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Chapter One
 
    
 
   Lalita Chetana tightened the straps holding her silver latex corset cinched around her ample cleavage. The lilac streaks in her waist-length black hair complimented her dark amber skin. Leaning over the battered sink, she checked her reflection in the cloudy mirror of the club while swaying to the heavy beat of the music pounding through the stalls of the bathroom.
 
   While the Goth club had excellent mood lighting, the bathroom was lit with cheap overhead fluorescents that made her look as sweaty and tired as she felt. The metallic purple ring in her lip glinted dully as a scowl curled her black painted lips. Behind her, a perky blonde in a velvet Morticia Addams dress checked her reflection and fluffed her hair.
 
   Something about the blonde struck her as off. Fixing her eyeliner, Lalita watched the woman in the mirror and tried to put her finger on it. The dress fit the atmosphere of the club, but the blonde bob and pink manicured nails didn’t.
 
   Obviously, she was one of the posers that came to the Goth club so she could brag to her friends at the sorority house about her walk on the wild side.
 
   The blonde reminded Lalita of the girls that used to torment her in junior high when she first moved to the US from India. Dark skinned, with a bold nose and full cheeks, she stood out from her groomed and pampered classmates at the prep school. With no mother at home and in an entirely new culture, her natural shyness had transformed into a crushing self-doubt and depression. She hid the bullying from her father, he had more than enough to worry about, but she dreaded going to school every morning and facing the hissing whispers.
 
   Later on that year, she found acceptance and a best friend in a confident girl with cardinal red and coal-black hair, named Kari. In gym class one day, Kari had taken it upon herself to cut down a bitchy group of girls that were tormenting Lalita about her thick eyebrows. That act of kindness elevated Kari to goddess status in Lalita’s eyes. In the small group of Goth girls at her school, Lalita had found acceptance and a celebration of the things that made her unique. Over time, she had transformed herself from a scared little Indian girl into a Goth princess.
 
   Something about the way the blonde watched her plucked at her nerves, and she finished dabbing at the running eyeliner. There was a hint of malice in those wide blue eyes that studied her every move and the slight smirk curving her bubble gum pink lips.
 
   “Gosh, it sure is hot out there,” the blonde said as she fanned herself, the long strands of her sleeves fluttering around her hand.
 
   “Mhmm,” Lalita replied, checking her teeth to make sure none of the black lipstick had rubbed off on them.
 
   Moving closer, the blonde lifted a strand of purple from Lalita’s hair, and smiled. “Your hair is pretty. Wherever did you get it done?”
 
   Stepping back, Lalita removed her hair from the woman’s hand. “I did it myself.”
 
   This chick was either drunk, high or hitting on her. Either way, she was not in the mood for any of it. Trying to scoot around her, she yelped when the blonde caught her hand in a surprisingly strong grip. Alarm bells went off in her head when the woman took out a loaded syringe out of her pocket and uncapped the needle with her teeth.
 
   Not a poser. This woman wore her outfit as a disguise.
 
   Grunting, the woman slammed Lalita into the wall and stabbed her in the arm with the syringe. Lalita’s abrupt scream of shock cut off as the blonde threw her to the dirty bathroom floor and smashed her hand over Lalita’s mouth, giving a cold grin. “Stupid bitch,” the woman hissed. “Didn’t the Sanjit ever tell you it was dangerous to go out alone?”
 
   Burning in her veins. Whatever was in the syringe spread through Lalita’s body like painful fire. The words froze her and a new level of panic set into her soul. This wasn’t any ordinary pscyho. This woman knew who her father was. Fear sank its claws into her body and sweat broke out in a harsh sting over her skin. Why? Lalita tried to scream out from behind the woman’s hand. Her struggles lessened as her body refused to respond to the order from her mind to fight.
 
   Sitting back on her heels, the woman blew out a harsh breath as she lifted Lalita from the floor. “You can’t be that ignorant. The Sanjit put my husband and people into prison. He must pay.” Slinging Lalita’s arm over her shoulder, she dragged them toward the exit of the bathroom. “Your death is going to be broadcast over the Internet as a lesson to those who would stand in our way.”
 
   “Anarchists,” Lalita whispered in a garbled voice as her head dropped against her chest and her tongue stopped working. Unable to move her eyes, she watched the grimy floor of the bathroom turn into the dark polished wood of the main bar. Crimson, blue and lavender lights moved around on the shiny surface and her increasingly confused mind tried to find of a way out of this.
 
   The blonde woman swore and shifted her grip as Lalita increasingly became a deadweight.
 
   Dark wood turned to rough slate as they neared the entrance of the club. Desperately, Lalita tried to lift her head to find the bald bouncer that always guarded the front door. While they weren’t friends, Lalita had been coming to this club for the past two years and he always let her in without having to wait in line. Being the daughter of a diplomat had some perks.
 
   “Boy, you sure drank a lot tonight,” the blonde said in a chipper voice as she hiked Lalita up with her arm around her waist. Head flopping, Lalita dangled like a marionette with broken strings.
 
   “Let me help you,” the bouncer said in a low rumble.
 
   The world in her vision spun as the bouncer grabbed her and swung her into a cradle hold. The light from the chandelier overhead burned her eyes and she wanted to cry out in pain, but she couldn’t even blink.
 
   “No, that won’t be necessary.” The blonde’s voice went from chipper to cold. “We have friends waiting right out front to drive us home. I don’t want them to get a ticket for blocking the fire lane, so we’d better hurry.”
 
   Hands tugged at her, but the bouncer held her tight and tipped her head so he was looking into her face. “Lalita?” he asked and snapped his fingers in front of her eyes. Whatever he saw made him blanch and he yelled over his shoulder, “Call an ambulance!”
 
   The blonde tried to rip Lalita from his arms, but he wasn’t as easy to overpower as a 5‘2 140 pound girl. “What the hell is wrong with you?” he thundered and shoved the woman back with one hand. “Lalita’s in trouble. She has no pupil response. She needs to get to the hospital.”
 
   Loud voices echoed in the foyer around her as people spilled in from the main section of the club in a flurry of leather and latex. The room spun again as he turned to shout to someone. Lalita had a brief glimpse of the blonde’s furious face as she melted into the crowd and pushed her way out the front door.
 
   “Lalita!” Kari screamed and grabbed her hand. Unable to find Kari, Lalita lay helpless in the bouncer’s arms and wept without making a sound.
 
   * * * *
 
   Rashid slammed his hand repeatedly on the dashboard of the van. “How could you possibly fuck this up! You had her! You had the daughter of the head of the United Nations Security Council and you let some Neanderthal bouncer take her from you.”
 
   “I didn’t let him take her!” Karen screamed back at him from the cargo hold of the van. The empty handcuffs hanging from a bar stretching over the ceiling jangled as the van took a sharp corner. “It wasn’t my fault. I couldn’t get her away from him without getting caught.”
 
   Running an almost skeletal hand through his thinning brown hair, he eased up on the gas. “Why didn’t you use the emergency exit?”
 
   “It was blocked by a group of her emo nerd friends. I couldn’t make it through them without someone noticing her.” She angrily jerked herself into the front seat next to him. “You’re the one who gave me the dose of sedative. It was supposed to make her pliant, not catatonic. This never would have happened if you didn’t mess it up.”
 
   “Don’t you try to pass your failure off on me. I hypnotized the housekeeper and got access to Lalita’s schedule. I killed bodyguard that was supposed to be watching her tonight without her knowledge. All you had to do was get her out of the club.” He swung into an underground parking garage and punched a series of numbers into the gate. He examined his knuckles that were starting to swell from beating the dashboard. “David is not going to be pleased.”
 
   “Fuck David,” she said in a shrill voice and slumped back into her seat as they cruised through the garage. “I wasn’t doing this for him. I was doing this for my husband and all the other people that Lalita’s father put in jail.”
 
   “I’m well aware of what happened to your husband. His failure was the reason Chetana became known as the Sanjit, the Invincible One.”
 
   “He was framed!” She screamed at him so hard the cords on her neck stood out. “My husband was set up by someone claiming to be an anarchist. How was he to know that they worked for the UN? We were supposed to trade that bitch for him!”
 
   He ignored her and continued, “And now we have your failure to add to the illustrious history of your family.” He turned into a parking spot and made no move to turn off the engine. “The only time the Sanjit ever stopped his persecution of us was when his wife was assassinated. He is untouchable. The only way to get to him is through his daughter. You know how hard we worked to set this up.” Spit flew from his lips as he screamed. “And now what? We have a webcast going live in two hours with the other anarchist leaders around the world and no Lalita!” His fists slammed into the dash hard enough to rock the van. “This was supposed to be our victory, our redemption for the colossal failure of your husband.” She started to yell at him and he thundered back, “The Sanjit is not going to let his daughter out of his sight after this.”
 
   The beeping melody of a cell phone increased the tension in the car. “Are you going to answer it?” she asked and started to chew on her thumbnail with jerking bites.
 
   “No.” He leaned his forehead against the wheel while a trickle of blood ran from his split knuckle and into the creases of his palms. “We will tell him in person.”
 
   She completely chewed off her thumbnail and switched to her pointer finger. “I don’t want to.”
 
   Jerking his head from the wheel, he reached to his foot and pulled a gun out of the ankle holster. “You’re coming with me.”
 
   “He’ll kill me!” she wailed. The heavy black eyeliner ran down her face as tears spilled down her chin.
 
   “Maybe. But if you don’t come with me I will kill you right here, right now.” He leaned over and stroked the gun over her eye socket. “I’d love to do it. Would save me the trouble of having to beg for my life upstairs.”
 
   Blanching, she stared at the barrel of the gun. “Okay.”
 
   The phone rang again and Rashid’s voice cracked, “Let’s go. If we don’t hurry, we’ll be the entertainment for tonight’s webcast.”
 
   Starting to shake, she nodded and worked on chewing off the next nail off her hand. He slid across the van after her and put the gun in his waistband. Together they walked toward the elevators, and Rashid desperately tried to think of a way to save his life.
 
   Nine Months Later
 
   Sweat dripping into her eyes, Lalita tried to dodge a punch thrown at her throat by her bodyguard, Kent. His big fist barely grazed her skin and she swore heavily. Once again she had been distracted from her self-defense lessons by his amazing powder-blue eyes and the smattering of freckles on his high cheekbones. Too bad he saw her as nothing more than a client and was as annoying as he was handsome.
 
   “That was very sloppy, Ms. Chetana,” a deep voice boomed from the other side of the room as Asher, her other bodyguard and current obsession, strode over to them. Dressed in a white T-shirt and black running pants, his dark chocolate-colored skin gleamed in the sunlight coming through the second floor windows. Built like the ex-linebacker he was, he moved with surprising grace for a man his size.
 
   Crossing their arms over their big chests in an almost identical pose, the two men stared at her, and she tried to keep from wilting under their gaze. “We’ve been working for over two hours. I’m tired!” The men continued to stare at her and she muttered, “Us normal human beings have to take breaks ya know.”
 
   Kent’s lips twitched as he suppressed a grin. “Ms. Chetana, if you need to take a break and go get a pedicure, please don’t let us stop you.”
 
   Lalita growled at him and Asher added, “We’ll try to go easier on you, Princess. You’re just a little girl after all.” Asher and Kent had started calling her Princess after she had complained their sparring was ruining her manicure.
 
   Fists clenching at her sides, Lalita sucked in a breath through her nose and spat out, “I’m going to kick your ass.”
 
   Rolling his shoulders, Asher made a “come on” gesture and Kent stepped out of the sparring circle.
 
   Angry, tired and itching to smack the smirk off Asher’s beautiful lips, Lalita launched herself at him with a yell. He ducked her fist and swept her legs out from beneath her. Landing on the mat, she rolled and kicked at the back of his knee, bringing him onto the ground with her. Lightning-quick, she was on his back and tried to get him into a chokehold.
 
   Big hands gripped her and flipped her over his head, followed by the rest of his solid weight landing on top of her and pinning her to the ground. Dark eyes stared into hers as that arrogant smile stretched over his lips. The feel of him pressed against her made her pussy clench and her nipples hardened to pebbled tips.
 
   “Try to get some leverage. Use your legs,” Kent yelled from the wall, and she struggled against Asher’s weight. Every time she shifted, he flowed with her, anticipating her moves. One big leg moved between her thighs and the hard ridge of muscle pressed into her clit through the thin cloth of her yoga pants. The pressure froze her and a soft gasp escaped her lips.
 
   Asher’s eyes widened and he held still as she tried to buck him off, lifting her hips off the ground and sliding her now full and sensitive pussy over his leg. He quickly shifted his stance and allowed her to toss him to the side. Keeping his gaze, she circled Asher and cursed her overactive hormones that admired the heavy muscles dancing beneath his dark skin.
 
   They measured each other, lunging and darting. The slightest twitch of his eye made her duck as Kent tried to grab her from behind. Asher smiled and dove for her, pushing her right back into Kent’s arms as they both crashed to the mat.
 
   “Nice try.” Kent chuckled into her ear, his breath stirring along her skin. She tried to wriggle out, but his grip tightened and he locked his legs around hers, spreading her open over him as he extended his long legs and pinned her.
 
   Asher stood grinning at them, examining her as Kent kept her pinned beneath his gaze. Her heart slammed against her ribs as the men she lusted after held her, one with his body and one with his eyes. Her struggles lessened and Kent’s arms released her. It must have been her imagination, but it felt like he slowed his forearm down as it dragged across her breasts, pressing against the hard peaks of her nipples.
 
   She fought against a shiver as she rolled off Kent and flopped back onto the floor. The combination of exercise and sexual hunger left her feeling limp and wrung out. A knock at the door wiped the amused smirks off her bodyguards’ faces and they went into instant professional killer mode. Even after nine months of being guarded day and night by them, she still found that transition into deadly predator scary.
 
   Leaving her in a sweaty and unfulfilled heap on the floor, the men stood on either side of the door. Cold and professional, they didn’t need to speak to communicate entire conversations. Lalita lay panting on the mat and pulled herself into a sitting position as she checked the clock on the wall.
 
   Saved by her yoga and meditation instructor from begging Asher and Kent to bend her over and take her. 
 
   Strands of black and purple hair clung to her sweaty neck and hands while she redid her ponytail. Asher opened the door and Kent stayed on the other side, his posture tense and focused. Dark and light, Lalita paid more attention to her bodyguards than the middle-aged Asian woman who walked in with a bright smile.
 
   “Hi, Mrs. Yazuka,” Lalita called out and pulled herself from the mat with a groan. Stretching her arms behind her back, she watched the men and sighed internally when neither seemed to notice her breasts pressing against her tank top. No matter what she did, it appeared she would never be anything more than a client to them.
 
   Crinkles formed around Mrs. Yazuka’s soft brown eyes as she unrolled the yoga mats in front of the window and smiled. “It is so good to see you today, Lalita.” Folding herself into a seated position, she arched a brow at the men. Mrs. Yazuka was a good friend of their housekeeper’s and came highly recommended. Giving Mrs. Yazuka a nod, Asher and Kent gathered their towels and water bottles. They left the room with a last glance at her, closing the door after them. Lalita found it impossible to relax and meditate when they were around, so Mrs. Yazuka had banned them from the dojo when it was her turn to instruct Lalita.
 
   Warm sunlight glowed behind her closed eyelids as she began to do her deep breathing, drawing in the slightly musky air of the dojo. In her imagination, she could smell the familiar scents of Asher and Kent’s citrusy cologne. Images of dark skin, cool blue eyes and hard muscles made her body warm and tingle.
 
   She visualized the air going into her lungs. Muscles loosened up, starting from the top of her head and working their way down. Long and slow breaths relaxed her and let her mind wander. Images of the assault tried to invade her peace. Her heart started to speed up and her breath hitched in her throat. She felt exposed in the middle of the room, vulnerable. It was a mental battle to keep her eyes closed, but she used the meditation tricks she had been practicing and regained her serenity.
 
   *
 
   “Lalita, I want you to start visualizing your vase.” Mrs. Yazuka’s voice rolled over her subconscious, triggering the hypnotic suggestion that Mrs. Yazuka had implanted weeks ago.
 
   Lalita immediately lost conscious thought and became a puppet awaiting instruction. “I am the lock,” Lalita intoned in a soft voice. Her breath rose and fell in her chest in a constant rhythm as her eyes darted back and forth behind her lids.
 
   Mrs. Yazuka darted a glance at the closed doors. “I am the key.”
 
   Reaching back into her pocket, Mrs. Yazuka pulled out her cell phone and quickly dialed a number. “She’s ready for her next set of instructions,” Mrs. Yazuka murmured into the phone. She took out a small hands-free device and placed it in Lalita’s ear. Her hands shook with nervousness as she took her place by the door and listened to the voices of the bodyguards outside.
 
   “Hello, Lock,” the male voice on the other end of the phone said into Lalita’s ear.
 
   “Greetings, Key,” Lalita intoned back, deep in a hypnotic trance. The movements of her eyes stopped behind her lids as she sank further into a suggestive state.
 
   “Have you found out where the next meeting of the Security Council will be?”
 
   “Yes. They will meet in Detroit, Michigan on June 21st.”
 
   “Detroit Michigan on June 21st,” the man said to someone in the background.
 
   A woman’s voice responded, “Detroit? I know a fabulous bondage club we can visit. David plays there quite often.” The woman’s voice got closer and dropped to a husky purr. “I’ll wear my naughty puppy costume for you.”
 
   The man made a hushing noise and said into the phone, “What are their plans?”
 
   Lalita’s brow scrunched as she said, “I don’t know. I couldn’t access those files. The only email I was able to locate was a viewing of the fireworks with local American and Canadian politicians.”
 
   In the background another man’s voice said, “Rashid, we have what we need to enact our revenge. Give her the last order and say goodbye to our little pawn.”
 
   Lalita’s hands twitched as the man said, “You’ve done very well. I’m afraid our time together has come to an end. I’m going to leave you with a parting gift to make your stay in jail more memorable. Consider it payment for your father—that self-righteous bastard.” The man chuckled and Lalita remained motionless in the sunlight. At the door, Mrs. Yazuka glanced at her watch repeatedly. “When you hear the word ‘bitch’ you will become aroused. That arousal will strengthen over time until it becomes an unbearable ache. You will do anything to find relief. Nothing is taboo. You will find pleasure in whatever your partner wants you to do. Masturbation will not satisfy your sexual cravings, only interaction with another person. Do you understand, Lock?”
 
   Lalita twitched as a car beeped out on the street. “Yes, I understand, Key.” Hearing her words, Mrs. Yazuka hurried across the room.
 
   The man on the phone said, “Good girl. I look forward to hearing about the scandal of your behavior in prison. Lock, you will remember none of this conversation and awaken refreshed and relaxed.”
 
   Mrs. Yazuka removed the hands-free device and jammed the phone back into a small slit in her yoga mat. Taking a seat, she slowed her breathing and wiped the sweat from her forehead with the edge of her arm. “Lalita, you’re free as a bird,” she said and watched Lalita carefully.
 
   Opening her eyes, Lalita smiled and stretched. “I love meditating. It’s so refreshing.”
 
   Smiling, Mrs. Yazuka said, “You did an excellent job with your breathing.” Standing, she motioned to Lalita. “Now, let’s go through some basic exercises and stretch you out after your workout.”
 
   *
 
   Nodding, Lalita rolled the kinks out of her neck and sighed. The meditation with Mrs. Yazuka had been such a help with getting her past the assault she faced nine months ago. Before she started working with her, she had suffered from panic attacks that left her crying in her closet at least five days a week. Therapy hadn’t helped and Lalita was afraid she would spend the rest of her life a prisoner of her fear. When the housekeeper had suggested Mrs. Yazuka, she had jumped at the chance to try anything that would stop the panic attacks.
 
   She didn’t know what she would have done without Mrs. Yazuka’s help.
 
   


 
   
  
 



Chapter Two
 
    
 
   Kent glanced out into the long hallway off the kitchen and ran a hand through his deep auburn brush cut. He sauntered back over to the kitchen counter where Asher constructed a turkey sandwich that was a work of art. The modern kitchen gleamed and the pale granite countertop sparkled in the subdued lighting.
 
   A much different environment than the battlefield in Asia where the men met seven years earlier.
 
   “Smooth move in the dojo today,” Asher rumbled out in a low voice as he spread a hefty dose of mayonnaise on a thick slice of rye bread. “Why didn’t you tweak those fantastic nipples of hers while you were at it?”
 
   Kent snorted and snatched a slice of tomato, keeping his eye on the entrance to the kitchen. “Like you should talk. I’m surprised you didn’t pitch a tent in your pants with the way she was rubbing herself on your leg.”
 
   Groaning, Asher munched on a slice of cheese. “Her little pussy was so hot against me. It felt like a buttery soft oven.” Shifting, Asher tugged the dark navy suit jacket over his pants. “This is by far the best, and worst, detail we’ve ever had.”
 
   “I’m going to have to start taping my cock to my leg if we keep on grappling with her.” Kent scanned the dark windows at the back of the gated mansion. “Who knew we would find out that our perfect woman in the only woman on earth we can’t touch.”
 
   “We could always quit,” Asher said with a grin and took an enormous bite of his snack.
 
   “Don’t tempt me. If there was anyone out there I could trust with Lalita’s safety, I would in a heartbeat.”
 
   “I think we should have told her about the other attempts on her life,” Asher muttered. “She deserves to know they’re still after her. Especially after the Sanjit caught those anarchists in Canada attempting to poison the water supply before the G8 summit. That must have really pissed them off.” He walked over to the hall and glanced down, watching Lalita recline on the cream leather couch and talk on the phone.
 
   Wiggling her shimmery emerald painted toes, she worried the ring in her full lower lip with the tip of her tongue. Totally oblivious to the torturous things it did to a male’s libido. Her waist-length hair was pulled back into a high ponytail, revealing her delicate bone structure that was usually hidden beneath an inch of pale foundation and black eyeliner. Asher’s chewing slowed as she sat forward and gestured excitedly to whomever she was talking to. Her full brown breasts were pushed to the max against the low neckline of her pink shirt, and his mouth went dry.
 
   “No need to freak her out. We just got her to the point where she feels comfortable leaving the house again,” Kent whispered next to him as they watched Lalita. “I remember when she first got up the courage to go shopping. We spent twenty minutes in the parking lot of the grocery store, holding her while she cried.” He sighed at the memory and rested his head for a moment on Asher’s shoulder. “I’m hoping we’ll help her heal enough to finish her Master’s program at college this fall.”
 
   “She’s a tough little thing. I know she’ll pull through,” Asher whispered back and waved his half-eaten sandwich at her. “We could always make our intentions known to the Sanjit and ask for his permission to marry his daughter.”
 
   Kent snorted out a loud laugh that turned into a coughing fit. Lalita glanced at them and narrowed her eyes, turning her back and raising the volume on the TV. “What part of the conversation with him about cutting our cocks off and feeding them to his dogs did you miss when he hired us?”
 
   Asher licked the last of the mayo off his fingers and shrugged. “If we’re cool with sharing our women, and our women are happy, it shouldn’t matter.”
 
   Kent rolled his eyes. “Sometimes I forget—” His cell phone rang and he answered it quickly, all traces of mirth wiped from his face. “How can I help you, sir?”
 
   Deep and commanding, the Sanjit shouted into the phone, “Can Lalita hear me?”
 
   “No, sir.” He and Asher exchanged a worried look.
 
   “Put me on speaker phone,” the tinny voice shouted, and Kent complied while backing into the kitchen.
 
   “I can hear you, sir,” Asher said and raised his eyebrows at Kent. If nothing else, the Sanjit was composed and calm no matter what the situation. His legendary quiet strength was part of the reason he lead the anti-anarchist division of the UN Security Council.
 
   “Big trouble,” the Sanjit breathed out and said in a rush, “Lalita’s been framed for stealing secrets from the UN and selling them to terrorists.”
 
   “What?” both men barked out.
 
   “Shut up and listen,” the Sanjit hissed. “The police and Home Land Security are on their way to arrest her. Grab her and get out of the house. Take her somewhere safe until I can figure this out and clear her name. Leave no trail, get invisible.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” Asher said and motioned to Kent.
 
   “Go, now!” the Sanjit yelled before his phone went dead.
 
   * * * *
 
   Tugging at the string of her pants embroidered with little skulls and crossbones, Lalita flipped the channels and silently fumed. She had moved back into her father’s house after the attempted kidnapping. To be honest, she had come straight to her father’s house right after she was released from the hospital, and never left. Kent and Asher moved in soon after, living in the separate guesthouse on the estate but within steps of the main house.
 
   As stunning as her bodyguards were, the lack of privacy was really getting to her. Frequently alone due to her father’s travels, she was used to lounging around the house in her worn sweats and holey T-shirts. Now, her feminine vanity demanded she dress to impress, even if the men seemed oblivious to her efforts. Even worse, one or both of them kept raiding her chocolate stash. Neither would admit it, but if she found one more empty Godiva box there was going to be blood spilt.
 
   They tried to give her some space, but it was hard to pretend someone wasn’t there. Especially when that someone made her heart pound and her palms sweat. When they let their guard down, they could actually be very charming and fascinating. Her attraction to them went beyond their looks. There was something very comforting on a deeper level to be around two men who would do anything they could to protect you. Even if that protection had killed her sex life.
 
   She took them out clubbing with her, once. They spent the entire night glowering at any guy that tried to talk to her until she ended up dancing alone while they watched. What irked her even more was the constant stream of girls flirted with them and tried to get them to dance. They had no better luck than Lalita, but it still brought out her territorial side. In some weird and messed up way, Asher and Kent were hers and she resented any woman touching them. The fact they never talked about their personal lives and probably had scads of girlfriends was also a constant source of irritation.
 
   She did exchange numbers with one guy, but when she called him a few days later he said he couldn’t talk to her and told her to never call him again. With a tremor in his voice, he said that he didn’t need the hassle from her crazy big brother. When she questioned the men, they both looked as innocent as lambs and denied knowing anything about it.
 
   Worrying her lip ring, she settled on watching a reality show about women shopping for a wedding dress. She loved the joy and excitement the women had when they found the right dress, and paid special attention to the episodes that had the moms of the brides with them. Her own mother had died in a terrorist bombing in India when she was a girl, and she missed her every day of her life.
 
   “Lalita, we have to go!” Asher’s shout broke through her thoughts as she gaped at him. His big shoulders were tense beneath his jacket as he glanced at the windows and doorways. Behind him, Kent had his gun out and he scooped her fuzzy black slippers off the floor.
 
   “What? What’s going on?” She started to sit up, and Asher grabbed her into his arms, carrying her as if she weighed nothing at all. Kent jammed her slippers on, and then scanned the area as they rushed for the front door. “Asher, what’s going on?” She thumped at his shoulder and tried to wriggle out of his grasp.
 
   “Quiet,” he whispered into her ear. “I’ll explain everything as soon as we get in the car.”
 
   Gripping his lapel with both hands, her breath hitched and came out in a shuddering hiss. Fear, sharp and dirty, had her straining to see everywhere at once. It must be someone trying to hurt her. Only a serious threat would throw her stoic guards into something resembling panic. Her fright lessened as Asher’s arms tightened around her and Kent nodded from the front door, his gun out and pointed at the circular drive.
 
   Hustling down the wide marble steps, Asher ran with her to the big black Lincoln Navigator they used to chauffer her around. A special diplomatic vehicle, it was basically a tank on wheels. She wrapped her arms around herself and ducked as Asher tossed her into the backseat. Kent followed in next to her, pulled her head down, and covered her with his body. The car tilted as Asher slid into the front seat and gunned the engine, peeling out of the driveway.
 
   “What the fuck is going on?” she yelled from beneath Kent. He was so close she could hear his heart beating in her ear and smell the faint scent of the soap he used.
 
   “The Sanjit called and said we needed to get you out of the house ASAP. Someone’s framed you for stealing secrets from the UN and selling them to terrorists,” Asher answered in a rush from the front seat.
 
   Kent said from above her, “Here comes the cavalry.” Red and blue lights reflected off the ceiling of the SUV as a series of police cars flew past with their sirens blaring.
 
   Shivering beneath Kent, Lalita said, “I would never do that!”
 
   “We know,” Asher said and turned down the radio. “Your father knows too. He’s going to work to clear your name, but in the meantime we have to keep you safe and out of sight.”
 
   * * * *
 
   Scanning the cheap motel room, Lalita crossed her arms and curled her nose in disgust. “No way am I staying here.” It sounded childish even to her ears, but she had never been in a hotel room with a bed that sagged in the middle. Orange and purple curtains in a weird paisley pattern fluttered over the anemic wheeze of the air conditioner. The sharp tang of cigarette smoke hung heavy in the air, and a spider had a rather nice web set up in the back corner of the ceiling.
 
   Hanging his jacket on the back of a battered wicker chair, Kent said, “Listen, Princess, right now is not the time to be picky about your accommodations.”
 
   “Couldn’t we at least stay in a hotel with room service?” she grumped and plucked at the faded purple quilt covering the king-sized bed.
 
   Asher poked his head out from the bathroom. “No, we can’t. They don’t ask questions at this kind of hotel and they don’t have security cameras on the parking lot.”
 
   Slumping back on the edge of the squeaky bed, she rubbed her temples. The stress and worry was beginning to make her sick and she was trying to stave off the beginnings of a panic attack. There was no closet to hide in here. As unflattering as it was, complaining about small things kept her mind off worrying about the big things. “Well, where do you plan on sleeping? This bed is mine.”
 
   Arching a brow, Kent looked up from counting the bullets in his clip. “Asher and I are sleeping in the bed. I don’t care where you sleep as long as you don’t leave this room.”
 
   Stiffening her shoulders, she yelled, “If you think I’m sleeping on the floor of this roach motel, you’re high. Who knows what kind of fucked-up disease I’ll get from the carpet.”
 
   Asher strode out of the bathroom and squatted in front of her, placing his hands on either side of her and said in a low voice, “I know you’re scared and pissed, but if you could stop being a bitch at the top of your lungs for one minute, I would appreciate it.”
 
   She gasped as Kent chuckled and slammed his clip back in place. Asher remained staring at her, and her nipples went tight beneath his gaze as she shifted against the enclosure of his arms. Licking her lips, she watched him follow her tongue, and her body heated further with desire.
 
   “Going to behave now?” Asher asked and stood up, removing his jacket and laying it on the scarred dresser.
 
   The tight muscles of his back pressed through the thin material of his white shirt, and her gaze followed the curve of his waist down to his world-class ass. Kent walked into her line of sight, and her breath caught in her throat as he removed his dress shirt. All he wore beneath was a white tank top. Freckles dotted his broad shoulders and his biceps flexed with each movement.
 
   “Yes,” she whispered and swallowed as she watched Kent’s shoulders bunch and move as he twitched aside the curtain of the hotel room. Both men gave her an odd look, and she shifted on the bed, trying to resist the urge to run her hands over her suddenly sensitive breasts.
 
   Warmth, heavy and full, flooded through her body and she lay back on the saggy mattress, stretching out from the tips of her fingers to her toes in a feline movement. Out of the corner of her eye, she caught the men exchanging a glance.
 
   “It’s late and we have a long day tomorrow. You should try to get some sleep,” Kent said in a gruff voice as he grabbed a pillow from the bed and tossed it on the floor.
 
   Asher went to follow suit and she grabbed the pillow out of his hands and said, “You guys can share the bed with me. There’s more than enough room.” Her nostrils flared as Asher’s pupils darkened and his long fingers sank into the white pillow.
 
   “Thank you, Miss Chetana, but I’ll bunk out on the floor with Kent.”
 
   Leaning on his elbow, Kent watched them with a small frown. The dip between his shoulder and collarbone caught her attention and she wanted to lick and suck on it. The thought startled her and she cleared her throat and scooted under the thin quilt, turning her back on the men.
 
   A heavy silence filled the room before Asher said, “We’ll be right here if you need us.”
 
   “No one is going to get through that door without waking us up first. You’re safe with us, Princess.” Kent’s voice came from close to her head as he shut off the table lamp next to the bed.
 
   She was acutely aware of the sounds of the men trying to get comfortable on the floor. Guilt panged through her as she stretched out in the center of the mattress, rubbing her legs against the bed. Sensitized, her skin tingled at the feeling of the stiff sheets. Playing with her lip ring, she wondered if the stress of the day had something to do with her raging hormones.
 
   Instead of worrying about her situation, her mind only wanted to daydream about doing wonderfully wicked things with the men. Chief among these fantasies that made her pussy throb were the image of being restrained by Kent while Asher spanked and stroked her. The thought of his heavy hand slapping against her ass made her moan softly.
 
   “Are you okay?” Kent asked from the floor.
 
   “Yep,” she said in a husky purr. Her assurance was entirely untrue. The ache between her legs was getting progressively worse. Hard and sore, her nipples scraped against the lace of her bra and she rubbed them, biting back another moan at the sensation. That made her pussy clench and she buried her face in the mattress, giving voice to her need.
 
   “Lalita” Asher asked with concern in his deep voice. The rustle of clothing sounded loud in her ears, and she swore she could smell the musk of the men in the air. All that hard muscle and power, right beyond her fingertips.
 
   Biting her lower lip, she reminded herself that all that hard muscle wanted nothing to do with her. She could not face the pain of their outright rejection, especially when she needed them now more than ever. Slowing her breathing, trying to get into her meditation state, she said, “I’m okay, really.”
 
   Silence met her words and the air conditioner continued to rattle and wheeze before the men said goodnight. In the darkness, she could hear the soft whispers of their conversation, but couldn’t catch their words. Breathing deep, lulled by their voices, she fell asleep.
 
   Pain, sweet and aching torment, woke her with a low moan. The soft flesh between her legs gently throbbed, hot and swollen. Wet with unfulfilled desire. Her legs pressed against her stiff clit as she rolled over and tore a gasp from her lips. So hot, so aroused, her body begged for a touch.
 
   “Lalita?” Kent asked and the mattress sagged as he sat next to her. “What’s wrong?”
 
   “I don’t know,” she sobbed out. “I need…” The words refused to come, but she could feel the heat of his body as he leaned closer. “I need,” she whispered again and practically purred when his hand ran over her forehead.
 
   The bed sagged on the other side as Asher placed his inner wrist against her cheek. “You’re warm, but not fever hot.” The feel of his skin made her arch her back and hiss.
 
   The men raised their eyebrows and looked at each other in the dim illumination of the parking lot lights seeping through the crack in the curtain. Kent was a shadowy outline, his deep red hair black in the silvery lighting. Asher was darkness, silken and powerful. Each man smelled of sleep and the trace of different colognes. Her mouth opened as she drew their scent in, tasting it on her tongue like candy.
 
   “Are you hurt?” Asher asked and wrapped his big fingers around her wrist, taking her pulse.
 
   “I ache,” she whispered, shame and desire blending until she was only a creature of need. Her legs scissored together and she whimpered. When she placed her hand between her legs it did nothing for the torment. In fact, her touch did nothing at all. She might just have been touching someone else for all the sensation it brought her.
 
   The sagging bed pulled the men closer to her and the feel of them so near to her body made her shudder. Her mind urged her to them, letting her know that they held the key to ending her torment.
 
   “Uh—where do you hurt?” Kent asked in a rough voice.
 
   “Down … there.”
 
   Clearing his throat, Asher said, “Your feet?”
 
   Kent shot him narrow-eyed look. “Princess, are you injured?” His big hand rested on her hip and she cried out. A little to the left and he could take care of her. Bring her the relief she so desperately needed.
 
   Asher slammed his hand over her mouth and tore another moan from her. Her lips moved against his palm as she tried to suck one of his fingers into her mouth. Masculine, rough, his skin moved over her sensitive flesh and her desire rose to another impossible degree. She couldn’t even close her legs now. Any pressure on her swollen pussy made her hurt.
 
   “We can’t take her to a hospital,” Asher said as she attempted to suck on his fingers.
 
   Kent stared at her, his face painted with the shadows of the room. Keeping her gaze on him, she reached out and traced a hand over his forearm, fingertips delighting in the feeling of his firm muscle beneath the soft expanse of skin and hair.
 
   “No, we can’t,” Kent agreed and sucked in a deep breath as he held her questing hand to the bed. The feeling of being restrained by him made her whimper behind Asher’s hand.
 
   “I think we should check her,” Asher voice dipped lower as she succeeded in capturing his fingertip between her lips and gently bit down.
 
   “Whatever is going on, this isn’t like her at all.”
 
   “I know. That’s why we’re going to help her without helping ourselves.” Both men nodded at each other and hesitated as they each reached for her pajama bottoms. “I’ll talk her through it,” Asher said and lay on his side, stretching out and smoothing back her hair before whispering in her ear, “Lalita, I’m going to remove my hand. I want you to try to be quiet.”
 
   Nodding, she groaned as the air hit her lips. “Please, it hurts.”
 
   “I know, Princess.” Kent hooked his fingers in the top of her pants and started to slide them down. Again, he hesitated, and she thought she would lose her mind as he said, “I’m going to try to see what the … issue is.”
 
   She gripped his wrist with surprising strength. “I will do anything you want, please take care of me.”
 
   Asher’s hand stroked her cheek as nodded at Kent. “Do it.”
 
   Kent scooted her into the narrow beam of light coming through the curtains so that from her belly button to her mid thigh was bathed in the silvery illumination. His nails scraped against her skin as he pulled her pajama bottoms off and sucked in a deep breath. In her ear, Asher echoed the sound, and she reached out, trying to draw the men to her.
 
   “Hold her,” Kent murmured, not taking his eyes off her mound hidden behind a pair of white silk panties.
 
   Dark hands pinned her wrists to the sheets and she shuddered, opening her legs further and thrusting her hips into the air. She could smell her own musk and knew the men could as well. Instead of embarrassing her, the thought raised her passion up another notch. She could feel Asher’s erection pressing against her side and she tried to steal a kiss from him.
 
   With a strangled groan Asher said, “Not when you’re like this.”
 
   All thoughts of tasting him fled her mind as Kent pulled her panties over to the side and said in a strained voice, “Oh god, she’s totally smooth.”
 
   The feeling of the air on her exposed flesh made her whimper. Only Asher’s order of keeping quiet locked the scream back.
 
   “So hot and wet,” Kent said as he held his palm above her wet pussy. “She looks like she’s had hours of foreplay.”
 
   Asher remained silent, but turned her head so she was looking into his face. “Can you see anything … wrong?”
 
   “No, she’s just extremely aroused.” Kent slid her panties back, and she began to cry. “Princess—”
 
   “Please, please help me. Please give me relief. I tried to touch myself, but it doesn’t help.” She took a shuddering breath. “It hurts.”
 
   Asher’s grip on her hands tightened. “Make her come.”
 
   Her eyes rolled back into her head as Kent jerked aside her panties. When his palm finally made contact with her, she thought she was going to lose her mind from the pleasure. Hips snapping, she rubbed herself against him and groaned low in her throat.
 
   “Look at me,” Asher ordered and she tried to focus on him. Deep satisfaction and heat filled his gaze while Kent held her hips to the bed with one hand and spread her nether lips with the other.
 
   “Her clit is so swollen.” Kent ran his thumb over the little nub of flesh, and she fought to keep her eyes open. That one little stroke was better than anything she had ever felt before. Slowly, one big finger slid inside of her and she shuddered, fighting against Asher’s hands holding her to the bed.
 
   A second finger joined the first and he began to work her in earnest, long strokes filled with skill and talent. “Fuck,” Kent said in a rough voice “I would kill for a pussy like this. So hot and tight, she’s gripping my hand like a velvet fist.”
 
   Asher shifted against her and whispered, “Take it. Take what we have to offer. Use his hand to make yourself come.”
 
   Releasing her hands, Asher placed them around his shoulders and let her use his body as leverage to slam herself against Kent’s busy fingers. Firm, warm, Asher’s dark skin stood out against her hands and she lifted herself off the bed and rode Kent’s hand. Close, so close, the orgasm hovered out of reach.
 
   This was Asher and Kent giving her this pleasure. The men she lusted after, dreamed about, and trusted more than anyone in the world were finally touching her. Digging her fingernails into Asher’s shoulders, she drew into a tight ball as Kent released her hips and pulled the hood of her clit back while she fucked herself on his fingers.
 
   That little movement pushed her over the edge and she began to climax. So good, so very, very good, it was beyond anything she had ever felt. Cries choked off in her throat as she bit Asher’s shoulder and tried to muffle her screams. Tensing and contracting, her body kept drawing the orgasm out as Kent withdrew his fingers and rubbed her clit with the gentlest of strokes.
 
   “Fuck,” Asher groaned out. “Is she still coming?”
 
   “Yeah.” Kent’s hard cock pressed into her thigh as he leaned close to her pussy. “God, I want to lick her clean.”
 
   With a final shudder, her body finally relaxed and she sagged from Asher’s shoulders, panting and sweaty. Awareness began to seep back in, but she was too tired to care. Cuddling back, she nestled her bottom against Asher and sighed when he held her close. His cock, hard and thick, pressed against her ass and she wiggled against him.
 
   “She’ll thank us in the morning for not taking advantage of her,” Asher said in a tight voice over her head.
 
   “I know.” Kent groaned and joined them, smoothing her hair back as his arm draped over her waist. His hard cock pressed into the soft curve of her belly and she sighed, squirming between them on the verge of sleep.
 
   “I think my dick is going to explode,” Asher whispered from behind her as she curled her hand around his arm, tugging him closer.
 
   “We can’t leave her alone. Do you want to go jack off in the bathroom first or should I?” Kent’s voice held an edge of laughter.
 
   “You got to play with that wonderful pussy, so I get the bathroom first.” Sliding his arm out from underneath her, the bed shifted as he stood, and she rolled closer to Kent. “Besides, if she doesn’t stop working her full and soft ass against me I’m going to come in my pants.”
 
   The rest of the conversation faded as she fell into a deep sleep, wrapped in Kent’s arms as he ran his hand up and down her back in a soothing motion.
 
   


 
   
  
 



Chapter Three
 
    
 
   The TV chattering woke Lalita from the best night’s sleep she’d had in nine months. Rubbing her eyes, the sensation of deep satisfaction faded when she saw the closed faces of her men on the other side of the room. It took her a moment to figure out where she was and a flush burned through her face as she remembered in crystal clear detail the events of the night before. The wonderful, earth-shattering, amazingly awesome events of the night before.
 
   After clearing her throat, she said, “Morning.”
 
   Kent sat on one side of her and Asher on the other, they exchanged a glance and Kent nodded. Asher took her hand in his. “You talked in your sleep last night.” Something that resembled fear flashed through his dark eyes.
 
   “Oh.” She tried to remember what she could have said that would make them this worried.
 
   “Does the name Rashid ring a bell?” Kent asked and shifted on the bed, watching her carefully.
 
   “No. Should it?” Even as she said the words, her body tensed and her heart began to pound. She waited, fearful the overwhelming desire would take her over again. While the end result was wonderful, she didn’t like the loss of control at all. As she scooted up the bed, she noticed her pajama pants were back on and she wondered who dressed her.
 
   “You spoke about him. Last night in your sleep.” Asher stroked the back of her hand with his thumb and she tried to ignore the happy blush staining her cheeks. “You mentioned something about following orders, then your voice got strange.”
 
   “What do you mean, strange?”
 
   She wrapped her arms around herself and hunched into a ball. Kent looped his arm around her waist and forced her to uncurl in a move he used to help her stave off a panic attack. “Your voice changed. You sounded like you were imitating someone and you said, ‘Lalita, I want you to start visualizing your vase’.”
 
   Going slack, her breathing evened out and her eyes closed.
 
   “Shit!” Kent exclaimed and jerked her against his chest. She was aware of their voices, but they seemed unimportant.
 
   “Just like we thought, hypnotic suggestion,” Asher rumbled out. He slapped her cheek, and her eyes flew open, wide with shock.
 
   “Are you going to tell me what I said?” she asked and looked around. “Why does my face hurt?” The men exchanged another glance and she gritted her teeth. “Someone better talk to me, right now.”
 
   “You’ve been hypnotized,” Kent said, and Asher nodded in agreement. “I’ve done a fair bit of hypnosis myself in my other job, and you have all the classic signs. We aren’t sure who did this to you, but whoever they are they’re professionals.”
 
   Asher ran his hand over his head. “We don’t know how they managed to slip past us in order to do it. Shit, we’re with you almost constantly. It has to be someone on the inside.”
 
   Kent and Asher never talked about where they gained their skills, and she stored that little bit of information away to go over when she wasn’t close to having a nervous breakdown. “Are you fucking kidding me?” she yelled and pushed their hands away. After struggling to crawl across the rumpled bed, she paced the worn carpet and chewed on her lip ring. “Was that what happened last night? Did someone hypnotize me into being a slut? Why the fuck would they do that?”
 
   “You’re not a slut,” Kent said and tried to grab her arm. She jerked away and moved to the other side of the bed.
 
   Kent placed himself in front of the door, and Asher approached her with his hands held out as if she was some kind of skittish animal. That pissed her off even more and she snarled a creative blend of swear words at him before he touched her.
 
   Dropping his hands, Asher said, “We don’t know why someone would do this, but it has to be tied to what is going on—somehow.”
 
   “We tried to get you to respond to us in your sleep, but you were too deep in your dreams.”
 
   “The answers are locked in your subconscious. We think whatever triggered your … need … yesterday, messed with the block that was put on your conscious mind to forget the hypnosis.”
 
   Gripping her arms, she watched herself in the mirror above the battered dresser. Tears filled her eyes and she looked away before they fell. “How did this happen? You were supposed to keep me safe.” Her voice cracked on the last word, and both men flinched like she’d slapped them.
 
   “We failed you,” Kent said in a rough voice.
 
   Asher placed a hand underneath her chin, tilting her head up. “It won’t happen again.”
 
   Looking into his dark brown eyes, she crumpled against his chest and let the hurt and despair out in racking sobs. Kent’s arms reached around her back and the two men held her between them, forming a living blanket of comfort. Safe in their arms, she let herself be held and cried until her sobs petered off into hitching hiccups.
 
   “C-can you f-fix it?” she stuttered out as she tried to stop the hitching breath in her chest. The sense of violation turned to anger as she grappled with the concept of someone forcing her to do things against her knowledge and will. Thank God it was Asher and Kent with her last night instead of some random stranger.
 
   “Yes,” Kent replied from behind her and then placed a kiss on top of her head. “It’s going to take time to find your triggers and break down the blocks, but we’ll do it.”
 
   Asher rubbed her arms in long and soft strokes. “Kent knows his stuff. He’ll make it right.”
 
   “And when we find this Rashid character, Asher and I will make sure he spends the rest of his short life in extreme amounts of pain.”
 
   The thought, though gruesome, cheered her up. “We need to tell my dad what’s going on.” Her heart constricted as she thought of what her poor father must be going through. “Anything in the news about me?” Both men tensed, and she pushed away from them, leaning back against the edge of the dresser and studying their faces. Whatever it was, the news wasn’t good. “Tell me.”
 
   Scratching at his neck, Asher said, “You’re all over the news. Everyone is looking for you. You’ve been labeled as an anarchist and the news shows have been running your picture all morning.”
 
   “The Sanjit’s managed to keep me and Asher out of it. Hopefully that means the government isn’t looking for us either.”
 
   She sagged against the edge of the dresser and gaped at them. “I’m screwed.”
 
   Kent shoved his hands into his pockets. “Yes and no. The pictures they’re running of you are in full Goth regalia with the ten pounds of that makeup paste you like to cover yourself in.”
 
   Asher ignored her evil glare with a twitch of his lips fighting back a smile. “It wouldn’t be too hard to disguise you. People see what they want to see, and if we make you into something normal you should be able to pass.”
 
   “What do you mean, normal,” she narrowed her eyes and spread her legs into a fighting stance. Instead of looking intimidated, now both men were definitely amused.
 
   “There’s a Wal-Mart down the street.” Asher ignored her groan and continued, “I’m going to go get some supplies while Kent stays with you.”
 
   Kent turned up the TV and cut off her tirade.
 
   “Lalita Chetana is wanted for espionage and a host of other serious crimes,” the newscaster said with a dour expression on his face. “Considered armed and dangerous, the public is urged to contact authorities as soon as they see her.” A picture of her dolled up in blue and purple latex for a night on the town flashed across the screen. Purple and blue sparkly eye shadow extended artistically out to the lower half of her face and her lip ring stood out against the ice-blue lipstick.
 
   “Nice outfit,” Kent commented in a dry tone
 
   Ignoring him, she huffed out, “Fine, go get me a disguise.” Her stomach rumbled and she added, “And some food.”
 
   Asher bowed to her and kissed her hand. “Your wish is my command, Princess.”
 
   Her heart stuttered in her chest as the brush of his lips and heat flashed through her body. Tensing, she waited for it to turn into punishing need, but it faded into the pleasant afterglow of desire.
 
   Kent pushed her toward the tiny bathroom. “Take a bath, relax. By the time you get out Asher will be back.”
 
   * * * *
 
   “Oh hell no!” she yelled and backed into the corner. Her belly was full of fried chicken, and she set her shake down on the dresser. It was too good to waste by throwing it at their heads in a fit of rage.
 
   Closing his eyes, Asher took a deep breath. “We have to.”
 
   “No, no way.” She grabbed her ponytail in her fist. “You are not cutting my hair and making me blonde.”
 
   “Princess, you wouldn’t look good as a redhead.” Kent grinned at her, and she wanted to claw out his gorgeous blue eyes.
 
   “Think about it,” Asher said and dug through the mound of plastic shopping bags on the bed. “They’re going to be searching for someone who looks like a reject from a Marilyn Manson video.” He ignored her unflattering comments about the size of his dick and continued, “We’re going to make you into a small town prom queen instead.”
 
   “But it’s my hair!” she wailed and tried to keep her lower lip from trembling. She loved her hair. Loved the length of it and the lilac streaks that set her apart. Being different was part of who she was.
 
   “And your hair would clash horribly with the orange jumper you’ll be wearing in jail,” Kent said mildly as he tossed a new toothbrush and toothpaste at her.
 
   Huffing into the bathroom, she avoided looking in the mirror as she brushed her teeth. Asher came in behind her and Kent hovered in the doorway, their big bodies filling up the space. Even her ever-present sexual attraction to the men couldn’t replace the misery of losing her hair. Spitting into the sink, she rinsed her mouth out and glanced over her shoulder at Asher. “Who’s going to do the cutting?”
 
   “I will,” Asher replied and shifted beneath her glare. “My mom ran a beauty shop and I used to spend my summers there helping out.”
 
   The idea of big, badass Asher working in a beauty salon made a smile ghost over her lips. He arched an eyebrow at her and gave her a look that dared her to say something. Taking a seat on the lid of the old white toilet, she closed her eyes as he brushed and gathered her hair back into a low ponytail. Plastic protested as a package was opened, and then he began to cut.
 
   A tear ran down her cheek and she dashed it away with an angry hand. Kent and Asher remained silent, and she kept her eyes shut during the entire process. If she had to look at her hair on the floor, she would start crying in earnest. The loss of her hair seemed to symbolize everything that the people who had framed her took away. She no longer had the freedom to be herself, instead having to adopt a disguise so she wasn’t arrested going down the street.
 
   Time passed and she kept her eyes closed, becoming slowly lulled by the snip of scissors and Asher’s gentle hands as he pulled and held her hair. Kent occasionally made an encouraging noise from the doorway and she hoped that was a good sign.
 
   “Dye,” Asher said, and the tone of his voice made her giggle. So serious, like he was a surgeon requesting a scalpel.
 
   The stink of bleach and chemicals invaded the tiny space, and Kent coughed and cranked open the window next to the sink. Asher’s strong fingers rubbed the dye into her hair. “I placed a call to your father while I was out.” Carefully, he placed some bleach on her eyebrows.
 
   “Did you talk to him?” she asked in an eager voice. If anyone could make this situation right, it was her father.
 
   “The housekeeper answered.” Her shoulders slumped, and he continued, “I didn’t mention you, but I told her Kent and I quit. That we wanted to spend more time with our girlfriends and didn’t need the stress of the job anymore. I told her we were going on vacation together and wouldn’t be able to be reached.”
 
   “What did she say?”
 
   “She said she understood and told me she would pass it onto your father when he returned home. Terrible situation, blah blah blah.” Asher ran his fingers through her hair with a soothing stroke.
 
   “What phone did you call from?” Kent asked from the doorway.
 
   “There’s actually a payphone out front of the motel. Who knew those things even still existed.”
 
   “Welcome to the ghetto,” she muttered and sat back. “Can someone sweep up the hair so I don’t have to see it?”
 
   Kent grunted in agreement, and the sound of plastic rustling filled the air. Asher carefully cleaned the bleach from her eyebrows with a wet washcloth and patted her face dry. As he stroked her face, she was reminded of him whispering words of encouragement to her as Kent pleasured her last night. And their talk about not wanting to take advantage of her. Silly men.
 
   “Done.”
 
   She opened her eyes and found the men staring at her. Licking at her piercing, she said, “Thank you for taking care of me.”
 
   Both men smiled, and that gave her the courage to continue. “If I have that … need again, you have my permission to help anyway you can.” Staring at the stained grout in the tile floor, she shuffled the bottoms of her black fuzzy slippers. “It was wonderful and terrible at the same time.”
 
   Peeking up, she saw each of the men’s eyes had darkened with desire. Not as hyper aware of them as she had been in the grips of passion, she still recognized the sight of two men that wanted her when she saw it. Even if she did have a head full of stinky hair dye.
 
   “We’ll help you, but we won’t abuse your trust. You’re not in the right frame of mind to be making decisions right now. Especially since you’ve been hypnotized into … wanting it,” Kent said and cleared his throat a couple times .
 
   “Yeah, that would be wrong,” Asher added in a husky whisper. His gaze darted to her nipples, now sticking out from the thin cotton of her shirt.
 
   With a sigh, she shook her head. “It’s not wrong if I’m giving you permission.”
 
   Both men shook their heads and Kent said, “It would be wrong.”
 
   “Yep.”
 
   Rolling her eyes, she flapped her hand at them. “Fine, whatever.” Her pride stung a bit and she tried to brush it off. So what if they didn’t want to take whatever relationship they had to the next level. At least they were decent enough men to not sleep with her if they didn’t have any intention of loving her. She could deal with it. Sure.
 
   The beep of Kent’s wristwatch went off in the uncomfortable silence and Asher said, “Into the shower with you.”
 
   Both men left her alone in the bathroom and she avoided looking in the mirror. Kent returned and handed her a bundle wrapped in a towel. He tipped her head with the tip of his finger and said, “We’ll take care of you, Princess.” His thumb ran over her lower lip and slid across her piercing. Sadness pinched her heart and she ducked out of his grip. It wasn’t fair that he was being so nice to her when he had no intention of being anything but her friend.
 
   Turning her back to him, she set the bundle on the toilet and found some strawberry scented soap wrapped in the clothes. The door closed behind her and she turned on the shower.
 
   Washing quickly, she tried not to feel how short her hair was and how little time it took to rinse all the dye out.
 
   After toweling off, she examined the clothes Asher had bought for her. Panties and matching bra, red and silky. That made her raise an eyebrow, and she wondered if he bought them because he liked them, or if he thought she would. Next was a pair of faded jean shorts, a soft brown shirt and sneakers.
 
   After getting dressed and putting on her deodorant, she rubbed her towel over the mirror and looked at her reflection. The steam swirled around her and out the cracked window as she stared at the unfamiliar woman looking back. The short pixie cut made her chestnut eyes look enormous in her face and accented the small curve of her jaw. She would always have baby cheeks like her mother, but the cut made her look closer to her true age than her Goth look ever did.
 
   Running a finger through the still damp tips of her hair, she mussed it and smiled at the results. Asher didn’t lie. He gave her a million dollar haircut. Tilting her head, she inspected her eyebrows that were now a few shades darker than the warm blonde of her hair. Standing on her tiptoes, she tried to get a look at the rest of the outfit. Amazing, she really didn’t look like herself at all.
 
   Fingers tracing over her lip, she took a deep breath and unscrewed her piercing. Placing it in her pocket, she inspected the tiny hole where it used to hang. It was hardly noticeable as long as she kept her tongue from poking at it. Her lip felt strangely naked without it and she ran her tongue over the surface.
 
   Staring at her reflection, she wondered how the men would react to her new look. At least she had just gotten her eyebrows and body waxed. She didn’t have to worry about the carpet matching the drapes. That thought made her snicker and she squared her shoulders before opening the door. The deep breath she took did nothing to slow the pounding of her heart.
 
   Both men turned as one to look at her, and she flushed to the roots of her new blonde hair at the appreciative smiles they both gave her. “Stunning,” Kent said.
 
   “Beautiful,” Asher agreed and put down the backpack he was filling with clothes and a box of ammo.
 
   Both had changed into casual clothes, and she took a moment to drink in the sight. Kent wore khaki shorts that showed off his heavily muscled calves and a blue shirt two shades lighter than his eyes. Dark grey shorts clung to Asher’s perfect ass and a light blue polo shirt complimented his dark skin.
 
   Trying to appear casual, she sat on the edge of the bed and tugged her socks on. “So what’s the plan?”
 
   “We’re going to grab a bite to eat and wait on word from your father,” Asher replied and pulled a laptop out of the black case next to his backpack. “He’ll probably try to contact us through email.”
 
   “The ghetto has WiFi,” Kent added with a wink.
 
   “Thanks for doing such a good job.” She ran her fingers through the short tips, conscious of the missing weight of her hair.
 
   “No problem.” Asher winked at her. “It’s easy give a good haircut to a gorgeous woman.”
 
   Her heart thumped and she lowered her head to hide her smile. Even though he was probably saying that to make her feel better, she was going to pretend that he meant it. The men scoured the room before they left. After dinner, they were planning on changing location again to keep from drawing attention to themselves by staying in one area too long.
 
   “Shall we?” Kent said and offered her his arm as he swung his backpack on.
 
   Laying her hand over the hard ball of his biceps, she hesitated. “What if someone recognizes me?”
 
   “They won’t.”
 
   Asher tugged a blue baseball cap over her head and grabbed his backpack. “You don’t need it, but it will make you feel better and less self-conscious.”
 
   Asher leaned behind her and whispered in her ear, “I told you, we won’t let anything happen to you. You’re precious to us.”
 
   With her blood pounding so hard she thought she might pass out, she followed her men out into the night.
 
   


 
   
  
 



Chapter Four
 
    
 
   “Master, we found her bodyguards,” David’s girlfriend, Nancy, yelled from the living room of the penthouse.
 
   Scrambling from his computer desk, David crossed through the kitchen and nodded at Rashid. The two tall and unassuming men gave each other a smile filled with malice.
 
   Nancy, wearing a pair of plush brown puppy ears on her head, met them in the dining room. She practically vibrated with excitement and dropped to her knees. With a soft moan, she kissed David’s shoes. Rashid kept his face carefully blank and shifted with impatience. David patted her head and scratched her behind her pretend puppy ears. “Where are they?”
 
   “The housekeeper says they called from a payphone in downtown DC. About fifteen minutes from here.” She shifted back on her heels and grinned. “They said they quit and they’re going on vacation someplace where they can’t be reached.”
 
   “Downtown DC is an odd place to take a vacation,” David mused. He took a seat at the dining table, and Nancy curled at his feet. “They must have her with them. Those assholes have foiled every attempt we’ve made against her in the past nine months. No way she vanishes and they suddenly go on vacation.”
 
   “I don’t know what you’re so worried about,” Rashid said as he played with an elaborate flower arrangement on the table. “If she shows her face anywhere she is instantly going to jail. If they are with her and try to resist, they’ll be either killed or taken into custody as well.”
 
   “What if the hypnotic block fails and she remembers our conversations?” Nancy asked from the ground. Rashid glared at her.
 
   “Yes, Rashid, what if your hypnosis fails?” David folded his arms.
 
   Remembering what happened to Karen, Rashid swallowed and kept his eyes on the curve of a pink orchid. She had suffered for the entire two-hour webcast as an example of what would happen if you failed the anarchists. By the time the torture master was done, she resembled barely breathing meat. “Do I need to remind you that my hypnosis has increased our ranks of devoted members by the thousands? That my suggestions have turned housewives into martyrs, politicians into weapons of chaos?”
 
   “We appreciate your devotion to the cause. That is the only reason you didn’t join Karen.” David leaned forward. “The fact that we control the Sanjit’s housekeeper is also a stroke of genius on your part.”
 
   “Thank you,” Rashid said in a slightly mollified voice. “Even if she did remember something, it’s not like anyone is going to believe her. We have her on surveillance tape meeting with a known anarchist and handing over files in exchange for money down the street from her home.”
 
   David nodded, a small smile on his bland face. “If she is caught, we need to kill her ASAP. I want our people scanning the police radios. I want our hackers on all of the government sites monitoring their chatter.” His teeth clenched as anger tightened his features. “In the meantime, get an assassination team together and send them to that payphone. The diplomatic SUV is missing from the Sanjit’s house. They must be driving it. Find the SUV and you’ll find the bodyguards. Kill them all.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” Rashid said and wiped the pollen from the flowers on his black pants. “How quiet do you want me to keep it?”
 
   “I don’t care. It’s downtown DC, that area is infested with gangs and trash. You could shoot up the whole area and no one would notice.” Nancy began to lick his shoe and David kicked her away. “Our focus is still on the next meeting of the Security Council. While finding that little cunt is important, don’t forget our main objective.”
 
   Nodding, David scrolled through the numbers on his cell phone and started planning.
 
   * * * *
 
   Full of delicious and greasy diner food, Lalita strolled back through the warm summer night and marveled at the turn her life had taken. Deep in the rough section of Washington DC, she meandered along as if she didn’t have a care in the world. The meal had been quick and efficient with no complications of a SWAT team coming to arrest her. No one even really noticed her. Probably because they were too busy staring at the huge and muscled glory of her men.
 
   Asher and Kent had been charming and more open with her than they ever had been before. Some invisible barrier between them had fallen during the night. She learned more about their families and how they grew up. They wouldn’t answer any questions about how they met, or where her father found them, but they did make her laugh with stories about past jobs as bodyguards.
 
   Small glimpses into their character deepened her feelings for them. She learned Kent had a secret vice for chocolate milk because his mother used to make it for him every day after school when he was a kid. He drank three glasses of it with dinner. And Asher knew the lyrics to every Bob Marley song ever written. Something she never would have imagined.
 
   Running across the street, she giggled as Kent swung her up and over the edge of the chipped sidewalk. He paused with her on the side of the road and tightened his arm around her waist, fingers stroking against the exposed skin of her lower back. Looking into his blue eyes, her breath caught in her throat at the intensity of his emotions reflected in their depths.
 
   “Down!” Asher shouted and tackled them as the unmistakable pops of gunfire rang out through the air. The shriek of tires drowned out her scream as a car slammed into the streetlight behind them, throwing their section of the parking lot into shadows.
 
   Chips of concrete stung against her arm as bullets tore through the sidewalk.
 
   Tugging his gun from behind his back, Asher returned fire while Kent scooped her up and dashed for the SUV. Throwing open the front door, he threw her inside and jumped in.
 
   “Asher!” she screamed as more gunshots filled the night. A police siren wailed in the distance, and she bounced off the closed door as Kent threw the SUV into reverse. A few more shots rang out, but they went wide over the car. Asher slid in through the back door and crouched down.
 
   Kent yelled, “Hold on!” and gunned the big engine, roaring out of the parking lot and driving over the sidewalk to avoid the tangle of vehicles the accident caused. The undercarriage of the SUV gave a metallic shriek as they bounced over the curb. Horns blared behind them as Kent cut off traffic and headed toward the freeway.
 
   “Who was that?” she yelled and ran a hand over her stinging arm.
 
   Asher said in a grim voice, “We could have been in the wrong place at the wrong time, or someone could have tracked my call to the payphone and waited for us.”
 
   “Fuck,” she said in a low groan as her arm gave a painful sting.
 
   Her palm came away bloody and Asher said, “Kent, she’s hurt.” Asher leaned forward as much as he could between the two seats. Warm hands gripped her arm and turned it in the dim light.
 
   “It’s okay. Just scratches from when we hit the pavement.” Her voice cracked, “I tried to roll like you taught me, but Kent was on top of me.”
 
   Asher pressed his lips to her forehead and hugged as much of her as he could. Desperate for his comfort, she climbed into the backseat with him and let him draw her onto his lap. Big and strong, she buried her face against his chest.
 
   “Whoever the shooters were knew how to handle a gun. That wasn’t a random pattern of fire, they were aiming for us.” Kent swore in a low voice. “The Sanjit’s phone has to be bugged,” Kent said from the front seat as they entered the freeway and slowed down to the speed limit.
 
   “Yeah. Someone traced your phone call and found us.” His voice rumbled against her ear as he held her close, rubbing his lips on her newly short hair. “This SUV stands out in that neighborhood. They must have seen it and decided to wait for us to return.”
 
   “Son of a bitch!” Kent slammed his hand onto the dash with a loud smack. “How did someone get past us to bug the Sanjit?”
 
   “I have no idea. It had to be an inside job.”
 
   “Cleaning ladies? Or maybe that new gardener?”
 
   “Or someone closer.” Asher shifted beneath her and she cuddled closer. He smelled wonderful. Silence filled the car as they traveled west, out of the city and into the climbing foothills of the Appalachian Mountains.
 
   “We going to Mr. Jerry’s place?” Asher asked. She shifted against him, her nipples tight and sensitive as her hips moved with the motion of the SUV taking a curve.
 
   “Yeah.” Kent glanced in the mirror at them. “How are you doing, Princess?”
 
   “Good,” she said in a soft sigh and stroked Asher’s cheek with her fingertips. His breath came out in a low rumble and he grew thick beneath her bottom.
 
   “We have a problem,” Asher said as her fingertips grazed over his full lips. Soft waves of pleasure started in her pussy and spread outward, making her hyper-aware of his cock. Hard and fat, the feeling of it made her want to purr.
 
   “What’s that?”
 
   Shifting in Asher’s arms, she rubbed her mouth against the taut nipple beneath the soft weave of his shirt. He half-heartedly tried to pull her back and she looked into his eyes, licking her lips and biting the place where her tongue ring should have been. His gaze skittered to her chest as he said, “Her trigger’s been hit.”
 
   The SUV swerved a bit and Kent swore softly. “Chetana, can you hear me?”
 
   Rocking her hips forward, she ground herself along the length of Asher’s cock and shuddered. “Yes.”
 
   “Shit.” Kent took a deep breath and the engine roared as he gunned it. “Can you hold her until I can find a place to pull off?”
 
   Through gritted teeth, Asher said, “Yeah, but hurry.”
 
   Her inhibitions melted away on a tide of desire and she was filled with the clarity of need. Asher would take care of her. She could trust him and stop fighting against the desire. All she had to do was convince his mind to do what his body wanted.
 
   “Asher,” she purred out and relaxed in his grip as he tried to hold her away. Using the trick of leverage, she straddled him and arched her back, her breasts inches from his face.
 
   “Princess, you don’t know what you’re doing,” he protested and tried to hold her back.
 
   Rocking her hips, her breath came out in a harsh pant as his hips rose to meet hers. “I want you, both of you. I’ve wanted you since the day we met.” The words were true and without her crushing self-doubt they were easy to say. “You’re my men.”
 
   “Find a goddamn pull off,” Asher said in a strangled voice. Changing tactics, he tried to hug her to his body to control her.
 
   “Yes.” She sighed against his chest. “Restrain me, make me yours.”
 
   His hands shook as Kent said from the front seat, “Exit coming up.” He cleared his throat and added, “You’re doing great, Asher. Hold on.”
 
   Instead of answering him, Asher ever so slightly shifted his cock against her and whispered in her ear, “What do you want, Princess?”
 
   Her breath came out in a shudder. “I want to be spanked. I want you to hold me while Kent fucks me. I want you to tie me up, and I want you both to make me yours.” Her most secret fantasies rolled off her tongue and straight to her pussy, which burned and throbbed.
 
   Asher’s big hand grabbed the short hair on her head in a punishing grip and tilted her head back. The pain arched through her and she hissed out, “Yes.”
 
   Surprise filled his eyes, quickly chased away by desire. Ever so slowly, he lowered his lips to hers, and she could have wept as he finally kissed her. Soft, sure, hungry, his kiss was everything she had imagined, everything she dreamed.
 
   “Asher? Lalita?” Kent said from the front seat and the car swerved as he turned around. “Fuck.”
 
   Ignoring him, Asher deepened their kiss. His tongue stroked along hers and she moaned her need into his mouth. He tasted delicious, and when his hand tightened on her hair and held her still for his lips, she almost came on his lap. Strong and restless fingers gripped her ass and held her close while she rode him, the seam of her jeans rubbing over her clit.
 
   Breaking their kiss, Asher leaned back. “You want to belong to us?”
 
   She nodded, licking a long, wet line from his ear to the pulse of his neck. He tasted so good, masculine and salty. “I play with myself and think about you both. How I would take care of you, how I would do anything you wanted.” Both of his hands were on her ass now, gripping her with almost bruising strength. “I come and scream your names into my pillow.”
 
   Screeching tires interrupted her, and Kent slammed the SUV into park and jumped out the front door.
 
   Kent jerked their door open and Asher handed her to him, his fingers trailing over her ass as Kent lifted her out of the SUV and wrapped her legs around his waist. Muscles bunching beneath her hands, Kent held her easily and rubbed his cheek against her while whispering her name. A tree-lined one-lane road in the middle of nowhere stretched out behind him. The tick of the cooling engine sounded loud against the still of the night air.
 
   “Our Princess wants to be dominated,” Asher’s voice purred from behind her. He pressed against her back and helped support her weight with his hands.
 
   “Is that right?” Kent asked and softly brushed his lips over hers with a sigh of satisfaction.
 
   Instead of answering him, she ran her hands through his hair and pulled him forward for a kiss. Need, hard and hot, rolled through her as he bit her lower lip and forced his tongue past her unresisting lips. Where Asher’s kisses were soft and deep, Kent’s kiss claimed her and worked her with a skill that left her breathless. Leaning back, Asher supported her as Kent seduced her mouth.
 
   Kent broke their kiss and stared into her eyes. “Get the emergency blanket out of the trunk and meet me in the field.” Her heart slammed in her chest as he carried her deeper off the road. The moon hung almost full overhead and the sky held a million stars this far from any major city. Long grass whispered against his legs as he held her close.
 
   Slowly, he lowered her from his body. “Do you have any idea how much we’ve wanted you? The torture you’ve put us through?” Her breath caught in her throat as his strong hands gripped her breasts. “Your nipples have been driving me mad. I spend my days dreaming about what they would feel like in my mouth while you rode me.”
 
   The brush of his finger over the hard tips almost made her collapse. Pleasure, intense and overwhelming, lit her up. She kept staring at Kent, unable to believe he was really here and this was really happening.
 
   Asher’s smooth voice rolled out from behind her. “I think we need to punish our Princess for being such a tease.”
 
   Kent’s smile was pure wickedness as he pinched her nipples. “I think we do.”
 
   “Hold her,” Asher said in a deep voice and stalked toward them. He stood on the blanket before her and removed his shirt, black skin darker than the night and totally smooth. Dark nipples stood out from the perfect muscles of his chest, and she leaned forward to capture one in her mouth.
 
   “Uh-uh,” Kent said and held her back. She sagged against him and watched Asher. The throbbing between her legs bordered on pain now, and she shifted.
 
   Gently, Asher kissed her and shoved his hands down the front of her shirt, tearing the neckline and lifting her breasts out. “Oh god, look at her nipples,” Kent whispered from behind her, and Asher grinned.
 
   Looking at her, he ran the tip of his tongue around her areola and avoided touching the nipple itself. She whimpered and tried to move her breast into his mouth. The feeling of his mouth would be amazing, and she craved it like air. Kent loosened his grip and cupped her right breast, squeezing the soft flesh. He held her breast still as Asher ran his teeth over her nipple, biting down hard and making her buck and scream.
 
   “Shhhh,” Kent said and ran his thumb over her breast where her flesh met Asher’s mouth.
 
   Fascinated, she watched Asher flick his tongue over the dark skin of her hard nipple and lick at Kent’s finger. “Please, I need,” she whispered, and gasped when Asher cupped her mound. He ignored her and continued to bite and suck on her nipples while his fingers rubbed against the slit of her jeans.
 
   Kent released her so abruptly she almost fell. “Don’t move.”
 
   She gripped her hands into fists as she resisted the urge run her hands over Asher’s head. Kent said not to move, so she would obey him.
 
   The sound of cloth hitting the ground made her turn her head to look, but Asher growled and grabbed the back of her neck in his hand. “He said don’t move.”
 
   “Yes, sir.” The words were whispered against his mouth as he leaned in to kiss her. Strong hands fiddled with the button of her jean shorts, and slid them down her legs. Asher kept her mouth locked to his, and she licked and sucked at the delicious softness of his full lips. The thought of his broad tongue working on her pussy had her eager to step out of her panties and shorts.
 
   The cool night air licked over her exposed heat, and Kent drew in a deep breath behind her. “Lie down on the blanket, on your back,” he ordered as his hands kneaded her ass.
 
   Turning around, she stared at the flawlessness that was Kent’s naked body. Starting at his shoulders, her eyes drank in every shadowy curve of hard muscle, following the dusting of hair down to his cock. Long, thick, it curved toward his belly button. His sac hung full and heavy between his legs and she wanted to lick it.
 
   “On your back,” Asher said, and she complied with his order.
 
   “Arms over your head. Don’t move them until we tell you.” Kent helped Asher remove his shirt and stood behind him, whispering something into his ear that made Asher laugh in a deep chuckle.
 
   Lifting her knees, she spread her legs and the laughter stopped. “That is a world-class pussy,” Asher said with a low sigh. 
 
   Kent grinned at him, “I had the pleasure of that pussy last night, now it’s your turn.”
 
   Both men stalked toward her and Asher stood before her, pulling off his pants and sliding them down his legs. Standing straight, he had a proud look on his face as she inspected him. Damn, he had every reason to be proud. Abs so cut he had an eight-pack, muscled thighs as big as her waist, and a thick cock that she couldn’t wait to have inside of her. While Kent was longer, Asher had more girth.
 
   Kent knelt next to her and drew her gaze away from Asher. Lips, soft and firm, trailed a path of kisses over her throat while his fingertips traced lightly over the responsive skin of her arms. Rough fingers parted her thighs, and she felt a warm breath on her pussy. Leaning up, she found herself captured by Asher’s gaze as he hovered over her pussy and took a deep breath, his nostrils flaring.
 
   “I’ve wanted this for a long time,” he said before lowering his mouth to her. Kent groaned in agreement as his lips wrapped around the engorged tip of her breast and sucked.
 
   “Oh god!” She shuddered against them and fought to keep her arms above her head.
 
   “Make her scream,” Kent said as he played with her breasts. Plumping them together, he sank his nails into her skin while flicking each of her nipples with the tip of his tongue.
 
   Between her legs, Asher ate her pussy with experience and skill. Her heart beat harder as the unreality of the situation washed over her. Here, in the middle of a field at night, she was finally getting everything her heart wanted. The love she felt for her men mixed with the pleasure of their touch and she began to buck against Asher’s face.
 
   Punishing hands gripped her hips as he held her still and began to tease her clit. Her cries became frantic and Kent released her nipple, kneeling next to her face. “Suck me,” he ordered and fed the tip of his cock into her willing mouth.
 
   Asher groaned around her clit, and the vibration brought her orgasm closer. The muscles in her stomach tensed and she licked and sucked at the tip of Kent’s long cock pushing into her mouth as he ran his hands through her short hair.
 
   “That’s it, Princess,” Kent crooned and rocked his hips back and forth. “You can use your hands.”
 
   Fulfilling another long denied desire, she clasped the solid muscles of his ass and used the leverage to try and pull as much of him into her throat as possible. A firm finger pushed into her pussy and with one last strong suck Asher broke the orgasm from her body.
 
   Kent pulled back and stroked his cock while she gripped his ass and tried to wrap her legs around Asher’s face. So good, her body gave her wave after wave of pleasure as Asher continued to eat her pussy. Shivering, she said, “Please, someone fuck me.”
 
   Asher reached back and dug a small foil-wrapped package out of his pants and tossed it to Kent. Kent rolled the condom on while Asher lapped at her wet pussy like a man eating ice cream. So soon after her mind-blowing orgasm, the sensation was almost too much, and he had to hold her wiggling hips in place.
 
   “Delicious,” Asher said and traded places with Kent next to her head. “Do you think I should come in her mouth or on those beautiful breasts?”
 
   “Mouth,” Kent said as he stroked his hands along her thighs.
 
   Asher ran his hand up and down the length of his cock and watched Kent nudge against her entrance. “Our Princess.” He sighed and squeezed out a drop of pre-cum, coating the head of his cock with it.
 
   “Ours,” Kent agreed and began to push his way into her.
 
   The sensation of Kent’s broad cock filling her made her groan. “Kent,” she said in a low voice and stroked her hand over his face. 
 
   He leaned in and kissed her, murmuring against her lips, “My Princess.” The deep affection in his voice vibrated in her heart and joy filled her. Fully inside of her now, Kent pulled back. “Let me see those pretty lips wrapped around his cock.”
 
   Asher scooted down and let her suck on the tip of his cock while he stroked it. Her hand joined his, matching his rhythm and delighting in the feel of his hand. Kent wrapped her legs around his waist and rocked in and out of her body, strong and sure strokes. She loved the way the muscles of Asher’s thighs contracted with each suck of her mouth, the way he perfectly mimicked the movements of Kent between her thighs.
 
   She tried to match Kent’s thrusts, but his strength overwhelmed her and all she could do was cry out around Asher’s cock as he really began to pound into her. The strength of her men excited her. The fact they could really hurt her if they chose, but instead used all that power to bring her pleasure.
 
   “Going to come,” Asher said in a ragged gasp. “Her mouth is so fucking good.”
 
   “Drink him down, Princess,” Kent ordered, and she arched her back, their rough demands adding an extra layer of heat to her desire. Running her hand down the hard muscles of his hip, she tried to take as much of Asher’s shaft into her mouth as she could.
 
   “Only the tip,” he said and she complied, running her tongue around the ridge of his cock head. He began to spurt into her mouth, yelling her name as her tongue lapped at the velvet steel of his tip. Rough noises ripped from his throat as she tried to suck out everything he had to give, the saltiness of his seed filling her mouth as she swallowed.
 
   Asher collapsed next to her and cradled her head in his hands. “Your turn, love,” he whispered into her ear.
 
   Without Asher’s cock to anchor her, she reached for Kent’s shoulders and held on while he fucked her. Muscles slick with sweat worked beneath her hands as he moved in and out of her with short jabs. “Close,” he hissed. “Her pussy is so soft and tight.”
 
   Tilting her hips, he rubbed the hard ridges of his lower abs against her clit as he pulled her nipple in a punishing pinch. The combination of pain, pleasure, and Asher stroking her face with a gentle hand, sent her over the edge.
 
   “Fuck, she’s coming,” Kent groaned out and hunched over. “Like a fist gripping my cock.”
 
   Barely moving, he strained against her and each little movement prolonged the orgasm. She felt him swell, and his fingers pinched her nipple harsh and fierce. This tore a final cry from her, and Asher had to hold her shoulders down. Kent joined her with a shout while Asher purred words of love and devotion into her ear. Drifting, soft waves of pleasure still making her shudder, she barely moved as Kent joined her on the blanket and both men held her between them.
 
   “Our Princess,” Asher said and kissed her forehead. “You were worth the wait.”
 
   “She’s perfect,” Kent agreed and placed a gentle kiss on her shoulder. “Better than I could ever believe.”
 
   Safe with the sound of their hearts beating in her ears, she fell asleep.
 
   


 
   
  
 



Chapter Five
 
    
 
   “Princess,” a warm and deep voice said in her ear, “time to wake up.”
 
   “No,” she mumbled and tugged the arm holding her from behind closer around her. Low and delicious, the men’s laughter washed through her and made her smile. “I think we should stay here forever.”
 
   “What will we eat?” Kent asked as he ran his fingers through her hair.
 
   “Grass,” she replied and threw her leg over Asher’s hip.
 
   “What about when it snows,” he asked in a teasing voice as Asher ran his rough palm up and down her leg.
 
   “You two are so hot you would melt it.” The moon dipped lower on the horizon, but deep night still darkened the field. “What time is it?”
 
   “One a.m.,” Asher said, and his deep voice caressed her. There wasn’t a word to explain how happy she was, how utterly content and blissed out. Over the last few months, her crush had deepened and now there was no denying it. She was in love with both of them. No matter what happened, she would never give up her men.
 
   “We have to get going,” Kent added. “And you talked in your sleep again.”
 
   This news made her tense and an unwelcome ribbon of fear streaked through her joy. “What did I say?”
 
   “You repeated instructions.” Asher soothed her and Kent scooted closer. His cock began to stiffen against her bottom, and her nipples hardened into points. She didn’t need a hypnotic suggestion to want these men. Their mere presence made her hot.
 
   “We know who the person is that bugged your house and the Sanjit.”
 
   “Who?” She started to sit up, and they pulled her back down into the haven of their arms.
 
   “You,” Asher said and quickly continued, “They gave you bugs and you installed them in the computers, phones and rooms of your house.”
 
   “Oh no!” she gasped.
 
   “It’s not good, but it’s also not bad,” Kent said as he stroked her face. “The bugs must have been there for less than two days. We just swept the house and would have found them. You aren’t a very good spy, even under hypnotic influence.”
 
   “No one’s going to believe me,” she moaned. “I’m going to rot in prison.”
 
   Asher stood and tugged on his boxers. Even as distressed as she was, the sight of his magnificent body made her pussy clench. Kent felt her reaction and chuckled. “Better get dressed quick, or our Princess may jump you.”
 
   Arrogance filled Asher’s smile as he stretched out with his arms above his head. Her mouth went dry and her grip on Kent’s arm tightened. She tried to shift her hips against him, to slide that hard length pressing between her full cheeks into her pussy.
 
   Kent groaned and rolled away. “You’re temptation itself.” He turned his back on her and tugged his shorts on. “We need to get to Mr. Jerry’s.”
 
   “Who’s Mr. Jerry?” she asked as Asher tossed her clothes to her He had good eyes to be able to find them in the moonlight.
 
   “We were best friends with his son in the service,” Kent said with a note of sadness in his voice.
 
   “What service?” she asked while wiggling into her shorts. To her satisfaction, she noted Asher’s attention was totally focused on her breasts bouncing as she moved.
 
   Tension filled Asher’s voice. “We’ll talk about that later. Right now we need to figure out how to convince Mr. Jerry you’re innocent.”
 
   Draping the blanket over her arm, she said, “But why is it so important he think I’m innocent.”
 
   “Mr. Jerry, before he retired, was one of the top men in the FBI. He’ll have secure ways of backing up what we learned, and getting in touch with the right people.”
 
   Kent took the blanket from her arms and held her hand. Asher grabbed her other hand and they strolled back to the car. Glancing at each man, she enjoyed the way they moved. Graceful, predatory, they surveyed the world with a delicious arrogance. The joy of the simple outside show of affection in holding her hands made her smile.
 
   “What’s that grin for?” Asher teased as he stroked her fingers. Ducking her head, she blushed and avoided his gaze while swinging both their hands.
 
   Kent chuckled and raised her hand to his lips. “I like that smile. We should make her have it more often.”
 
   They reached the car and Kent tossed the blanket into the backseat. He helped her in, and she pouted when neither man joined her.
 
   “We need to focus, and you are entirely too distracting.” Asher gave her a soft kiss and ran a fingertip over the mound of her breast exposed by her stretched out shirt.
 
   She tried to grab him as he pulled away and Kent took his place. “Try to get some sleep, my Princess.” Warm and tender, his lips stroked against hers as his thumb brushed her jaw.
 
   Curling up in the backseat, she pulled the blanket over her shoulders and cuddled into the scent of crushed grass. Asher started the SUV and found a jazz station. The soft saxophones blended with their lowered voices, and she found herself lulled into sleep as she watched Kent’s face in the blue glow of the dashboard.
 
   * * * *
 
   A bright light shined onto her closed eyes, and she sat up with a groan, cracking her neck to work out a kink. Rubbing her face, Lalita tried to adjust to the glow of the dome light in the SUV, and stretched.
 
   Kent opened the door and eyed her with a grin. “You look all soft and warm. I hate to disturb you, but we’re here.”
 
   The men helped her out of the SUV and into a large yard in the middle of the country. Sodium security lights shone a blue-white tint on a large barn and empty paddock. A modest white farmhouse sat opposite the barn and all the lights were out inside. She thought she saw a curtain twitch on one of the lower windows, but wasn’t sure in the dim light.
 
   “Come on,” Kent said as Asher moved behind her, running his hands down her arms in a soothing gesture. Crickets chirped and the sky held a million stars. It was amazing how many stars were hidden by the lights of the city. She wished her father were here to share it with her.
 
   Asher and Kent said nothing, continuing with their constant scanning as if they were in the middle of a war zone instead of a sleeping farm. Their tension seeped into her as they crossed the yard and approached the broad front steps, flanked by neatly trimmed rose bushes. The men slowed and Kent held up his hand.
 
   Asher jerked her behind him a moment before a rough voice said from the shadowy reaches of the porch, “You have about two seconds to identify yourselves before I ask the coroner to do it for you.”
 
   Standing behind Asher, she pressed herself against his back and tried to peer beyond his broad shoulders. He moved with her and blocked the view as Kent drawled out, “Mr. Jerry, you couldn’t shoot the dick off an elephant without your glasses.”
 
   Rough laughter, turning into a cough, rumbled out of the darkness. “Kent, is that you?”
 
   “It’s me, Mr. Jerry.”
 
   “Then that big dark blob behind you must be Asher. What are you two rat bastards doing on my property at this time of night?” Something squeaked and rolled across the porch. “I thought you were Mrs. Jerry’s secret lovers come to kill me off and take her to Disney World.” Asher snorted, but kept her securely behind him as a low golden light spilled across the worn porch.
 
   “We have a problem we need your help with.” The boards of the porch creaked and Kent moved forward. “Don’t freak out—”
 
   “Fart. What hot load of donkey crap did you dump on me?” The odd squeaking came again. “Move out of the way, Asher. Whoever your hiding smells like hair dye and strawberry soap.”
 
   She sniffed her skin and edged out from behind Asher. Mr. Jerry might need glasses, but his sense of smell was amazing. Blinking against the light, her jaw dropped at the sight before her. An old man with tufts of white hair and a heavily lined face sat in a wheelchair with a submachine gun across his lap.
 
   Dark brown eyes squinted as he took her in, and she stepped closer as Asher pushed at her back. With one hand still on the gun, he rolled his wheelchair closer. “Hello. N-nice to m-meet you, Mr. Jerry,” she stammered out.
 
   His lips pursed with a slight tremor that ran down his right side. “Indian, probably Bombay. Cultured accent, but been in the States long enough to develop a lovely north eastern society nasal pinch.” Mr. Jerry tilted his head. “What’s your name, girl? And what are you doing with these two over-muscled assholes?”
 
   “Uh?” She looked to Kent and Asher who nodded. “My name is Lalita Chetana, and Asher and Kent saved my life.”
 
   Silence met this statement and Mr. Jerry’s hand twitched on his lap over the submachine gun. “You better have a good reason for bringing a terrorist to my home, gentlemen.”
 
   Covering her face with her hands, she allowed Asher to pull her back into the protective circle of his arms. So much for hoping he would hear them out. He would probably call the FBI the second they left.
 
   “She’s innocent,” Kent said in a careful voice.
 
   Asher added, “She’s been framed.”
 
   “Well, I figured as much. You two Boy Scouts would never mix with the anarchists. Especially after what happened to your—”
 
   “We need to get her inside,” Asher said in a harsh voice. She turned to look at him and caught an expression of heartbreaking pain. Kent’s eyes held a similar flash of hurt, and she touched their arms with a questioning look. Both men ignored her and she wondered what the hell they were hiding from her.
 
   Sucking on his teeth, the white-haired man nodded and hit a button on the wall. The front door opened with a pneumatic hiss, and he easily rolled over the level threshold and flicked the lowered light switch to bathe the foyer in a warm golden light.
 
   Lalita examined the dozens of pictures lining the entrance, all featuring a family throughout the years. Following the line of the wall, she watched a blond boy and girl grow from babies, to gangly adolescents, to adults. One of the pictures showed the blond man flanked by Asher and Kent, all wearing tuxedos and drinking beers. Another featured a younger version of Asher and Kent dressed in camouflage, leaning against a tank with the young blond man flexing between them. Studying their expressions in the picture, she marveled at how carefree their smiles were.
 
   “Woman!” Mr. Jerry yelled up the stairs leading to the second floor. “Get down here and bring me my glasses.”
 
   A shrill voice yelled from further back in the house. “I’ll be right there. I’m putting coffee on for our guests.”
 
   All three men flinched while Mr. Jerry closed his eyes and shook his head. “Come into my den while the missus continues with her plot to poison me.”
 
   Lalita gave Kent a questioning look, and he said, “Mrs. Jerry’s coffee is…” He looked to Asher for help.
 
   “Stout.”
 
   “It tastes like a camel drank battery acid and pissed it out into a cup,” Mr. Jerry grumped as he led them into a pine-walled den. Comfortable and worn leather furniture cluttered the room between portraits of a much younger Mr. Jerry posing with different presidents. She sat in between Kent and Asher on the sofa with her back straight and her fingers laced on her lap.
 
   Mr. Jerry rolled over to the cluttered desk and turned on a brass lamp while shaking out his glasses. After he put them on, he turned his wheelchair to them and sucked on his teeth. “So what brought you two out of retirement?”
 
   Lalita looked at Asher, curious to hear an actual answer about their past. “The Sanjit needed someone safe to watch after his daughter,” Asher said mildly.
 
   Kent stretched his arm over the back of the couch as Mr. Jerry laughed. “Safe? You two? I know your dishonorable discharge made—”
 
   Both men tensed next to her as she said, “What?” Dishonorable discharge? What did Mr. Jerry mean? Only criminals or the morally corrupt were kicked out of the military.
 
   “We’ll tell you later,” Kent said and turned her to face him. “I promise.”
 
   “But you—”
 
   “Girl, listen to your men. You’re in a heaping pile of dead dog crap and sinking fast.” Mr. Jerry shot Asher an apologetic look. “And I’m your life preserver, so start talking, boys.”
 
   The men explained all that had happened while Lalita sat between them and rubbed her fingers against the edges of her shorts. After a demonstration of her hypnotic state, Mr. Jerry had turned deadly serious and began asking pointed questions.
 
   Her mind whirled between what they were telling Mr. Jerry and what Mr. Jerry had said about the men. Her father wouldn’t hire criminals to guard her. What the hell had happened that would get them kicked out?
 
   Mrs. Jerry came into the room at the end of the conversation and sat on a battered leather chair. An older woman with dyed bright red hair, she still had lovely faded blue eyes that matched her thick robe.
 
   Holding up his hand to stop Asher, Mr. Jerry locked his eyes on his wife. “Willa, what did you do?”
 
   She twitched on the chair and gave Lalita an agonized look. “Jerry, we have to get them out of here.”
 
   “Damnation!” Mr. Jerry began to swear up a storm. “I told you not to call the police!”
 
   “What?” Kent and Asher hauled her off the couch.
 
   “I’m so sorry!” Mrs. Jerry wailed. “I heard you ask them why they brought a terrorist to our home. I thought you were in trouble—that your past had finally caught up to us.”
 
   Lalita’s heart pounded in her chest and she felt sick. It was happening just like she thought. There was no place left on earth where she would be safe. Even Asher’s arm supporting her didn’t bring her any comfort.
 
   Swearing in several languages, Mr. Jerry rolled over to the far wall and lifted a picture of President Regan giving him a high-five. Pressing on the wood paneling, he popped a hidden latch and opened the electronic safe inside.
 
   “Kent, Asher, please forgive me.” Mrs. Jerry helped her husband sort through the safe.
 
   “How long do we have?” Kent rumbled out and twitched aside the curtain, looking out into the yard.
 
   “Fifteen minutes, tops. We’re pretty far from the closest sheriff’s office, but there might be a state officer cruising the freeway,” Mr. Jerry said in a brisk voice. He tossed a map and a small notebook to Asher. “Directions and disarming instructions for our compound.”
 
   Ken barked out a laugh. “You finally built it?” He looked over Asher’s shoulder at the map.
 
   “You betcha. Look at that lot of hot-headed happy crappy assholes in power.”
 
   Mrs. Jerry placed a kiss on both men’s cheeks. “I’ll make this right, I promise.”
 
   “Head north out of here and follow the directions on the map. Whatever you do, don’t fuck up on the disarming or it’ll take forever to clean the splatter of your bodies off the ceiling.” He turned to Lalita and patted her hand. “I’ll find a way to get in touch with your daddy and let him know what’s going on. In the meantime, try to find out what your trigger word is and break down those barriers. The hypnotic state one should be easy, but the suggestion is going to be a royal bastard to get rid of. You know something important, or they wouldn’t be losing their cool trying to kill you in public.”
 
   With those words of comfort ringing in her ears, she found herself alone in the back of the SUV, barreling down the country road with their lights off. Spinning in her seat, she watched a series of headlights race down the hill in the distance and head toward Mr. Jerry’s house. “Where are we going?” 
 
   The SUV lurched as the road turned from pavement to dirt. In the front seat, Kent cupped his hand over a penlight and read the map to Asher.
 
   Kent clicked off the light and gripped the dash as they hit a huge hole. “Mr. Jerry has a thing about the end of the world. We’re going to his survivalist bunker in the Appalachian Mountains.”
 
   “Great,” she said in a faint voice and barely avoided amputating the tip of her tongue as the SUV rocked and rolled through the countryside.
 
   


 
   
  
 



Chapter Six
 
    
 
   The bing from the car doors being opened mixed with birds singing as they piled out of the SUV. Lalita groaned and rubbed her lower back, taking a deep breath of the clean, cool air. The sun rose over the forest in the distance, tinting the sky pink and purple. After jouncing around in her seat for the last four hours with hardly any sleep, she was tired, sore, cranky and hungry.
 
   “Home sweet home,” Asher said in a cheerful voice as she and Kent glared at him. Asher was an unabashed morning person, and it drove them nuts.
 
   “How can you be so damn perky with no sleep,” she grumbled.
 
   Asher’s full, dark lips slid into an easy grin. As Kent studied the sheer rock face of the hillside in front of them, Asher pulled her into his arms. She examined him in soft pink light and leaned on tippy-toes, placing a gentle kiss on his lips. Joy warmed her heart and body as his hands stroked up and down her back and settled on the curve of her bottom. Deepening their kiss with easy skill, he pulled her tight against his chest, and she groaned as she felt his cock grow hard between them.
 
   Another pair of hands joined Asher’s on her bottom, and both men held her against Asher, moving her over him with their strength. In a million years, she could never get enough of this.
 
   “All right, lovebirds, time to go inside.” Kent chuckled as he pressed his hard cock against her bottom. Asher ignored him and growled low in his throat. Thick and hard, he filled her hands as she stroked him, running her fingertips over the outline of his shaft. Hot desire made her pussy grow wet and soft as she pressed back against Kent.
 
   Grumbling, Kent snatched her from Asher and tossed her over his shoulder. “Hey!” she yelled as he walked back toward the cliff face as if she weighed nothing. Asher laughed behind them, and she took a moment to appreciated Kent’s butt from her vantage point over his shoulder.
 
   Setting her down, Kent said, “Watch this.” He knelt before the cliff face and slid a portion of it over, revealing a keypad. Double-checking the notebook, he tapped in a long series of numbers. A groan echoed through the cliff side and a portion of the wall disappeared.
 
   “Wow,” she said in a whisper as the morning light filled the cavern. A large concrete bay with overhead fluorescent lights in cages gleamed out of the darkness. Rows of boxes were stacked against the far wall, and there was enough room for the SUV.
 
   Tugging her by the hand, Kent pulled her forward while Asher carefully drove the SUV into the space. Pressing another series of numbers on the pad, the cliff wall rolled back into place.
 
   Kent led them through a series of thick metal doors and deep into the hill itself. The walls turned from smooth white painted concrete to the natural rough granite and the floor continued to slant downward. Going through a final door, the lights flicked on as Asher scooped her up in his arms and carried her over the threshold.
 
   They stood there in silence for a moment, taking it all in. The massive main room held a bank of flat screen displays over three computers. Further in the room, a small kitchen looked out over a comfortable lounge area with another giant flat screen TV. The click of an air purifier hummed to life and a slight warm breeze blew over the skin of her arms. The gray and brown stone had been polished down to a smooth surface for the floor and brightly colored rugs were scattered about.
 
   “Kevin did a great job,” Asher said and let her down. He wandered over to the display of flat screens and computers.
 
   “Who’s Kevin?” She removed her shoes and placed them near the entrance of the door, ignoring Kent’s snicker. It never hurt to have good manners.
 
   Asher ran a hand over the rough-hewed rock around the doorway. “Mr. Jerry’s son. In the military he specialized in bunker architecture. You can bet this place could withstand just about anything you throw at it.”
 
   “I take back everything I said about Mr. Jerry getting paranoid in his old age.” Kent ran the faucet and sniffed the water.
 
   Running her hand through her short hair, Lalita examined the room and then began opening doors. She sighed in gratitude when she found the bathroom off a large bedroom.
 
   “You hungry, Princess?” Kent called from the kitchen, his voice echoing oddly off the curved ceiling.
 
   “Yeah, but I’m going to take a shower first.”
 
   Lalita took a moment to admire the bathroom. A stainless steel vent hung from the ceiling in the center of the small room. Redwood cabinets complimented the smooth stone walls and a large multi-head shower dominated most of the space. Quickly stripping out of her clothes, she adjusted the dial and waited for the hot water. A quick inspection under the sink revealed shampoo, conditioner and other personal hygiene items.
 
   Steam began to billow into the room and she quickly stripped out of her old clothes. Hot water beat all over her body, and she tipped her head back with a sigh of delight. The warm water relaxed her shoulders and she rotated her neck under the spray. Squeezing some orange scented soap onto a washcloth, she scrubbed her skin and tried to keep her tired thoughts on the task of getting clean.
 
   Unfortunately, her mind refused to let the question go of why Kent and Asher got kicked out of the military. It seemed so out of character for them. They followed every rule and were honest men. She couldn’t imagine what they would have done that was bad enough to get a dishonorable discharge. Even more baffling, why would that discharge have made her father hire them.
 
   They owed her some answers, and she was going to get them.
 
   After applying some deodorant she found in the cupboard, she toweled off and slipped on an oversized T-shirt and some men’s sweatpants tucked away in a cedar dresser drawer. Asher came in as she was pulling the drawstring around her waist.
 
   “I’m going to jump in the shower. Food’s almost ready.” Instead of moving toward the bathroom, he stood there staring at her with his eyes darkening.
 
   Feeling self-conscious, she fiddled with the T-shirt. “Okay. When you get out, we need to talk.”
 
   His lips tightened. “Yeah, we do.” With that, he went into the bathroom and closed the door with a soft click.
 
   Kent came in a second later and gave her a warm smile. “I need to wash up. Can you strain the spaghetti for me in a minute?”
 
   “Sure.” As she made her way across the massive main room, she wondered how both men were going to shower at the same time. Maybe one would shave while the other showered. Heck, they shared her in bed. Obviously seeing each other naked was no big deal.
 
   After searching the  cabinets in the kitchen area, she found a strainer and turned off the noodles and drained them. Soft classical music played in the background from hidden speakers and she relaxed further. The smell of good food, the lingering heat of the shower, and the safety of the solid rock allowed her to relax and think. The expiration date on the jar of spaghetti sauce was still good, and she wondered how frequently Mr. and Mrs. Jerry came here. Seemed like an odd place to vacation, but you couldn’t beat the privacy.
 
   She found a bottle of red wine in one of the cupboards, and opened it. She took a deep swallow and poured the rest into some water glasses. After tossing the pasta and sauce together, she heaped it onto the dinner plates and added an extra helping for the men.
 
   As she was putting out the napkins, the men came back into the room. She couldn’t help the silly smile that curved her lips at the sight of them. Kent’s wet hair was a deep brown color with a natural wave. Asher’s freshly shaved skin gleamed in the lights and his white teeth flashed as he returned her smile. Neither man wore a shirt, and she totally appreciated that fact.
 
   Taking a seat, she crossed her arms over her chest. Without a bra, her hard nipples stuck through the cotton, revealing her attraction. Asher picked up his water glass and sat across from her, taking a deep drink before loading his fork with noodles. Kent did the same, digging into the food with a happy sigh.
 
   Her fork lay unused in her hand as she watched their muscles move and bunch beneath their skin as they ate. Who knew such a little movement as lifting a glass could do such amazing things to their bodies?
 
   Kent broke the silence. “Princess, you need to eat.”
 
   Blushing, she dropped her gaze to her plate and swirled her fork into the mass of noodles. If she couldn’t see either of them, she wouldn’t be distracted.
 
   “Mr. Jerry sent an email while you were in the shower. He thinks he managed to keep the police off our trail. As far as they know, his wife was drunk and imagined terrorists attacking the house.”
 
   “What?” She coughed and Kent thumped her on the back.
 
   “Mrs. Jerry drank a good deal of brandy before the police arrived. She puked it up all over the floor when they questioned her.” Kent snickered. “They left soon after.”
 
   She must have been hungrier
 
   “Gotta admire her dedication to the cause. We owe her a new carpet though,” Asher added as he sat back with a sigh and stretched. Lalita’s mouth went dry and her pussy wet as she followed the hard curve of his pectorals down to his dark nipples.
 
   Kent stood from the table, and she found her eyes drawn to the perfect ridge of his abdominal muscles beneath his light dusting of hair. Lifting a finger under her chin, he tilted her hungry gaze to his face. “Let’s have our talk so we can relax and get some sleep.”
 
   Nerves tightened in her stomach at the serious expressions on both men’s faces. She forced herself to eat the rest of her pasta. After draining the rest of her wine, she followed them into the lounge area. Flopping back into a deep blue chair, she examined the men as they sat across from her. Their cold poker faces were back and they watched her warily. Whatever they had to say, they were very afraid of how she would react.
 
   Her stomach clenched again and she rubbed her belly. “Why were you kicked out of the military?” The words came out in a rush, and Asher sighed.
 
   “I promise I’ll tell you, but first we need to explain some things.” Kent stroked the back of the couch and looked over at Asher.
 
   “You know Kent and I met in the Marines, right?” Asher asked and leaned forward so his elbows rested on his knees.
 
   “Yeah. You said once that you’ve been friends for seven years.”
 
   Maintaining eye contact, Asher carefully said, “Our wives were best friends. That’s how we met.”
 
   The breath left her lungs in a whoosh. Glancing at their hands, she looked for any sign of having worn a ring. No tan lines and no indentation. Either they never wore their rings or hadn’t worn them in a long time.
 
   “We were both stationed at Camp Pendleton and lived next door to each other.” Asher looked back at Kent and grinned. “Young, in love, we were living large and loving life.”
 
   She watched them carefully, drawing her knees to her chest against the wounded feeling in her heart. “Are you still married?” she asked in almost a whisper.
 
   Asher closed his eyes and shook his head. “No.”
 
   Kent filled the silence, his voice rough. “While we were over in Asia dealing with the anarchist attacks in Japan, our wives…”
 
   With his eyes still closed, Asher continued, “Our wives were killed.”
 
   “Oh my god. I’m so sorry.”
 
   She leaned forward to go to them, but sat back when Kent held up his hand. “We need to tell you the rest. Then you can decide what you want to do.”
 
   Nodding, she ran her hand through her short hair and watched them. Her heart hurt for them both, and talking about this obviously reopened old wounds.
 
   Kent put his hand on Asher’s back and stroked his shoulder. “They were in the wrong place at the wrong time. Gunned down at the mall by a bunch of stupid gang-bangers who decided to have a turf war in the middle of the food court.”
 
   Kent rubbed his face, and Asher hugged him close. The sorrow in his gaze brought an answering hurt from her heart. “I think I almost lost my mind when I found out. If Kent hadn’t been there, going through the same thing…”
 
   His pale hand continuing to move over Asher’s shoulder in gentle circles and he blinked back tears. “It took a long time, but we learned to deal with the pain and get over blaming ourselves for not being there.”
 
   “It never went away, but we found…” Asher looked back at Kent, and he nodded. “We found that we were able to love again.” Asher carefully pulled Kent’s hand off his shoulder and held it in his own, black and white skin standing out in sharp contrast. They looked at her expectantly. Puzzled, she tilted her head at them and scrunched her eyebrows.
 
   Blowing out a breath through his nose, Kent said, “We fell in love with each other.”
 
   “What?” She slumped back into her chair, staring at them. “You’re gay?” Even as she said that, she realized how silly it sounded. Of course they weren’t gay. They’d proven it … repeatedly.
 
   “No, we’re bi-sexual.” Asher’s grip on Kent’s hand tightened. “I’ve never felt an attraction to a man before Kent, and no one after. We both love women and have had female partners join us over the years. But we love each other too much to ever consider having a relationship that didn’t include both of us. We haven’t found the right woman for both of us … until now.”
 
   Kent nodded in agreement. “Which brings us back to you.”
 
   “Me?” The smile she gave them felt weak and unsure. She tried to wrap her mind around what they were saying, but all she could do was stare at their fingers laced together.
 
   “Kent and I could never go through the loss of a wife again.” Asher kissed Kent’s knuckles gently. She watched in fascination as his lips moved across Kent’s skin. Warmth filled her body at the sight and her mind was suddenly filled with forbidden fantasies.
 
   “We agreed long ago that any woman in our future would have to accept both of us. With one woman to love and care for, we can always keep her safe and satisfied.” Kent gave her his wicked grin. “We’re a package deal.”
 
   Turning this over, she rubbed her eyes. “Is that why you were kicked out of the military?”
 
   Jaw tightening, Asher nodded. “Yeah.” He obviously wasn’t going to go into any further details.
 
   “Which was one of the reasons the Sanjit picked us as your live-in bodyguards,” Kent added. “He thought your virtue would be safe with us.” He gave her a lewd wiggle of his eyebrows that made her giggle despite all the shocks to her overtired mind.
 
   “We want you to consider being our woman.” Asher stood and glanced back at Kent. “I know this is not the best time, but you deserve to know the truth. We think you’re perfect and could not imagine being with anyone else.” Kent nodded as Asher’s words swept through her in a warm wave.
 
   Asher pulled Kent from the couch and drew him into his arms. They stood before her, both men wrapped around each other and gently caressing the other. Her nipples drew to hard points and she shifted in the chair. The sight of them together, touching with restless desire, left her wet with arousal.
 
   “We’re going into the bedroom,” Kent said and hooked his thumbs into Asher’s shorts, drawing them down a bit over his dark hips. He traced his fingers beneath the waistband and Asher arched toward him.
 
   “If you wish to join us, we will be waiting for you.” Asher tugged Kent after him and they shut the door.
 
   Tilting her head back, she stared at the ceiling. Of all the things they could have possibly told her, this was on the bottom of the list. It certainly explained a lot. Her father’s trust in leaving the men alone with her. The way they seemed to be an extension of each other. The lack of steady girlfriends despite being as handsome as Greek gods.
 
   Hugging her arms around herself, she considered their proposal. To have both men, with her and loving only her, was a dream come true. What woman wouldn’t want to be the center of all that attention? All that love?
 
   Chewing on her thumb, she considered the other side of it. What if she got jealous? What if they got jealous? What would her father say? The last part made her grin. At this point, he would probably be happy to have her off the top ten most wanted lists.
 
   Standing up, she wiped her sweaty hands on the edge of the T-shirt. A hesitant step led her closer to the bedroom door. She wondered what they were doing in there. Her hand hovered over the doorknob as she tried to listen through the thick wood. A muffled voice gave no indication of what was being said. Pressing her face to the wood, she tried to hear more.
 
   A deep chuckle rumbled inside, and she sighed. After all they had faced together, the decision to go further still rested in her hands. Taking a deep breath, she slowly pushed the door open and kept her gaze on the sapphire and mint Persian rug.
 
   Now she needed to find out if she could handle the whole package.
 
   


 
   
  
 



Chapter Seven
 
    
 
   “Hello, Princess,” Kent said in a soft sigh. 
 
   Pleasure wove into his voice and Asher added, “Would it be easier for you if we turned off the lights entirely?” As it was, only a soft low-watt lamp glowed on the dresser.
 
   Shaking her head, she let her feet carry her to the edge of the bed. Like a froth of sea foam, the bed skirt brushed the carpet. The skirt moved as one of the men shifted on the bed and stroked the side of her face in a soft caress that released some of the tension in her neck.
 
   The mattress moved again and another hand, rough and warm, traced down the side of her neck. “We’ll take it slow,” Asher said in a low voice.
 
   “Nice and easy,” Kent added and gently stroked his hand down her arm to her wrist. His fingertips rested against her pulse and she was sure he could feel the race of her heart.
 
   Tilting her head slightly, she found herself staring at the hard erections of both men. Eyebrows rising in shock, she quickly peeked at their faces Silly, yes, but she couldn’t help feeling like a pervert for looking at their cocks before their faces.
 
   Both men gave her an almost identical wicked grin. Dark and light, they were still the most handsome men she had ever seen. And they wanted her.
 
   “I love it when she blushes,” Kent said and stroked her palm with his thumb.
 
   “I love it when she comes,” Asher said in a rough voice and traced his finger over the swell of her breast.
 
   The sensations made her nipples tight and aching, joining her already wet pussy’s response to their presence. “What do you want me to do?”
 
   “Enjoy everything we have to offer,” Kent said and captured her other breast in his hand. His long fingers pinched and tugged on her nipple hard enough to sting. The answering hiss of pleasure she gave made his blue eyes darken with desire.
 
   Asher took her hand and placed it on his chest. The feeling of all that hard muscle available to her made her knees weak. Beneath the strength, his heart beat as hard as hers. For all of his bravado, he was as nervous as she was.
 
   Asher’s dark hand slipped beneath her T-shirt and traced her ribs in a soft caress that made her shiver. He turned and began to kiss his way over Kent’s shoulder, pausing to lick the hollow of his collarbone. Hunger made her greedy for their touch and she leaned closer, examining the sight of Asher’s ebony lips on Kent’s creamy skin.
 
   Her gaze followed Asher’s lips as they moved up the column of Kent’s throat, pausing to nip at the muscle there. Kent’s fingers became rougher, more demanding as he cupped and teased her nipples. Their lips finally met, and her pussy clenched as desire surged through her.
 
   The sight of the men kissing had to be one of the most erotic sights in the world. They were so attractive, so strong, and the way they moved against each other really turned her on. The fact that both of them touched her with a passion that almost bordered on greed only added to the heat of the moment.
 
   Breaking their kiss, they hauled her onto the bed between them and stripped off her shirt. “You have no idea how many times I’ve dreamed of having you both,” Asher said as he wrapped his arms around her and Kent.
 
   Kent rubbed his face against the top of her head. “Watching you day after day, not being able to touch you, it was torture.”
 
   “I thought you didn’t like me,” she confessed in the safety of their arms. “I wanted you so badly, and you didn’t seem to notice me as anything but a client.”
 
   Kent laughed and Asher said, “How could we not fall in love with you? You’re a strong, smart, and oh-so sexy woman.”
 
   “Why do you think we chased away every guy that tried to date you?”
 
   “You what?” She stared at both men who tried to appear innocent despite being naked and wrapped around her.
 
   “That night you went to the club? We had a little talk with any guy that you showed interest in.” Asher looked totally unapologetic.
 
   “The thought of those little pasty-faced emo boys touching you when we couldn’t.” Kent’s voice dipped to a low rumble, “It drove us crazy.”
 
   To emphasize the point, Asher grabbed a handful of her ass and squeezed. “Even in all that Goth makeup, you were the most beautiful woman there. So sensual and tempting.”
 
   Kent ran his hand down her ribs and teased at the edge of her pants. “And when we sparred with you—shit, you have no idea how much I wanted to fuck you until you couldn’t walk.”
 
   With those words, Kent’s hand slid down into her pants and stroked her swollen flesh. “Oh, honey. You’re so wet.” He sighed and smoothed her cream over her labia.
 
   Leaning her head back onto Asher’s chest, she closed her eyes and gave herself over to the sensation of their touch. Lips softly brushed against her ear and a warm breath made her shudder. Gentle fingers parted the engorged lips of her pussy and coated themselves in her cream, spreading it across her mound without touching her clit. She spread her legs wider and relaxed into Asher’s arms. “That’s it, Princess. Let us love you.”
 
   His words melted her heart as their hands melted her body. Reaching out, she ran her fingertips over the soft hair on Kent’s chest. Warm and firm, his skin was silk over steel beneath her touch. While the overwhelming desire of her trigger was amazing, this sensual seduction was as mind-blowing in its own way.
 
   She wanted more. “Kent, lay back, please.” She pushed him onto the mattress, eyeing his thick cock. Behind her, Asher pulled off her pants and nipped at her bottom with his teeth. The sting of his bite made her groan He began to kiss his way down the curve of her ass, but she wanted other pleasures first. “Want to join me?” she asked in a low voice, keeping her gaze on the shadow of Kent’s hipbone.
 
   Both men sucked in a breath and Asher said, “Are you sure?”
 
   Instead of answering, she reached back and held his hand, drawing him toward them. A soft tremble shook her fingertip as she traced the head of Kent’s cock. Asher moved next to her and ran his hand down her arm, hovering above her fingertip. Tilting her head to look at Kent, she watched his face as Asher’s fingers joined her own.
 
   Kent’s eyelids half-closed and his expression softened. Stroking over him, she delighted in the feeling of Asher’s big hand moving with hers, guiding their touch with knowing skill. Asher moved behind her and pressed his cock against her back. He slipped his other hand between her legs and stroked her pussy while they pleasured Kent.
 
   The ache between her legs built as she rocked herself on his hand. The sight of their darker skin moving over Kent’s swollen cock made her buck harder against Asher’s fingers, trying to direct his stroke to her clit. In response, Asher rubbed his cock against her back in time with their strokes.
 
   Arching her neck back, she offered her lips to Asher. So soft, the way he kissed her always made her relax into his arms with total trust. For all of his size and strength, he kissed her as if she was made of glass.
 
   “God, you two look so good together,” Kent groaned out and thrust into her hand.
 
   They broke their kiss and she whispered against Asher’s lips, “Will you taste him with me?”
 
   Asher’s hips pressed against her back and she scooted over, regretting the loss of his hand between her legs but more than eager for the visual feast to come.
 
   They lay on the bed on either side of Kent who gripped the sheets hard enough to turn his knuckles white. Glancing at Kent, then back at Asher, she rubbed her mound against the mattress and leaned forward.
 
   Asher met her at the tip of Kent’s cock, and together they licked the fat head and each other’s mouths. The eroticism of the moment brought her to the edge of her orgasm and she grew stiff and shuddered. Kent ran his nails across her back and made wordless noises of pleasure deep in his throat.
 
   Asher reached between Kent’s legs and gently stroked his sac, rolling it in his big hand while he followed her tongue up and down the length of Kent’s cock. She sat back and stroked Asher’s face, watching him seal those soft lips around the shaft and slowly take it down his throat.
 
   “Come here,” Kent said and tugged her closer him. Sitting up a bit, he gripped her by the hips and dragged her over his chest and toward his mouth. Hard and intense, his tongue swept between her nether lips and thrust into her heat.
 
   She tried to jerk away. The sensation was overwhelming on her tender flesh. Kent ignored her and latched onto her clit with a hard suck that made her scream. Asher groaned from behind her, and the wet noises of him going down on Kent mixed with their harsh pants and groans.
 
   Kent was merciless, sucking on her clit while he dug his fingers into her bottom. She rocked forward as he began to thrust his erection into Asher’s mouth, shuddering beneath her. The combination of his touch with the mental picture of Asher sucking him off, pushed her over the edge.
 
   Short screams echoed in the room as she rode Kent’s face, jerking her pussy back and forth over his tongue. The orgasm spun out of her in hard waves, and he licked every drop of cream that spilled from her body. Shivering, she rolled off him and shuddered as his hands smoothed down her back.
 
   Asher watched them both while stroking himself and Kent. Fat and thick, his cock throbbed in his fist, and he licked his lips. Kent’s cock still stood proud and stiff, and she wondered how he had managed not to come.
 
   Asher crawled up the bed, his gaze predatory and hot.
 
   “He is going to fuck you, and I’m going to fuck him. Would you like that, Princess?” Kent breathed into her ear with a harsh pant. “All that big dick pounding into you. Knowing that he is being stretched just as you are?”
 
   “Please.” She moaned as Kent scooted over.
 
   In a flash, Asher was above her, pinning her body to the bed with his own. They shared a long and greedy kiss, her pussy still twitching from her orgasm moments before. Asher cupped her face in his hands and worshiped her mouth, drawing sensations out of her that left her gasping. A hand spread her legs on either side of his body, and Kent sheathed Asher’s erection in a condom and rubbed the head of Asher’s cock against her entrance.
 
   All three groaned as Asher sank his shaft into her. Slowly, he began to move inside of her, and the sensation made her eyelids flutter shut. Pushing himself onto his hands, he spread her wide and said, “Open your eyes, Princess.”
 
   Forcing herself to concentrate, she fought the pleasure and tried to focus. Her breath caught in her throat as Asher tensed against her, sinking in all the way to the base of his cock. Kent tossed an empty condom wrapper next to a used tube of lube on the bed. She tensed in anticipation, loving the way Asher filled her. Behind him, Kent’s face went slack with pleasure as he pushed his way into Asher’s ass. Inside, she felt Asher’s cock swell, and the sensation made her writhe against him.
 
   “So good.” Asher groaned and began to move.
 
   Slow at first, Kent directed their movements with his hands on Asher’s hips. She reached up and held her hands over Kent’s, entwining their fingers as they sought their release. Asher rested his head against her neck, panting as he rocked within her.
 
   “Tight pussy gripping me, a thick cock in my ass, so good,” he whispered and flexed against her. Each word and movement brought her closer to her release. Licking the curve of Asher’s neck, she locked her gaze with Kent’s and watched him fuck Asher. Big muscles coated with sweat, he ran his hands over Asher’s tight buttocks and gripped them, making Asher groan in response.
 
   Harder now, the force of Asher pounding into her had her jerking her hips in an effort to meet their force. Asher pinned her hands over her head and said, “Come for me. Make that hot little pussy grip my cock. Give it to me.”
 
   Her submissive nature revealed in his words, she gave herself over to his order. Closing her eyes, she gripped him deep inside, her muscles clenching in anticipation. His grip on her wrists grew punishing and was the edge she needed.
 
   Bliss, joy, and pleasure bordering on pain exploded within her as she did as Asher ordered and came with him fucking her hard.
 
   “That’s it, Princess,” he said in a strangled groan.
 
   Kent froze behind him and jerked his hips with quick snaps. His movements rocked through Asher and into her, drawing her orgasm out. She loved the thought of him feeling the same thing she was feeling, drowning in pleasure like she was.
 
   Biting down on the mound of her breast, Asher swore softly and emptied himself into her. All she could do was moan and twist beneath him as his seed flooded her. This was a pleasure beyond anything she had ever imagined. A joy that was so good it should be illegal.
 
   Kent sagged down onto the mattress next to her and rained kisses on both of their faces. Asher chuckled against her neck and gently pulled out of her. After placing a kiss on Asher’s cheek, Kent got up from the bed, but she was too exhausted to even look where he was going.
 
   A few minutes later, someone lifted her into his arms. Half opening her eyes, she watched Kent smile down at her. He carried her into the bathroom and beneath the spray of the shower. Asher joined them and with gentle fingers he soaped and rinsed her body.
 
   Liquid and unresisting, she could barely stand as they quickly dried her with a thick towel. No words were spoken, but the tenderness of their touch said volumes.
 
   At last, they all snuggled into bed in the pitch-dark room. Warm skin and the scent of soap wrapped around her and she felt the men kissing her shoulders.
 
   “This was me, you know. No trigger,” she murmured into the dark.
 
   “We know,” Asher said from in front of her.
 
   “Thank you for being honest with me.” Reaching up, she tried to cup both men’s faces. “I’m totally addicted to you now.”
 
   Kent chuckled from behind her. “We should be thanking you.” His teeth nibbled at her neck. “You never cease to amaze me.”
 
   An unwelcome thought brushed her mind and dampened her joy. “How are we going to clear my name? Not that I would mind spending the rest of my life in a cave with you, but I would really miss Godiva chocolates.”
 
   Asher toyed with her nipple, and she gave a lazy purr. “We have a plan. Tomorrow we are going to work on finding your trigger and breaking the suggestion.”
 
   “And if we don’t find it, we’ll have to fuck you senseless and hope that does the trick.”
 
   Sleep pulled her down and her voice was a thick mumble as she said, “Okay. Love you.”
 
   Silence deepened and both men whispered back, “We love you too.”
 
   


 
   
  
 



Chapter Eight
 
    
 
   “Why don’t we get a dictionary?” Asher complained from the computer.
 
   “Why don’t you eat me?” Lalita snapped back and swallowed a yelp as Kent grabbed her and bit the side of her neck.
 
   “I’d love to, but not until we find your trigger.”
 
   Still grumpy, she gave Kent a gentle elbow and returned to pacing the room. For the last four hours they had tried every word and word combination they could think of to trigger her. It didn’t take Kent long to break the hypnotic suggestion that put her into a trance state, leaving her at the mercy of whoever commanded her. Now the phrase, “Lalita, I want you to start visualizing your vase” would only make her think of pottery. They even went through the whole “I am the lock—I am the key” thing and the words didn’t send her into any kind of trance.
 
   Now they were focusing on breaking the hypnotic suggestion that turned her into a nymphomaniac. Knowing she couldn’t be put into a hypnotic state against her will made her feel a little better. Unfortunately, none of them could remember exactly what was said during the times her trigger had been set off.
 
   So now they experimented—endlessly.
 
   “Message from Mr. Jerry,” Asher clicked the screen and began to read. “Dear Polly, I’ve spoken with your father and he sends his love. Your mother is still upset about you shopping for a wedding dress without her, but your father is working on her temper. I sent her the information about what you want on your wedding invitations and that seemed to calm her down a bit. She’s angry with you, but I think she’ll come around.” Asher took a deep breath and continued, “Your cousin is still on the outs with the family. Your father wants you to try to find her and talk some sense into her. He thinks you’re the only one that can figure out where she is. Have to run, enjoy your time with your bridesmaids. Love, Adam.”
 
   “Bridesmaids?” she said in a dry voice and pretended to ponder “I wonder where we could find a dress big enough to fit you.”
 
   Kent ignored her pretending to measure him. “Glad to know Mr. Jerry got through to the Sanjit. I hope he didn’t tip the anarchists off.”
 
   Asher smirked. “As paranoid as Mr. Jerry is? I doubt even his wife knew what he was doing.”
 
   “I wish I could talk to my dad.” She toyed with the ends of her hair “He would be overjoyed with my makeover.” Laughing softly, she sauntered over to Asher and brushed her lips over his ear as she whispered, “Since you made me take out my lip ring, maybe I should get my nipples pierced instead.”
 
   His low growl of approval sent a bolt of desire through her but he kept his attention focused on the computer. “Back to work.” Giving her a swat on the butt, he gently pushed her back toward Kent.
 
   She grabbed a handful of roasted almonds. “Can we take a break?”
 
   “No,” both men answered in unison.
 
   “Candy, randy, car, bar, feet, neck, tension, lotion.” Asher typed the words into a spreadsheet as Kent said them.
 
   “You know, this is like some kind of fucked up free association therapy session.” She popped an almond into her mouth and crunched on it. “Candy makes you randy so you take your car to the bar where someone strokes your neck with their feet. They leave you high and dry, so full of tension you grab your jack off lotion.”
 
   Kent glared at her while Asher tried to muffle his laughter. “If you keep it up, I’m going to have to spank you for your sassy mouth.”
 
   Chewing the almond more slowly, she ran her hand over her breasts. Kent followed her touch and his lips narrowed into a firm line. They wouldn’t play with her until they found her trigger, and she took a perverse pleasure in tormenting them. It wasn’t fair, or nice, but it did help take her mind off what they were trying to do.
 
   The hypnotic suggestion no longer worked, and she was overjoyed that she couldn’t be turned into a mindless zombie. Now if they could break her nymphomaniac switch…
 
   “You want to turn my bottom pink?” She purred and tweaked her now hard nipples. “Do you think you can make me come from spanking?”
 
   Asher barked from the computer, “Stop being such a bitch. We’re trying to save your life.”
 
   A shudder ripped through her body and she dropped the remaining almonds to the stone floor. Hot desire tightened her already aroused body. Taking a deep breath, she focused on Kent and bit her lower lip.
 
   Kent sat up, his blue eyes wide and intense. “Princess?”
 
   “Trigger,” she whispered.
 
   Asher’s voice was all business. “Stop. Being. Such.” They watched her closely, judging her reaction from each word. “A. Bitch.”
 
   Her spine bowed and she tried to remove her shirt from her suddenly too sensitive skin. Rational thought left her as the need spread.
 
   “Thank God,” Kent muttered and stood. His cock tented out from his pants. “I thought I was going to have to go jerk off before I lost it.”
 
   “On your knees.” Asher’s voice stroked over her and she sighed.
 
   Yes, this is what she wanted. To be owned, to serve and bring them pleasure. Dropping to her knees on the cold floor, she looked up and waited for instruction.
 
   “Shirt off, then arms behind your back and legs spread.” Kent held Asher’s hand and whispered something in his ear. She watched them, passive and aroused, knowing that whatever they did it would only bring her pleasure.
 
   Turning to each other, the men stopped and began to take their clothes off. Stiff with expectation, she made a needy sound deep in her throat as she watched them rub their cheeks together. Kent was the first naked and Asher quickly joined him.
 
   In the bright light of the room, she had to resist the urge to touch herself. They weren’t watching her as they kissed, maybe they wouldn’t notice. Her pussy throbbed as the trigger worked through her. Slowly, she removed one hand from behind her back and inched it down the front of her loose shorts.
 
   Breaking their kiss, both men turned on her with narrowed eyes. Her hand froze, and she stared at them with a tremor of real fear. She’d seen that look before, but it was normally reserved for someone the men were about to beat the crap out of.
 
   “Did we say you could move?” Asher ran his hand over Kent’s muscular hip, pressing his dark fingers into the slight indent of Kent’s firm ass.
 
   Her fingers remained frozen, a breath away from her pussy. “No.”
 
   Kent was at her side before she knew it, jerking her back by her hair. The pain was exquisite and she went pliant in his arms. “You will address us properly. When we ask you a question, you will answer yes or no sir.”
 
   “Yes, sir.” Her eyelids fluttered shut as he blew a hot breath on her dark nipples.
 
   Releasing her head, he pushed her forward and jerked her shorts off. The feeling of the air on her exposed flesh had her clenching her thighs together.
 
   “Princess, kneel.” Asher barked out the order as Kent wrapped his arms around him from behind and reached around to stroke his cock. Arms behind her back, spreading her legs, she tried so hard to keep still. The tug and slow stroke of Kent’s hand up and down Asher’s erection made her jealous. She wanted to stroke their cocks. She wanted to be the one giving them pleasure, serving them in whatever way they desired. Pale fingers wrapped around Asher’s heavy sac and gently stroked that skin until it drew up tight.
 
   “Lovely, isn’t she?” Kent said in a lazy drawl as his hips flexed against Asher’s buttocks. “Look at how hard her nipples are, and the way her pussy shines with her cream.”
 
   Asher reached up to lace his hands behind Kent’s neck, and leaned into him. “I can feel the heat coming off her from here. And look at the way she tightens as she watches us.”
 
   Unable to help herself, she shifted her hips forward, displaying herself for them. The motion did nothing to relieve her torment and she whimpered.
 
   Kent whispered in Asher’s ear again and they both smiled at her. Voracious, eager, there was nothing reassuring in their hot gazes. “Princess, you may close your legs.”
 
   “But do not press your thighs together,” Kent added with his arrogant smirk that drove her crazy. The muscles in Asher’s big chest tensed as Kent licked his hand and began to stroke his large dark cock even faster. “Can you imagine this inside of you? Do you remember what it felt like to have your pussy wrapped around him?” Kent’s words tore at her and she wanted to cry. The ache in her body now changed over to pain. Tense, so tight, she watched Asher thrust into Kent’s fist.
 
   Asher wet his lips, stroked a hand over his nipple. “I love it when you come. Your hot cream making you slick and open. The way you shudder.”
 
   Watching Asher’s balls grow tight, she gave into the overwhelming demand and ever so slightly squeezed her thighs together. The sensation jerked a cry from her throat, and both men froze.
 
   “Bad girl,” Kent admonished in a stern voice. He gave Asher a kiss and stalked over to her.
 
   “So willful. I don’t think she really wants to serve us,” Asher added in a soft tone of disappointment.
 
   “I do!” She spread her legs again so they could see her ache, her torment. “Please, please let me serve you.”
 
   “Hands and knees,” Asher snapped.
 
   Complying at once, she thrust her bottom into the air. Finally, she would get some relief. Tensing in anticipation of Asher’s cock soothing her, she jerked in surprise as his hand came down instead in a stinging slap.
 
   Kent knelt in front of her, stroking her cheeks softly in a delicious contrast to Asher kneading her bottom.
 
   “Please,” she whispered.
 
   With a soft chuckle, Kent pressed her head toward his straining cock. Rather than letting her take it fully into her mouth, he kept the head out of reach. A quick series of spanks had her yelping and writhing beneath Asher’s hands, and Kent inched closer.
 
   “Lick me like an ice cream cone.”
 
   The salty taste of the drop of pre-cum on his cock brought a rush of heat through her body and she softened. Behind her, Asher ran his palms over her abused bottom. The sting of his stroke almost brought her to her knees as the pain quickly translated into pleasure.
 
   “Suck him,” Asher said in a cold voice and gave her bottom one more slap.
 
   Grateful, she scooted forward and engulfed Kent’s cock into her mouth. Her pace was frantic, and Kent thrust his hips with a groan.
 
   A wet, cool tongue licked over her burning bottom and she groaned. It felt so good, the long and gentle licks soothing her flesh. The ache in her pussy was still as deep and she tilted her hips as high as she could into the air in a silent plea.
 
   Struggling to open her throat from this angle, she used her hand to stroke the base of Kent’s shaft. He leaned back, the heavy muscles in his thighs tensing as his cock swelled in her mouth.
 
   “Going to come.” His hands traced a restless pattern over her cheeks. “Do you want it in your mouth, Princess?”
 
   Unwilling to release his cock, she nodded and continued to jerk him. Thick thumbs spread her bottom open and Asher licked over her puckered asshole in long swipes.
 
   “That’s it,” Kent crooned. “Make me come.”
 
   Two rough fingers worked themselves into her pussy and she screamed around Kent’s cock. Hissing, Kent grabbed the back of her head and held her while he emptied himself into her mouth. Pulling back a bit, she circled her tongue around his head, swallowing each salty spurt as it hit the back of her throat.
 
   He pulled out, allowing her to pant as Asher continued to tease her bottom.
 
   Kent reached beneath her and toyed with her nipples, pinching at the tip with his nails. The combination of their attention had her sinking into a state of primal awareness. The only thing that mattered was sensation.
 
   “Fuck her,” Kent ordered.
 
   Leaning down, she kissed Kent’s hand in gratitude, smoothing her cheek back and forth on his palm.
 
   Asher replaced his fingers with his cock in one smooth motion. Delicious, that was the only word her mind could think of to describe him filling her. Being stuffed with his wide cock, stretched and opened beneath him, was perfection.
 
   Kent lay in front of her and lifted her so her face and shoulders rested on his chest. “Good girl.” He traced his fingers down her cheeks. “Clench that little pussy around him. Make him come as quickly as you made me.”
 
   His rough talk had both her and Asher voicing their pleasure. After all their play and the influence of the trigger, she was more than ready to have her release. Reaching down, she pressed on her clit and shuddered. Asher’s fingers joined hers and his hard pinch on her labia finished her.
 
   Kent gently stroked her back while she arched and howled. Asher slapped her bottom hard and groaned deep in his throat, his shaft pulsing against her while her pussy clenched him tight. A wet finger forced itself into her bottom, and her orgasm changed and turned into something deeper. With a soft chuckle, Kent said, “Her eyes rolled back in her head.”
 
   Asher withdrew his finger, drawing one last shudder from her. She was unable to open her eyes as he pulled out. Unable to do anything to help them as a soft towel cleaned her. Little twitches and shivers jerked her body, aftershocks of a pleasure so intense she almost couldn’t handle it.
 
   Someone lifted her and held her close. By his smell, it was Asher. She rubbed her cheek against his chest, unwilling to open her eyes. He gently placed her on the bed and drew a sheet over them.
 
   “I love you,” he said and his voice grew rough. “I love you both so much.”
 
   “You too,” was all she could get out before sleep overtook her.
 
   * * * *
 
   Rashid gazed out the window of his suite on the forty-third floor of the Detroit Marriot Hotel and stroked his cock. Down there, on the long sidewalks that ran the length of the Detroit River, tens of thousands would die in agony.
 
   He could hear it now, the screams of the men as they watched their families writhe in pain, the choked gasps of lungs burning. Stroking faster now, he could almost taste the fear that would saturate the air, the panic causing people to trample each other in an effort to escape.
 
   With images of blistered flesh popping open in runny clear blisters, he hunched over and came hard. Gasping, he rested his forehead against the cool glass of the window and looked straight down, the imagined corpses filling the land pulling another shudder from his body.
 
   A harsh pounding at the door connecting his room to the rest of the suite made him bite back a shriek. For a moment, he felt like he was twelve years old again when his mother caught him masturbating to pictures of war injuries in his history book.
 
   “One second,” he yelled and tossed the used tissue into the basket. Checking himself in the mirror, he straightened his suit and opened the door.
 
   “You are not going to fucking believe this!” David chortled and led Nancy in on her leash. She had a gag shaped like a rubber dog bone pressed between her lips and another rubber dog bone shoved into her ass. Looks like Rashid wasn’t the only one indulging in some afternoon delight.
 
   “What are you talking about?” Rashid calmly took a seat in a wide mahogany chair in the corner of the room.
 
   David snatched the remote and turned the TV on. Flipping quickly through the channels, he came to one of the twenty-four hour news networks. “Watch,” he commanded as Nancy remained on her hands and knees.
 
   Ignoring the woman, the sight of her exposed did absolutely nothing for him, Rashid steepled his fingers and sincerely hoped it was good news. David had been on the warpath about the bodyguards escaping with who they assumed was Lalita. Rashid had lied to him and said that one of the men was seriously wounded and would die before he received medical attention. That and the securing of the materials for their big surprise had earned him enough leeway to live another day.
 
   A grim-looking Asian woman addressed the viewing audience from her anchor’s chair. “Once again, we just received this footage from an anonymous source. We warn you, what you are about to see is graphic and very disturbing. If you have any children in the room, please have them leave now.” She paused, presumably to give people time to change the channel.
 
   David grinned back at him, and Rashid raised his eyebrows. “Just wait, you’re going to love this!” David actually clapped his hands together, and Nancy made a mewling sound from behind her bone gag.
 
   “Suspected terrorist, Lalita Chetana, is believed to have killed herself this afternoon.” Rashid watched barely concealed excitement flash across her perfect features. “Once again, the video you are about to see is graphic. In it, Lalita Chetana douses herself with gasoline in front of a group of tourists at the base of the Washington Monument.”
 
   Rashid gasped, leaning forward and tugging his jacket over his suddenly stiff cock.
 
   The screen cut to a perky family waving at the camera while the camera operator droned off some useless facts about the Washington Monument in the background. The mother was trying to get her two young boys to stop fighting with each other while yelling at the camera operator to ‘Put that thing down and help her.’ From off-screen, a terrible shriek cut through the mother’s nagging and the boys yells. The camera lost focus for a moment, but stayed on the family’s faces long enough to catch the look of extreme terror.
 
   David laughed and clapped again. “This is the best part.”
 
   A blurry shot of grass and ground flew by before the camera found its new target. A young Indian woman with her back partially turned, soaked herself with a can of lighter fluid. It ran down her black and purple streaked hair in long, oily drips. Beyond her, a circle of horrified people watched, and David absently noted how a woman was trying to get her man to stop Lalita. Before he could find his balls, Lalita pulled out a Zippo and lit herself on fire.
 
   The camera showed about five seconds of her burning. Hair going up in a floating blaze, clothes turning into a blanket of fire. Rashid’s breath came out in heavy pants as he imagined the smell of lighter fluid soaked flesh crisping. In the background, screams and horrified cries from the onlookers caressed against his erection like soft fingers.
 
   The footage cut away and the screen filled with the face of the anchorwoman again. “Can you believe that shit!” David giggled and hit mute, practically dancing across the floor. “She left a suicide note telling her daddy how sorry she was. That she thinks she is losing her mind, that aliens brainwashed her into being a whore and traitor.”
 
   Willing himself to maintain control, Rashid’s gaze couldn’t stay off the screen, hoping for another run of the woman burning herself alive. “Where are her bodyguards?”
 
   “No idea, but I bet they really are going on a vacation where they can’t be reached now. If the Sanjit ever gets a hold of them, they’ll regret the day they ever met that bitch.” David knelt next to Nancy and began to plunge the dog bone in and out of her ass like a man churning butter. “He’ll be devastated by this happy turn of events.”
 
   Rashid crossed his legs and shifted in the chair. He wanted them out of here, right now, so he could watch the video over and over. “Do you think he’ll still come to Detroit?”
 
   “Maybe, maybe not.” On the floor, Nancy howled and barked behind her bone gag. “With the Sanjit out of the picture, it will make our job easier. Either the other diplomats will be busy trying to distance themselves from him and his mad terrorist daughter, or they’ll be afraid to disturb him. Either way, we are going to blow the fuck out of this pop stand.”
 
   Shuddering, Rashid ran his hand over his mouth. “All that beautiful chaos.”
 
   “Mhmm hmm,” David replied and fondled Nancy’s breasts. “Come on, puppy. I want to celebrate.”
 
   Barking behind her gag, Nancy followed David out the door. Trying not to slam it, Rashid shut the door and ripped at the zipper of his pants. Eyes glued to the television, he turned the volume up and waited for the replay of the wonderfully horrific video.
 
   * * * *
 
   A warm hand shook her gently. “Princess, wake up. You need to shower and eat so we can leave.”
 
   “What?” The words were slow coming out of her mouth. Her mind was filled with fog and she had the brief mental image of her yoga instructor putting something into her ear with a harsh expression on her face.
 
   Asher tugged at her arm and pulled her from the comfort of the warm bed. “We’re going to Detroit.”
 
   “Huh?” She wrapped her arms around his hips and rubbed her face on the hard ridges of his stomach.
 
   Kent gave her butt a hard pinch. “Into the showers with you, my little harlot.”
 
   Stumbling, she yanked on the shower and stood beneath its spray. Through the steam she saw Kent take a seat on the lid of the toilet.
 
   Waking up beneath the water, she groped for the shampoo. “Why are we going to Detroit?”
 
   “Because that’s where you told the anarchists the Security Council will be meeting next.”
 
   The shampoo bottle slipped through her fingers, and she cursed as she bent over to pick it up. “Did you tell my father?”
 
   “Yep. You’ll be interested to know you committed suicide.”
 
   Spitting water from her mouth, she scrubbed at her hair. “What the hell are you talking about?”
 
   Asher’s voice came from the doorway. “The FBI faked your death. They don’t want the anarchists worrying about you spilling the beans. This is the biggest break they’ve had in years.”
 
   “I’m dead?” Deeply disturbed, she tried to keep her tone light. “Did I have a funeral?”
 
   “Not yet.” Asher’s misty image joined Kent and he wrapped his arms around him. “You did it in a rather spectacular fashion.”
 
   Interested despite the macabre nature of the subject, she dumped a handful of conditioner into her palm. The scent of lemon grass and oranges filled the humid air. “How?”
 
   “Set yourself on fire in front of a group of tourists.”
 
   “Holy shit!”
 
   Kent laughed. “Don’t worry, they were all FBI officers. But your ‘leaked’ suicide made it to all the news stations. The stunt woman did a fantastic job.”
 
   Working the soap into a lather, she scrubbed her arms and chest in rough jerks. “How is my father handling it?”
 
   “The Sanjit has gone into seclusion to deal with your death.”
 
   “In reality, he is absolutely furious. He wants to contact you, but knows they’re watching him.”
 
   At least her father knew she was okay. The thought made her feel better. “That still doesn’t tell me why we have to go to Detroit. If the FBI knows what’s going on, why do we need to be there?”
 
   “Because you’ve heard Rashid. You’re the only person we know of that can identify them.”
 
   “I have? When?”
 
   Asher moved over to the sink and grabbed his toothbrush. “You talked to him on the phone. He was the one giving you directions on what to do and you probably heard anyone that was in the background. We think your yoga instructor is the one who helped hypnotize you.”
 
   “No shit.” She turned off the water and stepped out of the shower. Kent wrapped a towel around her and pulled her in for a soft kiss. The image of Mrs. Yazuka’s normally pleasant face twisted into a scowl flashed through her mind.
 
   Asher rinsed his mouth out with mouthwash and spat into the sink. “Keep it in your pants. We need to hit the road.”
 
   She flipped him the bird, and Kent snickered as he toweled her hair. “How in the world am I supposed to find him? Did I tell you where he’s staying?”
 
   Kent snapped the towel at her bottom as she rummaged through the dresser for another pair of shorts. “Kinda…”
 
   After picking out a navy blue T-shirt, she looked over her shoulder. “Kinda?”
 
   “We know they’ll strike during the fireworks on June 21st.” Asher tossed a gym bag onto the bed and began to draw bundles of cash out of it.
 
   “What the hell is that? Did you rob a bank while I slept?”
 
   Kent pulled his backpack out of the closet and threw it onto the bed beside the bag. “Mr. Jerry doesn’t trust banks. But he does trust his underground fortress.”
 
   “Time to hit the road.” Asher pulled her close and held her. She brushed her lips over his and tasted the mint mouthwash on his breath.
 
   She rested her head against his chest and breathed in his scent. “Well, there’s one good thing about being dead.”
 
   “What’s that?” Kent asked as he ran his knuckles over Asher’s cheek.
 
   “I don’t have to worry about my dad killing me for running off with you two.”
 
   


 
   
  
 



Chapter Nine
 
    
 
   Lalita took a deep breath and rolled over onto her stomach on the king-sized bed. Asher and Kent had already raided the bar of their hotel room and each drank from a little bottle of whisky. The men put away the purchases from their shopping spree into the drawers of the light wood dresser. They exchanged a soft kiss and she couldn’t help but grin at them.
 
   Done in shades of pale gold and ruby red, the suite at the Marriot looked out over the Detroit River and onto Canada from the sixty-eighth floor.
 
   “You still haven’t told me how we’re going to find Rashid. Every time I ask you avoid the question.” The bed bounced as Kent flopped onto it next to her and pulled her into his arms.
 
   He nuzzled his face against her neck. “Have I told you how much I love you in the color pink?”
 
   With a snort, she pushed him away and tugged the hem of her new shirt back down. “You’re not going to distract me.”
 
   “Really?” Asher said as he turned away from the view. He slowly licked his lips, and her heart sped up at the lust in his eyes.
 
   “Come on, guys, I need to know. It’s not fair to keep me in the dark about this.”
 
   Asher opened a package of socks and began to put them away. “We’re going to have to go shopping at Noir Leather.”
 
   Kent rolled onto his back and pulled her with him so she straddled his hips. He became very happy to have her there and she tried to ignore the erection pressing against the seam of her new shorts. “Does he work at the store or something?”
 
   “Nope, it’s a—um—”
 
   “It’s a fetish fashion boutique.”
 
   Her eyebrows flew up and she pushed Kent’s hands down as they tried to creep toward her breasts. “Why do we need to shop there?”
 
   “Rashid is going to be at a fetish club tonight with a woman and some man named David. We need to blend.”
 
   “Fantastic!” She rolled off Kent and joined Asher at the window. Now it was his turn to look shocked.
 
   “You don’t mind?”
 
   “Uh, duh, have we met?” She tickled him and spun out of his reach. “I love fetish clubs. I’ve never participated in anything, but I’ve seen some fantastic performances.”
 
   Kent sat on the edge of the bed. “And here we were worried about your delicate sensibilities.”
 
   Digging through the bags of their new clothes, she tugged out a black tank top with lace straps. “That club I took you to? They have Friday Fetish Nights. I’ve seen more yummy men in latex than you can shake a stick at.”
 
   Big hands gripped her hips as Kent pulled her bottom back against him. “Yummy men?”
 
   Tugging her shirt off, she amended, “Not as yummy as you two, of course.”
 
   Dark fingers toyed at the edge of her black bra as she tugged her new shirt on. “Stop.” She smacked Asher’s hands away and stood back, giving the men a once-over from head to toe. “Besides, I get to dress you two in leather.” She sighed and pretended to fan herself. “This is better than Christmas.”
 
   “I hate to burst your bubble, but we do have work to do.”
 
   She took a deep breath and began to open her new makeup. “I know.” Her hands shook as she tried to put the makeup brush back into its holder. “I’m trying not to think about that part. Because if I think about it, I’ll obsess about it. And if I obsess about it I’m going to put us all into danger by freezing inside of there.”
 
   Avoiding Asher’s hands, she went to the bed and quickly tugged on her socks. “I want to pretend we’re all going out on a date together, like any normal couple.” Kent snickered and swatted her butt as she walked past. “Well, as normal as a happy ménage going to a fetish bar can be.”
 
   “We won’t let him hurt you.” Asher leaned against the dresser next to her and crossed his arms over his muscled chest. “We also have an undercover agent in the bar that’s going to help us.”
 
   “Really? Who is it?”
 
   “Haven’t met him before, but he used to be a member of the Special Forces. Somehow your father talked him out of retirement.” She snickered as he continued, “He happens to enjoy a rather kinky lifestyle outside of work.”
 
   “And his wife is part owner of the club,” Asher added as he kissed her neck before she swatted him away.
 
   “How will we know who he is?”
 
   Kent grimaced. “Mr. Jerry said he would find us. They want us to identify Rashid and trail him. It’s unlikely all of the anarchists will be there. They usually operate in small and separate cells to avoid detection. It sounds more like a personal jaunt for him and his lady.”
 
   “Even if we arrested Rashid in the club, it’s unlikely it would stop the attack they have planned. We need to find out what they are going to do and prevent it.” Asher stroked a hand over her as he passed. She loved how physical they were with their affection to her. “I promise Rashid won’t lay one finger on you.”
 
   “But you can’t really know that, can you? There really is no way you can protect me totally.” Swallowing, she leaned closer to the mirror to outline her eyes with a silvery liner. “I know you think I’m young and immature—”
 
   “I think you’re amazing,” Kent protested.
 
    Asher said, “We love you.”
 
   She continued as if they had never interrupted her. “But I do know what will happen if we don’t stop them. I’ve seen it over and over again with every terrorist bombing or kidnapping my father has dealt with.” Closing her eyes, she leaned her forehead against the cool glass of the mirror. “I lived through it myself with the death of my mom.”
 
   This time she did let Asher hug her, then pushed him off with a watery smile. “I don’t want to cry off my makeup.” With the stealth any ninja would envy, Kent stalked up behind her and gave her a wet willy. “Gross! What are you, twelve?” Rubbing her wet ear against her shoulder, she kicked at his leg and missed.
 
   “So what do you think you want to wear?” Kent patted the bed next to him and Asher sat behind him, wrapping his arms around Kent. It warmed her heart that they trusted her enough to be themselves around her. Brushing on her mascara, she realized she was probably the only person in the world they allowed themselves to relax fully around.
 
   “Are you going to make Kent wear a dress?” Asher asked in a teasing tone and dodged a punch on the shoulder from Kent. The two men wrestled on the bed, and she tried to not get distracted by the sight of all that strength.
 
   “Not sure. I’ll have to see what the store has to offer.” The excitement was back and she tried to focus only on the moment. Only on the joy of being alive and in love. On the bed, the men’s fighting had turned into a deep kiss. It was only the mental image of dressing them up in delicious bondage outfits that kept her from joining them on the bed.
 
   Her lips quirked into a grin as she applied her sparkly, soft bronze eyeshadow. “We’ll have to find something good. I don’t want us to stand out as posers. The regulars will know the difference and that will make us stick out. Besides, Rashid might be in the private playrooms and we’ll need to show we can hang in order to get back there without raising a fuss.”
 
   “Private playrooms?” Kent let out a huff of air as Asher flipped him off the bed.
 
   “Yeah. If it’s an established fetish club, they are going to have private areas for their regulars to play in.”
 
   “You’re okay with that?” Asher brushed his lips over Kent’s shoulder as the men regarded her with a mixture of amusement and wariness. “We don’t want to do anything that will make you uncomfortable. If need be, I can always play with Kent.”
 
   “Who’s gonna be the bottom?” Kent gripped Asher’s thigh and massaged the tight muscles. “Or I can try to sneak Asher and myself back there. It might be more effective than either of us trying to pretend to be a sub.”
 
   With her hands on her hips, she glared at both of them. “Are you kidding me? Playing in front of all of those people, knowing most of them would give their right arm to be your slave? No way are you going to deprive me of this.” Turning back to the mirror, she used her teeth to tear at the cellophane off a tube of lipstick. “And I can finally use that stupid trigger for something I want.”
 
   Asher put his arm around Kent’s waist and regarded her with amusement. “Do we get any say in what we wear?”
 
   “Nope,” she said cheerfully.
 
   “It’s only fair then that we get to pick out your outfit.” Kent brought Asher’s free hand to his mouth and kissed his knuckles.
 
   “Dream on.” They both growled at her and she sighed, trying to spike her blonde hair in the mirror without much success. “Fine, you can help me pick out an outfit. But I get veto power.”
 
   * * * *
 
   “Lalita, behave!” Kent laughed and ducked behind Asher. The warm evening air felt good on her skin and she adjusted the shiny red latex mask covering the upper half of her face.
 
   Cocking her hip, she examined the men from head to toe and sighed in appreciation. Both were dressed in some variation of black leather, her favorite. Asher wore a pair of black leather pants that laced up the front over his rather impressive bulge. The black mesh of his shirt revealed every ripple of muscle beneath and clung to his broad shoulders. His mask was shaped like hers, but was in black leather instead of red latex.
 
   Kent tilted his square jaw at an arrogant angle, confident in his good looks. His black leather pants hung very low on his hips and the edge of his black leather shirt stopped an inch above where the pants started. That sliver of muscled torso drove her wild and she wanted to lick along the exposed pale flesh. He also wore a black leather mask similar to theirs.
 
   “You look like walking sex.” Asher adjusted himself behind his pants.
 
   Blushing, she ducked her head and mumbled, “Thanks.” After debating for around an hour at the store, they had finally settled on a choice for her. White thigh-high latex boots clung to her white fishnet-covered legs. A shiny red latex dress pushed her breasts together where it laced in the front, and flared out around her waist with a poof of white crinoline beneath.
 
   She spun around and said, “Oh, a penny.” Bending over, she gave her butt a little wiggle and was rewarded with low cursing. She wore a white lace thong with ruffles and rhinestones over the top curve of her bottom. Normally she wouldn’t have worn them, but Asher had picked them out with an expression of pure lust. While she did not intend to go totally naked, she loved the idea of teasing Asher. And paying the price later.
 
   Kent held the final piece of her outfit in his hand—two red leather leashes to attach to the red latex collar at her throat. Kent snicked it to her throat and gave an experimental tug. Asher traced the edge of the collar with his fingertip. “Someday, I want to get you a collar with our names on it.”
 
   Even without the trigger, her body throbbed and tightened at his words. They were going to trigger her once she was inside and hope their efforts worked at lessening its effects on her. The theory was that in her triggered state, she would be more likely to recognize Rashid’s voice and that of the woman—if they could get back to the private rooms and if she could fight off the trigger long enough to remain coherent.
 
   “Shall we?” Kent and Asher stood on either side of her, holding out their arms.
 
   They took their place at the back of the line and she felt like preening beneath the envious stares of the other patrons. Many wore cloaks despite the warm night, and she wondered what they had on beneath that they had to shield from the general public.
 
   Cars passed and beeped on the busy street, and she was glad she wore a mask. It was funny to watch the double take that people did when they passed the club. Even more fun to watch the men, and sometimes the women, get fussed at by their partners as they slowed down to get a better look.
 
   The line slowly moved and the men whispered to each other. She was content to stand between them, pressed against their warmth with Ken’s fist wrapped around one of her leashes and Asher’s fist clenching the other. The couple in front of them kept stealing glances and doing some whispering of their own. She tried to peer above their heads, but even in her heeled boots she was too short to make out much other than shirts and backs.
 
   “Anything?” Kent whispered into her ear.
 
   “No. I can’t see or hear much, too short.”
 
   “Well, isn’t that a bitch,” Kent whispered into her ear, holding her close in anticipation of the trigger. Her body didn’t disappoint, a shudder of pleasure brought her breath out in a jagged pant. A little more of her mind managed to rise above the effects of the trigger. Squeezing Asher’s hand, she smiled at him.
 
   “Better this time?” he asked in a low rumble.
 
   “Yeah. Physically it’s the same, but I’m more … myself.”
 
   “Heads-up, kids,” Kent said and nodded toward where a very tall woman in a pink latex ball gown stood talking to the bouncer and looking at them. Tapping her chin with a closed white lace fan, she returned Lalita’s stare with a saucy wink.
 
   The blonde curls falling to her waist shone with the light of passing cars as she strutted down the side of the line. Though she wore a rhinestone choker around her neck, Lalita was betting the tall blonde was a man. It was something in the way she walked, the broadness of the shoulders and the sharp angles of her beautiful face. And the strong, lean muscles of her arms.
 
   Lalita was surprised to find she was attracted to the tall blonde, but then again confidence was always sexy.
 
   “Well, hello there,” the tall woman purred. “You’re new.”
 
   “We’re from Miami and in town for the fireworks.” Asher stroked her back, and she relaxed beneath his touch. Up close, the tall woman was even more stunning. Her square jaw and bowed pink lips gave her face enough of a masculine edge to be intriguing beneath the artfully applied makeup.
 
   “We read about the club and wanted to see what all the fuss was about.” Kent laced his fingers into hers and the feeling of safety intensified.
 
   “The fuss, eh?” The other patrons in line whispered amongst themselves, but Lalita was totally focused on the woman.
 
   “And what about you, little sub, did you want to see what the fuss is about?” Despite the flippant and cutting tone, her blue eyes were kind.
 
   “Whatever brings my masters pleasure brings me pleasure.” That was the absolute truth, and she had no problem returning the woman’s gaze without flinching.
 
   Those beautiful pink lips parted into a million-dollar smile. “In that case, please do come in.”
 
   She unsnapped the black velvet rope and held it out for them. Angry mutters followed in their wake as they trailed after the tall woman. Pausing at the entrance, she tilted her head and struck a pose. “My name is Blondie, welcome to Serenity.”
 
   


 
   
  
 



Chapter Ten
 
    
 
   Gorgeous was the first word that came to Lalita’s mind. Instead of the usual black walls with accents of silver, this club was decorated in Baroque style. Rich, decadent, pale cream walls with gilded scrollwork arched into a decorated domed ceiling.
 
   Craning her neck, she examined the details of the painting overhead. Full-figured women displayed themselves in a variety of poses while cherubs whipped them. Definitely not something you would find at the Louvre.
 
   Blondie gave them a moment to absorb it all, a pleased smile on her lips. In her latex ball gown, she blended right in. Other patrons wore outfits similar to theirs, but the majority also adopted a more formal dress—if you could call corsets that revealed a woman’s breasts and latex pantaloons formal.
 
   With a swish of her hips, Blondie led them to a dimly lit booth against the far wall. The white marble tabletop had golden manacles attached to it, and Lalita felt a shiver of apprehension.
 
   Asher pulled her in next to him and Kent followed. The warm press of their legs against her made her squirm. This wasn’t at all like the clubs she was used to. Despite the gleam of the decor, it managed to carry a much more serious tone than the playful atmosphere of other fetish parties she had attended.
 
   “Mr. Jerry sends his love,” Blondie murmured into Asher’s ear loud enough for her to hear. Kent stiffened next to her and gripped her thigh. The strength of his hand brought an answering moan that she tried to choke back. Arching one delicately sculpted eyebrow, Blondie said, “I take it she’s been triggered?”
 
   Before they could answer, a mature dark-haired woman dressed in a sumptuous violet leather gown led her graceful male slave on his hands and knees to their table. On his back, perfectly balanced, lay a tray full of champagne glasses. “Refreshments?” she asked with a smile for Blondie.
 
   “You’re a darling.” Blondie plucked the glasses from the tray and handed them around the table.
 
   Lalita stared at hers, unsure what she should do. She needed the men to direct her in this and awaited their command. If she was supposed to be their well-trained slave, she was under their orders at all times. She knew at least that much from the fetish parties she attended.
 
   Blondie stroked the slave’s cheek. “It’s almost showtime. Could you be a dear and make sure they have my bells ready?”
 
   “Of course,” the woman said in a pleasant voice Making a clucking sound, she tugged the slave after her and they crossed the wide marble dance floor to enter a guarded door at the back of the room.
 
   “Can you get us in?” Asher said before taking a sip of his champagne.
 
   “Maybe.” She gave Kent an arch look as he muttered something uncomplimentary. “It depends on your little sub.”
 
   “Me?” Lalita said and fidgeted. The ache in her pussy was back, and she found it hard to focus on them. All around the room, people were doing delicious things that made her wet with need. It was nothing overt, rather small huddles of submission.
 
   “I would like to play with her for my performance.” Blondie tried to appear calm, but real hunger flickered in her eyes when she glanced at Lalita.
 
   “No way,” Kent said in a hard voice. His grip on her thigh became possessive and inched up her leg, leaving her arching her back.
 
   Blondie rolled her eyes and toyed with a blonde curl. “I’m not going to do anything that she doesn’t want me to do.” Blondie examined her closer. “Strike that, nothing that you don’t want me to do to her. She’ll enter subspace rather quickly and lose whatever sense the trigger has left her with.” People began to fill the area around the center of the room, taking seats and talking among themselves with excitement. “Look, I’ve been with my submissive wife, Diana, for fifteen years. I have the utmost respect for relationships, no matter how unconventional they may be. Plus, Diana will be assisting me and she’ll make sure your girl is ok. Diana is very protective of the subs that come here to play and myself and everyone that works here is very protective of Diana.”
 
   Asher blew out a harsh breath through his nose. “No sex, no penetration, no heavy pain or blood.”
 
   Lifting her broad shoulders, Blondie gave Asher a narrow-eyed glare. “I’ve been doing this a very long time. I promise you I’ll return your little sub in a better condition than when I got her. And you may learn a thing or two.”
 
   Clutching Asher’s hand beneath the table, Lalita tried to inch it onto her thigh. The need was beginning to build to the point where she would lose control soon. At least if she was being restrained by Blondie, she wouldn’t get them kicked out of the club. For as erotic as the play around them was, there was no outright sexual contact beyond kissing and a few fleeting caresses of exposed flesh.
 
   Smoothing her hand down the front of her dress, Lalita took a deep breath. “Please understand I love them very much. I don’t want to do anything that will harm the trust they have in me.”
 
   Standing, Blondie reached across the table and cupped Lalita’s face in her large hand. “You are a treasure.” Looking from Asher to Kent, she said, “Is she allowed to come?”
 
   “No,” both men said in a tone that gave no room for argument over Lalita’s protests.
 
   Blondie laughed then, a deep chuckle that hinted at the man beneath the gown. “Fabulous.” Still smiling, she left their table and sashayed toward the center of the room where a small stage draped in shimmering gold fabric was being set up. It would make her look like she stood in the center of a jewel box.
 
   “I need,” Lalita whimpered and tried to urge their hands up her thighs.
 
   “Yes, but when you orgasm you are programmed to go into a hypnotic sleep without more sexual stimulation. We need you awake at least long enough to identify Rashid.” Asher ran a soothing hand down her cheek.
 
   “I promise when we get you to the hotel—”
 
   “Car,” she said and clutched at his hand..
 
   Kent fought a grin, his blue eyes sparkling behind his mask. “Okay, when we get you to the car we’ll take care of you.”
 
   The lights lowered until the chandeliers overhead bathed the center of the floor in a dim golden glow. An odd piece of equipment that looked like a vaulting horse was wheeled out. Blondie strode out into the spotlight amid cheers and clapping. Behind her, a curvaceous redhead in a sheer black sheath with a black latex collar carried another silver tray. The two women stopped in the circle of light and Blondie curtsied while the woman folded gracefully to her knees at her side.
 
   Lalita studied them both. It was odd to think of the larger-than-life drag queen having a wife, but then again she was in no position to judge on what was considered normal.
 
   Asher leaned over and whispered in her ear, “You are forbidden to come. I give you permission to ride the edge, but no orgasm.”
 
   Kent chuckled from next to her and slid his hand up her inner thigh, playing with the texture of the fishnet. Pressing her lips together, she fought back a moan. The idea of being displayed for them, being worked over by an experienced Dom, made her rigid with tension.
 
   “If it gets to be too much, say the word ‘corduroy’.” Asher’s lips brushed against her ear, and she sighed at the sensation. So gentle, so soft, she could never get enough of his lips.
 
   She was barely aware of Blondie speaking until she heard, “Tonight I have a special guest from Miami to torment with the permission of her generous masters.” There was a scattering of applause and Blondie turned to their table with a wicked grin. “Oh, little sub, come play with me.”
 
   Kent scooted out and helped her up. Holding her hand, he placed a gentle kiss on her knuckles and removed her leash. Examining the strong lines of his face, she leaned into him to get a taste of his lips. From behind her, Asher swatted her bottom hard enough to sting and she yelped. The crowd laughed and yelled suggestions to her men as she approached Blondie. The noise died down and she stood before Blondie, unsure what to do.
 
   Tapping her white lace fan in her wrist, Blondie walked around her in a circle. Lalita continued to look at her until Blondie snapped, “Eyes on the floor.”
 
   Clasping her hands in front of herself, she complied and listened to the hiss of Blondie’s skirts on the marble. A warm hand lifted the back of her skirt to reveal her fishnet-covered bottom with the tiny white thong.
 
   “Mhmm, lovely.” Blondie sighed. “Pet, gag and shackle her.”
 
   The statement startled Lalita and she looked up with wide eyes. Diana grabbed her hand and said in a soft whisper, “Lower your gaze.”
 
   Nodding, she tried to keep her gaze on the floor. The pommel horse was lowered to her height and she found herself bent over it with leather straps binding her outspread wrists to the handles at the top. The cool air brushed over her exposed bottom and she shivered.
 
   Soft hands stroked her cheeks and the smell of expensive perfume washed over her. Blondie’s wife whispered into her ear, “Lalita, my name is Diana.” A small red rubber ball appeared in front of her face. “My mistress is going to gag you. Since you won’t be able to say your safe word, I’m going to put this ball in your hand. If it becomes too much, drop the ball and we’ll stop.”
 
   “Thank you,” Lalita whispered and tried to choke back a moan as Blondie’s large hands ran over her exposed bottom.
 
   Soft lips brushed her cheek as Diana whispered, “Too bad your masters won’t share. I’d love to play with you.” Before Lalita could think of the right answer, a white silk gag was placed in her mouth and tied behind her head. The wad of silk quickly grew damp and she found it actually helped relieve some of her tension to bite on it.
 
   Small hands clasped her latex-clad ankles and bound them to the metal rods at the base of the pommel horse. Her chin rested on the edge of the horse and she turned her head to the side with her eyes still closed. The crowd’s murmurs washed over her and she relaxed into it.
 
   There was no panic in her heart, no unease. She knew mere steps away, Asher and Kent watched her. The thought of them stroking each other as they looked on made her pussy clench.
 
   A warm breath brushed over her ear and Blondie said, “What are you thinking about that has your lovely cunt so wet? Your inner thighs are shiny with your cream.”
 
   Unable to answer, she turned her head and tried to make out the shapes of her men beyond the glare of the spotlight. Somewhere in that darkness Asher and Kent watched, and she could almost feel their gaze.
 
   “Ahh, your men.” Blondie stroked her cheek. “Then let’s give them something to dream about.” Her heels clicked on the floor as she sashayed to stand in front of Lalita.
 
   “This naughty little girl has been forbidden her release by her masters. Shall we test her resolve?” Something rang in front of her face and she had brief glimpse of a clamp with a silver bell and beads at the end. Closing her eyes again, she shifted beneath the weight of the crowd’s gaze.
 
   The crowd roared and cheered while she shivered. Anticipation mixed with arousal to the point where she rubbed herself against the horse. The crinoline of her skirt scratched against her but brought no relief to her aching flesh.
 
   “Hips still!” Blondie yelled and slapped her ass hard enough to bring her head up.
 
   Gripping her hands into fists, she tried to comply. It felt so good, the hot pain radiating from her bottom to the wet heat between her legs.
 
   Strong fingers traced up her inner thigh and tore a small hole in her fishnet over her mound. Trying to arch her back, she offered herself to the touch, knowing what the sight would do to her men.
 
   The fingers paused for a moment to run lightly over her clit before sliding over her panties and parting her labia. Somewhat exposed, she screamed as a smooth clamp was attached to the hood of her clit. She gripped the small rubber ball hard enough to turn her knuckles white.
 
   “I could roast a marshmallow off the heat of her pussy,” Blondie said with a hint of real hunger in her voice. She grabbed Lalita’s hips and shook them gently back and forth. To Lalita’s astonishment, the hood of her clit rubbed against her as the little weight at the end of the clamp swayed with the movement of her hips. Her moan of despair was loud enough to be heard behind the gag. How in the world was she supposed to keep from coming when it felt like someone was tugging on her clit?
 
   “You’re so wet,” a rough voice whispered in her ear. Blondie dropped the feminine falsetto and spoke in her true voice. “How I would love to sink my cock into that beautiful cunt. Since I can’t have you, your little bottom is going to have to pay the price. Open your eyes.”
 
   Lalita complied and tried to focus on the white object in front of her. Blinking, she realized it was a long and thin white leather cane. It slid out of the line of her sight and down her back. Panting behind the gag, she waited for what seemed like an eternity. Every second that went by made her more anxious until her body was covered in a thin sheen of sweat.
 
   The first stinging lash of the cane had her jerking against her bonds. While it was just a tap, and nowhere near Blondie’s full strength, it still stung. With that sharp movement, the bell between her legs chimed and she wanted to weep. There was no way she would be able to last.
 
   Another lash brought forth an answering moan. It felt so good. Overwhelming and decadent. The whole of her world became the chiming of the bell between her legs and the smack of the crop against her bottom. Blondie worked the cane up and down her thighs and ass, hitting hard enough to sting but not doing any actual damage.
 
   Lalita sagged against the horse, letting the shackles at her hands and feet support her weight. A heavy kind of relaxation came over her mind, lulling her despite the pain. The world began to blur around the edges, to focus down to the building heat of her body.
 
   Harsh grunts were torn from her mouth with every hit, and shudders made the bell ring. What did she look like? How were her men responding to this? Could she hope that in the future they would be the ones wielding the cane?
 
   “Soothe her,” Blondie said in a rough sigh. Big hands smoothed over her back as Blondie leaned her elbow next to her head on the horse. Forcing her eyes open, Lalita tried to focus on her, and gasped at the feeling of a warm tongue running along her bottom through the fishnet.
 
   After the pulse-rushing pain, the sensation of that gentle tongue came close to undoing her.
 
   Blondie watched her carefully. “Do you like that? Do you enjoy the rasp of my wife’s talented tongue on your flesh? She is very, very good at what she does.” Leaning closer, Blondie whispered into her ear, “Just imagine, the tiniest fraction of space between your sloppy cunt and her mouth. What would it feel like … those soft lips sucking on you.”
 
   She tried to buck her pussy into Diana’s mouth, and Blondie laughed. The redhead removed her torturous tongue and Blondie said, “Oh dear, we do have a bratty little sub here.”
 
   Lalita cried against the pommel. She would give anything, anything at all for the feeling of her men’s cocks in her. The pain of her denied release stripped her of all dignity and she writhed and pulled against her bonds.
 
   The laughter and chatter of the crowd washed over her as well as a few calls for mercy on her behalf. Dimly, a voice cut through the crowd as a group of people passed nearby. Lifting her head to try to see, the voice came again, closer now.
 
   “Have the yacht ready by two p.m. tomorrow,” Rashid said into a cell phone. “We need to be on the outskirts of the river but close enough to record it. I don’t want us too close or we’ll get hit by the fallout if the wind is wrong.”
 
   There, passing them now with a smirk and heading toward the exit. Instead of the dark-haired man she expected with a name like Rashid, he was a tall and very thin white man with thinning brown hair. She couldn’t make out his face, or the face of the blonde woman in a black latex dress with a headband that looked oddly like floppy dog ears. Another man followed them and slapped the blonde woman’s ass. He would be easy to remember. He wore what looked like a navy blue pinstripe suit made of latex.
 
   It took a great amount of effort to surface past the throbbing pleasure of their play and the trigger. Opening her hand, she dropped the red ball and tried to convey with her eyes that she had something important to tell them.
 
   Patting her bottom like one would pat a skittish horse, Blondie said, “Gentle now, little sub. Let the pain carry you away.” Blondie passed in front of her and curtsied to the audience. “I hope we’ve inspired you tonight. Remember, denial is good for the soul.”
 
   Laughter and applause rang over her, but she couldn’t care less. She could smell Asher and Kent before she saw them, and their clever fingers ran over her exposed bottom, probing and seeking the indentations from the cane through her fishnet stockings.
 
   Diana leaned over her and whispered while she freed her wrists, “Can you hear me?” With her lower lip trembling, Lalita nodded. “Poor thing, I know how amazing and shattering Blondie can be, and you’re just a baby. We’re going to take you in back now. I need you to come up a bit.” She placed a gentle kiss on Lalita’s sweaty temple. “Your masters are here, and they’re worried about you. Come back to us so you can reassure them.” The gag was removed from her mouth and she stretched out her jaw.
 
   Those words penetrated the heavy fog around her wits and she regained a small portion of her thinking mind. Her men were worried about her. They needed her. For them, she would try to clear her head.
 
   Taking a deep breath, she shivered as her feet were released and she had to stand on her own. Her knees buckled, and Kent caught her. “Are you okay?” he asked softly.
 
   “Yes.” Another shudder made her quake in his arms. “I saw Rashid.”
 
   “Where?” Kent brought Asher closer to them.
 
   “He left with his puppy and another man who sounded kinda familiar.” Closing her eyes, she tried to remember what he said. “He was talking into a cell phone and he said the yacht had to be ready by five … or was it two p.m. tomorrow. That it had to be close to the … to the…” A tremble shook her voice. “I can’t remember the rest of what he said.”
 
   Asher smoothed a hand down her arm. “Don’t worry. I’m sure you’ll recall what he said when you come back to yourself.”
 
   Blondie swayed over to stand in front of them and snapped open her fan in a coquettish gesture. “I doubt they were here alone. Unless you want to tip their friends off, I suggest we move this happy reunion elsewhere.”
 
   Closing her eyes, Lalita buried her face against Kent’s chest and tried to bite at the skin beneath the leather.
 
   Asher said from behind them, “Can we keep the bell?”
 
   There was the sound of whispering and a deep chuckle as Blondie replied, “Only if you let my wife remove it with her mouth.”
 
   The room beyond her eyelids darkened for a moment, and when she opened them again they were in a long hallway lined with red silk wallpaper and carved wood panels. Blondie turned in front of them, the slightest hint of nerves in her smile. “Here we are. Take a moment to peek into the rooms with open doors. They invite others to watch their play. Who knows what you’ll see or hear?”
 
   The double meaning of her words sunk into Lalita’s mind. Nodding, she slipped out of Kent’s arms and almost went to her knees again as the bell tugged at her clit.
 
   She went to remove it, and Asher held her hands still. “Keep it on, focus past it.” His lips brushed hers in a very tender kiss that left her panting. “Use it as an excuse to walk slowly.”
 
   With each press of her thighs, the little bell tugged and moved like clever fingers. The first door they passed held an older man and woman dripping wax onto a young man’s chest. Not them.
 
   More closed doors and voices that didn’t remind her of anyone.
 
   The next room held a woman suspended by the ceiling by a complex series of red and black ropes. She listened for a moment—not them.
 
   There were only two rooms left. One was empty and the other had a closed door. Pretending to be overcome, which wasn’t far from the truth, she leaned her head against the wall and listened. Nothing but silence from inside. Disappointment mixed with anticipation. She had done her job, now it was time for her reward.
 
   Humidity washed out of the doorway as Blondie flicked on the lights of a comfortable room with deep bronze walls. The source of the moisture bubbled at the back of the room. A large and deep hot tub hummed and whirled. Surrounded by potted plants and stacks of towels, Lalita noted the shackles, with enough chain to reach the tub, attached to the wall behind it.
 
   Blondie’s wife caught her staring and grinned. “Stainless steel, no rust.”
 
   Asher gathered Lalita into his arms and kissed her forehead, pulling off her mask in an impatient jerk. “Talk later,” he said with a snarl in his voice and shoved her against the wall, his hands stroking her. His enthusiasm for her made her giggle, but the laughter died in her throat as she read the hunger in his eyes. Asher spun her around, pinning her arms behind her back as Kent nuzzled her neck. “One of us has to contact the Sanjit and let him know what happened.” Neither man made a move to release her.
 
   Kent bit at her pulse, and she went weak between them. Pushing them back, she stumbled against the wall. “He was a very tall and thin white man. Thinning brown hair. I couldn’t see anything of the woman, except she wore some floppy dog ears. Other man wore a latex suit.” A shudder ripped through her body as Kent rearranged his erection in his leather pants, his eyes hot and intense behind his mask.
 
   Blondie and his wife headed for the door. “We’ll go take a look at the security tapes of the front door. But one of you will have to contact the Sanjit. You can use my wife’s office.”
 
   Diana added, “I have a good idea of who the puppy is. She’s one of my fans on my website and always brags about the slaves her master captures and sells. I thought her stories were just harmless fantasy…” Her voice cracked and Blondie pulled her into his arms and kissed her forehead. “If she’s with the anarchists, then it’s all too possible that those fantasies are real. I’ll get in touch with her tonight. She’s been begging to meet with me and my mistress while she’s in town.”
 
   “Good,” Asher murmured and ran his hands over the exposed top of Lalita’s breasts. Kent didn’t even acknowledge that Diana spoke. He was too intent on giving her a world-class love bite.
 
   “Gentlemen,” Blondie said in a deeper voice. “We really need to attend to our responsibilities.”
 
   Once again, neither man moved away from her. They stared at each other, each waiting for the other to speak first. Lalita went very still. This was exactly what she was afraid of, jealousy that could tear them apart before they even had a chance to really get started.
 
   “Oh, for pity’s sake,” Blondie said with a huff. “Ménages with two Dominants are always so dramatic.” She bent down, removed her sparkly gold high heel, and retrieved a coin from inside. Seeing their puzzled looks, she flushed slightly behind her makeup. “Penny in your shoe for luck.”
 
   Asher and Kent relaxed slightly as they shared a laugh. Lalita remained still, not wanting to draw attention to herself and hoping they wouldn’t ask her to choose between them. That would be unfair and she would resent them for making her be the one that hurt feelings.
 
   “Heads or tails.”
 
   “You expect us to flip a coin over it?” Kent said with a chuckle. His tone was light and his lips curled in a smile, but his blue eyes held no warmth behind his mask.
 
   “Yes. We don’t have time for a pissing contest. You all can work it out however you want to in the future, but for right now this will do.”
 
   “Heads,” Asher said. 
 
   Kent nodded. “Tails.”
 
   Blondie flipped the coin with the professional toss of an umpire. “Heads.”
 
   Kent’s shoulders sagged, but he returned Asher’s hug and the men whispered to each other and shared a soft kiss. Asher smirked as Kent walked away, and Lalita felt another pang of worry darting through her desire.
 
   “Ahh young love,” Blondie said with a melodramatic sigh while hugging her wife. “Lock the door after us. We’ll do three knocks, pause, and one knock to enter.”
 
   Kent gave her one last look and his jaw clenched while his hands tightened into fists. Asher shut the door after them, turning the lock.
 
   A look of desire bordering on violence burned in his dark eyes, and Lalita took a step back against the wall. If she didn’t know that he loved her, she would be very, very scared right now.
 
   


 
   
  
 



Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
   Asher’s clothes hit the floor and he stalked across the humid room toward her with his mask still on. Without preamble, he pushed Lalita onto the floor on her hands and knees, ripping her fishnet stockings wide open and jerking aside her thong. No words were said, only harsh breaths that made her shiver with their intensity. He wanted her as badly as she wanted him. The thought had her arching toward him with a grateful sigh.
 
   “This is going to sting,” he said in a soft voice as his fingers stroked the bell attached to her hood. Before she could question him he removed the clasp and blood rushed back into the sensitive skin of her clitoris. She screamed and bucked against his hand as he wet his finger with her cream and stroked her clit. The throbbing of pain merged in with the ache of denied orgasm until she was just a ball of need. She widened her knees, and whimpered as she pushed her ass back against him.
 
   He moved away from her for a moment, and she looked over her shoulder to watch him sheath his hard cock in a condom. When he met her gaze the wicked smile he gave her sped her pulse and made her knees weak.
 
   “Look at the floor,” he said in a rough voice.
 
   A moment later the heat of his body pressed against her and he slid his cock between her wet labia, rubbing back and forth until she thought she would go insane. The tip of his cock brushed against her entrance and they both groaned. Even that brief sensation was too much and her arms gave out, leaving her with her face pressed to the carpet. He held her hips, running his fingers over the welt marks from the cane. “Beautiful.”
 
   Slowly, he pushed himself into her, filling the ache and giving her body something to wrap around. That one deep push had her shuddering. She wiggled against him. “Don’t help,” he groaned out. “Your pussy is so hot and tight, I won’t be able to last long.”
 
   The edge of desperation in his voice made her wiggle even more. She wanted it, wanted him to come, and wanted to make him lose control. A big hand slapped her bottom, the welts stinging in response. The pain tore a cry from her throat and she bucked against him. He leaned forward and wrapped his arms around her, pulling her so only his grip and his cock kept her anchored to the floor.
 
   “There,” he whispered. “Now you’re under my control.”
 
   She fought against him.“Please, sir.”
 
   “Please what?” He stroked in and out of her, the sensation felt so good, but she wanted more.
 
   “Please, fuck me.”
 
   He continued the slow stroke, settling her so he filled her completely. If there was a little pressure on her clit, a small brush, then she could come. But instead, the only thing brushing against her was air. “Like this?” he taunted.
 
   “No,” her voice broke. “Fuck me like Kent fucks you.”
 
   In one smooth motion, he lifted her off him and laid her back on the floor. Finally able to touch him, she pulled him down for a deep kiss as he pounded himself into her. Yes, this is what she wanted. Raw, hot, fierce strokes that broke her and remade her with each thrust. “More,” she whispered against his mouth. “Oh god, you feel so good.”
 
   “Mine,” he said as he stroked her face.
 
   “Yours,” she agreed and wrapped her legs around his waist.
 
   The tightness of her corset constrained her and her white latex boots slid over the slick muscles of his back. Tightening her thighs, she raised herself in time with his movements. So close, so deliciously tight.
 
   “I’m going to come.” She arched beneath him, closing her eyes behind her mask.
 
   His deep groan pushed her over the edge, and the orgasm that rushed through her had her screaming her pleasure into his shoulder. Tight, hot, and oh-so very good. Pressing on his forearms, he shuddered above her and made an inarticulate sound of pleasure. The spasms continued to rack her, making her sensitive to the slightest move. As he withdrew from her, she moaned and thrashed.
 
   Fingers tugged at her boots, and she fought to stay awake and help him but her body was so comfortable, so relaxed after the unending torment of the trigger. He gently picked her up, removing her mask and kissing her eyelids. The last conscious thought she had was the warmth of the hot tub embracing them and his voice murmuring words of love.
 
   * * * *
 
   The smell of cologne slowly brought her back to consciousness. Male voices murmured in the next room as Lalita stretched and then rubbed her face against the soft pillow. She was back in the bedroom at the hotel, and the heavy curtains were drawn over the windows. The soft slide of silk against her skin let her know someone had put her in her new nightgown before bed. Rubbing her face deeper into the pillow, she drifted in and out of sleep.
 
   “What kind of doughnut do you want?” Asher’s deep voice rumbled in her ear. “There’s a glass of orange juice for you next to the bed.”
 
   “Chocolate,” she mumbled into the pillow. He chuckled and gave her a soft kiss on the cheek, and she sighed happily until he whipped the sheets down and gave her bottom a spank. “Time to get up, lazybones.”
 
   Flipping over onto her back, she went to grab him but he was already heading out the door. The air held a slight chill after the heat of the blankets, and the need to use the bathroom got her out of bed.
 
   Momentarily.
 
   With her teeth brushed and her face washed, she dived back under the covers with a happy sigh. The last few days were catching up to her, especially the lack of decent sleep.
 
   “Well, well. Look who’s all warm and comfy.” The bed dipped as Kent slid in behind her and cuddled her close.
 
   Snuggling back against him, she pulled his arms around her and kissed his hand. “You’re my favorite teddy bear.” His lips brushed her ear as his hands stroked down her belly and over her thigh. With a gentle push of his hips, he pressed his erection into her back.
 
   Relaxed, she enjoyed his soft touch. He bit and licked the back of her neck and she moaned as he gently brushed his fingers over her nipples, stroking them into stiff peaks. Reaching behind her, she gripped his cock through the thin cotton of his pajamas, loving the feel of how hard he was, how hard she made him.
 
   “I really do love you, you know.” His lips moved down the slope of her neck as he spoke.
 
   “And I really do love you, you know.” A different kind of warmth filled her, spreading from her heart and mixing with her desire.
 
   He moved her so that she faced him, and the intensity of the emotion in his eyes made her heart beat harder. “I don’t think you know how difficult this is for Asher and me.” He closed his eyes and pressed his lips to her forehead. “After the loss of our wives … it wasn’t good.”
 
   “Hey, nothing is going to happen to me.” With the palm of her hand she cupped his cheek and pulled back. “This is all going to be over with soon and we can start our lives together.”
 
   “What about your father?” He searched her face. “What if he forbids you to see us?”
 
   She kissed his lips. “I’m a grown woman. I can see who I want and love who I want.” The words were flippant, but it did start a small ball of worry in her stomach. She hadn’t given much thought to the future, only surviving the day.
 
   “What if I get jealous of you or you get jealous of me?” His grip on her tightened. “Last night, the thought of leaving you alone with Asher made me mad at both of you. I wanted to haul him off you and yell at him, then yell at you for not saying I should be the one staying with you.”
 
   “I’m sorry—”
 
   “No, don’t apologize. I guess I underestimated myself—or overestimated my ability to be a grownup.” He grinned at her and ran his thumb over her cheek. “I wonder sometimes how we’ll handle the future together. But then I look at you and Asher and I feel complete.” His voice grew rough. “I haven’t felt that way in a long, long time.”
 
   “We’ll work it out.” She moved her hips forward, pressing herself to him. “All relationships need work and ours will need an extra dose of patience and honesty.” Sighing, she rolled her eyes. “God knows, you two are drama queens.”
 
   “Hey!” He laughed and slid his hands beneath the silk of her nightgown. “That’s not a nice thing to call a man who was about to eat you like a peach.”
 
   Biting her lower lip, she slung a leg over his muscled hip. “I take it back.”
 
   Giving her a narrow-eyed glance, he kissed his way down her chest, hands stroking over her legs. “Not good enough.”
 
   Settling back into the pillows, she ran her hands through his thick hair. “I take it back times two.” Warm hands slid up her sides, pulling the nightgown around her waist.
 
   His breath blew across her belly button, making her giggle. “Lame apology.”
 
   The feeling of his scruffy cheek rubbing against the soft skin of her hip made her squirm. His words, his vulnerability, struck a chord in her and her heart filled with love for him. “You are the wind beneath my wings.”
 
   “Quoting Bette Midler is not going to get you out of this.” He was completely beneath the blankets now and his hair brushed her inner thighs. Warm and comfortable, she enjoyed the leisurely pace of his movements. A soft brush of lips over the top of her mound, firm licks on the sensitive skin of her hipbone. Stretching her arms above her, she sighed at his appreciative rumble when he gave her pussy a wide lick.
 
   Twisting her hips, she opened herself for him, granting him access to her body. Long fingers stroked her waist and down to her hips. There was so much gentleness in his touch, such an effort to please her in the movements of his mouth. Placing his hands beneath her hips, he tilted her bottom and worked her anus with his tongue, making her squirm in his grip.
 
   “Oh,” she squeaked out and gripped the sheets as his stiff tongue pushed itself into that small ring of muscle. The sensation was decadent and made her feel very naughty. Reaching down under the sheet, she groaned as she played with her clit. She heard the door open, and Kent redoubled his efforts, replacing his tongue with a finger and nipping her fingers out of the way.
 
   Her back arched and her toes curled as he forced the orgasm from her. Gripping his hair, she tried to pull his head away, the sensation of him nibbling on the hood of her clit, too much. The muscles of her stomach bunched and quivered as each nibble pulled another contraction out of her. Finally, he laid his head on her thigh, cupping her mound with his palm.
 
   Dazed, she turned her head to the side as the bed dipped. Asher leaned forward, capturing her lips in a deep kiss that surprised her with its force. She felt limp and tranquil after the delicious orgasm, a marked contrast to the borderline violence of his kiss.
 
   Cool air hit her lower body as Kent moved the sheet. “Hey, this is my time with her.”
 
   Running a possessive hand over her face and neck, Asher said, “You had your turn.”
 
   Pulling away from Asher’s touch, she scooted back on the pillows. Instead of joking smiles, the men were glaring at each other. Tugging down her nightgown, she went stiff as Kent wrapped his arms around her. “What’s going on?” Small waves of pleasure still washed through her body, and she was starting to get pissed at them for ruining her afterglow.
 
   Kent pulled her closer and cupped her breasts. There was no passion in his touch. Rather, it felt like he was doing it to irritate the other man. “Asher had you last night, now it’s my turn.”
 
   “Turn?” She wriggled in his grasp and scooted off the bed. Asher’s lips turned into an ugly smirk that chased away the warmth of her orgasm and left an ache in her heart. It was the same smirk he gave Kent last night when he had to leave. “I’m not some possession to be passed back and forth between you.”
 
   “Of course you’re not,” Asher said in a soothing voice while he smirked at Kent. “I would never think that … unlike some people.”
 
   Jerking on a pair of panties and some jeans, Lalita dug through the drawer of the dresser. Kent came up behind her and kissed her shoulder. “You don’t want to be alone with me?”
 
   After their earlier conversation, she couldn’t help but feel a twinge of guilt. She tugged on a black T-shirt “Of course I do.”
 
   Asher moved from the bed to stand next to them, crossing his arms over his chest. “Why are you trying to manipulate her?”
 
   “Me?”
 
   She watched them in the mirror. Kent’s upper lip curled back from his teeth and he gave Asher a mocking look before turning back to her. All the while he kept his eyes on Asher. Kent placed a kiss on her temple. “You’re the one who snuck in here, uninvited—”
 
   “I don’t need an invitation to be with the woman I love.” Asher took her hand in his and raised it to his mouth, placing a kiss on her palm. “And she certainly wasn’t objecting.” Instead of filling her with the usual melting warmth, their hold on her body twisted her stomach.
 
   Stepping away from both of them, she grabbed her new black sandals from the edge of the bed and slipped them on. “I am so fucking out of here.” The words came out roughly as tears threatened to spill. She knew this would happen. Knew that there was no way this could work out. It was physically impossible for two men to equally share a woman.
 
   “Where are you going?” Kent asked as moved in front of Asher to block his access to her.
 
   “Away from you two self-centered assholes.” A tear streaked down her cheek as she looked for her purse and remembered she didn’t have one. This thought brought on more tears as she also realized she had nowhere to go.
 
   Asher pushed Kent out of his way. “Way to go. You’ve hurt her feelings.”
 
   “I hurt her feelings? We were having a great time until you decided you’re the only one that matters. That it’s all about you, like usual. Couldn’t stand the thought that she was having a better time with me than you, huh?”
 
   Asher whirled on him snarled out, “Fuck you. She practically pulled me into bed with you when I kissed her. Obviously, she needed me to finish what you started.”
 
   Giving them both a wide berth, she stalked into the living room and hunched down in front of the safe that held the money. “What’s the combination?”
 
   “Why?” Asher and Kent followed her out of the bedroom, each crowding her personal space.
 
   “Because I’m taking some money and getting my own room.” Her nose started to run, and she pushed the men out of the way and went to the bar to grab a cocktail napkin. “I don’t want to be here with you. I don’t want to be the cause of you two fighting. And I don’t want to feel like some toy that you two are fighting over!” The last part came out in a shout and she felt a tiny bit better as they stared at her. “And I sure as shit don’t need a guilt trip from both of you at once about something I didn’t do!”
 
   “Oh, Princess, don’t cry.” Kent started toward her, but Asher pushed him out of the way. The two men turned on each other and the threat of violence made the hair on her arms stand up.
 
   Throwing her used napkin at them, she yelled, “What the fuck is wrong with you? You’re supposed to love each other. People that love each other don’t do this.” She grabbed another napkin and blew her nose again. “Is this is how you treat someone that you love? Ready to hit each other when things get tough? I want no fucking part of either of you.”
 
   Both men stared at her with identical stunned expressions. This only fueled her anger. “What? You expected me to sit back and wait for you to decide who ‘gets’ me?” A guilty wince on both their parts confirmed her words. “You think I’m something to keep around to fuck and cuddle? A possession you can pass back and forth?” She slammed her fist into the wall. “Why did you make me love you if you were going to treat what we have like shit the first time something doesn’t go your way!”
 
   Asher’s face shut down into a cold mask. “You have no idea what we went through. You can’t imagine the pain I’ve felt.”
 
   “You’re right, I don’t. But you two do!” She stabbed her finger in the air at them. “You know exactly what you’ve gone through together, and you’re pissing all over it by treating each other like this.”
 
   “No—”
 
   A loud knock on the door interrupted whatever Asher was going to say.
 
   Wiping her face, she tried to take in a deep shuddering breath. Her nose felt swollen and she knew her face was puffy. Whenever she cried she looked like she was having an allergic reaction.
 
   “Who is it?” Asher asked, peeking through the door.
 
   “Hotel Security, sir.”
 
   Asher leaned his head against the door and placed his palm over the eyehole. “Just a disagreement. Everything is okay.”
 
   “Sir, I need you to open the door.”
 
   Asher glanced over his shoulder and Kent made a “go ahead” motion.
 
   Taking a deep breath, she tried to wipe her face as clean as she could. The last thing they needed right now was the police to be brought in for a domestic violence situation.
 
   The door opened and a tall, thin man in a black suit walked in with a serious expression. “Good morning.” He nodded at all of them as Asher closed the door behind him. An expression of shock flickered across his face as he saw her standing by the bar. Her usually red and swollen crying face must been in full effect, because he stared before turning back to the men. “If you gentlemen could please have a seat on the couch, I’d like to ask the lady some questions.”
 
   Keeping their eyes on each other, Asher and Kent sat on opposite sides of the small coffee table.
 
   “Sorry about the yelling,” she said, trying to detract the hotel security guard’s attention from the men. “Really, we’re okay. We were talking about the playoffs and I lost my temper.” That sounded lame even to her.
 
   The tall man’s lips twitched, and he joined her at the bar. He moved close, invading her personal space. “What was the argument about? Did those fags fight over the last doughnut with the sprinkles?”
 
   Shock slammed through her and she backed into the edge of the bar, whacking her hip on one of the chairs. Before she could duck, he had her in a chokehold and turned her to face the men. Cold metal pressed to her temple, and the men froze on the other side of the room.
 
   “Who are you?” Kent asked in a low growl. Behind him, Asher made a small movement forward.
 
   Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the barrel of a silencer a moment before the shot rang out. Asher dropped to his knees with a scream, hands covering his thigh as blood began to darken his jeans.
 
   “No!” She lunged against the man and the barrel returned to her head. Shaking with fear, she moaned as Asher moved his hands and tried to take his belt off. Kent remained frozen, not turning around as Asher panted.
 
   “Who are you?” Kent asked again.
 
   The man began to drag her toward the door and chuckled. “The luckiest man in the world.” He jerked to a stop and nodded to Asher. “Better help your butt buddy with his tourniquet.”
 
   “God must have sent me a sweet tooth this morning,” he mused and stroked the barrel of the gun down her cheek. All of her attention was focused on Asher as Kent knelt next to him and helped him remove his belt. Asher rolled his eyes at her, and she moaned softly at the dazed look. “Imagine how astonished I was to see the faggot that had been such a pain in our ass, no pun intended, standing in line ordering a dozen doughnuts.”
 
   “Fuck you,” Asher said in a weak voice
 
   He tightened his grip on her and continued. “Time is getting short for me, and your little cock-sucking buddy. Tell the Sanjit David sends his regards.”
 
   “Where are you taking her?” Kent’s hands were slick with blood as he applied pressure to the wound.
 
   “Oh, don’t worry. You’ll be able to see what’s going to happen.” They were almost at the door now, but the gun remained tight to her head. “Go to the anarchists website. We’ll be broadcasting live. I want you to live. I want you to tell the authorities about us. I want you to bear witness to our supremacy.” His voice took on a feverish heat. “I want you to know the true power of what freedom by any means necessary is.” His voice shook with emotion. “When the world is free of fascist lapdogs like you, people will have the choice to find their pleasures in any way they choose.”
 
   Breath stinking of old coffee washed over her as he said against her cheek, “Lalita, I want you to start visualizing your vase.”
 
   She glanced at the men. Did she pretend to be hypnotized or should she try to fight him? Every so subtly, Kent nodded. “I am the lock.”
 
   “I am the key.” The gun moved away from her cheek but remained pressed against her ribs. She needed to get that gun away from him, find a moment when he wasn’t aiming it at someone. The time spent training with her men fled her mind and she couldn’t remember a way to disarm him. All she could think of was the bullet flying from the gun faster than she could move.
 
   “Lalita,” he said against the top of her head, “will be the one responsible for pulling the trigger on our big surprise. Wonder how the authorities will explain that? Considering she’s dead and all.” He gave her a gentle push. “Lock, go get their cell phones and rip the phone out of the wall.”
 
   Hoping the men couldn’t make out the panic in her eyes, she tried to appear as normal as she could. Not saying a word, she removed the cell phones from the bar. Next, she ripped the cord of the hotel phone out of the wall. The tall man wasn’t even bothering to watch her, instead keeping his gun trained on the men.
 
   “We will stop you,” Kent hissed from the other side of the room. Asher lay back on the carpet, his chest moving in a shallow up and down movement. His dark skin had a gray tinge to it and his hand trembled at his side. Keeping her expression blank was the hardest thing she had ever done.
 
   The tall man snorted and took the phones from her. “Lock, where will the police be looking for us tonight?”
 
   She tried to make her voice monotone and relaxed. “At the casinos and on the waterfront.”
 
   “Good girl. Lock, what do they think will happen?”
 
   “They don’t know.”
 
   A complex knock sounded on the door behind him. The tall man kissed the top of her head, and then removed a plastic baggie from his pocket. Before she could wonder what going on, he placed a wet cloth over her mouth. “Say goodnight.”
 
   


 
   
  
 



Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
   “Poke, poke, poke, poke.” A woman’s shrill titter broke through the fog fuzzing Lalita’s mind. She blinked her eyes and tried to clear her head. The world around her rocked gently and the strains of a big band song played from somewhere above her.
 
   A series of sharp prods jabbed into her arm again, bringing her fully awake. The glare of a bright light moved past her face as she lifted her head from where it slumped against her shoulder. A grinning, older blonde woman, who would not have been out of place at a church bake sale, watched her. That is, if the church encouraged its parishioners to wear latex nurses’ uniforms with crotchless panties and what looked like plush dog ears.
 
   They were both seated on a narrow bed in a room softly lit with recessed lights. The world swayed for a moment and she had to fight against a surge of nausea. The naughty nurse perched on the edge of the bed that Lalita slouched on.
 
   “Hi,” she said in a perky voice and leaned closer. Lalita noticed she had red lipstick smeared on her teeth as her face filled her vision. “Anyone in there?” She rapped a knuckle against Lalita’s skull.
 
   The wall behind her back rocked gently. Moving her head took more effort than it should of, but she tried look beyond the nurse and get her bearings. Long and narrow, the bed she sat on pressed against the wall and had a low brass railing on the side. The white lamp was bolted to the small table next to the bed, and the table had a small railing as well. As the room rocked again, she could hear water slapping against the wall.
 
   Fear and panic made her palms sweat, but she tried to focus past the impulse to scream for help. Nothing tied her up and it felt like her hands and legs were free. Trying to keep her expression dull, she let her head flop to the side again.
 
   The door to the hall stood wide open, and she was afraid if she tried to attack the woman, she would scream and alert whoever might be out there. Asher and Kent’s lessons about self-defense and what to do in a hostage situation came flooding back. Evaluate the situation and try to find the exits before you act or you could end up trapped and dead. The memory of Asher being shot surfaced and she bit her tongue to keep the tears at bay.
 
   “Hey, wake up!” The blonde poked her shoulder with a long red nail that was sharpened into a wicked point. Continuing to bite her tongue, Lalita watched the tip sink into the flesh of her arm in a rapid motion like a sewing needle. The annoying poke grated on her nerves and she wanted more than anything in the world to bite the woman’s finger off. But if the naughty nurse knew she was aware and not hypnotized, she would probably be tied up … or worse.
 
   “Fuck,” the woman muttered and her hand gripped Lalita by the hair, forcing her face up. Keeping her gaze unfocused, Lalita used the relaxation techniques she had to learn to stave off panic attacks. Breath in, breath out, nothing but the breath. The nails pinched painful gouges in her flesh.
 
   The woman shook head back and forth. The mint and peach bedspread became a swirl in her vision and she was afraid the woman was going to start ripping her hair out next. The smell of alcohol wafted off the woman’s breath in an almost visible wave. “Master!”
 
   No answer came and the woman pulled herself off the bed. Watching her wobble on a pair of needle-thin red stilettos, Lalita tried to get up the courage to rush her. All she would have to do was grab her in a chokehold and—and kill her. The reality of committing murder churned her gut and made her hands shake. Could she do it? Could she really try to kill someone? The image of Asher, gray and bleeding on the carpet of the hotel room flashed through her mind and a cold anger began to replace her indecision.
 
   Before she mustered the courage to attack the woman, laughter rang down the hallway from multiple voices. Quickly slumping her head back, Lalita tried to hear over the slapping of waves at the side of the boat. The rumble of a boat’s engine moved past and she wondered where they were.
 
   “Puppy, is our guest awake?” A male voice called. It was hard to decipher if it was the voice of the man who shot Asher.
 
   The blonde woman whined, “Yeah, but she’s about as useful as a bucket full of piss. Just flops around and drools.”
 
   “Ohhhh, a floppy drooler. Sounds like fun,” a familiar voice said with a sultry purr. Male and female laughter filled the small cabin, and the tread of footsteps and rustling cloth moved closer. A light and floral perfume tickled at her nose. That, too, seemed familiar.
 
   Heart slamming in her throat, Lalita prayed with all her might she wasn’t imagining who the voice and scent belonged to.
 
   “Here she is,” a man said in an affable voice, and she identified him as the man in the hotel room. “Your little fuck doll to play with for the next half hour.”
 
   “Hmpf, for five thousand dollars I was expecting something more.” A silver-gloved hand slid beneath her chin and a sparkly red and blue top filled her line of sight. “I thought you said she’d do anything I want? She looks like she’s drugged out of her mind.” The hand moved away with a caress of silk. “Not much fun to torture like this. Your puppy boasted about the quality of your submissives.”
 
   Letting her head slump back to her chest, Lalita fought back tears. Profound relief filled her at the sight of her savior’s golden curled wig and sparkly false eyelashes.
 
   “Watch this,” the man said in a smug voice. He leaned over and the mattress dipped as he whispered in her ear, “I am the Key.”
 
   Lifting her head, she stared straight ahead at the wall. “I am the Lock.”
 
   “Not much improvement,” Blondie said with a derisive snort. “I’m not going to make any money on my website dominating a catatonic bitch. Evidently, all your bragging to my wife was just that, bragging. This doesn’t look like a pain-slut eager to please.”
 
   “Lock, are you listening to me?” She turned her head toward the sound of his voice and tried to only focus on him. It was the man from the hotel, the one that shot Asher. Blondie’s elaborate outfit sparkled out of the corner of her eye but she kept her gaze focused on the man. Hate filled her. She wanted him to pay for hurting Asher. She wanted him to pay for destroying her world.
 
   “Yes,” she said in a soft whisper, her voice rough with disuse.
 
   “You will do anything this man—sorry, woman tells you.” David pulled Blondie over. “This woman is the center of your world, your loving mistress. You will do anything to please her and make her happy. Do you understand, Lock?”
 
   “Yes, Key.” She added a sigh to her words, smiling at Blondie with what she hoped looked like love instead of terror.
 
   “Interesting,” Blondie murmured. “How long do I have?”
 
   With the blonde leaning her head on his shoulder, David checked his watch. “Around thirty minutes. You can have her back after the fireworks.”
 
   The naughty nurse smiled and fluttered her lashes at Blondie. “We’re so proud to have you featuring one of our girls.”
 
   The blonde tittered over his shoulder, and David continued, “You’ll find some toys in the closet. Clean them up when you’re done.”
 
   Blondie pulled a digital camera out of a hidden pocket in the flounces of her silver skirt. “If you’ll excuse me, I need to teach the slut some lessons in servitude.”
 
   “Oh, one more thing.” David gave Blondie a grin that stretched from ear to ear. “Her pet name is Bitch.”
 
   Gritting her teeth, Lalita tried to turn her growl into a moan and ran her hands over her breasts.
 
   “Oh my,” Blondie purred. “Bitch, on your knees.”
 
   Twining her fingers into David’s hair, the blonde woman tittered. “Do you need any help?”
 
   Blondie strode over and ran her gloved hand over Lalita’s cheek. “For five thousand? Dream on, Nurse Nancy.”
 
   Pouting, the nurse flounced out the door, wobbling over the threshold in her heels. David followed her and then turned. “You can bleed her, you can beat her, but she must be able to walk and use her hands.”
 
   “Wonderful,” Blondie said in a cheery voice and slapped Lalita across the face hard enough to make her cry.
 
   The man chuckled softly and closed the door.
 
   Blondie ran over and twisted the lock before saying in a loud voice, “You want to please me, don’t you my little bitch?” Her words stroked the fire between Lalita’s legs, and she made a frantic gesture with her hands, mouthing the word “stop.”
 
   Eyes wide, Blondie helped her to her feet and whispered, “Oh fuck. They didn’t break the trigger yet?”
 
   Lalita threw her arms around Blondie and pressed her face into the scratchy sequins, breathing in the light floral scent of her perfume. “No. We were hoping I would remember something more that would help. It’s not as bad as it was, but it’s still … distracting.” Blondie muttered a few choice swear words. “What are you doing here? Is Asher okay? Are you going to rescue me?”
 
   Blondie paced to the other side of the small room and said, “That’s it, cry for me.” Her high heels thumped across the carpet and she whispered, “Scream.”
 
   “Huh?”
 
   “Scream or I will make you scream. They’re listening to us.”
 
   She let out a loud, and hopefully pitiful, wail. Blondie rolled her eyes and slapped her hand over Lalita’s mouth, cutting the scream off. “Good girl, you want to please me, don’t you? Now get on your knees and clean my shoes.”
 
   Blondie’s dirty talk made Lalita choke back a giggle. The unreality of the situation combined with the trigger and whatever drug they gave her to knock her out made her feel loopy.
 
   Removing her hand, Blondie examined her for injuries. “Asher’s in the hospital. He will probably limp for the rest of his life, but he’ll live. Kent is on a nearby boat with a small anti-terrorism unit.” Smoothing back her hair, Blondie checked her pupil response. “We don’t know what they have planned. That’s why I’m here. Diana is up above keeping her eye on things and trying to get information out of Rashid and Nurse Nancy. Do you have any idea what they are going to do?”
 
   “Whatever it is, they’re going to make me do it.” She let out an overly loud sobbing moan that made Blondie shake her head in amusement. The trigger continued to do its work, stiffening her nipples against her top and making her squirm. “How did you get on here?”
 
   “Nurse Nancy, yes, her name really is Nancy, is a fan of my wife’s website. Every time she comes into town, she spends loads of money at the club so we make sure we’re nice to her. She’s been trying impress Diana enough to be invited to play with us with her master.” Blondie made a dramatic barfing noise. “As if. Diana contacted her last night and arranged to finally have a play date. We sweetened the deal this morning by offering money in exchange for some time with one of David’s slaves. An exotic Indian girl with royal blood and blonde hair.”
 
   “Is Diana going to be okay up there?” The ache in her body deepened, distracting her. She could do this. There was no choice but to hold herself together and resist the trigger.
 
   “Yes, she is upstairs being entertained by a drunk Rashid. They won’t touch her without my permission. David values his standing in the BDSM community too much. And I think that Nancy would kick his ass for messing things up for her with Diana, submissive or not.” Blondie’s full red lips pressed into a thin line. “Scream again, and try to make it sound good.”
 
   Opening her mouth wide, Lalita screamed and added, “Yes, mistress, may I have another,” in what she hoped was a pitiful wail.
 
   “You’re a horrible actress.” In a louder voice, Blondie yelled  “Bad little girl, for that you get a spanking.”
 
   Unbidden, the carnal images of Blondie caning her last night tightened her pussy. The heat of the memory warmed her body, making it liquid and heavy. Gripping her hands into fists, she tried to will her body into a relaxed state. “Who else is on the yacht?”
 
   “It’s a rented boat. The crew is comprised of our men.” That thought made her feel better and she leaned back against the bed. The movement caused the seam of her jeans to press into her pussy and she shifted to try to relieve the sensation. “There are also four anarchists, including puppy girl and Rashid.”
 
   Standing up, Lalita began to pace the small room. “Please, mistress, please tell me what you want.” She tried to give Blondie a joking smile, but the woman watched her too closely.
 
   “That bad already?” Blondie asked in a low voice.
 
   Lalita opened a small closet, and gasped as a dildo big enough to please a horse fell out. Behind an assortment of sexual devices hung a couple of sparkling green rubber suits with elaborate gas masks.
 
   “Oh, I do not want to know where that’s been.” Blondie tugged her away from the closet. “You need to be on your game when it’s time for you to do—whatever you’re supposed to do.” She removed her gloves and set them over to the side. “Do you need me to … relieve you?”
 
   Closing her eyes shut as tight as she could, Lalita dug her nails into her arms. “No, I can do this.” A big hand cupped her mound through her jeans. Her hips swung forward and her thighs clenched around Blondie’s hand. “No, you can’t.” Blondie moved her fingers gently against her and Lalita sagged against the wall. “We can’t.” Lalita couldn’t move her hand away, couldn’t resist the relief it offered. Her mind tried to surface past the pleasure. “You’re married and I love my men.”
 
   “Take all of it, you little whore!” Blondie bellowed out and removed her hand. “My wife and I have an open marriage, but I doubt your men would want to share.” She sighed and patted Lalita’s cheek. “Being the good guy is so lame sometimes.”
 
   Not answering, Lalita continued to try to focus on Asher and Kent. Unfortunately, her mind would only conjure images of the pleasures they gave here and that didn’t help at all.
 
   “Lucky for you,” Blondie continued, “I’ll be able to make you come without fucking you.”
 
   That made her eyes flash open. “How?”
 
   Blondie’s face closed down into a cold beauty and her eyes captured and held her. “Lalita, when I tell you to come, you are going to come. Do you understand?”
 
   “What?” Blondie slapped her across the face, not hard enough to really hurt, but hard enough to sting.
 
   “I didn’t say you could question me.” Her words sank into Lalita’s body and had her gasping. “Look at me.”
 
   Struggling to reason beyond the sting of her cheek, she found herself relaxing against the wall, going pliant. There was something overwhelming about Blondie as she totally focused on her.
 
   “Good girl.” Blondie’s long fingers closed over her nipple and twisted hard enough to bring a real cry from her mouth. It hurt but felt amazing at the same time. “Now, let me say this again. When I tell you to come, you are going to come. Do you understand?” She nodded, swaying into Blondie’s touch. The desire to please filled her, to do whatever this beautiful woman wanted. “Touch yourself.”
 
   Shuddering, she slipped her hand down the front of her jeans and moved her fingers against her soaking wet pussy. Blondie switched from one breast to the other, pulling and twisting her nipples until they were throbbing points of pleasure and pain.
 
   “Do you feel it, your little cunt getting tight and hot? The pain from your tits traveling directly to your clit?”
 
   The act of nodding seemed to take all of her effort as she floated in the darkness behind her lids, warmth and pleasure broken with white-hot bursts of pain. She wanted this, wanted to submit and please Blondie.
 
   “Now, I want you to pinch your clit. Hard. And come.”
 
   The harsh pinch of her fingers felt like they belonged to someone else, felt like they were a separate part of her body. Slumping onto Blondie’s shoulder, she shivered and moaned out her orgasm, her hand pinching and stroking herself to draw it out while Blondie smoothed a gentle hand down her back.
 
   Panting, she didn’t resist as Blondie removed her hand. Lalita slouched against the wall, slowly sliding down it. She did resist when Blondie tried to make her stand up. “No sleepy time for you. I need you to stay awake.”
 
   “I don’t want to,” she mumbled. Dimly, she heard a sigh, then she yelled as she found herself being suspended by her panties in the king of all wedgies. “Ow!” she yelled and arched as Blondie set her back down.
 
   “You back with us?” Ignoring her scowl, Blondie checked the elegant gold watch on her wrist. “Time is getting short. We need to rough you up.”
 
   Still trying to rearrange her panties, Lalita jerked back as Blondie flipped open a small pocketknife. “What are you doing?” she whispered.
 
   “Just a little cut to the head. Lots of blood to spread around.”
 
   Blondie approached her with the knife and she flinched away. “Can’t you kick me in the face or something?”
 
   “Stop being such a baby.” Blondie got her into a headlock and cut above her eyebrow, right next to her temple.
 
   Her scream wasn’t fake this time. “No wait! I—” It was too late to tell Blondie she got sick at the sight of her own blood. Warm liquid dripped down into her eye and she wiped it away, nausea bubbling in her stomach. “I don’t feel good.” Looking at the blood covering her hand, she slumped against the wall. Hot and oily sweat coated her body and her mouth filled with saliva. “I think I’m going to be—” With that, the contents of her stomach came up and all over the shoulder of her shirt.
 
   Dry heaving, she rolled onto her side. A knock came at the door and Blondie quickly pulled Lalita’s jeans off so she was lying there in a patch of her blood and puke. Unlocking the door, Blondie said in a raspy voice, “Time’s up already?”
 
   “Oh god, what’s that smell?”
 
   Weakly, Lalita rolled out of her puke and crawled over to Blondie’s foot. She leaned against her leg and tried to ignore the blood trickling down the side of her face. Puke stuck to the front of her shirt and down her arm. Above her, Blondie coughed.
 
   “I’m afraid I punched her in the stomach a teensy bit too hard.” Stepping away, she tried to edge out the door, but Lalita crawled after her and laid her head on Blondie’s high heel and dry heaved. It was easier than looking at David, and it was payback to Blondie for making her throw up.
 
   Lalita rolled her eyes at him as he gagged and plugged his nose. “For fuck’s sake, Blondie.”
 
   “What? You said to make sure she can walk and use her hands. It’s only puke.” They stepped out into the hallway and Lalita crawled after them. “Besides, there’s a big market for humiliation and vomit play on the Internet. I want to get my money’s worth.”
 
   After coughing, the man said, “Playtime’s over. Lock, go wipe that puke off with the bedspread.”
 
   Without a word she stood and did as he asked, cleaning off as much puke and blood as she could on the blanket. When she was done, she stood at the edge of the bed and kept her gaze on the edge of the doorframe. She had to remember this was like a game of Simon says. If he didn’t tell her to do something, she couldn’t do it.
 
   “Go ahead and enjoy the champagne and cocktails being served on the deck.” David’s grin was the stuff of nightmares. “I guarantee you won’t want to miss the fireworks.”
 
   Blondie sighed and pouted. “Is the champagne good?”
 
   His smile was glittering and false. “The best. Go on up. We’ll be there in a moment. Your slave is waiting for you. She’s been such a good girl, not letting Rashid and my puppy play with her while you were gone.”
 
   Blondie gave her a worried look behind David’s back and disappeared behind the doorway.
 
   David studied her. “I was going to fuck you, but you stink.” Standing still, she tried to return his gaze with total passivity. What she wanted to do was drop kick him in the balls and stomp on his face. At least she knew Asher was going to be all right, and that Kent was out there … somewhere. Now, if only she could figure out what the anarchists were planning to do and stop it before it happened.
 
   “Lock, follow me.”
 
   


 
   
  
 



Chapter Thirteen
 
    
 
   The warm evening air, mixed with the scent of river water, blew down the stairs as David led her to the upper deck. Squinting against the setting sun, Lalita held onto the dark polished wood railing and waited behind David.
 
   They stood on the back portion of a large yacht anchored toward the shore of a river packed with other vessels of various sizes. The skyscrapers of downtown Detroit glittered golden, and everywhere she looked people lined the riverfront. Lights moved back and forth on the Ambassador Bridge, spanning the way between Canada and the US.
 
   Onboard, Nurse Nancy fell onto a white bench running the back portion of the yacht. David shifted, and she tried to remain still as Blondie spotted them. A short, black woman with smooth bronze curls giggled and sat next to Nurse Nancy, exchanging a throat-swabbing kiss.
 
   A familiar voice caught her attention and she gritted her teeth. Rashid relaxed in a nearby chair, speaking with Blondie. At their feet, Diana knelt in a cute little leather sailor’s dress that was modest by the standards of Nurse Nancy’s outfit.
 
   Rashid’s narrow face lit up when he saw them. He looked positively giddy and raised a half full champagne glass. “David! So glad you brought our little guest to play.” His face fell as they got closer and he smelled her. “She stinks. Is that puke on her shirt? What happened?”
 
   Blondie sighed and popped out her hip in a dramatic gesture of annoyance. “I had no idea she had such a delicate stomach. You said she was a pain-slut. I thought she would have learned how to take a punch by now.”
 
   Rashid twitched. “Dried blood too. I’d love to see the video of what you did to make her look like this.”
 
   Blondie simpered and curtsied. “Thank you. It will be available on my wife’s website.”
 
   David pushed her away. “Lock, go stand at the end of the boat.”
 
   Obeying his instructions, she tried to find her sea legs as she followed the rocking of the boat. Nancy and the black woman stopped eating each other’s faces long enough watch her walk by. The smell of puke and the dried blood on her face kept them away, and she was never more grateful than now to stink. The thought of having to endure being touched by them, used by them, made her want to throw up all over again.
 
   Boats listed and bobbed on the river, filled with people drinking and having a great time. Sparklers gleamed in the twilight and bottle rockets and other small fireworks burst into the sky over the river. She tried to scan the nearby boats for Kent without turning her head, but she didn’t notice anyone that stood out.
 
   The only thing that seemed out of place was a massive barge in the distance filled with strange-looking tubes and two men quickly moving back and forth. Staring at the barge, a memory tickled at her mind. Something about fireworks … that barge held the fireworks … and … and something else.
 
   Breath in, breath out, she tried to relax and let her mind wander. She was afraid if she thought too hard she would lose it. Fireworks, shooting off over the crowd. Sparkles of light raining down over all these people. But not light … something else was going to rain down too.
 
   “Where are you going?” Blondie’s voice rang out behind her.
 
   “It’s time for us to play.” David slapped the black woman hard on the ass as she sauntered past him down the stairs.
 
   Light and cheerful, Blondie’s voice echoed over the water. “Don’t you want to see the fireworks? They should be going off any minute and are worth seeing.”
 
   Rashid smiled and ran a hand through his thin hair. “Oh, we’re going to make some fireworks of our own downstairs. Don’t worry. We’ll be back in a jiffy.”
 
   Nurse Nancy’s titter broke through the chatter with a sound like breaking glass. “Can we bring Diana with us, please, master?”
 
   Stroking a finger down Diana’s cheek, Blondie shook her head at David’s inquiring look. “We want to watch the fireworks. Then we’ll be down.” Her full red lips curved in a seductive smile. “Then I think it will be time for my little slave to be examined by the nurse.”
 
   Nancy started forward and David jerked her back by her hair. “Her master said no, puppy.”
 
   Dropping to her knees, Nancy whimpered and gave a mournful howl.
 
   David planted his foot in her bottom and pushed her down the stairs. “Go get ready, you stupid bitch.”
 
   Lalita watched all of this out of the corner of her eye. Blondie made a tisking sound. “So willful, I do hope you’ll let me teach her some manners.”
 
   “Of course. If you excuse me, I have some obedience training to do.” David turned and gave Lalita one more look before hustling down the stairs.
 
   David’s high-pitched laughter mixed with the others as he went below deck. She didn’t think she imagined the menace in that sound.
 
   Rashid appeared at her side with a video camera. “Lock, I want you to record the fireworks.” He leaned closer with a disgusted look on his face. “After they are over, I want you to turn the camera around and videotape yourself. You will say how much you hate all organized governments, and you will take full responsibility and say that your father knew all about it. That he provided you with the materials. You will ignore all sensations of pain. You will then put the camera down and drown yourself in the river.”
 
   “Yes, Key.” She took the camera from him and waited for another order. He examined her closely, then smirked and left. Turning around, she started the camera and pointed it at the barge. Using the zoom, she could see the barge held hundreds of metal tubes and a podium that held an array of electronics.
 
   The memory crept closer, almost understandable. It was like having a word on the tip of her tongue. Closing her eyes, she took a deep breath and tried to let her mind roam. Fireworks flashing in the sky, raining deadly sparkles on the crowd. Deadly because they contained … something. Something that would burn the skin, causing mass panic and chaos.
 
   Her mind flashed clear. Those tubes didn’t only hold fireworks. They also held a liquid form of mustard gas. Shaking, she tried to think of what to do. Pretending to film, she turned the camera and watched Rashid close the hatch behind him after waving to Blondie and Diana.
 
   Dropping the camera, she sprinted to them and tried not to fall as the boat rocked. “Mustard gas in the fireworks.” Her voice came out in a shrill squeak.
 
   “Holy shit,” Blondie said in a low voice and kicked off her heels. She ran up the stairs to the captain’s seat of the yacht, with Diana and Lalita not far behind. They all burst into the wheelhouse where two men in white uniforms waited for them with grim expressions.
 
   “Mustard gas in the fireworks.” One of the men immediately began talking into the microphone while the other man started to talk into his cell phone.
 
   Blondie’s wife held Lalita’s hand and they watched the men try to fight off panic. “What will mustard gas do?” Lalita whispered.
 
   “I don’t know,” Blondie’s wife whispered back. “But if it’s enough to scare my husband, I’m terrified.”
 
   The captain turned around on the bridge and held a pair of binoculars to his eyes. Lalita listened to the conversation, only picking up bits and pieces.
 
   “Snipers are in position.” In the distance, the small coastguard boats guarding the barge bobbed in the water.
 
   Blondie nodded. “Why aren’t they taking the shot?”
 
   The man holding the cell phone put his hand over the receiver. “We’re unsure if the men working on the rig are complicit or unaware. They’re trying to decide if they should be taken out.”
 
   Horns of different ships began to blare in the harbor as the last traces of sunset turned the distant horizon a soft tangerine color.
 
   Leaning forward on the dashboard, Blondie stared at the barge in the weak light. “Take them out! If even a dozen of those fireworks have mustard gas in them, it will be enough to hurt and possibly kill thousands of people. There are thousands of people out there!”
 
   “Tens of thousands,” the man on the CB muttered. “Including us.”
 
   “Oh fuck,” Lalita said in a breathless whisper. They were all staring out the windshield now.
 
   “Captain, there’s a small boat approaching us on the starboard bow.”
 
   Blondie leaned over the side, peering down before turning back to stare at the barge. “That’s our guys.” She turned and kissed her wife. “Shut the door after me. I’m going to help them get those bastards below deck. If the fireworks go off…” She cleared her throat. “I love you.”
 
   “Please be careful.” Diana hugged her husband close.
 
   Together, the women laced their arms around each other’s waist and waited. Lalita prayed under her breath, trying to see and hear everything at once. She watched the sky for the first deadly spark of a firework, the surface of the barge through the encroaching darkness, and tried to listen over the chatter in the cabin for the sound of fighting below.
 
   What if Kent got hurt? What if Blondie got hurt? She wasn’t even going to think about what would happen if the mustard gas got them.
 
   A trickle of sweat dripped down her cheek, and she wiped it away from her face. Both women screamed as bright bursts of light erupted from all around the barge. The loud pops carried across the water and through the closed door and windshield.
 
   “Gunfire,” the man on the CB said and sprinted for the door.
 
   It took Lalita a second to realize the sound of gunfire wasn’t coming from the barge, but from below deck. The captain dropped his binoculars and jerked a handgun out from a low cabinet. She followed the captain down the steep stairs leading to the main level of the boat, fear making her clumsy. She tripped over her own feet at the bottom, scraping her knees on the rough carpet of the boat.
 
   Diana ran past her and screamed as Kent carried Blondie up the stairs, her wig askew and blood staining the front of her sparkly top. “Raymond!” Diana screamed and pulled back Blondie’s shirt, examining the wound with shaking hands.
 
   Kent was dressed from head to toe in black, and looked like hell. Deep purple circles stood out beneath his eyes, but the relief on his face when he saw her made her chest grow tight. Lalita ran to him, trying not to jostle Blondie but covering his shoulder and hands in kisses.
 
   “Are you okay?” Kent’s voice broke on the last word.
 
   Together, they laid Blondie down on the ground, and she groaned while pressing on her gunshot wound. “I don’t think they hit anything major.”
 
   “Move back,” a man behind them ordered. Another man came up the stairs and pulled down the emergency medical kit attached to the wall.
 
   Kent guided Lalita over to the side, wrapping her in his arms and crushing her to his chest. “You’re bleeding, and why do you stink?”
 
   Sobbing, she buried her face in his chest and tried to speak. “I get sick at the sight of my blood.”
 
   “Why are you bleeding?” Kent said and continued to run his hands over her body.
 
   “Blondie,” she hiccupped, “cut me so we would have rough sex.”
 
   “What?” Kent shook his head. “Never mind. Nothing matters except that you’re safe.” His chest heaved and his voice broke again. “We are so sorry. It’s our fault that you were taken. It’s—”
 
   “Kent,” she whispered against his lips. “I love you.” With a low moan, he carried them down to the ground and held her while he cried. He tried to speak again and she placed her hand over his mouth. “Later.” Nodding, he held her and rocked her in his arms while organized chaos overtook the yacht.
 
   In the distance, no fireworks lit the sky and Lalita felt a relief—a gratitude so profound it humbled her.
 
   * * * *
 
   Clean, dressed in a pair of borrowed sweat pants and a hospital gift shop T-shirt, Lalita held Kent’s hand and smiled at Asher. It was nine hours after the attempted attack and they had finally made it to the hospital after talking with the authorities. The Sanjit was the first person to meet them on the shore, and Lalita had a very tearful reunion with her father.
 
   “Hey there.” Asher’s handsome face filled with a tired smile. He was still heavily medicated on painkillers and his dark eyes held a glassy sheen. “I missed you.”
 
   Feeling more tired and drained than she ever had in her life, Lalita couldn’t help but return his smile. “I missed you too.”
 
   Kent gently took Asher’s hand, careful of the IV, and placed a kiss on his knuckles. “I told you I’d get her back.”
 
   Asher tried to sit and they both pushed him back down. She gently stroked the side of his cheek, her fingers rasping over his stubble. “I was so worried about you.”
 
   Shaking his head, Asher let go of Kent’s hand to pat hers. “You’re kidnapped by anarchists and you were worried about me?” Tears filled his eyes. “We almost lost our minds.”
 
   Darting a quick glance at the closed door and drawn curtains, she lowered the side rail of his bed and laid her head on his chest. The steady sound of his heartbeat soothed her. “I’m okay. The Sanjit stopped by earlier.” His heartbeat sped up a bit. “I heard how close you came to being seriously hurt, both of you.”
 
   Her voice came out choked as she breathed in the scent of Asher’s skin. “Blondie—err Raymond got shot in the chest. One of his lungs got nicked but they expect him to make a full recovery. He killed Nurse Nancy but Rashid and David are still alive and in custody.”
 
   Kent gave her back a soothing stroke. “Hazmat teams are all over the barge. If what they told Lalita was true, our Princess saved the lives of tens of thousands of people.”
 
   Tears filled her eyes as her heart ached at the thought of all the things that could have gone wrong. “I could never ever have done it without both of you.” She grabbed the edge of Asher’s hospital blanket and wiped her eyes. “You have no idea how much you both mean to me and I never want to come that close to losing you again. I love you so much, but if either of you ever treat me like anything other than an equal again, I’m going to kick your asses.” She gave Asher a watery smile. “Blondie said she would help me chain you up on a Saint Andrew’s cross and flog you until you begged forgiveness.”
 
   Asher laughed, then groaned and hit the little button that controlled his pain medication. “The Sanjit said something similar.” He smiled at her shocked look. “Not the flogging part, though now that you mention it, I can’t wait to turn that sweet ass pink.” Kent gave her bottom a soft slap, and she glowered at him before turning back to Asher. “The Sanjit told me that as soon as I’m on my feet he wants me back at your side where Kent will be waiting for me.”
 
   She felt the heat of a blush fill her cheeks. “He—uh, knows about us.”
 
   “All three of us?”
 
   “Yep.” She squirmed with embarrassment at the memory of her conversation with her father. “Seems that the surveillance footage from Blondie’s showed the three of us kissing in the car before we went in.”
 
   Asher groaned and Kent patted his hand. “He told me that if we break her heart he’ll still have his dogs eat our balls.” His tone turned serious. “Besides, we’re going to be key witnesses at the anarchist’s trial. And we found out who the insider was that helped hypnotize her.”
 
   Asher’s voice turned deadly and he managed to radiate menace despite all the wires and IVs attached to him. “Who?”
 
   “Mrs. Yazuka,” Lalita said and gripped her hands into fists. “That bitch was using our ‘meditation time’ to turn me into their little puppet.”
 
   “And the housekeeper,” Kent added with a grim look. “Though we’re sure she was hypnotized as well. The ‘vase’ suggestion worked on her and she answered the lock and key question in a trance state.”
 
   “Un-fucking believable,” Asher said in a stunned voice. “We never would have suspected a thing. Hell, the housekeeper would have passed any polygraph because she didn’t even consciously know that she was being used.” Asher stared at the ceiling. 
 
   “Well, at least we’re aware of it now. It would explain how the anarchists managed to attract all these people that we would never expect to be a part of their organization. If all they have to do is find people that are easily hypnotized, who knows what kind of damage they can do. Our Princess is going to need us close to keep her safe.”
 
   “Hey!” She sat up and gave both men a mock glower to break the tension. “What about me keeping you safe?”
 
   Asher gently pulled her head back down till it rested on his chest. “You have our hearts. We trust you to keep them safe.”
 
   She rubbed her cheek against his chest and smiled at him. In all of her wildest dreams she never would have imagined the depth of love that she felt for her men. “Well, I guess that’s fair.” She turned her head and gave Kent a nod with a significant look before turning back to Asher.
 
   Kent leaned over her and kissed Asher’s forehead. “Lalita and I had a talk while we were waiting for you to wake up.”
 
   His heart sped beneath her cheek and she smoothed her hand over his gown covered chest. “Don’t worry. It was a good talk.”
 
   Leaning back, she let Kent hold her and stroked the soft hair on his arms. “We wanted to ask you a question.”
 
   “What’s that?” Asher’s eyes filled with a crushing vulnerability as Kent rubbed his chin on top of her head.
 
   She looked to Kent and he nodded. Taking a deep breath, she got down on one knee next to the hospital bed and Kent followed suit. “Will you marry us?”
 
   “What?” The look of apprehension fled his eyes, replaced first with disbelief, then joy.
 
   Kent stood and took his hand again. “Well, it won’t be really legal—”
 
   “But who needs a piece of paper to make it real?” Lalita felt nervous waiting for Asher’s answer. He watched them together and said nothing, his face closing down into that unreadable bodyguard expression. “We’ll take it one day at a time. I know it won’t be easy—”
 
   “Nothing worth having is easy,” Kent added.
 
   “But we both love you too much to lose you.”
 
   The heart monitor slowed as Asher’s heartbeat returned to a normal rhythm. “What about your father?”
 
   Blushing, she looked down at his hand and traced the paleness of his nails against his dark skin. “He doesn’t want to know the details, but he’s okay with it.”
 
   Asher’s hand stirred beneath hers and his fingers lightly entwined with hers. “Do you have a ring?”
 
   Startled, she looked at him and blushed. “Uh, no.”
 
   “Some proposal this is,” Asher huffed. His eyes sparkled and he groaned as he tried to sit up again.
 
   Kent moved over to the other side of the bed and they both pushed him back down. Asher reached out with both hands and cupped the back of their heads, bringing their faces down to him. With their cheeks pressed together, he moved his lips across theirs in a soft kiss. “Yes, I would love to be your husband.”
 
   Elation filled Lalita’s heart, turning to a soft whisper of desire as they shared a kiss together that had Asher’s monitor beeping. The door opened behind them and a startled female voice said, “Oh! Oh, uh—stop upsetting … heart rate … oh my.”
 
   Kent broke the kiss ,and Lalita felt her face heat with a blush as she blinked at the staring gray-haired nurse. “Sorry about that. We asked him to marry us.”
 
   Lalita didn’t believe the nurse’s face could get any redder than her own. She was wrong. The nurse played with her stethoscope and said in a faint voice, “Did he accept?”
 
   “Yes,” Asher said from between them with a wide grin.
 
   “Well … congratulations. Who’s going to be the … never mind.” Trying to scrape herself together, the nurse backed out of the doorway. “Try to keep calm. You need your rest. Yes—rest.”
 
   The door clicked shut, and they all began to chuckle, then laugh until Lalita and Kent had to lean on the bed. Feeling blessed beyond all words, she hugged her men to her and looked forward to a future filled with unimaginable love.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
     
     
       
       	  
  
       	 Series by Ann Mayburn
  
       	  
  
      
 
       
       	 Club Wicked Series
  
       	 Prides of the Moon Series
  
       	 Chosen by the Gods Series
  
      
 
       
       	 My Wicked Valentine
  
       	 Amber Moon
  
       	 Blessed
  
      
 
       
       	 My Wicked Nanny
  
       	 Emerald Moon
  
       	 Dance of the Gods
  
      
 
       
       	 My Wicked Devil
  
       	 Turquoise Mon
  
       	 Dreamer
  
      
 
       
       	 My Wicked Trainers
  
       	 Onyx Moon
  
       	 Virtual Seduction Series
  
      
 
       
       	 My Wicked Gypsy
  
       	 Amethyst Moon
  
       	 Sodom and Detroit
  
      
 
       
       	 For the Love of Evil Series
  
       	 Opal Moon
  
       	 Sodom and the Phoenix
  
      
 
       
       	 Daughter of Lust
  
       	 Sam and Cody
  
       	 Long Slow Tease Series
  
      
 
       
       	 Princess of Lust
  
       	 Want
  
  
       	 Still
  
      
 
       
       	 Ultimate Fantasy
  
       	 Cherish
  
       	  
  
      
 
       
       	 Scandalous Wish
  
       	 Adore
  
       	  
  
      
 
       
       	 Pursued by the Prisoner
  
       	  
  
       	  
  
      
 
       
       	  
  
       	  
  
       	  
  
      
 
       
       	  
  
       	 Stand Alone Books
  
       	  
  
      
 
       
       	 Peppermint Passion
  
       	 Sensation Play
  
       	 Bound for Pleasure
  
      
 
       
       	 Summer’s Need
  
       	 The Breaker’s Concubine
  
       	 Wild Lilly
  
      
 
       
       	 Diamond Heart
  
       	 The Bodyguards’ Princess
  
       	 Blushing Violet
  
      
 
     
    
 
   
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



About the Author
 
    
 
   Ann is Queen of the Castle to her wonderful husband and three sons in the mountains of West Virginia. In her past lives she’s been an Import Broker, a Communications Specialist, a US Navy Civilian Contractor, a Bartender/Waitress, and an actor at the Michigan Renaissance Festival. She also spent a summer touring with the Grateful Dead-though she will deny to her children that it ever happened.
 
   From a young age she’s been fascinated by myths and fairytales, and the romance that often was the center of the story. As Ann grew older and her hormones kicked in, she discovered trashy romance novels. Great at first, but she soon grew tired of the endless stories with a big wonderful emotional buildup to really short and crappy sex. Never a big fan of purple prose, throbbing spears of fleshy pleasure and wet honey pots make her giggle, she sought out books that gave the sex scenes in the story just as much detail and plot as everything else-without using cringe worthy euphemisms. This led her to the wonderful world of Erotic Romance, and she’s never looked back.
 
   With over thirty published books, Ann now spends her days trying to tune out cartoons playing in the background to get into her “sexy space” and has learned to type one handed while soothing a cranky child.
 
   Ann loves to hear from her readers and you can find out more about Ann at:
 
   http://www.annmayburn.com
 
   https://www.facebook.com/ann.mayburn.5
 
   https://twitter.com/AnnMayburn
 
   


 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
The Bodyguards

prmcgzss ‘
ANN MAYBURN





images/00001.jpeg
The Bodyguards’

prmegzss \
ANN MAYBURN





