, too exhausted to think, but she was aware, amazingly, of the tight coil happening between her legs, a neediness for her Master to fill her there. She moaned, part protest, part pleasure, as Ben took advantage of her position, haunches in the air, to start giving her ass random smacks. Smack, knead, squeeze, then teasing her rim, thrusting his fingers in, showing her she was still well-lubed. Smack, smack… When she whimpered against Peter, a miraculous trickle of new arousal headed down her thigh. Oh God. She really was going to be able to do this.

      Peter pushed her to exercise, to do her physical therapy, but she hadn’t realized she could go to this level, mentally or physically, where it truly was only about being a mindless slave, serving their desires. In some far distant place, she realized she genuinely didn’t have any will of her own at the moment. She was loving it, amazed by it, a little scared. But she never wanted it to end, even as she was afraid her body was going to give out. They kept pushing her so close, as if they knew the very edge of her limits.

      But they did, didn’t they? She knew Peter did. Knew to the nth degree how much she could take, how to take her just past that edge to give her the sense of accomplishment, that she’d exceeded her own expectations. This was no different, even as it was also a whole new universe.

      “Fuck, that’s good. Let’s bring her up.” She was lifted, brought up Peter’s body, her fingers briefly gripping a combination of denim and flesh as she straddled him with Ben’s help. Peter banded his arm across her shoulder blades, bringing her back down to his chest and keeping her cheek pressed to his shoulder. Ben’s hands were firm on her hips, working her down onto her Master’s cock, one beautiful inch at a time. Moaning, she sighed her pleasure as Peter filled her deep. Home. It was the one key thing that had been missing before, as much as she loved her captain’s mouth on her pussy. He dipped in deep, ground into her, a few hip circles that had her groaning with need. He knew the inside of a woman better than any man she’d ever known.

      “All right, girl. Time to go. You aren’t going to last much longer, and you have a to-do list.” Now he sat up, then rose with that awe-inspiring strength he had, as if she weighed no more than a toddler to him. As he made her wrap her shaking legs around his hips, he was moving, taking her inside. She tried to focus, figure out their destination, despite the incredible ripples of pleasure that came as his cock moved inside her with his body’s movements. From the direction and the cool wood smell, they were approaching the guest bedroom.

      Ben was still with him; she detected his unique scent, the brush of his hand across her bare back. Then Peter paused in the doorway, pressing her against the frame to kiss her, to pump his hips for a couple hard thrusts. She made a breathy, pleading sigh in his mouth, a sound of love and need as he held her there. She wished she could put her arms around him. As if they’d pulled it right from her mind, Ben was unlatching the cuffs, his fingers brushing hers before she slid her hands over Peter’s broad shoulders, dug her fingers into that PEACE tattoo that arced across his back. Her shoulders were so weak, it was an effort, but she was determined. She wanted to hold him.

      “Into the bedroom now.” Peter murmured it against her mouth, hiking her back up his body. It smelled like sea marsh, because he’d opened the screened windows at some point earlier in the day. She could hear the calls of the night creatures. Pausing a moment, just holding her there, he stroked her neck, pushing her head down on his shoulder. He was obviously waiting, which meant Ben was preparing something. Her vague worry about that turned into trepidation at his next words.

      “We may be headed toward the finish line, but I think your slave needs one last reminder, Peter. Consider this a gift for that preventive maintenance program we discussed.” Something like a pair of slim straps brushed against her haunches. “Jon wishes he’d invented this one himself, but it’s a nice little piece I picked up from the Stockroom. It’s called a Quirt Viper, because it’s a quirt with fangs. At least that’s the way it feels when used right.”

      The snap and smack sound came with an intense sting on her rump. She arched with a gasp, fingernails digging into Peter’s back before she could stop herself. Holy ouch, but fuck. After that initial zing of pain, her still wet pussy – despite how exhausted those internal muscles were – clenched against the head of Peter’s cock, still lodged halfway inside of her.

      “She had a nice reaction to that,” Peter observed, a touch of hoarseness in his voice that told her she’d squeezed down on him damn good. “Arch against me, baby,” he demanded. “I want to suck on your tits while he punishes you. You keep milking my cock like that while he’s doing it. Fuck, I might come while he’s whipping you.”

      Then, he added an additional cautionary, one that made her choke between laughter and despair. “Watch my balls, Ben. You hit me with that thing and I’ll tie your dick in a knot around your throat.”

      “Any excuse to get your hand on my dick…”

      Peter’s mouth descended on her breasts, leisurely suckling and nipping as Ben resumed with the quirt. She flinched and cried out at each hit, Peter’s large hand with a firm grip on her nape, holding her upper body in that arched back position so he could have his pleasure with her nipple and breast flesh. Tears began to run down her face, even as his suckling was making her squeeze on him in rhythmic need, obeying his directive.

      “Please…it hurts…please!”

      They had a way of detecting when the desperation, the breaking point had come. It had come far quicker this time, but she expected they were ready for that. Every nerve and muscle was stretched thin. She couldn’t hold onto anything in her whirling universe except Peter’s shoulders, and her fingers were trembling on his slick flesh. Ben paused.

      “Please what? You know what we want to hear, Dana. You know what your Master wants to hear.”

      “I’m sorry,” she sobbed. “I’m sorry for endangering your property, Master. For disobeying you.”

      “And you’ll never do it again?” Ben’s voice was merciless.

      She shook her head, even though it made everything else shake worse as she imagined what they might do to her. What Ben might do to her. “Have to…” she gasped. “Have to know…that I’m strong. Can take care of him, too. Not always about me. I can’t…promise not to do that.”

      “An honest sub, even if she’s crazy foolish brave.” When that quirt made a slapping noise, she flinched, anticipating the blow, but Ben had tossed it aside. Instead, he’d dropped to a knee behind her and his mouth was busy on her ass again, teasing and nipping the curves, the way Peter was nipping at her breasts. It was like they were slowly devouring her, tongues moving over her flesh, over her nipples, over the curves of her buttocks, then in between. Peter was working his mouth in between her squeezed-together breasts while Ben tongue-fucked her ass again. She gasped, a low moan, as he replaced his mouth with oiled-up fingers to re-lubricate her.

      “Help…no…I can’t take anymore…” She was bobbing between them, instinctively humping against Peter’s tantalizing half-embedded cock, arching her ass up for more of Ben’s penetration. Then she screamed when he withdrew his fingers and gave her an entirely unexpected and sharp pop with the quirt that stung her nerve endings and completely shattered her mind.

      “Sorry…please…no…anything, Master…”

      Peter covered her mouth with his, swallowed her pleas, kissing away her tears, moving back to her frantic mouth. Her fingers were kneading his back. She wanted him deep inside of her, but instead he shifted her, withdrew. She barely managed to bite back the wail of frustration, liberally laced with curses, because that last quirt strike was going to leave a mark. She had a good idea Ben would love a reason to give her another. Peter had his threshold, and it was pretty extreme, at least between the two of them, but after tonight, she knew Ben was downright scary. It wasn’t just that she didn’t know where he would stop. It was the realization there was something about him that would keep her from asking him to stop, no matter what. At least not while she was safely in her Master’s arms, such that anything Ben did was Peter’s will as well.

      Their hands on her were implacable, terrifyingly confident and smooth, no hesitation, no way to let her back out. It was still like being pushed toward a plane’s open door. The chute was on her back, and she was going, but in the end, it was still a leap out into the sky, away from the safety of the plane.

      “I love you, Sergeant,” Peter murmured against her ear.

      Everything came to a halt, everything getting still as he paused for that long moment, holding her head against his shoulder, letting her feel the pounding of their hearts together, chest to chest. “You scared the shit out of me. I’m never going to stop protecting you. Taking care of you. Loving you.”

      Tears squeezed out her eyes as she heard the rough truth of it in his voice. “I know. I don’t want you to. Knowing that is what makes me so brave. So really…it’s all your fault.”

      Ben’s low chuckle vibrated against her rim. “She’s incorrigible. I guess the only thing that’s going to make her an obedient slave is fucking her brainless.”

      Please God, yes. And please let me survive until the end. Even though I don’t think I ever want it to end.

      As Ben withdrew, she thought she detected clothes falling to the floor, the creak of the mattress. When Peter moved forward, put his knee on the bed, her foot brushed a bare thigh that wasn’t his. That, and the audible clues, the movement of air in the bedroom, gave her a delectable visual of the fate that awaited her. Ben was lying on the bed now, his knees off the end of it, feet on the floor. His thighs would be spread, his feet planted wide so Peter had room to stand inside their span.

      Now her husband lowered her, tender as laying a baby down in her crib, only he was easing her into Ben’s embrace. And the man was at last fully naked, God bless America.

      Peter was heavy muscle, a soldier through and through. In contrast, Ben had his own muscular hardness, the kind she expected those cable channel street fighters had.  But that hardness was a momentary distraction from a far more invasive hardness. As Peter held her upper body still suspended, encouraging her to keep clinging to his shoulders, Ben clasped her hips and guided himself back into her ass. “Push out, baby girl.” He muttered the reminder. “You’re still hot, slick and tight as heaven. Fuck. There you are.”

      She pushed for all she was worth, ready for the agonizing, burning discomfort this time, embracing it, breathing through it, pressing her face into Peter’s neck, feeling the tautness of his shoulders under her hands. She sighed against him, long and deep, as he pushed his cock into her pussy, only part way again. Her pussy sucked on him like a vacuum, wanting him deeper. Two powerful males taking her like this… When her buttocks pressed against Ben’s hard body, the nerve endings registered how her ass was still throbbing from the quirt. It merely turned her on more.

      Peter’s hand cupped protectively behind her head, holding her at the right angle, his other hand supporting her back. “Squeeze down on me, girl, give me that tight glove I love so much.”

      She did, and then drew in a breath as Ben began to go deeper. “He’s…”

      “Yeah, he’s a horse. You can take him again. I know you can. The pain’s part of it for you.”

      Ben did it easy and gradual, even more so than last time, coming into her on a slow tide of movement. Peter lifted and lowered her body with firm hands, moving her up and down on his own cock in slow, slick glides. Ben came in a little further on each downward stroke, the men moving together like a well-oiled machine. All of Peter’s wonderful muscles flexed against her body, while Ben’s hands were firm and strong on her hips, his thighs pressing the backs of hers.

      Fuck. She was a small woman. Tough, yes, but certain parts of her weren’t as tough as others. She wasn’t sure if she was going to be able to do it this time, take all of him. Then Ben’s lips nuzzled between her shoulder blades, and she knew he was teasing the tattoo that was there. Athena. The warrior goddess. Nothing they did was random, and it centered her, helped her bear down, mindful of her service to her Master, to both Masters. Then Peter’s fingers were there, stroking over the same area. Ben stilled as Peter pushed in deeper, all the way to the balls, and her ass contracted in reaction. She cried out in animal pain and pleasure as he slid down even further. Oh, God, it wasn’t possible that she could be this full of cock and not die.

      “There we go. Fuck, she’s a pleasure all the way to the root. Twice in one night. Most women couldn’t do that.” Ben’s fingers squeezed and kneaded, lifting her buttocks, massaging her around his cock in a way that sent pleasurable sensation rocketing all through her lower body, like an intense climax, only different. Peter withdrew an inch and then drove in deep, the impact of his cock teasing her clit. She hitched over a sob. “Master…”

      “Absolutely. You’re heaven, sweetheart. How does it feel, having us both all the way in like this?”

      “He’s all the way in?” Hope and panic warred in her voice.

      Ben gave a laugh, a sound she was pleased was a little strained. “Damn well near, girl. Not many can take all of me. Not the first evening like this. You ready to surrender it all to us?”

      “I want to feel you both come inside of me. Please.”

      “You going to hold out, let us take you for a rough ride first?”

      “Anything you want. Whatever my Master and you want.” She practically begged for it.

      “All right, then.” She could sense the silent communication between the men. It was like battle, that synergy, everyone so in sync that it created an intense, volatile type of sorcerer’s spell, full of darkness and fire, a sense of another dimension or plane of existence, where horrible and wonderful things could happen.

      They both pushed in deep, two sets of male hands gripping her hard. She cried out, long and desperate, and kept making sounds of lust and pain both. It felt like Ben was ramming into her, working her on his cock with a Master’s pure dark pleasure, as Peter did the same with her cunt, thrusting deep, pulling out long. It was as if she was the anchor point of a glorious machine that was sparking with energy with every rotation of the pistons. In, out, in, out, deep thrust, long pullout, her ass on fire, stretched so wide, drilled so deep, her pussy full of her Master as he rotated those fine hips of his and speared her with his cock, making her feel every movement of it inside her, against her slick tissues.

      She was calling on God again, mouth open wide and screaming. She’d gripped Peter’s shoulders once more, and now her teeth snapped down on the right one, the reaction of a seizure victim when it became too much. Because of her exhaustion, or their damnable skill as master torturers, they were holding the climax beyond her reach. With this much sensation, she should have been crashing over, but instead she was wavering on that pinnacle like a buoy on a stormy sea, them holding her there like two fierce weather gods, dueling to see who could keep her rocking the longest before they tipped her over, tore her from her anchor line.

      “Beg, baby girl. Beg your Master.” Ben’s voice was that fierce, implacable sound, and she was helpless to do anything but obey.

      “Please, Master….please come for me. Both of you…want to please you…want to be yours in all ways…want you to own me, fuck me…fucking own me…my cunt, my climax…all of it…”

      “I do, girl. I do.” Peter’s hoarse voice nearly undid her, and the tears came anew. It was too intense, too crazy. “Please…”

      They both started to come, and as they did, they both changed angle, or thrust, or some other devil-be-damned thing, because suddenly that climax wasn’t out of reach. It was here, and it came down on her like a freaking building implosion.

      It started in her ass of all things, and deep in her cunt, swirling out in the tingle behind her nipples, that feeling that Peter had left there. All the sensations spread out, and when they touched, it was like three different sets of live electrical wire. It set her on fire. She was screeching like she was being killed, and it was like dying, but the best kind of dying ever. She was bucking on them, against them, and they were ramming into her, talking rough and dirty to her, telling her she was their slave, their slave to fuck however, whenever. She was loving it, dying from it, screaming from it…

      It was the most amazing orgasm she’d ever experienced, that anyone had ever lived to tell about… At least she hoped she’d live through it, because she was headed for that dark vortex again at full speed. Though she tried her best to hold on with her fingernails, scarring Peter’s strong shoulders, she lost the fight.

      But that was the point wasn’t it? She fully surrendered to them both, and was lost in the blissful death they’d given her.

      [image: ]

      She woke to find she was still clinging to Peter’s strong shoulders, but they’d changed position. He was lying fully on the bed, her sprawled halfway across him, her thigh over his. Ben was massaging oil into her shoulders, moving down her back, over her buttocks. When he slipped between them, putting something cool and soothing on all the abraded tissues, it made her whimper and tremble, but it was okay. He was as gentle now as he’d been brutal before. Peter stroked his fingers through the oil, teasing her nape, the sensitive area between her shoulder blades.

      “I love you,” she whispered.

      “Sssh,” Ben admonished her quietly. “I told you not to tell me that where Peter can hear you. It makes him insecure.”

      She wanted to smile, but even her face was exhausted. “Ass,” she mumbled.

      “You have a very fine one, girl. Don’t tempt me to give it another workout.” Ben worked his fingers deeper, both in her cunt and ass, and she let out a little mewl. “There you go. Let that stay in for a little while. It will make everything feel better, so your Master can take you again tonight. He’s already hard for you, the fucking beast.”

      Holy Mother of God, he was. When she shifted her thigh, bringing her knee up higher, Peter’s cock was stiff against his belly. He made a quelling noise, though. “Be still. It’ll wait. I just keep thinking about the way you looked, and felt, and all I want is to fuck you again. You’re a treasure, girl.”

      “Yours. All yours.”

      “You bet that sweet ass.” As his large hand passed gently over it, Ben withdrew, because she heard him cross the room, go into the bathroom.

      “Thank you, Captain.” She closed her eyes, but daring another punishment, she found enough energy to shift her body further on top of him. She knew his body well enough she was able to lodge that broad head in the opening of her pussy, and sighed in pleasure. His fingers tightened on her.

      “I said no, sweetheart. I’m not going to hurt you.”

      “You won’t. I need you. I know… I know you need to be there, so you know you’re the one, the only.”

      His touch on her back stilled. His palm was flat on Athena, fingertips brushing the other tattoo, the one of the Lord’s Hands in prayer, wrapped in dog tags.  “I’m that transparent, am I?”

      “You’re a big male animal. It’s what you all do.” She smiled against his chest, made a soft noise as he slowly eased her down with minimal discomfort, so he was all the way back in. However, when he pulled the light sheet up over them both, she knew he was going to be content to lie there like that, no actual fucking, just cunt and cock joined, heart to heart, soul to soul.

      She might have dozed a little, because when she became aware again, she had a sense they were alone.

      “Did Ben go?”

      “Yeah, he headed out. Left a kiss on your ass, over the sheet.”

      “I wanted…I should thank him.”

      “You did. Trust me.” Peter’s arm tightened on her. She heard that growl in his voice that she loved, reasserting his claim.

      “Thank you, then. For the best punishment ever.” She smiled against his chest as he groaned.

      “I guess that means I’ll have to come up with something even more severe next time.”

      “My heart won’t take it.”

      “Neither will mine.” His arms squeezed around her. “Sleep for now, Sergeant. You can turn my hair gray another day. For now, just be my sweet slave and hold me while you sleep.”

      “Forever and always, Captain.”
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