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      A Broadway star. An adventurous architect. And the powerful Dom determined to claim them both.

      Christian Rogers Stewart is no stranger to the stage, nor is he a stranger to the ways of the Trinity Masters. A legacy, he's grown up among brilliant, powerful people and he's more than ready to contribute to the society's noble cause when initiated as a member. However, he is blindsided when he's called to the altar by the Grand Master. First by lust for his arranged partners Charlotte and Vincent. And then by the revelation that the Trinity Masters are under attack, from within, by an insidious faction called the purists.

      At their binding ceremony, Christian, Charlotte and Vincent are given two tasks: study the web of tunnels hidden beneath headquarters and investigate a suspected member of the purists, a fellow Dom in Vincent's clubs. By day Charlotte struggles to make sense of a coded blueprint of the tunnels. By night they investigate the wealthy, powerful Dom, with Vincent guiding his new lovers into the dark and sensual world of BDSM.

      Both tasks lead the new trinity to earth-shaking discoveries. Not just about the purists, but about themselves and their own erotic desires.

    

  


  
    
      This book is dedicated to our loyal fans. Writing this series has been a pleasure thanks to your kind words, encouragement, and pleas for more.

      

      
        To all of you, we simply say…

        Nitimur in Vetitum

        Strive for the forbidden
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      Christian stood outside the door to room A and took a deep breath. This was it. The moment he’d been waiting for, ever since he’d accepted an invitation to join the Trinity Masters when he was eighteen.

      No, he reconsidered. He’d been anticipating it even before then. Raised in a trinity family, he’d known from a very young age that his parents’ relationship was different, unique, even though he hadn’t understood exactly why.

      When he became an adult and he was offered membership to the Trinity Masters as a legacy, he realized just how special his family was. For centuries, the secret society had been working in the background, hidden in the shadows, functioning diligently to see that the United States of America remained strong. That concept had been heady to him at eighteen. And he realized as he stood on the threshold of the first day of the rest of his life, it was no less exciting now.

      Christian grinned, grateful his brother, Sebastian, wasn’t here, wasn’t able to read his thoughts. His younger brother had always accused him of being overly dramatic. Not that Christian would ever apologize for that attribute.

      He glanced down the hallway, wondering who else was waiting in the other rooms. Until the day he died, he was going to be irrevocably tied to these people, their futures intertwined with his.

      Christian couldn’t help but wonder how they would choose to live out their trinity. Would they live like his parents did—a married couple and a single “aunt”? Or would they embrace the threesome lifestyle, living together in a committed triad? In the past that wasn’t an option for members, but society had become much more accepting of alternative lifestyles of late. Nowadays, it wasn’t always necessary for threesomes to hide anymore.

      Glancing at his watch, he realized he was stalling. For better or worse, he had to walk through that door, and then the one beyond. He had to walk up to that altar and pledge his devotion to the two strangers. Christian felt the pangs of what he could only describe as stage fright. He hadn’t experienced that emotion in years.

      “Fuck it,” he muttered as he opened the door.

      The empty dressing room that greeted him was simple, elegant, and a bit underwhelming when he considered the grandeur of the hallway he’d just stepped out of. The Bat Cave, as he and Sebastian jokingly referred to it, of the Trinity Masters never failed to take his breath away. The high, arched ceilings, the marble flooring, the richly woven tapestries, and elegant coloring of the walkways spoke of wealth and prestige. It was befitting of the centuries-old society, one as old as America itself.

      He took off his clothes, internally debating whether or not he should shed his boxer briefs as well. He knew some members chose to go to the altar completely naked beneath their robes, a way of silently expressing to their spouses that they came freely and with nothing to hide. That concept appealed to him greatly.

      An actor, Christian appreciated the subtleties that could be expressed in the unspoken, be it a facial expression, the gesture of a hand or tilt of a head. He’d spent years dreaming of the day he’d walk out not onto the Broadway stage, but onto that bronze medallion set into the floor to say the most important words of his life.

      He took off his boxers and donned the black robe waiting for him. Thanks to his stalling, Christian only had another minute or two to wait before the bell rang, signaling it was time for him to leave the dressing room, not through the door he’d entered by, but a second door, one that led into the heart of the Trinity Masters.

      He had spent the past twenty years of his life standing on countless stages, and he’d experienced more than his fair share of opening-night jitters. The acting bug had bitten him when he was just eight, after he’d landed the much-coveted role of Paul Revere in some silly play his third-grade teacher had penned about the beginning of the American Revolution.

      Since then, he’d played more characters than he could recall. None of those performances held a candle to what he was feeling now. Probably because this time, he couldn’t hide behind a script or stage makeup. This time he was walking out there as himself, pledging his life to two people he’d never even met.

      The bell rang.

      “This is it,” he muttered. And then, he gave himself the same quick pep talk that had gotten him through this initial brief moment of panic before every single performance.

      “You’re Christian Rogers Stewart. You know this character. You know this part. Go own it,” he whispered to himself. Then he opened the door and walked into the altar room.

      The others had beaten him there. Once again he thought of his kid brother. If Sebastian had been present, he would have rolled his eyes and teased him for “making a grand entrance.” Christian never doubted for a single second that Sebastian was proud of him for his accomplishments. But that didn’t mean he didn’t take his role as smartass brother seriously when it came to giving Christian shit for his overly dramatic ways and his sometimes swollen head.

      Sebastian deemed it his God-given duty to keep his big brother humble. Sometimes it worked, sometimes it didn’t. Christian possessed too much Stewart blood, too much pride, and yes, too much ego.

      Not that Christian would apologize for the arrogance that flowed through his veins. In order to survive in his line of work, he had to be able to put it all out there, to act like the biggest and best and the only one for the part. That was how he’d landed leading role after leading role and climbed the ranks in New York theater to claim his spot as one of the most sought-after leading men on Broadway at only twenty-eight. He had landed roles typically played by older, more experienced actors, simply because he was able to project a commanding presence on the stage, one that demanded people sit up and take notice.

      Christian took his place by the altar, claiming his seat as he studied the robes of the others there. The Grand Master—a woman—was seated in the largest chair, adorned in a gorgeous, rich robe that left no doubt of her sex. This woman, the most powerful member of their organization, was surprisingly slight.

      While he was curious as to her identity, his perusal of the Grand Master was brief. He was more interested in the other two people in the circle. One white robe, one black. So he was being betrothed to a man and a woman. Christian grinned.

      Dream. Come. True.

      The Grand Master began the ceremony. “When you joined the Trinity Masters, you made a vow. You pledged your lives to our cause and our way. The time has come for you to meet your partners, your lovers, your spouses. When I call your name, stand and remove your robe.”

      Christian tried to look deeper under the hood of the Grand Master after she spoke. Her voice was familiar, but he was struggling to place it.

      “Christian Rogers Stewart.”

      Well, he thought, here goes everything.

      Christian rose and shrugged off the robe, his face—and everything else—plainly revealed to his partners. He stood still, even as he felt their eyes on him from beneath the hoods of their robes. A million thoughts raced through his mind within the span of a single breath.

      Did they recognize his name?

      Did they find him attractive?

      Were they relieved or disappointed or intrigued or disgusted?

      “Charlotte Mead.”

      Christian didn’t recognize the woman’s name, but as she threw off her own robe, he knew it was one he’d enjoy saying for the rest of his life. Charlotte—brave woman—had opted to bare herself to them as well. She was beautifully made, not super thin, but with round hips and generous breasts. Her hair was a mass of auburn curls that puffed up now that it was no longer contained by the hood. Everything about her spoke of liveliness, energy and, given the slight grin on her face, humor.

      He had been right. So much could be revealed about a person without words. His first impression of his soon-to-be wife was that life would never be dull or sad with her.

      He returned her smile, which grew wider as he winked at her.

      One down.

      Both of them turned their attention to the other man as the Grand Master said, “Vincent Clayton.”

      Vincent removed his robe slowly and Christian sucked in a deep breath—half horror, half ohmyfuckinggod.

      If Christian had ever taken the time to create the perfect man in his mind, it would have been Vincent.

      The man was easily six foot five with the build of a New England Patriots linebacker. He possessed thick, muscular arms and six-pack abs that appeared to be chiseled from the same marble used to fashion the statues of the lions that graced the entrance to the Boston Public Library. His dark-chocolate skin looked silky smooth and soft to the touch, something the clearly alpha male probably wouldn’t appreciate hearing.

      Like Christian and Charlotte, Vincent had come with nothing to hide. Though Christian tried to keep his southerly glance quick, Vincent had caught him checking out his sizable package. The guy didn’t seem concerned that he was functioning at half-mast. Maybe more than half-mast. Hello, Mr. Well Hung.

      Of course, now that Christian had seen his partners, he was experiencing a slight thickening below the waist as well.

      He forced himself to look his new husband in the eye. Unlike Charlotte, Vincent was better at hiding his emotions. Christian didn’t have a clue what Vincent was thinking.

      And then he saw it. Vincent lifted one eyebrow as if to say “well?”

      Christian smiled and Vincent nodded, his dark black eyes softening and one corner of his mouth quirking up.

      Sixty seconds in and Christian was feeling like the luckiest man alive.

      Christian had almost forgotten the Grand Master was there until she spoke once more.

      “You now belong to one another. Stand closer together and hold out your right hands.”

      Vincent thrust his right hand forward, followed by Charlotte. Christian completed the union as he placed his on top. He felt, rather than saw, Charlotte shudder slightly. He felt it too. There was something powerful coursing through him as he held their hands.

      The Grand Master took a long gold chain from around her neck and wrapped it around their hands, binding them together.

      “A trinity marriage isn’t easy, but if you love and trust one another, you will never be alone.”

      Though she didn’t say “you may kiss the bride or husband…or other husband,” Christian got a sense from her quietness, she was giving them time to solidify this bond with a gesture.

      Vincent moved first, using his left hand to cup the back of Charlotte’s neck as he drew her to him. Their kiss was quick, but powerful. The moment Vincent moved away, Christian leaned closer, anxious to kiss their bride as well. He let it linger, wanting this first kiss to be memorable, to prove to Charlotte that he wouldn’t hold back his affection for her. They may be strangers now, but God willing, they would become best friends, lovers and—hopefully—even parents together.

      As their lips parted, Christian hesitated as he glanced in Vincent’s direction. He had a pretty good radar, and everything about Vincent was screaming straight.

      Dammit.

      So he was surprised—no, he was shocked to the very core—when Vincent used that same masculine grip to tug Christian toward him, treating him to the same intense kiss he’d just offered Charlotte. It was a fast, hot, almost glancing touch, but damn if it didn’t pack a punch.

      Christian thought the ceremony had concluded when the Grand Master unwrapped their hands. However, it appeared it wasn’t over yet.

      “Please put your robes back on and have a seat. There is more I must explain.”

      Christian had heard rumors about the binding ceremony for years. He’d even gotten a pretty good description of how it all went down from Sebastian, who had been bound to his partners, Grant and Elle, just a couple of months earlier.

      They quickly donned their robes and returned to their chairs. None of them, except the Grand Master, had their hoods up. Christian was glad to be able to see their faces, to have this chance to study them, before they were released into the wild on their own.

      “As you know, it is customary for there to be an adjustment period after the binding ceremony. In the past, it was a set time limit. However, given some recent developments, the time between your betrothal and your official wedding depends on you.”

      Christian leaned closer, wishing he could see the Grand Master’s face as she spoke. He couldn’t shake the feeling that he knew her. And knew her well. He’d taken enough acting classes to know when someone was speaking naturally versus altering their voice. This woman was trying hard to disguise her true sound.

      “What do you mean, it depends on us?” Vincent asked.

      Christian was grateful they’d put the robes back on. Holy mother of God. Vincent clearly sang baritone. The deep, rich, melodious tone of his voice sent every single drop of blood in Christian’s body to his cock. He shifted in his chair and crossed his legs, praying they’d be here a little while. There was no way he could walk naturally in his current condition.

      “You will be given a task—in your case, two—to complete before the formal wedding ceremony will occur.”

      “What kind of tasks?” Vincent asked. While he suspected his expression mirrored Vincent’s confused look, Charlotte seemed to understand what was going on.

      “You mentioned this at the Winter Gala,” Charlotte said.

      Ah, well that explained it. Christian hadn’t been able to attend due to a performance. Looked like Vincent missed as well.

      The Grand Master nodded. “That’s correct. You are an architect, Ms. Mead. The Trinity Masters have recently acquired a blueprint that depicts a system of tunnels in and around the library and the church. We need you to parse the map and determine which of these tunnels truly exist.”

      Charlotte’s eyes went wide with excitement. “Wicked. Count me in.”

      Christian chuckled, but the sound was cut short when Vincent spoke again.

      “You said there were two tasks?”

      Jesus. The man needed to stop talking or Christian was going to embarrass himself, right here in front of the Grand Master.

      “Yes. The second requires a bit of delicacy. I need you to gather information about Caden Anderson.”

      Christian tilted his head. “What kind of information?”

      The Grand Master had obviously expected the question. “The Andersons are an old, distinguished family. They’ve been members of the Trinity Masters for over a hundred years, and have been trusted by the Grand Masters for many generations.”

      Her words had the ring of a prepared speech or the company line. There was a pregnant pause and then Christian watched her shoulders droop. It was a subtle but, to him, noticeable change in body language. It said “defeat,” “weariness” or maybe even “fear.”  Then she straightened, shoulders back, and again Christian was struck by a sense of familiarity.

      “Obviously,” the Grand Master continued, “we know quite a bit about him, as we do about all our members—”

      “Yeah, that’s not ominous or terrifying,” Charlotte muttered. Given Vincent’s amused glance toward her and the way the Grand Master paused, it was apparent everyone had heard her. Christian bit back a smile.

      “However, there are things we don’t know, and we need to know them. We believe him to be a threat to our organization.”

      Christian’s stomach knotted. A threat to the Trinity Masters?

      “Forgive me, Grand Master,” Vincent said, “but what makes you think we can discover anything about this man that you can’t?”

      The Grand Master drew her hood lower over her face and tucked her hands into the voluminous sleeves, when Christian leaned forward for a closer look. It was her voice. It was driving him nuts. He knew it.

      She attempted to deepen her voice even more, frustrating Christian even more.

      She turned her attention away from him, focusing solely on Vincent. “You and Caden Anderson share similar interests, are members of the same…clubs. You both subscribe to, shall we say, like-minded extracurricular activities.”

      Charlotte’s brow creased. “Extracurricular?”

      The Grand Master’s explanation had obviously cleared things up for Vincent, who nodded and said, “I see.”

      Christian thought he did too. And it only increased the lust he was suffering from in regards to Vincent Clayton.

      “Good. Once you’ve analyzed the blueprint,” she nodded to Charlotte, “and acquired useful information about Caden,” now she nodded at Vincent, “you may proceed to the final binding ceremony. Until then,” she stood, so the rest of them followed suit, “I urge you to use caution. Tell no one of your tasks and protect each other.”

      And on that dire warning, their ceremony had come to an end. The Grand Master left through a door at the back of the room, which left Christian alone with his new trinity for the first time.

      “I suppose we should get dressed,” Vincent said. “I’ll meet you in the hallway in a few minutes.”

      Christian and Charlotte followed, each of them returning to their dressing rooms. Christian put his clothing on quickly, anxious to start the rest of his life. As he did so, he played over the Grand Master’s commands. He couldn’t help but feel like the odd man out. He hadn’t been included in the tasks and he wasn’t sure what to make of that.

      Within ten minutes, they’d met up again. Taking the secret elevator back to the rare books room, they quietly walked through the shelves of ancient tomes, through the Koussevitzky Room, which housed the library of John Adams, and down the dreary, threadbare aisle of the arts section.

      Christian always found it ironic that the arts section was the least appealing place in the entire library. The place needed a serious facelift. The carpet had to be as old as him—maybe older—and it had not weathered that time well.

      As they approached the exit, Christian silently marveled over how much his life had changed in the course of an hour.

      There was a limo double parked outside the library. Drivers honked angrily as they sped around it. While Christian appreciated the gesture, he thought the car was probably overkill. The Boston Park Plaza was less than half a mile away from the library.

      “A limo?” From Charlotte’s tone and expression, he could see she agreed.

      “Should we send the man on his way and walk?” Vincent suggested.

      He and Charlotte nodded, so they dismissed the driver and started for the hotel at a leisurely pace.

      “So…you’re an architect?” Vincent asked, as he clasped hands with Charlotte. Christian observed the touch with interest. Vincent didn’t hesitate to claim Charlotte as his wife. He assumed that possessiveness was part of Vincent’s makeup, part of what made him a Dom.

      Because he was clearly a Dom. It was written in his posture, in his appraising looks, in his quiet, commanding presence.

      Charlotte nodded her head. “I’m a partner in the Needham Jacobs firm.”

      Vincent gave her an assessing look. “Partner? Impressive.”

      Charlotte sighed. “Go ahead and say what you’re thinking. I’m too young to be partner.”

      Vincent shrugged, letting the gesture confirm that was exactly what he believed. “How old are you?”

      “Thirty-two,” she replied easily. “How about you guys?”

      “Thirty-six,” Vincent said.

      Christian looked at him. “Looks like I’m the baby. I’m twenty-eight. What do you do, Vincent?”

      “I’m a financier.”

      “Really? Wall Street?”

      “Is there any other street?” Vincent deadpanned.

      Christian grinned. “You any good at it?”

      “The first billion was hard, but it’s getting easier.”

      Christian and Charlotte laughed. Vincent didn’t.

      “Wait,” Charlotte said. “Are you serious?”

      “I never joke about money.”

      Christian was speechless, but it was becoming more obvious by the minute Charlotte never suffered that same affliction.

      “So we’re rich now?”

      Vincent released her hand, wrapping his arm around her shoulder. “Given your status as a partner in one of the most prestigious architectural firms in Boston, I’d venture to guess you’re rich in your own right. But yeah, we’re loaded.”

      Charlotte snuggled into Vincent’s hold as if she’d always been there. “Cool.”

      Again with the unruffled.

      Christian was struggling to keep up with these two. He’d been accused—at least daily—of wearing his heart of his sleeve. As an actor, he was constantly called on to reveal a wide array of emotions. The problem with that was it was hard for him to stop once he stepped off the stage. Right now, he was finding it extremely difficult not to break out into hysterical laughter.

      “And since we’ve covered the rich part,” Charlotte said, “we can rely on Christian to take care of the famous part.”

      “Fan of Broadway?” Christian asked, pleased to discover she’d heard of him. Being a star of the stage was a far cry from being “Hollywood famous.” Christian Rogers Stewart wasn’t exactly a household name. As such, he was always delighted when someone knew who he was.

      “Absolutely. I love New York. I went to see Hamilton a couple months ago. It was incredible,” Charlotte said.

      Christian raised his hand with a fake wince. “Easy, Charlotte. Too soon.”

      Charlotte, clearly confused, looked at Christian. “Excuse me?”

      Vincent chuckled. “I suspect his reaction might have something to do with the fact that Hamilton swept the Tonys.”

      Christian was pleasantly surprised to learn that both his partners knew not only about his career, but seemed to have an appreciation for Broadway.

      “Oh,” Charlotte grimaced. “Sorry. Were you up for a Tony?”

      Christian laughed. “Damn. Always too soon for that. No, I wasn’t, but one of my costars was.”

      As they approached the hotel, Christian felt his phone buzzing. Glancing at the screen, he discovered the call was from the exact person he wanted to speak to.

      He answered it as they walked through the revolving door of the Park Plaza hotel. Just inside the foyer, he said, “Hold on, Seb.”

      He pulled the phone away from his ear. “Do you two mind going up without me? I promise this won’t take more than a minute.”

      “Take your time,” Vincent said, reclaiming Charlotte’s hand as he led her to the elevator. A keycard to their penthouse suite had been left in each of their dressing rooms.

      “Hey, bro. How did it go?” Sebastian asked when Christian resumed the call.

      “Still early, but first impressions are amazing.”

      Sebastian fell silent for a moment as Christian glanced across the foyer and spotted the bar. Perfect. He needed a drink and some time to wrap his head around everything that just happened.

      “I’m glad. Listen, I need to talk to you,” Sebastian said, as Christian grabbed a stool at the bar and ordered a gin and tonic.

      “Right this minute? I just walked out of the binding ceremony, Seb.”

      “Keep your voice down,” Sebastian admonished. “Where are you?”

      “Park Plaza bar. No one’s around me.”

      “Yeah. This needs to be said now. It has to do with your tasks,” Sebastian said.

      Christian frowned. “What do you know about them?”

      Sebastian hesitated for a moment, and Christian felt a slight pang of alarm.

      “Seb,” he urged.

      “I’m one of the new Grand Master’s counselors.”

      Christian wasn’t sure there was anything his brother could have said that would have shocked him more. Few people even knew that the Grand Master had counselors. Even fewer knew who they were. Christian only knew about them because he was a legacy, and what little he knew was that they were incredibly powerful and dangerous. “Seriously?”

      “Yeah.”

      “We know her.”

      “What?” Sebastian choked. “What are you talking about?”

      “Her voice. It’s really familiar to me. It was driving me nuts during the ceremony. But I couldn’t place it.”

      “She’ll be relieved to know she masked it well enough.”

      Christian groaned. “Fuck. You know shit like this drives me nuts.”

      He expected his brother to laugh, but instead he was greeted by silence.

      “Seb? What’s the deal with these tasks? I don’t remember this ever being part of the binding ceremony. And why didn’t I get one?”

      Sebastian sighed. “First of all, maybe try attending some of the galas. There was a whole announcement about tasks. Second, your task is why I’m calling. The Grand Master just texted to let me know the ceremony was over. I’ve been given permission to fill you in on a bit more of what’s going on, but she’d prefer if you didn’t share what I’m about to tell you with your partners.”

      Christian hated the request the second his brother made it. “That’s a hell of a way to start a marriage.”

      “I know. And believe me, I hate to ask you, but, well, we’re in trouble.”

      “We who?”

      “The Trinity Masters.”

      Christian took a long swig of his gin. Sounded like he was going to need the liquid fortification. “Hit me with it.”

      “We’ve discovered a faction working within the organization. A group we’re calling the purists. They’re working against us.”

      “How?”

      “That’s what we’re trying to figure out. Every step forward is immediately followed by three giant leaps back. The Grand Master,” Sebastian paused, blowing out a long breath, “Juliette—”

      “Are you fucking kidding me? Jules? Of course. Now it makes sense. The voice. You as a counselor.”

      “I had to swear on the life of everyone we love that you could be trusted with that information. You have to take it to your grave. Never, ever speak of it. To anyone. Including your spouses. You understand that, right?”

      Christian was a legacy. He knew exactly how important the anonymity of the Grand Master was. “I’d cut off my own arm before I’d reveal Juliette, Seb.”

      For the first time, he heard the smile in his brother’s voice. “You don’t need to do anything that drastic, but yeah…your response just proves I was right about us trusting you. I’ll be sure Jules knows that.”

      Christian rolled his eyes. “You need to learn a little respect, baby brother. She is the Grand Master.”

      Sebastian sobered up. “I know. And she inherited the leadership at one hell of a time.”

      “How so?”

      “She discovered this rogue group was trying to purify—or cleanse or whatever you want to call it—the organization. Keep out minorities, stuff like that.”

      “You’re kidding me. This isn’t the nineteen fifties, Seb.”

      “No, it’s not, but all this shit started even before that.”

      Christian wasn’t sure how to respond. “This group has been there for decades?”

      “Yeah. And that alone would have been bad enough to deal with, but now we’ve uncovered a series of tunnels underneath the library. There’s stuff down there that shouldn’t be there.”

      “What stuff?”

      “Let’s just say National Treasure kind of stuff. The kind of stuff that could start another World War if it was exposed.”

      “Stolen?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Fuck,” Christian breathed out. “So this task Juliette gave us about the tunnels. What’s that about?”

      “We came into possession of a blueprint that shows a series of tunnels. We need to figure out where they lead and who would have access to them.”

      “What does Caden Anderson have to do with this?”

      “We suspect he may be part of this purist sect. If we can flush him out, maybe we can figure out who the others are.”

      “You realize how crazy all this sounds?” Christian asked, struggling to wrap his head around what he’d learned. “This is the kind of crap that happens in a Dan Brown book. Not in real life.”

      “Says the man who just entered his arranged ménage marriage. Seriously, I said the same thing to Jules when she told me, but I’ve seen too much. Listen, we have reason to believe Caden is dangerous. Very dangerous. There have been some attacks.”

      “On who?”

      “Grant, for one.”

      “Your Grant?”

      “Yeah.”

      “And Devon Asher.”

      “Juliette’s betrothed?” Christian had grown up teasing his surrogate little sister Juliette about how she was like a fairy-tale princess, betrothed at birth. The reality of the betrothal hadn’t done great things for Juliette’s mental well-being, but apparently, she was happily married now. Though now that he thought about it, he was surprised she’d still married Devon if she was the Grand Master. He’d have to get that whole story later.

      “Devon was shot,” Sebastian said.

      Christian’s blood ran cold. “Why can’t I share this with Charlotte and Vincent? If this is going to put them in the line of danger—”

      “You can’t do that, Christian. At least not yet. For one thing, they’ll want to know who told you.”

      “You’re the Grand Master’s counselor and my brother.”

      “It took me quite a bit of talking to get Juliette to allow me to tell you this much. Everything is happening so fast and we don’t know who we can trust. We’re counting on you to keep this secret. Each of us protects Juliette’s identity. And now it’s your job to protect your trinity. Truth is there are already too many people who know she’s the new Grand Master and we’re not making the identity of the counselors public knowledge yet either. Everything so far is being done on a need-to-know basis.”

      Christian drained the rest of his gin, and then asked the question that had been nagging at the back of his head since the ceremony. “Why was I put in this trinity, Seb?”

      “So that I can feed you information that you can use to guide the other two.”

      “I’m a fucking double agent. In my own trinity.”

      “It won’t be the first time that’s happened. Mine started the same. Juliette actually thought Grant was a purist.”

      Christian frowned. “She bound you to him knowing that? Still pissed at you for lying to her, huh?”

      Sebastian and Juliette had been best friends since birth. As such, he’d been forced to tell her a lie about his involvement with the CIA in order to protect her. For years, Juliette had believed Sebastian was an aid worker like her. She had been pissed off—big time—when she’d discovered that not only her best friend, but also her betrothed, Devon, had lied about their true occupations.

      Sebastian groaned. “Yeah, she was. I think she’s getting over that now. Not that she has much choice. She can’t keep hating me for that when Devon told the same damn lies, and she sleeps with him every night.”

      Devon and Juliette had overcome the lies and forged their trinity with another man, Franco.

      Christian blew out a loud breath. “I can’t believe she risked your future that way.”

      “There was a way out. And while I hated every minute of those first few days, it all worked out in the end. I’ve never been happier in my life than I am now with Elle and Grant. Besides, Charlotte and Vincent never need to know. It’s not like you’re working against them. You’re basically our guy on the inside.”

      “Great. Is that all I need to know for now?” Christian was anxious to get upstairs.

      “Juliette wants me to stress the need for caution, Christian. These tasks may seem fairly straightforward and, I don’t know, safe. Believe me when I say none of this comes without danger.”

      “I’ll protect them.”

      He and Sebastian had never had the more traditional older brother/younger brother relationship. Instead, they’d grown up more like best friends. “I know you will. If you find anything out, call me. And I’ll pass along any information we discover as well. Other than that, are you happy with your trinity?”

      Christian grinned. He was. Ridiculously so. “Yeah. I am.”

      “I’m glad. Talk to you soon.”

      Christian disconnected the call, paid his tab and headed for the elevator.

      When Christian entered the penthouse, he found Vincent and Charlotte together on the couch, talking quietly. Apparently, they’d been waiting for him.

      Vincent stood. “Good, you’re back. I’ve been thinking about the tasks we’ve been assigned and I think now is as good a time as any to start.”

      “You mean tonight?” Christian asked.

      Vincent nodded. “I know of a local club where we can begin our investigation of Caden Anderson. I’ve only been there once, but I believe it may be our best bet.”

      “Awesome,” Charlotte said. “I just bought a new pair of kick-ass heels. Perfect for clubbing. I’ll warn you guys now, I love to dance.”

      Christian grinned. “I don’t think he means that kind of club, Charlotte.”

      He couldn’t decide whose comment had caught Vincent more off guard. The fact that Charlotte didn’t catch on about Vincent’s special brand of extracurricular activity, or the fact that Christian had.

      Charlotte frowned until Vincent explained. “It’s a BDSM club.”

      Her eyes went wide. “Oh. Wow. Yeah. So…I have no idea what shoes to wear there.”

      Vincent didn’t appear to smile often, but Christian got the sense that was about to change. It was hard to be around Charlotte and not be amused. She was open and honest and funny.

      “Wear the kick-ass heels,” Christian replied. “They’ll work there too.”

      “Okay.”

      Vincent reached out and took Charlotte’s hand. “You’re okay with going to that kind of club?”

      “Hell yeah. I think it’ll be totally cool. It’s not exactly where I expected to spend my honeymoon, but I think that’s what I like about it most. We’re unique.”

      Christian reached over, dying to touch the mass of curls that seemed to fly around her head like a cloud. “I like your sense of adventure.”

      “Thanks.” She appeared pleased and maybe even a little embarrassed by his compliment. “The shoes are in my apartment.” Charlotte pointed out the window of the penthouse. “Which is right across the street.”

      Christian looked at the ritzy apartment building. Given its primo location in the center of the city, as well as the beautiful balconies, Christian realized Charlotte really was doing well. “Nice digs.”

      Vincent took his cell phone out of his pocket. “Let me make a quick phone call to the club and slip into something more appropriate for our venue tonight, then we can head to your place.” He walked down a short hallway to one of the bedrooms.

      Charlotte answered Christian’s unasked question. “Our suitcases are already here. We appear to have all been assigned a room.”

      “Are you really okay with going to a BDSM club tonight?” Christian asked, trying to decide if Charlotte was a master at hiding her true thoughts or truly as low-key and easygoing as she appeared.

      “Absolutely. I mean it sounds like Vincent is into that, so I think I,” she paused briefly, “we should at least give it a try. We’re about to spend the rest of our lives together. I’d hate to put limits on stuff, not give it all I’ve got. You know what I mean?”

      Christian nodded. “I do.” And then, because he couldn’t resist the temptation, Christian leaned closer and kissed her. He let his lips linger, taking the kiss out of the friendly range and into passionate. Her lips parted and their tongues touched. Charlotte’s hands found their way to his shoulders, her fingers stroking his hair. Christian wanted more as well, so he gripped her hips, tugging her waist closer, letting her feel the erection she’d inspired.

      He had the feeling he was going to have to find a way to adjust to this somewhat permanent hard state. He was knee-deep in lust for his partners and he didn’t see that going away anytime soon.

      Their lips parted though they remained close, studying each other. Charlotte’s bright blue eyes had gone soft as she gave him a shy smile.

      “I was only out of the room a few minutes.”

      Vincent’s voice literally seemed to move the air with its deep, rich vibrations. The man was wasted on Wall Street. Pipes like that were made for the stage.

      They turned to face him. Christian could tell from Vincent’s tone he wasn’t angry. Rather, it appeared his new spouse was suffering from the same intense sexual desires permeating every inch of Christian’s body.

      Charlotte, as always, rolled with it. “You’re wearing that?”

      Vincent nodded as Christian studied the new outfit. Vincent had pulled on a pair of black slacks that he’d paired with a soft black T-shirt that accentuated the man’s muscular arms even more. It was simple, understated. No one would pass him on the street and think Dom.

      However, Christian couldn’t look at him and think of anything else.

      “Did you want to change, Christian?” Charlotte asked.

      Christian had donned a new pair of jeans and a navy-blue button down for his trip to the binding ceremony. In truth, his suitcase didn’t contain anything much different from this. “No. I’m good.”

      Unlike Charlotte, Christian wasn’t a novice when it came to BDSM clubs. He’d visited a few in New York several years earlier when he was researching a role. However, unlike Vincent, Christian hadn’t participated, hadn’t proclaimed himself Dom or sub. Instead, he’d remained on the fringes, watching everything with absolute fascination.

      Vincent walked to the door. “Let’s go get you ready then, Charlotte. I’ve called the club and they are expecting us.”

      “Cool.”

      Once again, Vincent claimed Charlotte’s hand as they crossed the street to her place. And once again, Christian followed, intrigued and somewhat curious about his own role in this new relationship.

      Charlotte gave them a quick tour of her apartment before inviting them to wait for her in the living room.

      Vincent had other plans. “Where are these kick-ass shoes?”

      Charlotte laughed. “My closet.”

      Vincent raised his hand, indicating that Charlotte should lead the way, so she started down the hallway. Christian was still two steps behind.

      Charlotte’s bedroom was as lively as she was. It was decorated with bright colors, the walls covered with so much stuff it was almost an assault on the eyes. Every single item in the room told him who she was. From the Big Bang Theory bobbleheads to the small wooden sign that said, “Kinda pissed about not being a mermaid,” it was obvious Charlotte loved to laugh and that she took delight in basically everything.

      Vincent was standing next to Charlotte’s open closet door as she rummaged around on the floor of it, searching for her shoes.

      “Ta-da,” she said at last, holding up the sexy spiked heels.

      Christian sat on the edge of her bed and wolf-whistled. “Very nice.”

      “Yeah. I bought them on a whim, but I haven’t had a chance to wear them. Mainly because I have nothing that goes with them.” Charlotte flipped through her closet, but it was apparent she’d done the search before and come up empty.

      Vincent took over, sliding article after article of clothing along until he found what he was looking for. “Here.” He handed her a short black skirt.

      “Oh no. Sorry. That’s my ‘maybe someday’ skirt.”

      “Maybe someday?” Vincent asked, confused.

      “As in, maybe someday I’ll lose the ten pounds that need to go before that fits over my fat ass again.”

      Vincent looked at the skirt and then Charlotte’s ass.

      Christian knew the man was thinking the same thing he was. Her booty was perfect just as it was.

      “Put it on.” Vincent’s tone told Charlotte resistance was futile. “With this.” He pulled a silky white blouse from a hanger and handed it to her as well.

      “Okay. Is there a backup plan if this—”

      Vincent interrupted her, his arms crossed. “Put the outfit on, Charlotte. Now.”

      Christian saw Charlotte’s eyes widen at the direct order, not with fear, but with arousal. Christian recognized the look because he was suffering from the same affliction.

      Jesus Christ. Vincent was sex and sin incarnate.

      Charlotte began to unbutton the more practical blouse she’d worn to the binding ceremony. Once she’d shrugged it off, she started to pull on the silky one.

      Vincent stopped her with a raised hand. “Take off your bra.”

      Charlotte’s gaze drifted from Vincent to Christian as she reached behind her to unfasten her bra. It landed on the floor next to her other blouse.

      Vincent took the silk shirt from her, taking over the task of dressing her. Her hand flew up to the second button when Vincent left it undone as if she was contemplating buttoning it.

      Christian could tell she wasn’t used to showing off so much skin, but then her hand lowered. Her hesitation faded quickly and she didn’t resist, demure or complain. Instead, she unbuttoned her slacks and slid them off.

      “Panties?” she asked Vincent with a playful grin.

      Vincent didn’t return her smile. His gaze was too intense. “What do you think?”

      She laughed softly. “No panties. Got it.” She tugged them down, and then wiggled her way into the black skirt. It was definitely a tight fit, but while Charlotte considered that a sign that she needed to lose weight, Christian and Vincent clearly viewed the skirt as something much different. It fit her like a second skin, accenting her curves, tempting a man to touch, to stroke.

      “You look beautiful, Charlotte,” Christian murmured.

      She walked toward him with her shoes, dropping down next to him on the mattress to strap them on. Christian took them from her and slid off the bed to kneel on the floor. He propped one bare leg on his bent knee and slid her shoe on, buckling it in place. Then he repeated the motion with the other foot. He could feel Charlotte watching him, heard her breathing deepen until each exhale was almost a sigh.

      Vincent’s presence behind him was like the heat of a fire, licking against his exposed skin with heat and danger.

      Once her shoes were on, Christian returned to sitting on the bed. Charlotte blew out a breath, then stood and spun in a circle.

      “Club worthy?” she asked, her lighthearted tone working in opposition to the anxiety Christian felt.

      It was obvious what roles Vincent and Charlotte would play tonight. But where did he fit in?

      Vincent lifted his hand to cup Charlotte’s cheek possessively. “Tonight isn’t a game, beauty.”

      Charlotte’s smile faded, but her spirit wasn’t dimmed. “Maybe you should give me an overview, explain some of the rules.”

      “You’re going to be my sub. If I tell you to do something, you will obey without question.”

      Charlotte was obviously intrigued. “Give me an example of what you might ask me to do.”

      Vincent paused, considering. Christian held his breath as he waited to hear the request. “Kneel.”

      Charlotte started to drop down, but Vincent stopped her with a firm grip on her upper arm. He was clearly pleased by her quick response, and Christian was grateful Vincent’s attention was locked on Charlotte. It prevented the man from seeing that Christian had stirred. That he’d nearly gone to his knees on the floor as well.

      “Very good, beauty. If I ask you to do something that makes you uncomfortable or that causes you more pain than you can bear, I want you to say Boston. That will be your safe word. That is the only word that will make me cease. Saying ‘no’ or ‘stop’ won’t work. Do you understand?”

      Charlotte nodded.

      “I practice Risk Aware, not Safe, Sane, Consensual.”

      Christian’s body stirred. From what he’d learned, there were some in the BDSM community who considered it irresponsibly naïve to label BDSM play—which had the possibility to be both emotionally and physically dangerous—as “Safe, Sane, Consensual.” They played using “Risk Aware Consensual Kink,” which they called “RACK.” Charlotte and Christian both nodded, though Christian doubted that Charlotte had any idea what Vincent meant.

      Christian had held his tongue as long as he could. With each passing moment, he was feeling more and more like an outsider. He didn’t like it.

      “And what role will I be playing tonight?” he asked.

      “Role?” Vincent didn’t appear to like Christian’s term. “You heard me say tonight won’t be a game?”

      Christian jerked his head up and down just once. “Yes, but—”

      “Regardless of our reason for going to that club tonight, what we do there will be real.”

      Christian struggled to catch a breath; his chest tight with longing tinged with just a tad too much worry. “That still doesn’t answer my question.”

      Vincent never missed a beat. “You want to know where you’ll be?”

      Christian nodded.

      “You’ll be on your knees next to Charlotte.”
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      Charlotte appreciated the fact that both Vincent and Christian were flanking her, holding her hands. She’d lived in Boston her entire life and never had a clue that places like this existed in the city. Obviously, she knew what BDSM was, but it wasn’t something she’d ever seriously considered trying.

      She hated to confess it to Vincent and Christian, but the truth of the matter was she was a vanilla girl. Which in hindsight was probably a shortsighted take on sex, considering she knew she was going to eventually live her life in a triad.

      She probably should have indulged in more adventurous sex before reaching this point. Kissed a girl in college or experimented with bondage or…well, something. Anything. Instead, she’d dated a long string of very nice guys who’d rocked her world with nothing more scandalous than doggie style.

      She was an idiot.

      “Relax, Charlotte,” Vincent murmured. “I’m not going to chain you to the St. Andrew’s cross and whip you straight away.”

      Christian chuckled, but Charlotte was too hung up on the words chain and whip. Her normal “try anything” attitude had turned tail and was making a hasty retreat, leaving her an increasingly worried ball of nerves.

      The club was located in a small brick building not terribly far from her condo. There was no business name on the front, just large brass numbers mounted above the door, marking the address. Vincent pressed the buzzer by the door and said simply, “Basement.”

      The door clicked open and he held it for her. The tiny lobby was normal enough, with a single elevator with a gold door, marble floors, and some elegant woodwork. Charlotte studied the elevator, mentally removing it, taking the architecture back to what it would have been before the modernization.

      A middle-aged man in a black jacket sat behind a small reception desk to the right of the door. He checked Vincent’s ID, and she had a moment to worry—there wasn’t exactly room for a wallet in this outfit—but the receptionist didn’t ask her for anything. Instead he nodded and there was another click. A section of wall on their left, directly across from reception, popped open an inch.

      A hidden door? That was so cool.

      Vincent opened the door, revealing a small staircase. It was probably remnants of the original servant’s stairs. She peered at it, professionally interested, but when Christian came in after her, bumping against her, she jolted back to the moment. She was about to go down a dimly lit staircase into a sex club with two men who were virtually strangers.

      “I don’t think—” she whispered.

      Vincent stopped walking and turned to look at her. He put both hands on her cheeks, forcing her to look up—way up—at his face, his actions cutting her words off.

      The man was fucking beautiful, in a seriously scary way. Charlotte had no idea how those two things went together, but she’d been fighting off the urge to touch herself since Vincent had shrugged off his robe in the altar room. He towered over her by at least a foot and even though she knew she needed to lose weight, she felt almost petite standing next to Vincent.

      “I was kidding about the whip, beauty. We’re here for two reasons. To see if we can discover any information about Caden Anderson, and to see if you and Christian might like to explore some facets of BDSM with me. If you hate everything about it, it will be taken off the table.”

      “Okay.” His words had gone a long way toward easing her fears.

      “It’s our honeymoon,” Christian added. “Our chance to learn about each other.”

      While her attraction to Vincent was based on pure animalistic need, she was just as drawn to Christian. But for different reasons.

      Like Vincent, Christian was extremely handsome, and while he wasn’t as tall or as broad, he still had a few inches on her. However, Christian lured her to him not with intensity, but with his quick wit and easy laugh. He also had a presence. Maybe it was charisma, maybe it was natural charm, but whatever it was, it made her want to be near him, to bask in that reflected glow. When he’d winked at her in the altar room, she had known instantly that this man was her kindred spirit.

      “I’d like that,” she admitted. “So what’s first?”

      “There’s a bar,” Vincent said. “Let’s put out some feelers for Caden.”

      Charlotte minced down the stairs. With Vincent in front of her and Christian behind, she felt both protected and trapped.

      At the bottom was a small coatroom on one side and a mini sex toy shop on the other. Charlotte gaped at it. The space no bigger than a linen closet was packed with plastic-packaged sex toys. There was a small cashbox sitting on a shelf. Apparently, it was a mini sex shop that ran on the honor system.

      Vincent looked over the toys, then at her. Charlotte fought down her panicked arousal—who knew that was even possible?—and looked at the coat closet instead. But there weren’t just coats there. There were whole outfits. Meaning the people inside were naked.

      Directly in front of them was a heavy black velvet drape in place of a doorway. As Charlotte listened, she heard the smack of flesh on flesh.

      Vincent caught her hand and pulled back the curtain. He led them into the club. To her relief it looked like any club she’d ever been in—a few low couches, two cocktail tables, and then an elegant oak bar. She tried to concentrate on where she was walking, but her attention was continually drawn to the other people around them. She’d never seen so much black leather in her life. No naked people. Yet.

      Vincent took a seat at the bar, while Christian claimed the stool on his right. She started toward the one to Vincent’s left, but he stopped her, dragging her to stand between his outstretched legs. Christian was facing them, so his parted thighs completely caged her in.

      Charlotte stood facing the bar, grateful to have the high counter to lean on. Both men were sitting close enough that she could feel the heat of their bodies. Vincent’s hand found its way to her ass, where he gently stroked it. She felt a bit like a beloved kitten. It was almost enough to make her want to purr, and it eased the anxiety that had been knotting her stomach.

      So far, Christian was keeping his hands to himself. Mercifully. If he touched her, she would be a goner. She’d never indulged in PDA, keeping all the sexual stuff behind closed doors. However, tonight, that rule had vanished. If Vincent told her to take her clothes off right here, she was convinced—and sort of mortified by the fact—that she wouldn’t hesitate to obey.

      What the hell did that mean?

      “What can I get you?” the bartender asked.

      Vincent answered for all of them. “I’ll have a Scotch and water. My companions will have sodas.”

      The bartender walked away to prepare their drinks.

      “I think I need something stronger. Maybe a margarita or a daiquiri,” Charlotte said.

      Vincent squeezed her ass warningly. “No. Not tonight.” Then he looked over at Christian, who’d been uncharacteristically quiet. “You’re free to touch her, Christian.”

      Christian’s eyes darkened with desire, and she shivered when she felt his hand drift beneath her skirt to caress the inside of her thigh.

      “You were waiting for permission?” she asked Christian.

      “Yes,” he murmured in her ear.

      “I seriously need a margarita,” she repeated.

      Christian grinned. “You’ll get the hang of it.”

      The bartender returned with their drinks, striking up a conversation. “You three local or in Boston visiting?”

      Vincent took a sip of his Scotch. “I’m in town on business. Thought I’d combine the work with pleasure.”

      “I see.” The bartender gave them a friendly smile. “Well, you’ve come to the right place.”

      “A friend recommended it to me. Perhaps you know him? Caden Anderson?” Vincent asked.

      The bartender’s grin faded slightly. “I know Master Anderson.”

      “I was hoping to connect with him while I’m in town. Is he here tonight by any chance?”

      The bartender shook his head. “No. I haven’t seen him or his sub here in months.”

      “Oh yes, his sub.” Vincent frowned as if thinking. “I can never remember her name.”

      “I don’t think anyone knows her real name. He only calls her Darling.”

      Vincent snapped his fingers, pretending that was the answer he’d been searching for. “That’s it. Darling.”

      Charlotte was impressed with Vincent’s undercover skills.

      “I’m sorry to hear they aren’t here,” Vincent continued. “I’ve been trying to meet up with him for a while now, catch up, reminisce.”

      “Are you and Master Anderson good friends?”

      Vincent shrugged. “I think it would be more accurate to call us good acquaintances.”

      The bartender nodded. “That makes more sense.”

      “Excuse me?” Vincent asked.

      “It’s just I’ve never seen Master Anderson mingle with anyone. He and Darling stay to themselves, and their scenes…”

      “Yes. Their scenes…” Vincent said, as if he knew what the man was referring to.

      Apparently, the bartender bought the act. “They’re some of the most intense I’ve ever seen. Always made me think those rumors about him were true.”

      “Rumors?”

      The bartender leaned closer. “I don’t like to tell tales.” Charlotte just barely refrained from rolling her eyes. It was obvious the guy loved to spread gossip.

      “I can assure you what you say will stay between us,” Vincent reassured him.

      “Well, I’ve heard that he and his sub are related somehow. And that their parents trained them in the lifestyle when they were just teenagers.”

      Charlotte gasped then quickly closed her mouth, hoping her response didn’t discourage the bartender from continuing.

      Vincent spoke quickly to keep the conversation rolling. “They trained Caden to be a Dom?”

      “Yep. And Darling to be submissive.”

      The bartender obviously liked the shock factor of his story, so he lowered his voice and added more. “The rumors I’ve heard said that when Master Anderson was fifteen, he was taken to an apartment where his father kept his submissive, and he ordered her to service his son. Can you imagine? I always figured the poor kid, being a teenage boy, enjoyed it as much as he was horrified by it. I know I would be. Anyway, apparently he left the apartment thinking it was a one-time event, but it was actually the first day of his training. His father and some other Dom, who was a friend of the father, hauled him down to that apartment on a regular basis, where he was given literal hands-on demonstrations on how to be a master.”

      Jesus. Charlotte tried to let that soak in. Whatever tenuous understanding Caden would have had as to how relationships between men and women were supposed to work would have been lost in the face of that perversion. She was starting to feel sorry for Caden Anderson.

      The bartender was clearly enjoying his audience. “I figure the guy never had a chance of being normal. He was born with the proverbial silver spoon in his mouth, sent to the best schools, given every advantage. He was expected to become some sort of tech mogul. Is that how you know him or did you meet at the clubs?”

      “A bit of both,” Vincent lied.

      Charlotte realized that being raised with such high expectations would be enough pressure for anyone, but to think that he was also raised to be a Dominant was too disturbing to consider. Caden never had a chance.

      The bartender looked at Vincent. “Did you ever meet his brother? Because apparently the father trained both his sons to be Doms.”

      “Caden has a brother?” Vincent shook his head. “I never knew that.”

      “I doubt very many people do. That’s why I asked. According to a few of the Doms here, the brother, Weston, disappeared years ago. Vanished without a trace.”

      “That’s terrible,” Charlotte said.

      Vincent shot her a sharp look and she quickly looked down. She should have asked him for more instruction on exactly what she could and couldn’t do at this club. It was obvious submissives were supposed to be seen and not heard, but that was going to be damn hard for her. She had a bad habit of speaking first, thinking later.

      “I have a paddle back here if you’d like to borrow it,” the bartender said cheerfully.

      Charlotte bit hard on her lip to hold in all the noises she wanted to make.

      “Maybe later.” Vincent cracked his hand across her ass in a firm spank that had Charlotte yelping and leaning against the bar. “Control her,” he ordered Christian.

      The bartender hummed in approval as Christian grabbed both of Charlotte’s wrists and pulled them behind her back.

      “I’m sorry to hear about his brother,” Vincent said, trying to bring them back on topic.

      “Master Anderson is as hard and cruel a master as any, but I always got a sense that he really loves Darling, even as he tortures her.”

      Charlotte shuddered at the word torture. When Vincent had said they were coming to the club, she’d been excited about seeing it. When he’d spanked her, a quick thrill had gone through her. After hearing about Caden and Darling, her enthusiasm had dimmed, though the way Christian was holding her, controlling her, was keeping her from shaking the arousal entirely.

      Vincent must have noticed. “Thanks very much for your time.”

      The bartender understood he was being dismissed. “I hope you and your subs have a good time tonight. Let me know if you need anything more, Master…”

      “Clayton,” Vincent supplied.

      The bartender nodded and drifted away.

      “People never fail to surprise me,” Christian said. He’d been silent throughout the entire conversation. “Anderson’s parents sound like twisted fucks. Can you imagine training teenage boys to be Doms?” He released Charlotte’s wrists, but kept one of her hands, rubbing the hollow of her palm with his thumb.

      “Or a young girl to be submissive,” Charlotte added.

      Vincent ran a comforting hand down her back. “Most people learn about kinks when they’re in their teens or twenties. They match up these vague feelings they’ve had their whole life with an adult kink that makes sense to them.”

      “Is that what it was like for you?” she asked.

      Vincent nodded.

      She bit her lip, and then said the one word her mind wouldn’t let go of. “Torture?”

      “That’s how Caden and Darling play. It wouldn’t be like that between us.”

      Charlotte nodded, trying to find comfort in his words. In truth, everything between them was far too new. Apart from a couple kisses and a bit of touching, she knew nothing about her new soon-to-be lovers.

      “Do you want to stay, Charlotte? Or go back to the penthouse?” Vincent was giving her a choice. The opportunity to put them back on a path she was more familiar, more comfortable with.

      “We can stay a little longer.” She had to fight to sound enthusiastic about it. This lifestyle and places like this were important to Vincent. She wanted to learn more, in hopes that she could understand it.

      It didn’t look like her nonchalant response fooled either man.

      “Are you sure?” Vincent pressed.

      She nodded. “I haven’t seen anything yet. We should look around.”

      Christian stood and took her hand. “Maybe we should limit tonight to just a tour.”

      She was ruining their first night together. Prior to hearing the bartender’s story about Caden and Darling, she had been excited about being here, about experimenting. Somehow, she needed to find her way back to that.

      She squeezed Christian’s hand. “Let’s don’t set limits.”

      Charlotte was relieved when the same affable, friendly smile she had already grown far too fond of reappeared. However, a quick glance at Vincent proved he wasn’t as convinced they should remain.

      “Shall we?” she said, lifting her free hand.

      He claimed it and they walked through the bar—which served as a last gasp of normality—and down a long hallway toward the sound of music. For a moment, it felt as if they were going to a dance club. Then she walked into the room.

      “Oh my God,” she muttered.

      Though the music was thumping loudly, both men heard her exclamation. She wasn’t sure what this room was, but it was no dance club.

      Various pieces of equipment were scattered throughout, most in use, which was a good and bad thing.

      It was good because Charlotte didn’t have to guess what the furniture was used for. It was bad because Charlotte didn’t have to guess what any of it was used for. She’d always prided herself on a pretty vivid imagination that had served her well in her architectural designs. Apparently, she wasn’t as creative as she’d thought.

      A naked woman was tied facedown over a spanking bench as a shirtless man paddled her very red bottom. She spotted what was no doubt the St. Andrew’s cross Vincent had mentioned earlier, which looked like a large X. It was being used exactly how he’d teased her, only there was a man strapped to it while a woman wielded the whip.

      There was a man in a chair being pleasured by two women on their knees in front of him. A man demonstrating some sort of rope bondage to a crowd of five or six couples. The woman he was demonstrating on hung four feet off the floor, her body twisting slightly. And a woman riding some man around as if he were a horse.

      It was system overload.

      “Holy shit.” Her gaze continued to bounce from one tableau to the next, but she never let herself look at Christian or Vincent. She was too afraid. Too afraid they’d see something she would prefer to hide until she reclaimed her bearings.

      “We need to leave,” Christian said.

      Charlotte frowned. “What?”

      Vincent nodded. “Agreed.”

      Before she could question them or put up a fuss, both men had wrapped their arms around her—Vincent claimed her waist, Christian her shoulders—and they strong-armed her toward the exit. Christian jerked a phone from his pocket and put in a request for a car.

      “Wait,” she said in vain as Christian flagged down their car and opened the back door. Before she knew it, they were on their way back to the penthouse.

      “Are you okay?” Vincent asked.

      She nodded, still flummoxed by their rapid escape. “I’m fine.”

      Her answer didn’t bring Vincent any comfort. He was holding himself too tensely. “It was too soon for me to take you there.”

      “Vincent. What was your plan if you had been put in a trinity with two people who weren’t into that…um…” She waved her hand toward the club they’d left behind. She settled for simplicity. “Into that?”

      He didn’t answer immediately. Which basically gave her the answer.

      “You would have gone without them, found someone else to satisfy those needs.” Charlotte needed to keep her voice down since the driver had to be wondering what they were talking about, but she was too wound up.

      “That was before I met you and Christian. I won’t cheat on either of you, Charlotte. I promise you.”

      “Why did you drag me out of there?” she asked.

      “You were clearly upset.”

      “What?”

      Christian nodded. “Yeah. I get it, Charlotte. The first time I went to a club, I had to work overtime not to freak out at everything I saw.”

      “You’ve been to a club before?” Charlotte was shocked. For some reason, she had thought Christian was like her. Aware of BDSM, but not a practicing member.

      “I was researching a role. I only observed. I didn’t take part.”

      “Oh.” She was relieved by his answer.

      Vincent wasn’t. “You didn’t want to take part?”

      Christian shook his head. “No. Not back then.”

      “And now?” Vincent pressed.

      Christian looked at them. Charlotte was amazed by how clearly his emotions were reflected through just his eyes.

      “I gotta ask you something, Vincent. Because I can’t figure it out on my own. Are you straight? Or bi?”

      Vincent leaned back against the seat and rubbed his chin. “I’m afraid there’s not a simple answer to that question.”

      Charlotte frowned. “Um. Yes, there is.”

      Vincent chuckled, the sound too rusty for her liking. “I was straight.”

      “Was?” Christian asked.

      Vincent sighed as he looked out the window. “I don’t want to have this conversation in the car.”

      Christian looked like he wanted to press the point, but Charlotte agreed. They’d jumped at least twenty steps by going to the BDSM club tonight before talking about the dynamics of their relationship. Shit. If you considered they were strangers before this morning, they’d probably jumped closer to a hundred steps.

      Silence fell. Charlotte was grateful for the time to mentally prepare for everything that needed to be said tonight. She also needed the time to calm down. Despite everything, it was still their honeymoon. Were they going to consummate it tonight? Or would they wait? What the hell did Vincent mean when he said he was straight, like that was past tense now? And how would Christian and Vincent react when she told them she wasn’t freaked out or upset by what she’d seen in the club?

      She’d been more turned on than she’d ever been in her life.

      They pulled up in front of the hotel. Vincent helped her out of the car and for the second time today, she walked into the Boston Park Plaza hotel with her two men.

      Her men.

      As soon as they entered the penthouse, Christian was ready to pick up exactly where they’d left off. “What did you mean when you said you were straight?”

      Vincent countered with his own question. “You’re bi, aren’t you?”

      “Yeah,” Christian admitted, not that Charlotte was surprised by that detail. She’d seen him checking out Vincent in the altar room.

      “You’re attracted to me?”

      Christian shrugged as if embarrassed. “Yeah. I am.”

      “You want me to fuck you?”

      Charlotte sucked in some much-needed air. She’d spent the last few hours riding one wave of emotion after another. She was starting to get light-headed. Then she remembered they hadn’t eaten.

      “Maybe we should order room service,” she interjected when Christian didn’t reply.

      Neither man looked in her direction.

      “We will in a minute,” Vincent said to her, even though his eyes were glued to Christian’s face. “Answer me.”

      “I want you to fuck me.”

      Vincent nodded. “Then I stand by what I said. I was straight.”

      “So you’re going to swing the other way? Just like that?”

      “Yeah,” Vincent said. “Just like that. Because I’m attracted to you too.”

      Christian didn’t appear to have an answer to that. Both men continued to look at each other until the silence hovered just a moment too long. The air in the room had gone heavy—with tension and, holy mother, desire.

      Charlotte realized it was up to her to break through it. “So…can I watch?”

      Christian laughed. Loudly. And then, so did Vincent.

      “God, beauty,” Vincent said, reaching for her. She snuggled against his chest as he wrapped her up in a soft, warm hug.

      Christian sat down on the couch and reached for the room service menu. “Wish you hadn’t mentioned food, Charlotte. Because I’m suddenly starving.”

      “Me too,” she said as Vincent released her. “We forgot about dinner.”

      “That’s my fault,” Vincent said. “I was so anxious to get the Caden Anderson part of our task over, I failed to realize we needed time to talk, to get to know each other.”

      Christian called and placed their order and then the three of them settled in the sitting area of the large penthouse. She and Christian had each claimed opposite corners of the couch, while Vincent sat in an overstuffed chair across from them.

      “It sounds like we’re going to have to remain in Boston for a little while so Charlotte can study the blueprint of those tunnels,” Vincent said. “I can do my work from here, but what does that mean for you, Christian?”

      “My last play just wrapped up and I was going to treat myself to a month off. I can spend that time here as easily as New York.”

      “That works for now, but you both have to go back to New York eventually, right?” she asked.

      Vincent nodded. “Yes. I need to be in New York.”

      “You know I do,” Christian confirmed. “I realize Boston has a theater district, but…it’s not Broadway.”

      Charlotte sighed. She had prepared herself for this, realized that once her trinity was formed there was a good chance she would have to relocate, move to be with her spouses. In truth, she loved New York, and she had been toying with the idea of starting her own firm. What better place to strike out on her own than in the Big Apple? “I can be an architect anywhere.”

      “So once we’ve finished our tasks, we’ll move to New York,” Vincent said. “I have a penthouse apartment on Park Avenue that’s more than big enough for the three of us. In fact, I bought it with my future trinity in mind. Five bedrooms, five baths, a rooftop terrace and pool. I think you’ll like it there.”

      “You have a penthouse on Park Avenue?” Christian asked. “And here I was thinking myself lord of the manor in my two-bedroom flat in Greenwich Village.”

      Vincent grinned. “I’m not moving to the Village.”

      “Snob,” Christian teased.

      The food arrived and they continued to talk as they ate—about where they grew up, went to school, their college days, and work. Charlotte was enthralled by Christian’s stories about some of the crazier things that had happened backstage. And neither she nor Christian had been surprised to learn Vincent had played football in college.

      Christian explained how his legal name was actually the reverse of his stage name. While Sebastian’s parents were legally married, Christian and his sister Chelsea were born from their father’s trinity union with their mother. No one in his ordinary life even realized he knew his real father. His friends assumed his mom was a single mother who had moved in with her sister and her husband and raised her children with their help.

      His birth certificate said Christian Stewart Rogers, but Christian had always wanted to carry his father’s name. So when it came time to pick a stage name, he reversed his middle and last names. Christian Rogers became Christian Stewart. His father had been touched by it, honored that Christian felt so strongly about carrying his name.

      While Christian had been a legacy, she and Vincent had been recruited for membership in the Trinity Masters shortly after they’d started their careers. Since joining, Charlotte had learned that her great-great-grandparents had been members of the secret society, but apparently, their offspring hadn’t lived up to the Grand Master’s expectations, so neither the son nor the daughter had been invited to join. At that point, her family’s association with the Trinity Masters had ended and, as far as Charlotte knew, neither her parents nor her grandparents even realized the secret society existed.

      “So that whole legacy thing skipped several generations in your family?” Vincent asked, after revealing he’d always found the whole legacy aspect of membership confusing.

      “Yeah. Apparently. The only reason I know about my ancestors’ involvement at all is because of the Grand Master—the previous one who was in charge before the woman took over. He gave me a letter that had been written by my great great—maybe another great—grandfather back in the eighteen hundreds.  He was instrumental in building the Trinity Masters’ headquarters beneath the library. The Grand Master thought I might be interested to learn that.”

      Christian was clearly impressed. “Another architect? Must run in your family.”

      “If it does, it skipped as many generations as our Trinity Masters membership. But I thought the information was cool, so I started doing some digging into my family tree. Did you know I’m related—very distantly—to Rutherford B. Hayes?”

      “How about that? Any political aspirations?”

      Charlotte winced. “Good God, no. Life under a microscope has never appealed to me. Anyway, I found out that my ancestor and his best friend, who I’m pretty sure must have been the third in the trinity, were both architects. My great-great-grandfather worked on the library construction, while his friend designed changes that were made to Trinity Church at that same time.”

      “Who were they married to?” Vincent asked.

      “My grandma times two or three greats, Annie. She was a poet.  I found a whole box of her books in my grandma’s attic last summer. Grandma gave them to me.”

      “Were her poems any good?” Christian asked.

      Charlotte shrugged. “I have to admit I haven’t read any of them. I’m a numbers gal. Poetry bores me to tears. Would you want to read some of it?”

      Christian nodded. “I’d love to. I used to dabble in poetry myself.”

      Vincent crinkled his nose. “I’m going to side with Charlotte on this. Give me a spreadsheet of numbers over flowery words any day.”

      Charlotte stifled a yawn and glanced down at her phone. “Midnight?”

      Christian appeared as surprised as her. “Seriously? Wow. We’ve been talking for hours.”

      Vincent rose. “Perhaps it’s time we went to bed.”

      “Alone?” Charlotte asked, failing miserably to mask her disappointment.

      Christian grinned as Vincent shook his head. “No, Charlotte. Not alone.”

      She blew out a relieved breath, but made no move to rise from the couch. Vincent waited for a few moments, and then reclaimed his seat. “I suppose sex is something we need to discuss as well. Charlotte, I know you were uncomfortable in the club earlier, but—”

      “I wasn’t uncomfortable,” she interjected. “I was shocked at first, but nothing I saw there bothered me.”

      Vincent frowned. “But I thought—”

      “You both yanked me out of there before I could tell you that. Truth of it is…I thought a lot of that looked really hot.”

      Christian reached over and took her hand. “So you’d be willing to go back sometime?”

      She nodded. “Yeah, but maybe next time we could play a little bit as well.”

      “Remind me to write a thank you note to the Grand Master tomorrow,” Christian joked.

      “I’ll sign it too,” Vincent said, his gaze still locked on Charlotte’s face. She thought perhaps he was looking for some sign that she was lying or maybe even talking in her sleep.

      “So it’s settled. We’ll explore the whole BDSM thing.”

      “Yes, we will,” Vincent agreed. “But not tonight. Tonight will be…”

      “Difficult, taxing, uncomfortable?” Christian offered words, but Vincent didn’t latch on to any of them.

      “I was going to say exciting enough as it is. We have all night to explore, to experiment, to learn each other’s bodies. I think the best way to do that is to keep it simple.”

      “No frills,” Charlotte added with a grin. “And the two of you?”

      “Will touch,” Christian said quickly, “but not fuck. Not yet. I…I think…”

      Vincent and Christian looked at each other, clearly speaking some language Charlotte didn’t understand. In the end, Vincent smiled then quickly nodded his head.

      When he stood again, he reached out to both of them. Charlotte accepted one of his proffered hands and Christian the other, as they walked to the master bedroom together.

      Charlotte realized it was way too soon, but these men were working fast and furiously at claiming her heart.

      She was already falling hard.
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      Vincent walked into the bedroom, feeling like the most blessed man on the planet. His mother had always proclaimed he lived under a lucky star, but he’d never felt the truth of those words until this moment.

      Growing up in Chicago and the son of a single mother, he’d watched as Mom worked three jobs to keep food on the table, to make sure he and his two brothers never went without what they needed. She preached about education, about getting a high school diploma and finding a career that you loved rather than a job you needed to pay the bills.

      He’d listened, excelling on the football field while earning straight A’s. He was determined to be the whole ticket, not leaving anything to chance when it came to getting a college scholarship. It had worked. He’d gotten a full ride to Notre Dame.

      For his entire life, he’d waged an invisible battle against anyone who didn’t think he had what it took to be successful, to make something of himself. Most of the time people didn’t even know they were at war. Someone would make a comment in passing, share some belief that he couldn’t do something—be it breaking the rushing record at his school or graduating Magna Cum Laude or making it on Wall Street. The second the bar was set, he attacked the goal with everything he had.

      Tonight didn’t feel like a challenge. Actually, nothing about today had been hard. For the first time in his life, Vincent felt as if he’d been given the world on a platter and he hadn’t had to do one damn thing to earn it.

      Charlotte and Christian were walking into this bedroom the same way they’d walked into the altar room, without question or reservation. He’d never met people like them. They were open, funny, easygoing and not the slightest bit intimidated by him. Perhaps that was the part that was resonating with him the most. He’d lived too much of his life dealing with people who were wary or downright scared of him. When he was in junior high, he’d tried to diminish those looks with humor.

      However, as he got older, his tactics changed. Vincent used his large frame, his serious expression, his deep voice and his commanding presence to bend people to his will, be it lovers, business associates or the competition.

      He’d laughed more today than he had in the last twenty years put together. And he liked it.

      Charlotte walked over to the bed and hopped into the center of it with a light laugh, bouncing on the mattress like a two-year-old child. She seemed to take delight in everything, and her joy was contagious.

      Christian knelt on the edge of the bed and reached for her. One second there was laughter, the next kissing.

      Vincent stood at the foot of the bed and watched them for a few minutes. Neither of his lovers had forgotten his presence, and in some ways, Vincent felt as if these kisses were meant for him as much as them.

      He took a deep breath and considered his next move. He’d told them they would keep it simple tonight. And he intended to follow through on that. However, there were parts of him too deeply ingrained to ignore.

      Bondage and spankings could wait, but that didn’t change who he was at the core. Who he would be to them.

      “Take off her blouse, Christian.”

      It was a simple command, but with those five words, Vincent made it clear he would run the show.

      Christian glanced up at him briefly. Vincent held his breath, wondering if the other man would fight him for control. Christian wasn’t a natural submissive. In fact, in any other relationship, he suspected it would be Christian in charge. He commanded the attention of theatergoers with his larger-than-life stage presence.

      Vincent hadn’t admitted it to Christian, but he’d seen him perform once. He had box seats, though more often than not he gave the tickets away to colleagues or friends. That night he had wanted to see Les Misérables. In his opinion, Christian had stolen the show as Javert. Much older actors typically played the part, but Vincent understood instantly why the show’s director had chosen Christian for the part. He brought something unique to the role, something so spectacular Vincent had found it difficult to concentrate on the rest of the play.

      He’d spent the night spellbound by Christian Stewart. And when that handsome man had thrown back his hood in the altar room, every preconceived notion Vincent had had in regards to how his trinity would exist flew out the window.

      Neither of them spoke as Vincent waited patiently for Christian’s response. God help him if Christian refused.

      Finally, after several eons had passed, Christian turned his attention to Charlotte, unbuttoning her blouse, and then sliding it off.

      Then, Vincent had to grip the bedpost to remain upright when Christian looked at him once more, awaiting the next command.

      “Take off your shirt.”

      Christian had peeled off the button-down shirt he’d worn to the club shortly after dinner, leaving him in a simple black T-shirt that had made it necessary for Vincent to readjust his slacks to accommodate his hard-on.

      Christian’s shirt joined Charlotte’s on the floor, and their lovely lady wasted no time sampling the goods. She ran her hands over Christian’s washboard abs, then lifted her head to place a kiss on each of his nipples.

      Vincent hadn’t given her permission to touch Christian. Here he’d thought Christian would be the reluctant sub.

      “Charlotte,” Vincent said, infusing as much warning into his tone as possible.

      She glanced over at him with a sexy grin. “Why are you so far away?”

      It took all the strength in his body not to laugh.

      Well, at least he had one sub.

      Vincent pulled off his own shirt, and then he added his pants and briefs to the pile as his lovers sat up and watched. There was something very heady about their obvious appreciation.

      Once he was naked, he stood, hands on hips. “Your turn. Be quick about it.”

      Christian rose from the bed, stripping the rest of his clothing off with haste. Meanwhile, Charlotte fought to wriggle off the skirt while lying on her back. Twice, she grumbled, “I told you it was too tight.”

      He and Christian watched, enjoying the way her breasts bounced with her exertions.

      Once the skirt cleared her ankles, she tossed it at Vincent. “Never again.”

      “I’ll decide that.” Vincent reached for her foot, using his hold to drag her toward him. She lifted her arms to him, misreading his intent.

      Flipping her to her stomach with ease, he placed three firm smacks on her ass.

      He had expected her to fight him, to try to escape, so her quiet, “Oh,” caught him by surprise. Then she went a step further, lifting her ass toward him in invitation. “Oh, yeah.”

      Vincent stared at it without moving.

      Christian placed a hand on his shoulder, drawing his attention to him. The two of them were standing next to each other beside the bed. “Might go easier if you roll with it. I get the feeling she’s not going to do anything the way you expect.”

      His words caught Charlotte’s attention and she rose up to her hands and knees, looking at them over her shoulder, a crease between her brows. “Am I doing something wrong?”

      Vincent stroked her ass. “No, beauty. You’re doing everything right.”

      Christian made the next move, reaching lower to touch her clit, then run his fingers over her opening.

      “That feels so good,” she whispered.

      Christian pressed two fingers inside her as Vincent watched, wondering where in the hell he’d lost control. Part of him wanted to reclaim the reins, the other—stronger—part wanted to see what they’d do next.

      Vincent placed his hand on one of Charlotte’s ass cheeks, rubbing the pink skin with his thumb as Christian slowly fucked her with his fingers.

      Charlotte was not going to be a quiet lover. That part wasn’t at all surprising. Charlotte liked to talk. And Vincent really liked to listen to her.

      Moving his hand slowly, Vincent ran his thumb over her anus, wanting to see how she would respond. There would be three of them in bed together. That opened the door to a wider variety of sexual positions. Charlotte had confessed at dinner her past affairs had been fairly staid, boring, she’d called them. And given her wide-eyed reaction at the club, he didn’t doubt that was true.

      He caressed the tight hole for a few moments as Christian added another finger to the two already inside her, though he kept his thrusts slow and gentle. Vincent ran his thumb through her slit, coating it with her arousal before returning to her anus. He pushed just the tip inside.

      Charlotte’s back arched as she cursed. “Holy shit. I can’t take…”

      Before either of them could stop her, she fell forward, their hands falling away just before she turned to sit before them. One second their hands were on her, the next, hers were on them. She gripped each of their dicks and began giving them a taste of their own medicine.

      Her actions had been so quick—and dammit, unexpected—that Vincent hadn’t had a chance to call her to task. And once he managed to form the words, she wiped them away again. With her mouth.

      She sucked the head of his dick inside her mouth, applying a generous amount of suction. Enough to have him going light-headed for a second. Then she turned her head and did the same to Christian.

      The only consolation Vincent had was Christian wasn’t faring much better when it came to rolling with it. Charlotte acted on impulse, rather than subscribing to what he considered accepted norms as far as sex was concerned. Most women, at least his lovers, were content to let him take control. Of course, ever since he was eighteen, Vincent had sought out submissive lovers, women who didn’t make a move he didn’t command.

      Perhaps Charlotte’s responses were normal.

      Vincent glanced over at Christian, took in his awed response to their enthusiastic lover, and reconsidered.

      Charlotte was special.

      And she was theirs.

      Her hand tightened around his cock, as she stroked him with the perfect amount of strength. He liked a firm touch, liked the power of her grip. She wasn’t timid, wasn’t worried about hurting him.

      Her mouth left Christian’s dick with a quiet pop, and Vincent braced himself for the hot feel of her lips around his once more. Jesus, she was too good. And there was no way he was going to let this end anytime soon.

      “Kiss.”

      Vincent looked down at her. Charlotte was still stroking both their dicks, but she was staring at them. Because of her position and her fucking sexy-as-sin hand job, she had managed to pull him and Christian closer together.

      Vincent hadn’t even noticed. No. That wasn’t right. He’d noticed, but he hadn’t minded.

      “What?” Christian whispered.

      “I want to watch the two of you kiss.”

      Vincent frowned. He’d let things get too far out of hand. It was time for him to reclaim control of the ship.

      Or, that had been his intention.

      He turned to Christian, but before he could say a word, Christian’s hand was on the back of his neck, pulling him closer.

      Vincent had initiated the kiss in the altar room, had felt the undeniable urge to seal the vows they’d just made with his future husband as well as his wife. It was the first time he’d ever kissed another man. And he’d liked it.

      Christian had obviously had some practice. Their mouths opened at the same time, their tongues touching. It was a rough kiss, powerful, masculine. The two of them held nothing back, didn’t attempt to soften it. It was a claiming, plain and simple.

      As they kissed, Charlotte continued to stroke them. At some point, he and Christian turned toward each other more fully. Vincent kept one hand on Charlotte’s head, stroking her hair, as the other rested on Christian’s waist.

      He jerked slightly when Charlotte brought his dick alongside Christian’s. With two hands forming a circle around their cocks, she added an entirely new dimension to the hand job. As she worked their flesh together, he and Christian began thrusting their hips toward each other, just slight movements, but enough to add even more pressure to a pot that was too fucking close to boiling over.

      Time to get control. Time to take over.

      Vincent broke off the kiss and took a step back, out of Charlotte’s reach.

      “Get on the bed, Christian. Sit with your back against the headboard.”

      Christian reacted to his deep command without question.

      Once he was in position, Vincent turned his attention to his other lover. “You’re a clever architect, Charlotte. And one night we’re going to explore some of these grand designs of yours. But not tonight. Get on your hands and knees in front of Christian. Suck his cock like you mean it.”

      She grinned, and then, halle-fucking-lujah, she did as he asked.

      Christian groaned as she engulfed him in her mouth, his hands flying to her hair. “Easy, Charlotte. Too much of that and I’m going to come.”

      She released him, then gave Christian a quick kiss. “Isn’t that the point?”

      “It is, but something tells me Vincent’s got a lot more in mind. I’d hate to miss it.”

      Charlotte giggled, but the sound died when Vincent climbed on the bed, kneeling behind her.

      “Birth control?” Vincent asked. He’d use a condom if he had to, but damn if he wouldn’t resent having the rubber between him and her.

      “Yes. It’s safe.”

      He waited, wanting more of a response. It was her decision to make.

      “We’re going to be married,” she finally said. “If we don’t need to use condoms, I’d rather not.”

      “I’m clean,” Christian said.

      “Me too,” Vincent added.

      “Then it’s all systems go,” Charlotte replied with a wicked, sexy grin.

      Vincent fell in love with her. Right there in that moment.

      Charlotte turned her attention back to Christian, whose head fell back against the headboard with a thud, his eyes closing in bliss.

      Vincent gripped Charlotte’s hip, then used one hand to guide his dick to her opening. She moaned as he pressed in, that sound driving Christian even closer to the brink.

      “Fuck. Me,” Christian gritted out. Then his eyes opened, locking on Vincent. “You better make this fast, friend.”

      Vincent chuckled, but made no promises as he slowly drove deeper into her body. He wasn’t going to rush a damn thing.

      Or at least that was the plan. Until Charlotte took over once more.

      She was there to meet Vincent thrust for thrust, adding her own strength and speed, forcing him to keep up. And Vincent could almost feel sorry for Christian, for the way she was taking him deep into her mouth, sucking him roughly.

      Endurance was tossed out the window in this race. All he and Christian could do was sprint toward the finish line in a weak attempt to keep up with her.

      Christian fell first, his hands gripping her hair tightly as he came. Vincent was helpless to stop, to give way. He pounded harder, the image of Christian coming causing his balls to tighten.

      “Fuck,” Vincent said through gritted teeth.

      Charlotte had released Christian, which only made things worse. Her cries, her curses, her praises were unhindered.

      “Oh my God, Vincent. So hot. You’re so fucking hot. Harder,” she begged.

      He tried to give her what she wanted, but increasing the pace only drove him closer to the end. “Charlotte. Beauty.”

      Christian reached for Charlotte, kissing her as Vincent fucked her from behind. Vincent grasped her hands, tugging them behind her back and caging her wrists in his hands.

      Charlotte cried out, her back arching. She tried to break free of his grip, but he tightened the hold.

      Her forehead rested against Christian’s chest. The fact that she loved being rendered helpless wasn’t lost on either of them.

      Christian’s gaze met his. “Ours,” he mouthed.

      Vincent nodded, even as he continued to fuck her.

      Christian cupped her face, pulled it up to his.

      “You like that big cock inside you, don’t you, baby? Filling you up. Taking you hard,” Christian murmured.

      If Vincent had had any strength left, he would have groaned. Christian was a dirty talker. Now, he was well and truly fucked.

      “You belong to us, Charlotte. We’re going to tie you up, make you come. With our mouths, our fingers, our dicks.”

      “Yes,” she hissed. “Please.” Her voice broke on the last. It was the greatest thing Vincent had ever heard. Because it set him free.

      “Charlotte…” Vincent said, trying to warn her. He couldn’t stop, couldn’t…

      She came. Loudly. Her pussy clenched tightly, milking every drop of come from him as his body jerked roughly.

      Vincent wasn’t sure how much time had passed, but when he’d managed to get a drop or three of blood back to his brain, he found himself lying on his side, spooning Christian, who was cuddling with Charlotte.

      He listened to the two of them kiss, imagining a lifetime of this, of them. Vincent had always thought it would be hard at first, making a trinity work. He was a demanding son of a bitch, too used to getting his way. He had assumed that making his life fit with two other intelligent, successful people would be trickier than this.

      His ruminations were cut short when Christian rolled away from him, coming over Charlotte. He’d clearly recovered from the blowjob and wanted his own opportunity to consummate the relationship.

      Charlotte gasped when Christian pressed in. No doubt she was a bit sore. He’d taken her like an animal. Vincent tried to work up some guilt over that, but nothing came. He’d take her exactly the same way the next time, and the time after that. He wanted her too badly to go the slow and easy route. Maybe in a few years they’d be able to burn through some of this insatiable lust.

      Maybe.

      But he wasn’t betting the house on that.

      Christian seemed to have better control on his baser needs. He rocked inside their partner gently, lovingly. It was beautiful to watch.

      Vincent wasn’t content to remain apart. He scooted next to Charlotte as she lay on her back. He ran his hand along Christian’s side before taking a second to grip his tight, firm ass.

      Christian glanced at him. “You’re killing me, man.”

      “Get used to it,” Vincent warned.

      He pressed his finger between Christian’s ass cheeks and ran it over his anus. It was just a tease. They weren’t there yet, but Vincent suspected it wouldn’t take them long to get to that point.

      “Fuck me,” Christian murmured.

      “Soon.” Vincent cemented that promise with a soft kiss to Christian’s shoulder. Then he turned his attention to Charlotte, who’d watched the interchange between her lovers with great interest.

      As he would have expected, her silence on the matter was short-lived.

      “You guys are so fucking hot together.”

      It was then Vincent realized there was no jealousy at play. That was the other thing he’d always worried about prior to the binding. He didn’t share his things well. Curse of growing up with nothing. Once he obtained something he wanted, he held on to it with both hands, tenaciously, viciously.

      Sharing Charlotte with Christian—and Christian with Charlotte—felt completely natural to him.

      “Is that right?” Vincent said, moving closer to kiss her. He hadn’t had enough time with her lips. It was amazing how just one day could feel like a lifetime and mere minutes all at the same time.

      As they kissed, Christian continued to move inside her. Vincent reached between them to rub Charlotte’s clit. It was like pulling the trigger on a gun. She began to move, pressing herself upwards toward Christian, whose thrusting grew faster.

      Vincent released her lips, letting his mouth travel downwards to her breast. He hadn’t had any time with them, an oversight he planned to correct. He took her nipple between his teeth, increasing the pressure until she hissed.

      He waited for her to ask him to stop, to protest, to say the safe word, but she did none of that.

      Instead, she placed her hand on the back of his head. “Do that again,” she said.

      Vincent lifted his face to hers. She had enjoyed the bondage. And she liked the pain, but she had serious issues submitting.

      The tune to “Two Out of Three Ain’t Bad” drifted through his mind.

      Charlotte gave him a quizzical look. “Why are you smiling?”

      He shook his head. “Just planning all the ways I intend to punish you for trying to take over tonight.”

      She gave him a sassy grin. “I wouldn’t say I tried. I’d say I succeeded.”

      He chuckled, then turned his attention to Christian, who groaned. “Jesus. I’d like to laugh, but I’m too fucking close.”

      And just like that, the humor turned to passion, the fun to hunger.

      Vincent rested his head on his elbow and watched his lovers reach their climax together. They were both incredibly beautiful. Charlotte with her pale complexion touched with a handful of freckles, bright blue eyes, and shimmering red hair. Christian’s skin was darker, though Vincent suspected his tan was more natural coloring than tanning bed. His dirty-blond hair was just a touch too long, not because Christian needed a haircut, but more because the shaggier style suited him. His expressive light brown eyes sometimes appeared green.

      When Christian withdrew, he climbed over Vincent, his two lovers flanking him, each of them rolling toward him as he lay on his back. They both wrapped an arm around him, Christian claiming his waist, Charlotte his chest.

      Vincent was their polar opposite. His dark brown skin was the direct counterpart to their white. And the contrasts didn’t stop there when he figured in his black hair and eyes. He was dark to their light. It was a beautiful blend.

      Sleep wasn’t too far off for any of them, exhaustion setting in. Regardless, none of them seemed ready to part, even in slumber.

      “You have a nickname, Charlotte? Anybody ever call you Charlie or Lottie or something?” Christian asked.

      Charlotte shook her head. “No. None of those. My dad has a nickname for me, but I’m not telling you guys. You’re both just ornery enough to adopt it, and then I’d have to kill you.”

      Christian lifted his head to look at her across Vincent’s chest. “Well, now you have to tell us.”

      “It’s a really silly one, not even worth repeating.”

      “Tell us anyway,” Vincent prodded, his curiosity piqued.

      Charlotte sighed. “Okay, but I am not giving you permission to use it. He calls me Chuck.”

      Christian laughed. “Seriously?”

      “I have no idea how he made the leap from Charlotte to Chuck, but once he did, he never crossed back. Worst part is my mom has recently picked up the habit.”

      “Chuck,” Vincent said, grinning. “I like it.”

      “Vincent,” she warned.

      He placed a kiss on her forehead. “Don’t worry, Charlotte. I much prefer the nickname beauty.”

      She nuzzled closer to him, her cheek resting on his chest. “You can use that name as much as you like.”

      Christian reached over him to cup Charlotte’s hip. No matter how physically close the three of them got, it was never close enough.

      “I think we should make a quick trip to New York tomorrow,” Vincent said, when he recalled the tasks the Grand Master had assigned. The sooner they accomplished them, the sooner he could claim these two as his. Forever. He wasn’t in the mood to wait.

      “Why?” Charlotte asked.

      “I’m a member of a club there. It’s larger than the one here in Boston and because it’s in New York, it caters to locals as well as people in the city on vacation. I think it’s our best shot at learning more about Caden Anderson. I know quite a few people there and they trust me. It’s the perfect place to dig.”

      “Sounds like a good idea. Plus, it’ll give me a chance to stop by my apartment to grab some more clothes. I only packed enough for a week, but it sounds to me like we may be in Boston longer than that. Depending on the extent of that blueprint the Grand Master wants Charlotte to study.”

      “New York it is,” Charlotte agreed.

      Vincent watched her eyes drift closed, but he felt the need to clear up one more thing. “Charlotte.”

      She looked at him with sleep-heavy lids. “Hmmm.”

      “I know it might be difficult for you, but at my club, I’m…” He hesitated, trying to figure out how to explain without frightening her.

      “You’re the Dom. I’m the sub,” she whispered.

      He nodded, the words giving him no comfort. She could say it, but she didn’t seem capable of walking it. “Yes. I have a reputation as a strict master.”

      “Okay.”

      Her tone proved she didn’t have a clue what he truly meant.

      Christian’s hand returned to Vincent’s chest. “Don’t worry, Vincent. I’ll show her the way. You just follow my lead, okay, Chuck?”

      Charlotte rolled her eyes, then laughed, then agreed. “I won’t mess this up, Vincent. I know how important this is…for us. And our future.”

      Vincent kissed her. And then Christian.

      And then the three of them gave in to sleep.

      But it wasn’t as lonely as Vincent expected. Because Christian and Charlotte were still there with him. In his dreams.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Four

        

      

    
    
      Christian walked a couple of steps behind Vincent as they entered his club, Iron and Ice. Charlotte was beside him, holding his hand just a touch too tightly. She was nervous.

      The trip to New York had been an experience in and of itself. Vincent owned a private jet and initiated Christian and Charlotte into the mile-high club. In serious fucking style.

      Christian had slipped away from his lovers at first light after a text from Sebastian. At his brother’s request, Christian met with him and Juliette at the Starbucks near the library. Christian filled them in on what the bartender had told them.

      “Did the bartender know Darling’s name?” Juliette had asked. She was disappointed when Christian said no. It was clear Darling was as much of interest to the Trinity Masters as Caden. He told them about the planned trip to New York, and Juliette had told him that they shouldn’t approach Caden if they saw him. She repeated Sebastian’s comments from the previous day, warned him that Caden was a dangerous man.

      While they were drinking their coffee, Juliette had gotten a call from some man named Price who confirmed that someone named Cobb was alive.

      Ever since learning there was an insidious underbelly to the society he’d grown up in, grown up vowing was the most incorruptible, most respectable group of patriots, Christian had been reeling.

      Seeing the strain in Juliette’s eyes and the almost angry determination to right a very evil wrong on Sebastian’s face, Christian had picked up the cause. He knew Juliette well enough to know it gave her no pleasure putting the members in harm’s way. But obviously, this problem was too big for her and her counselors to handle alone.

      Christian wouldn’t let these so-called purists continue to harm the Trinity Masters. The purpose of the society was simply too important. Without it, he genuinely believed the country would stumble, falter, possibly even fall. The United States needed the Trinity Masters.

      This BDSM club was indeed much larger than the Boston one, just as Vincent had said. And given the number of people who had already acknowledged Vincent, either with a word of welcome or quick nod of the head, he hadn’t exaggerated his popularity here.

      They hadn’t had much time to get ready. Though it was a short flight, Vincent had decided they should come right to the club. They planned to get there early and stay all night in order to get the most possible exposure and to ask as many questions as they could. That meant the car service that picked them up from the private airfield had to first stop at an adult store. Vincent had told him and Charlotte to wait in the car, then returned with a large bag.

      It wasn’t until they’d arrived at the club and checked in that they found out what was in it. If the club in Boston felt almost like a speakeasy, this one felt like a dangerous underground fighting ring. The club was located on the upper floor of a warehouse in Hell’s Kitchen. Heavy security guarded the large bay doors on the first floor. The driver pulled in after speaking to a guard and parked on the empty first floor, clearly prepared to wait for them. Christian had wondered how much that would cost.

      They climbed one flight of stairs until they reached the foreman’s loft—a low-ceilinged room mounted midway up the gable wall of the warehouse. There, Vincent ushered them inside and opened his shopping bag. Charlotte hadn’t balked, but Christian almost had. Only Vincent’s calm, stern commands had allowed him to follow through with it.

      When they’d emerged, Vincent had been wearing the same thing as yesterday—black from head to toe, the garments deceptively casual but so well made they screamed of money.

      Charlotte was wearing a sheer black teddy with glossy black straps that crisscrossed her upper and lower back and her chest. The fabric of the garment started just above her nipples and finished just below her crotch. She wore black, lacy boy-cut shorts, which he knew from her shocked exclamation were crotchless. The fabric covered her breasts, but was sheer enough that in the normal lighting of the foreman’s loft, he could see her nipples. Her hair was loose around her shoulders, and just long enough that it provided some extra coverage. She’d brought the black stilettos from Boston.

      Heavy silver cuffs were locked around each of her wrists…and a matching collar around her neck. Vincent carried the key on a silver chain around his neck. Charlotte had shivered but not protested when Vincent locked them in place.

      As skimpily as she was dressed, Charlotte had on more than Christian. He’d stripped down to nothing, then pulled on a pair of black boxer briefs. Unlike normal underwear, there was no name on the elastic band at the waist, just unrelieved black. They were tight, more like biker shorts than underwear, but when Vincent ordered Charlotte to tease him after they were on, and she ran her hand over his cock, the fabric had offered no resistance—and no coverage—as his dick hardened. Like underwear, and unlike biker shorts, there was an opening in the crotch, which meant his cock had emerged for everyone to see.

      Christian wore cuffs and a collar that matched Charlotte’s, but unlike hers, there was a chain connecting his wrist cuffs together. It was about a yard long, so he had plenty of room to move his arms, but he couldn’t spread them full width, and when he walked, the dangling chain clanked ominously. Vincent had draped some extra lengths of chain over his shoulders before they left the little room.

      Dressed like that, they made their way up another flight of stairs to the top floor of the warehouse.

      Worn wooden floors were scattered with thick mats meant to protect knees and backs. There was a boxing ring in one corner, but instead of fighters, there was a naked woman standing in the center, her arms stretched out to her sides, secured to the ropes with thin chain. Another woman stood behind her, paddling her ass with a ruler, while two men idly plucked and pinched her nipples.

      On the opposite side from the boxing ring was a stage. A large frame made of heavy pipes was bolted to the corners of the stage, the crisscrossing pipes overhead offering masters and mistresses a variety of places to get creative as they restrained their subs. There were tables scattered in front of the stage, as if this was a dinner theater. There was no bar, no bartender, only a few wood shelves covered with expensive bottles and a stack of glasses.

      Beside the stage, there were medieval-looking stocks, a few things that looked like gym equipment, a heavy wooden desk, and an area of floor scattered with large, plastic-encased mattresses. The large open area was not the entire square footage of the warehouse. The dark mouth of a hallway hinted to some private space available on the far side of the building.

      It felt dangerous and powerful. Just like Vincent.

      They claimed a table near the stage. Their placement in the room made them highly visible to the others gathered there. Vincent wanted to be seen.

      He took his seat, then gestured for Christian and Charlotte to kneel, one on each side of him. He set the bag he carried on the floor beside Christian.

      Christian was fascinated by the visible change in Vincent. This wasn’t the man they’d gone to bed with the night before, but the differences didn’t make him less alluring. God, if anything, Vincent seemed even larger, physically. That fact wasn’t lost on Charlotte either, who looked at their lover with wide, hungry eyes.

      She’d remained uncharacteristically quiet since they’d gotten dressed. Christian knew she wasn’t struck dumb by anxiety or fascination. Knowing her, there were a million and twelve words clamoring to fly out of those pretty pink lips of hers. But she wasn’t a natural at this submission thing. And Vincent had stressed to her on the plane that the safest thing for her to do was to remain quiet and do as Christian did.

      She had begrudgingly agreed. Odds were good there would be a very long, very detailed debriefing once they returned to Vincent’s Park Avenue apartment. Christian had gotten a glimpse in the bag Vincent had, and knew that this time, Vincent was prepared to truly treat her like a disobedient sub if she spoke out of turn.

      A man at the table next to them nodded to Vincent. “Master Clayton.”

      “Master Hammell. Are you alone tonight?”

      Master Hammell shook his head. “No. My sub has gone to get me a drink.” The man acknowledged Christian and Charlotte with an appraising eye. “Looks like you’re in for an interesting evening.”

      Vincent nodded, but didn’t smile. That was something else that had changed upon their arrival. Christian missed Vincent’s easy grin, but there was no denying his serious demeanor, his almost penetrating gaze, was just as potent. Christian hadn’t felt a second’s qualm about kneeling before him.

      Vincent had pointed to the floor and Christian had gone there willingly.

      Vincent lost no time broaching the reason they were all here tonight. “I was hoping to catch up with an old friend of mine while here tonight, and perhaps get his take on my new toys.” Vincent motioned to Christian and Charlotte. “Heard a rumor that Master Anderson was in town.”

      “I’m afraid I don’t know him.” As he replied, Master Hammell’s sub returned. She placed his drink on the table before kneeling before him in the same fashion as Christian and Charlotte. Unlike them, Master Hammell’s sub’s eyes remained downward, and it occurred to Christian, perhaps the two of them shouldn’t be gawking at everything around them.

      Problem was he refused to look down. There was too much to miss.

      If it bothered Vincent, he didn’t mention it, didn’t demand they lower their gazes.

      “However, I have heard his name before. I believe it’s been some time since he and his submissive, Darling, have visited the club. If he is here, I look forward to making his acquaintance. I’m told his mastery wielding the whip is something worth seeing.”

      Vincent nodded, clearly interested in saying more. He didn’t get the chance. The lights in the room dimmed, the spotlight on the stage growing brighter. It had been empty when they arrived, but now, two actors—no, Christian corrected himself—lovers took the stage.

      Over the next hour, Christian’s attention was riveted to the action, enthralled by all that was taking place just a few feet away from them. Though no words had been spoken, Christian felt as if he’d read through hundreds of pages of dialogue. The Mistress, a slight woman in her fifties, used long lengths of glossy white rope to bind a younger woman who was a bit plump.

      “This is shibari—Japanese rope bondage. It’s an art form. You’re lucky to see this. The Nawashi—the woman doing the tying—uses the other woman’s body as a living sculpture. See how she’s using the rope to both change the woman’s shape and to emphasize it? It’s best done with women who are not too skinny. Rope that tightens and molds flesh is better than rope that lies flat and dead on skin and bones.”

      Vincent’s rich, dark voice wove around them, and Christian hunched his upper body, fighting back the arousal, unwilling to lose control to the point that his cock was on display. He would submit to Vincent, he wanted to submit, but there was part of him that longed to trade places, to take control if only so he could order Vincent or Charlotte—or both of them—to wrap their lips around his cock.

      It didn’t help that Master Hammell’s sub was now between his spread knees, her mouth on his cock, the slight wet noise of her tongue and lips scraping away at Christian’s control.

      The sub on the stage now dangled from that network of pipes. She was on her side, parallel to the floor, one leg raised, toes pointed, the other one tucked up under her. The position left her pussy totally exposed. Her eyes were closed in apparent bliss as the Nawashi laced the rope around her breasts, plumping and squeezing the pale mounds.

      He watched as the Mistress lit candles and dripped white wax onto the woman’s nipples, then onto her lips, sealing her mouth closed. Finally, she spread the sub’s pussy lips with two fingers and tipped the candle, letting a stream of warm wax that had pooled at the top fall directly on her clit. The sub screamed, the wax on her face cracking.

      Charlotte jerked, as if she would say or do something. Vincent put a heavy hand on her shoulder and said, “Listen.”

      Christian, too, listened, and heard in the woman’s screams an unrivaled pleasure. In high-keening words, she begged for more and professed her love. The Mistress waited for the wax to harden, then peeled it from her pussy and laid her lips where the wax had been. The woman came again, screaming in what could easily be mistaken for agony.

      But then, sometimes the best pleasure was its own kind of agony.

      When the sub’s breathing dimmed to hiccups and moans, the Nawashi adjusted the ropes, creating a cradle that kept the sub curled up, held tight and secure. Then the Mistress gave it a gentle push, and the sub rocked gently side to side, her eyes closed in a kind of bliss Christian could just barely understand.

      Christian had lost sense of time and place, still marveling when the spotlight faded and the lights in the room grew brighter.

      Charlotte’s eyes were hazy. She’d fallen under the spell of the show as well. “That was amazing,” she whispered.

      Vincent’s hands were resting on their heads, gently stroking their hair. Charlotte looked up at him with a desire that rivaled Christian’s. His cock was thick, hard, pulsing. He needed to fuck or be fucked. Now.

      Right now.

      Vincent read the painful need on their faces. “I think we should retire to somewhere private. I have a room…”

      Mercifully, he led them away from the stage and down a long corridor.

      “Master Clayton, I wonder if I might have a moment of your time.”

      Vincent looked up at the man who had approached them, Charlotte and Christian pausing behind him. The man who stopped them stood in an alcove off the side of the hall.

      Vincent shifted his weight, putting himself firmly between the master and his subs. Christian had never felt such powerful possession.

      “I understand you were asking about Master Anderson.”

      “I was.”

      “I won’t talk here. I have a room reserved for the night.”

      The man emerged into the light of the hall. He wore a black half mask and a white dress shirt left open to show off an impressive chest. Charlotte made a little noise of appreciation that wasn’t lost on Vincent, who turned to give her a hard glare. It appeared their lover wasn’t just possessive. He was jealous.

      Christian wouldn’t have thought either attributes sexy, but on Vincent, they only added to the mystique of the man.

      The masked man led them back the way they’d come, but then turned right, taking them down a hallway to a set of what Christian assumed were private play rooms.

      “Shit,” Vincent murmured quietly.

      Christian didn’t understand the curse until the masked man opened the door and beckoned for them to enter.

      Vincent preceded them into the room, holding the door open. He watched Charlotte and Christian carefully. It was obvious he’d seen this room before, perhaps he’d even played in this room, so he didn’t bother to look around.

      Meanwhile, Christian struggled to take it all in. He had thought himself unshakable until that moment. The playroom was made to look like the inside of an expensive barn, with dark, glossy wood paneling on the walls. Stocks, ties, and stalls divided the room into distinct play areas, and on one wall was an elegantly lit display of crops and whips.

      Charlotte made a sound best described as “eep” and hid behind him.

      A ghost of a smile touched Vincent’s lips before he recovered. He motioned to a mat on the floor—the thick kind used in gyms. “Kneel,” he ordered in a voice as silky and deep as dark chocolate.

      Christian dropped down easily, relieved not to have to continue to support his own weight by standing. He looked at Vincent with half-lidded eyes and parted lips, so aroused he was struggling to hold himself together. He hoped whatever this masked man had to say, he said it fast.

      When she failed to respond, Christian reached up to pull Charlotte down next to him. She was still staring around the room with eyes as big as saucers.

      Unfortunately, being forced to drag Charlotte to her knees before their master was really sexy. Too fucking sexy. Vincent handed Christian the bag with a meaningful glance.

      The masked master studied them with a slight tilt to his head, until Vincent stepped in front of them and crossed his arms.

      “You could put me in contact with Master Anderson?”

      The masked master rubbed his forehead, just under the edge of the mask, in a weary gesture. “I can, but if you’re planning to have him help train your new subs, I won’t. I’m not one to pass judgment. No one here is, but I’ve heard a few things, topped a few subs he’s played with, and pieced together a…troubling story. You say you’re friends?”

      Christian watched Vincent sum up the man, wondering how much Master Hammell had told him. This man didn’t appear to like Caden Anderson. If he thought Vincent and Caden were friends, there was a good chance this conversation would end before it began.

      “I wouldn’t say friends. More acquaintances. Our paths crossed at a club in Boston.”

      “I see. In addition to playing here, I’m a silent partner in the business. My day job is such that I choose not to have my interests here known.”

      That explained the mask, Christian thought. Obviously, the guy worked in the public sector, probably a politician with aspirations that wouldn’t be helped if his association with a BDSM club were revealed.

      “I understand.”

      “You’re a respected member here, Master Clayton, so I was hoping you could perhaps verify the validity of some of the rumors surrounding Master Anderson. If there is any truth to them, well, I’m not sure he’s someone we’d want frequenting Iron and Ice.”

      “What are these rumors?” Vincent asked, as he propped one hip on a wooden horse, bedecked in brown leather buckles and straps.

      The other master went to the wall, pulled down a whip, and began polishing the supple leather with a soft cloth. “It’s quite a story, I must confess.”

      “Story?” Charlotte asked, her voice so thick with curiosity she forgot her vow of silence.

      Vincent glared at her and the other master looked scandalized.

      “Uh, sorry?” Charlotte said.

      Christian slapped a hand over her mouth and pulled her against his side.

      Vincent narrowed his eyes at them. Jesus. They were in serious danger of losing their lead. Christian nodded once, as if assuring Vincent that he wouldn’t let her speak out of turn again. Vincent shook his head once, as if saying that wasn’t enough. He pointed to the bag.

      With mingled trepidation and excitement, Christian pulled out a leather open-mouth style gag. The circular center had a groove on the outer edge and straps emerging from the sides that buckled behind the head. Christian had seen it before, but never used one, let alone put one on someone.

      He brushed Charlotte’s hair from her ear and whispered, “Open your mouth. Don’t panic, trust me. Trust Vincent.”

      The instant she did as he requested, he pressed the ring between her teeth, wedging her mouth open. She instinctively bit down, her teeth firmly secured in the groove of the O-ring. This actually made it easier for Christian to grab the straps and buckle them securely at the back of her neck. The chain linking his cuffs clinked as he moved. Her hair was trapped under the gag, the auburn curls restrained.

      Charlotte looked at him with wide eyes, then shuddered. Christian cursed, thinking she was afraid or in pain. He was ready to say fuck it, grab her and Vincent and get out of here, but then he glanced down at her heaving breasts. Her nipples were hard as diamonds.

      Testing, Christian ran his hand over her ass and she moaned in pleasure. He looked up, caught Vincent’s eye.

      Vincent’s face was stark with desire, and Christian knew he’d enjoyed, really enjoyed, watching him gag her.

      The masked man nodded in approval, then looked down at the whip in his hand.

      “I suspect you’re referring to his family history,” Vincent began, drawing on the story shared by the bartender. “About his father training him and his brother to be Doms.”

      The man glanced up and nodded. “Yes. That. And the sub, his stepsister.”

      “Darling.”

      Christian was relieved to hear that Darling wasn’t actually related to Caden, and impressed Vincent was playing the man like a pro, leading him to believe they knew much more than they did.

      “Yes. Although I’m not sure she was stepsister as much as adopted sister. Apparently, she was the daughter of another wealthy family, and for whatever reason, she spent her holidays away from boarding school with Caden’s family. I gather she and Caden and the brother were all very close, best friends who grew up together.”

      “That’s correct,” Vincent lied.

      “I had a submissive once who related a story to me that Darling had shared with her. It upset her, unnerved her. So much so,” the man paused, “that she left me. Left the lifestyle.”

      “Left the lifestyle?” Vincent asked. Christian wondered what could be so bad that someone would deny themselves something that gave them pleasure.

      “Before my sub left, I asked her to explain. And that was when she shared Darling’s story.”

      Vincent didn’t bother to hide his astonishment. “What did Darling tell her?”

      “While Caden’s father was training him to become a master, he was also training her to become a submissive. She was only sixteen when this training began.”

      Charlotte sucked in a deep breath, but only Christian heard it. His arm was still draped around her shoulders, so he tugged her closer.

      “I guess it started one holiday, when she was home on break. She went to Caden’s house, but neither he nor his brother was there. As the story goes, Caden’s father came to her one night, took her to a spare room, sat her down, and gave her the birds and bees talk.”

      “I assume his birds and bees were different from the ones our parents told us about?”

      The masked man nodded. “According to Darling, she was told that every relationship needed a Dom, a sub and maybe a few extra people.”

      Christian stiffened. Not a few extra people—a third, to make a trinity.

      “He told her she needed to be trained as a sub, that her parents had already chosen her husband for her, and he was a Dom.”

      Already chosen? Maybe Darling, like Juliette, had been promised to a trinity from a young age. Christian’s previous arousal had dimmed. In its place settled this heavy feeling. It wasn’t uncommon for him to try on someone else’s skin, to walk a mile in their shoes, in order to become a better actor. The exercise had come from one of his drama coaches, and it was one that had taken root deeply in his subconscious. One he struggled to turn off right now.

      He tried to imagine a sixteen-year-old girl being told by a man, who for all intents and purposes was a father figure to her, that not only would she have no say-so in who she married, but she was going to have to submit to the man as well. It felt like something out of the dark ages.

      “How did she respond?” Vincent asked, forgetting himself.

      The man was too into the story to care that it was obvious Vincent wasn’t going to be able to verify it.

      “She was a teenage girl. She tried to leave. He stopped her.”

      “How?” Christian was glad for Vincent’s deeper voice, because it overshadowed and hid the fact that Christian had just whispered the same question.

      “He paddled her. And before you ask, I questioned my sub, who assured me nothing that man did to Darling was safe, sane or consensual. He basically beat the fuck out of her.”

      “And after that?” Vincent prodded.

      “He made her sleep at the foot of the bed in the spare room, tied up, gagged. I gather she tried to escape the next day, but Caden’s mother caught her, stopped her from going to the police.”

      “Fuck.” Vincent ran his hand over his face.

      “That’s how I felt when my sub told me the story.”

      “I guess it’s too much to hope that the mother helped her.”

      “Far too much. She scolded the father, but not for what he’d done. Instead, she was pissed off at him for how he’d done it. Not sure what the mother said to her, but Darling said it was clear she had no choice but to go along with it. At that point, she walked back to the spare room willingly and the father took over her training.”

      “For how long?”

      The masked man shrugged. “About a year or so. Not sure exactly.”

      “Did Caden and his brother know about this?”

      “No.”

      Christian was certain that part was true. He could only imagine how embarrassed, how ashamed Darling must have felt by everything happening to her. Even if they had been very close friends, he couldn’t picture her admitting to the abuse she was suffering. Caden’s father was training her—no. He was raping her. Night after night. He tried to imagine Juliette in that situation. Would she have said something to Sebastian? To him?

      “But they found out when she was seventeen.”

      “How?” Vincent asked.

      The masked man ran a weary hand over his mouth and hesitated. It was clear he was loath to continue the tale now that Vincent had proven he couldn’t provide any insight to the legitimacy.

      “How did Caden and Weston find out?”

      The man perked up. “The brother’s name was Weston?”

      Vincent nodded and Christian resisted the urge to cheer. Dropping that fact was enough to prove that he might have something of value to add after all.

      “This is the part of Darling’s story that drove my sub away from the lifestyle.”

      Christian couldn’t believe there was anything worse than what they’d already heard.

      “Darling was in the kitchen with the brother, Weston,” he added, now that he had the name. “The father walked in and signaled for her to kneel. Apparently, the look on Weston’s face was enough to prove to her that he knew what was going on. She knelt, as they’d trained her to do. But now it was in front of her friend, her contemporary.”

      Christian couldn’t begin to imagine the anguish, the humiliation Darling must have felt.

      The man continued the story, and, given the distant expression in his eyes, it was almost as if he was watching the horrific event unfold. “The father said her name, with a crack of command and displeasure. You’re a Dom, Master Clayton. You know the one.”

      “He wanted more,” Vincent whispered.

      The masked man nodded. “She started to cry, but even so, she took off her clothes.”

      Christian prayed Weston stood up for her, that he beat the fuck out of his father. That he offered her some comfort, some sense of safety.

      That hope was dashed in an instant.

      “Apparently, Weston stormed out of the room and the father followed him. Darling remained on the floor, naked and kneeling. When the father returned, he told her she was going to be caned for failing to behave.”

      Christian’s blood turned cold as he wrapped Charlotte, who was now trembling, tighter in his embrace.

      “Have you ever caned them?” the man asked, gesturing toward Christian and Charlotte.

      Charlotte whimpered.

      Vincent shook his head. “No.”

      “I don’t have to tell you how truly vicious caning is. He bent her over the counter and that was when she saw Weston, standing at the doorway. Darling revealed to my sub that she was in love with Weston, that they’d fancied themselves childhood sweethearts.”

      Once again, Christian hoped for a happy ending, even as he knew there wouldn’t be one.

      “The father tied her hands behind her back, looped the rope around her throat and tied it to a cabinet handle on the other side of the island. If she tried to stand, she’d choke herself. That was when the caning began. The first lash opened the skin on the back of her thighs. She admitted to bleeding from her mouth because she bit the inside of her cheek in an effort to stay quiet. I guess part of her training was that she had to take her punishment silently.”

      “I hope to God that fucking father is dead.” Vincent’s tone was pure murder and while his sentiment mirrored Christian’s, it still terrified him. God help the man who ever crossed Vincent Clayton.

      “I have no idea if he is or not. All I know is the caning broke her, just as it’s designed to do. When she couldn’t take it any longer, she begged, apologized, cried.”

      “And Weston watched it all?” It was clear that part was the most disturbing to Vincent.

      “He stepped in once she fell apart, told his father he was the one who’d been offended by Darling’s behavior, which meant it was his right to punish her.”

      Charlotte cried out, the gag garbling what was meant to be a word.

      Vincent crossed the room, dragging her upright and pulling her into his arms. Christian leapt to his feet and unbuckled the gag, throwing it on the floor. If the masked man disapproved of Vincent’s behavior, he made no comment. Part of Christian thought he respected Vincent for his protective actions.

      “The father untied her. If Darling thought Weston’s actions were a ruse, a way to rescue her, she was taught exactly how cruel men can be. He took her into another room, put her over his knee, and spanked her bloody ass and thighs. He spanked her until she stopped crying.”

      Christian swallowed heavily, resisting the urge to be sick.

      “Where was Caden in all of this?” Vincent growled.

      “He entered the picture later, when Weston was back at college. The father repeated the introduction. Made Darling greet him on her knees. Caden’s response was different, which is the only part of the story that has me questioning this man’s right to play in our club. That, and another reason I’ll share in a minute. Darling said that Caden went into a rage and threatened to take her away, until the father told him that Weston had mastered her as well.”

      “Why would that matter?”

      “I have no idea. All I know is they didn’t run. I’m not so naïve as to blame the victims, and as far as I’m concerned, that’s what they were—both of them. But what comes next is the worst part. Caden’s parents had trained them all, which means his response was based on that. He collared Darling, claimed her as his own submissive. Made her kneel before his father as he put a collar around her neck. Declared she was his slave and his property and that his father couldn’t touch her without Caden’s permission.”

      “And you don’t think he did that to save her?”

      The man lifted one shoulder. “Whether he did or not, Darling told my sub she hated Caden for it.”

      “They were only, what, seventeen, eighteen at the time?”

      The man nodded.

      “Do you think she still hates him?” Vincent asked.

      “I don’t know. That’s the other reason I’m struggling with the decision to ban him from this club. You said you’ve seen them together?”

      Vincent nodded and Christian hoped the man didn’t ask for any details. Otherwise, they were going to be forced to do some very fancy footwork.

      The masked Dom sighed and returned the whip to the wall. “I’ve only seen them together once at Las Palmas Obscuras. They’re poetry together, a dark, dangerous poetry—both with dark hair, gorgeous. He loves her. Her…I’m not sure about her, but she is the most elegant and intuitive submissive I’ve ever seen. Seeing her makes you want to both worship and abuse her.”

      Vincent let out a slow breath, as Christian tried to take in everything they’d just heard. Caden and his family were part of the Trinity Masters—as was Darling, he was now sure. That fact rubbed against the grain, even though it made some sense of the story. Darling’s arranged marriage and the other people in the parents’ relationship may seem confusing to the masked man, but they were definitely a part of their society, the world they lived in.

      Christian looked over to see that Charlotte’s eyes were wet with tears. Vincent looked grim.

      “The woman,” Vincent said, not bothering to pretend he knew anything more. “Her name is Darling?”

      The masked man shook his head. “No, Caden calls her Darling, but my sub told me her name is Rose.”
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      Charlotte stood outside the Boston Public Library, grateful to be back home. After their conversation with the masked Dom in New York, the three of them had left the club in a hurry. And while they’d all slept in the same bed last night, they didn’t have sex. They were all too unsettled, too lost in their own thoughts as they considered what they’d been told.

      The Grand Master had asked them to discover as much as they could about Caden Anderson. She prayed what they’d learned was enough. Because Charlotte’s heart couldn’t take any more.

      She still couldn’t quite wrap her head around Darling’s—Rose’s—life. Having grown up in a happy house with loving parents who’d doted on her, it was hard for Charlotte to imagine enduring all that Rose had at such a young age.

      They had planned to remain in New York a couple of days, but Charlotte had received a text from someone in the Trinity Masters named Franco, who wanted to meet to give her the blueprints to the tunnels. Vincent, in typical fashion, had insisted they return to Boston to tackle the next task, so he’d called for his jet and now here they were. Back in Boston again.

      She was flattered by Vincent and Christian’s intense desire to start their lives with her. Part of her had always worried that perhaps she wouldn’t fit in with her assigned trinity. Charlotte suspected that was a common concern for members until the binding ceremony, so she was pleased not only with her two incredibly hot partners, but that they seemed equally fond of her.

      “Charlotte Mead?”

      Charlotte looked over as the gray-eyed Hispanic man walked up to her. “I thought that was you. I’m Francisco Garcia Santiago. You should probably just call me Franco.”

      Charlotte shook the hand he proffered. “Nice to meet you. May I ask you a question?”

      “Sure.”

      “Are you aware you’re wearing two different shoes?”

      Franco shrugged. “I’m not even going to look. Be happy I shook the spider out of my hair.”

      “Spider?”

      “He and I were pals. We hung out for a while, talked.” Franco gestured to the entrance of the library. They climbed the marble steps, passing by the lion statues that stood guard. “It was a beautiful friendship.”

      “The spider…talked back?”

      They’d just reached the top when another man called out to them. “Franco! You gorgeous man. I didn’t realize you’d be here today.”

      Franco grinned. “Better not let Barry hear you talking about how hot I am. You know he gets jealous.”

      The man rolled his eyes. “He takes me for granted. Doesn’t hurt to keep him on his toes. And who is this little cutie patootie?”

      Franco introduced them. “Charlotte Mead, this is Lee Hager. Lee is the Director of Operations here at the library.” Franco lowered his voice. “He’s also a member of the TM.”

      Charlotte was amused by Franco’s code, though she understood the need for cloak and dagger. It was mid-afternoon and the library was crawling with tourists.

      Franco continued. “Lee’s partner, Barry Bradley, is the city manager.”

      “Oh, I’ve worked with Barry before. He’s a very nice man. I didn’t realize he was …you know.” Charlotte dropped her voice. “And who is your third?”

      “Genevieve Bailey. She owns and operates her own nonprofit consulting firm. You like seeing how the pieces fit too, don’t you? I admit I’m a sucker for that game. Go to all the galas and meetings, studying the trinities, trying to figure out why they were put together. Of course, I’m privy to more of the society’s meetings, given my position here at the library.”

      Charlotte liked Lee instantly. “I’m sure you must be.”

      “Charlotte is an architect with Needham Jacobs.”

      Lee’s eyes lit up. “Is that right? Well then, you and I have similar interests.”

      “How so?” she asked.

      “Interior design has always been a pet project of mine. Part of my duties as Director of Operations involves…how should I say this? Keeping certain entrances to a very secret part of the library secure.”

      “Really? I’ve always wondered how such a monstrous and beautiful place such as the headquarters has remained hidden.”

      “I’m a master magician, very skilled with sleight of the hand.” He lifted both hands. “While this hand,” he snapped his fingers on his right hand, “has your attention, this hand is doing the real work.”

      Charlotte gasped when she discovered the cell phone she’d tucked in her jacket pocket in Lee’s hand.

      Franco had clearly seen Lee’s tricks before. “Or this building is so old with so many renovations that no one can find anything.”

      Lee waved away Franco’s dismissal. “I’m able to draw attention away from places that might reveal us through construction.”

      “Of course.” Charlotte was no stranger to the Boston Public Library, and not just because of her membership in the Trinity Masters. Even before joining, she was a local girl. Her mother brought her here as a child for story time, and when she was in college, she had lived in the very dreary arts wing where all the architectural books were located. She realized what Lee said was true. “I get it now. You drape those big sheets of plastic from the ceiling, stick up a sign that says Under Construction and drive everyone away.”

      “I like to think of this place as my own personal Hogwarts. Only here it’s not magic moving the staircases, it’s me.”

      Franco started wandering away, muttering about stairways, but not as if he was cursing. As if the word stairways made him remember something important.

      Lee motioned to Franco. “You’d best follow him. He does that. Just wanders away. And you, my sweet Charlotte, must come back when you have time. We’ll take high tea in the Map Room one day.”

      “I’d love that.” Charlotte and her mother were big fans of the library’s high tea, meeting for lunch there at least a few times a year. She caught up with Franco. “What a lovely man.”

      “There had to be stairs…but that’s your job to figure out. Who are we talking about? Oh, right. Lee’s great, isn’t he? His trinity was formed close to twenty years ago and as soon as the Supreme Court legalized gay marriage, he and Barry were at the courthouse. Genevieve stood next to them as a witness. As far as I’m concerned, putting the three of them together was a stroke of genius on the part of the Grand Master. You can’t begin to imagine how much the three of them manage to accomplish in terms of improving not only the library, but countless other historical places in the city. Boston is a better place thanks to their efforts. I wish I’d had that kind of support for my family’s place in Florida.”

      “So the three of them don’t live together in a trinity?”

      Franco shook his head. “No. Genevieve has her own apartment.”

      Charlotte hadn’t thought much about the day-to-day logistics of a trinity. “Is that what you do in your trinity? Two together, one apart?” There was a ring on his finger, so clearly he was already in a triad.

      “Mine? No, my partners couldn’t live without me. They would either murder each other or never do anything but have long, emotionally fraught conversations. Probably in the middle of the night. Somewhere with suitably dramatic lighting. Because they’re both cracked in the head.”

      Charlotte laughed. “Doesn’t sound like much fun. Playing mediator.”

      “It’s okay, my spider buddy understands me. How is your new relationship going? Settling in okay?”

      Charlotte couldn’t hold back her grin if she tried. “It’s amazing.”

      Franco tilted his head. “Wow. Not sure I’ve ever seen anyone look as happy as you right out of the gate. Usually there’s some sort of awkward adjustment period.”

      “Maybe I got lucky.” Very, very lucky.

      Franco glanced in Bates Hall. “Damn. It’s the weekend. Every university student within a fifty-mile radius is in there. Let’s try the next floor. There’s always room in the Wiggin Gallery.”

      They climbed another set of steps and claimed a table in the much less inviting room.

      Franco unfurled a large white sheet of paper. It was a color photocopy of an architectural schematic. The paper had darkened to yellow, the ink faded to brown. It was so intricate and detailed that at first it looked like a piece of abstract art, all lines and curves, or maybe an elaborate treasure map. Part of her was surprised he’d whip out something the Trinity Masters considered so important in public, but then she realized no one walking by would have a clue what was depicted.

      “Wow. How old is it?” Charlotte leaned closer.

      “I believe it was drawn in the late eighteen hundreds.”

      “I think you’re right.” She glanced at the initials on the bottom. “CFM.”

      “Any idea who that might be?”

      Charlotte shrugged. “Given the timeframe, my gut says Charles F. McKim. He was an architect at the time and he did a lot of work in Boston and New York City. Even so, I’ve never seen anything quite like this.” Charlotte studied it, trying to piece together what she was seeing. “No one draws schematics, blueprints like this, not even back in the eighteen hundreds.”

      “What do you mean?” Franco asked.

      “It’s odd.” She pointed to a large square on the left. “This appears to be the library, and this,” she tapped the opposite side, “is probably Trinity Church. But nothing is labeled.” She let her eyes follow one series of lines, lines that seemed to lead to nowhere. Frustrated, she followed the next line to the same conclusion. Finally, she figured out what was wrong. “Someone has combined the concept of a blueprint with that of a map.”

      Franco looked at the blueprint, the crease in his forehead vanishing. It was obvious to Charlotte that he had spent a great deal of time studying the paper. “You’re right. That’s been our issue. Some of us saying blueprint, others map. It’s both and it’s maddening.”

      “Because those are two very different creatures.”

      “So which came first? The blueprint or the map?”

      Charlotte ran her finger over a tattered edge of the paper. There was a dark outline along the edges that made her believe this had been kept in a frame for a very long time. “That’s just it. It was drawn that way. A combination blueprint and map. Which is wicked tricky to do, but this architect did it. Found a way to blend the two forms. What do you know about the lines that have been added to it?”

      “Precious little,” Franco admitted. “We think the spider’s web between the two buildings is a series of tunnels that connect the library and the church.”

      “That would make sense.”

      Franco looked at her, his head tilted. “You don’t seem surprised about this whole world beneath our feet. I thought you’d find that more interesting.”

      Charlotte laughed. “You’re kidding, right? You have the timing on this blueprint nailed. The late eighteen hundreds was prime time for tunnels. The blizzard of 1888 saw to that. Life as we knew it aboveground was crippled by snow, so everyone started looking for an alternative, a way to allow people to function, even in a blizzard. The Whitney brothers started working on the first subway systems. It’s a fascinating story.”

      “But these tunnels aren’t connected to the subway line.”

      “I’m not saying they are. I’m simply suggesting that whoever designed these tunnels was merely riding the trend of the day. While our forefathers looked down, these days we’re going green, finding ways to reduce CO2 emissions in power plants to building with organic or recycled materials.”

      Franco smiled at her and Charlotte felt an instant kinship with this man. “I love people who are passionate about their careers. I think you and I are going to have to be best friends.”

      She laughed. “Deal.”

      “So can you read this combination blueprint/map?”

      Charlotte sighed. “I knew you were going to ask me that. The problem isn’t the blueprint aspect. It’s a fairly straightforward schematic. My issue is the map part. There’s no scale or key.” She pointed to several symbols and then to the lines. “For instance, there’s no way of knowing distance, so while we can follow this line on the map, there aren’t any distinguishing features that tell you point A begins here and ends here. Figure in the intersecting lines that don’t seem to lead anywhere, and the additional stuff drawn in later, and this thing is a nightmare. And don’t even get me going on the different symbols. Without a key to tell us what they are, we’re flying blind.”

      “Would it be easier if you walked it?”

      Charlotte worked hard to school her features, but failed, excitement seeping out. “You’ve been in these tunnels?”

      “Not all of them. As you said, it’s a spider’s web with lots of offshoots, but I’ve seen a bit.”

      “There could be miles of tunnels underneath us.”

      Franco sighed. “That’s what I’m afraid of. Our primary concern right now is discovering how many entrances there are. We know of one in the Grand Master’s office and another in the church.”

      “You believe there are more?”

      Franco pointed at the map. “Does that seem to indicate that there are?”

      Charlotte studied the lines again. Some ended with squares, others with double lines and a few with circles. What was even more frustrating was some of the symbols didn’t appear at the end of lines, but in the middle of them.

      Given Franco’s information about the entrances from the church and the library, it should be as simple as reading those symbols and inferring the lines with those shapes were the entrances. Unfortunately, those symbols didn’t match. “I can’t answer that without the key.”

      Franco was clearly disappointed. Charlotte felt the same. She hated failing. Her trinity had been given two tasks, and while Vincent had made serious headway into solving the mystery of Caden Anderson, she wasn’t faring as well. “Do other people know about these tunnels?”

      Franco nodded.

      “So the Trinity Masters headquarters is at risk.”

      He lifted one shoulder. “I can’t answer that. Your work on this is on a need-to-know basis only.”

      “If you tell me, you have to kill me kind of thing?”

      He grinned. “Exactly.”

      “Could I go down into the tunnels?” Charlotte felt certain she’d be better able to get her bearings if she could see the area, take some measurements, and make some notations. It would take longer, but she was determined to see this task through to the end.

      “Absolutely.”

      “Let me call Christian and Vincent. Do you have a few flashlights we can borrow?” she asked as she reached for her cell.

      “Now? You want to go now?”

      “Can you think of a better time? If the Trinity Masters are truly in danger, then we don’t have the luxury of waiting around.”

      Franco rose from the table. “Yep. Definitely going to be best friends. Call your guys while I grab some flashlights from Lee and let the Grand Master know of your plans. I’ll meet you by the elevators down in headquarters in half an hour to guide you to the entrance.”

      Franco left her alone with the map. Charlotte dialed Vincent’s number. When she left the hotel, Vincent had been working on his laptop while talking rapid fire to someone on speakerphone. He’d rattled off so many figures, she’d struggled to keep up. There was no doubt in her mind he was very good at what he did.

      Meanwhile, Christian had been sprawled out on the couch, the picture of relaxation, reading a script his agent had sent via courier. There was a new play opening on Broadway and the director wanted Christian to headline.

      Night and day. Her guys were complete opposites. At least life would never be boring.

      “Hello,” Vincent said.

      “Hey, good-looking. How would you and Christian feel about going on a little adventure with me?”

      Vincent chuckled. “Adventure, huh? That sounds good. You coming back here or should we meet you?”

      “Meet me at the library. The rare book room. I’ll fill you in on the details when you get here.”

      As she hung up, Charlotte remained at the table, looking at the map without really seeing it. She considered Lee’s trinity, the way he and Barry had formed the bond with Genevieve remaining a part, yet still on the outside.

      She thought about Vincent and Christian, about their very obvious attraction to each other. What would she do if they decided they wanted each other without her in the mix?

      She closed her eyes, shaking the thought from her head.

      “Don’t borrow trouble,” her mother would say. Neither of them had given her any reason to believe she wasn’t an important part of their trinity, but Franco’s comment about the awkward adjustment period had taken root. They had fallen together quickly and easily. What happened when these tasks weren’t hanging over their head and they moved on to real life? They’d only been together for two days. It would be foolish to believe the whole thing would be sunshine and roses.

      “Enough,” she muttered as she rolled up the map. She’d distract herself in the rare book room until the guys arrived. There was always plenty to look at in there.

      All her fears flew out the window when Vincent and Christian showed up. Vincent walked straight over to her, kissing her deeply. When he stepped away, Christian was there, hugging her as if they’d been apart for years rather than hours.

      “Missed you, Chuck.”

      While Vincent had heeded her warning about the nickname, Christian possessed too much of the devil to let it go easily. The worst part was she was starting to like him calling her the hated nickname. It made her laugh.

      “Come on. Franco is waiting for us downstairs.”

      “Downstairs?” Christian asked.

      “The map of the tunnels is missing some key elements. I thought maybe I could figure them out if we took a look in person.”

      Christian looked aghast. “We’re going into the tunnels.” He looked down at his sweater. “But I’m wearing Burberry.”

      Vincent chuckled. “Jesus. That’s something I never thought I’d hear coming out of a man’s mouth.”

      “Laugh if you want, but this is cashmere. You can’t get cashmere dirty.”

      “Sorry,” Charlotte said as they climbed into the small elevator, hidden within the broom closet. “But I did say we were going on an adventure.”

      “I thought that was code for sex in the stacks.”

      Charlotte giggled. “Oh, I like that. I’ll keep that in mind. Next time.”

      Christian frowned. “I’m not a big fan of tight spaces.”

      Charlotte hadn’t considered his lame excuse about getting his clothes dirty might have more to do with a genuine fear. “You’re claustrophobic?”

      “A little. It’s nothing severe or crippling. I just…don’t care for feeling trapped.”

      Vincent reached out and placed a hand on his shoulder. “You don’t have to go in, Christian. Charlotte and I can take a quick look around and when we’re done, we’ll all go out for dinner. We can hit Tico’s for tapas and tequila flights.”

      “I’m holding you to Tico’s,” Christian said, “but I’m not waiting for you. We’re all in it together on these tasks. Like I said, I can deal. Just not sure my Burberry will forgive me.”

      They were all laughing when the elevator doors slid open.

      Franco was waiting for them when they emerged. “Good joke?”

      Charlotte nodded. “Yeah, something like that. Franco, this is Vincent and Christian, my partners in crime. Guys, this is my new best friend, Franco.”

      Christian shook Franco’s hand. “I’m Seb’s brother.”

      “I know. He talks about you all the time. You got a cool little brother.”

      “Yeah, I do,” Christian said with a grin.

      Franco then shook hands with Vincent and together the four of them walked down the long corridor.

      No matter how many times Charlotte walked along this path, she was always taken aback by the sheer elegance of the design. She even felt a sense of pride when she recalled that her ancestor had a hand in creating this masterpiece.

      Franco led them into the Grand Master’s office, which was empty. Either she wasn’t here today or Franco had told her they’d be coming and she had cleared out. Charlotte was curious about the woman’s identity in a way she had never been with the previous Grand Master. She wasn’t sure if it was because she was the first female Grand Master in the history of the society or if it was because she sounded young or if it was just a girl thing.

      “You have access to the Grand Master’s office?” Vincent asked.

      Franco nodded, absentmindedly. “I’m one of her counselors. There are several of us. The entrance is here.” Franco pushed a button on the wall and a secret panel slid open to reveal the dark corridor. “We found this with the bit of the map we could figure out.” He handed each of them a flashlight. “You should proceed with caution. We had a cave-in not too long ago, so I wouldn’t walk down any paths that look dodgy.”

      “Buildings don’t ‘cave in’,” Charlotte corrected.

      “Okay then, things fell down and it was a bit of a mess and a woman got trapped in the rubble. Better?” Franco asked.

      “I’ll take it,” Charlotte said.

      “Trapped?” Christian muttered.

      Charlotte looked back at him, concerned. “Christian—”

      “Save it, Chuck. I’m going with you.”

      Franco stepped aside, clearing the entrance for them. “I have quite a bit of work to do, so I’ll stick around to see you out. Good luck.”

      Vincent turned on his flashlight and led the way, followed by Charlotte, then Christian. The initial entrance was narrow and damp. More than once, Charlotte had to pull the spider webs she walked through from her hair. Unlike Franco, she didn’t believe spiders were friends, and the only conversations she’d ever had with the frightening-looking creatures were typically done with the heel of her shoe.

      Every so often, she turned to check on Christian, who looked resolute and more serious than she’d ever seen him. She was starting to understand that his claustrophobia was worse than he had admitted.

      After some distance, the tunnel led to a much larger area, a room of sorts that contained quite a few crates.

      Vincent walked over and lifted the lid on one. “Just looks like old papers. Probably someone’s way of disposing of sensitive information before shredders.”

      Charlotte unrolled the map/blueprint and laid it on top of one of the crates. “Okay, I think we’re here.” She pointed to a spot on the map where several of the tunnels converged. “But the lines are wrong.” She shone her flashlight around the room and counted five doorways. “The map reveals six openings. We’re one shy.”

      “Franco mentioned a cave-in.” Christian had perched himself on one of the boxes.

      Charlotte stepped closer, not liking how pale he was. “That would be a pile of rocks. These walls are solid. Are you okay?”

      He nodded, wiping his sweaty forehead with the sleeve of his precious cashmere sweater. If his pasty appearance hadn’t already given him away, that definitely would have.

      Vincent recognized Christian’s anxiety as well. “Which pathways are accounted for, Charlotte?”

      She pointed. “This one appears to lead to the church. I’m making some assumptions here—the circle marks indicate doors or entrances. The double lines may represent rooms like this one.”

      Vincent frowned. “Wouldn’t it make more sense to have a line for a door, and a circle for a circular room?”

      “It would, but if you were drawing a map for a secret society…?”

      Vincent grunted. “Fair enough.”

      Charlotte turned back to the map. “We know about that entrance. This one looks like a dead end on the map, but let’s save it until later. I don’t have an accurate scale, but given how far we just walked, that one would end right in the middle of Trinity Circle.”

      “And that’s the one we just came through,” Vincent added. “Which leaves these two. Let’s divide and conquer, so we can finish faster. I’ll head down this tunnel. You and Christian tackle this one. We’ll walk no longer than ten minutes before turning back. If we hit an exit, pay dirt. If we don’t, we come back tomorrow.”

      Without Christian. Though Vincent didn’t say the words, Charlotte heard them just the same.

      “Deal.”

      “Meet you both back here in twenty. And if you guys aren’t here, I’m coming after you.”

      “Same,” Charlotte said, reaching up on tiptoe to kiss Vincent on the cheek.

      At some point during their planning, Christian had appeared to rally. He was standing again and looked more determined than ever to follow through on this investigation.

      “Ready?” she asked.

      “Yeah. I’m pushing through it. I’ll be fine.” He took her hand and the two of them walked along the tunnel. Mercifully, for Christian’s sake, this one wasn’t as tight as the one that led to the Grand Master’s office. It also wasn’t as long. Before they’d walked five minutes, they found themselves in a tiny room that was empty save for a broken wooden chair.

      “This looks like something out of a movie,” Christian remarked. “The bad guys drag the hero in, tie him to the chair, and torture him until he tells them what they want to know.”

      Charlotte shuddered at the imagery. “Thanks for that gruesome picture. Can we go back now?”

      Christian reclaimed her hand. “You don’t have to ask me twice.”

      They were back in the larger room with ten minutes to spare.

      “What do you say we head down Vincent’s tunnel and hook up with him? I don’t like the idea of him down here alone,” Charlotte said, recalling Franco’s warning about the cave-in.

      “Good idea.”

      Charlotte felt a brief wave of relief when, after a few minutes, she saw a light ahead. That relief was replaced by fear when she heard the sound of a fight in the distance.

      Christian shone his light down the tunnel. About fifty feet away, Vincent and a man in a mask were tussling. There were several large, waist-height boulders partially obscuring their path that Vincent must have worked his way around.

      Both men were distracted from their scuffle by Christian’s light, but the masked man recovered a split second faster. He smashed his flashlight down on Vincent’s head.

      “No!” Charlotte screamed as Vincent staggered, shaking his head to recover from the blow.

      Then the man followed up with a punch to Vincent’s face. A hard one. So hard his head flew back, hitting the stone wall behind him. Vincent groaned and went down.

      The masked man bent over, and Charlotte feared he intended to do even more harm to Vincent.

      “Get away from him!” Christian yelled.

      Charlotte took off, intent on getting to Vincent.

      “Charlotte, stop!” Christian said, gripping her arm and holding her back.

      She struggled for freedom and, mercifully, Christian didn’t make her stay behind. Instead, he assumed the lead, chasing after the masked man while lighting their way. Neither of them would be any good to Vincent if they injured themselves by tripping. Her heart stopped when Christian stumbled and almost fell over Vincent, who was lying in the tunnel.

      The man had started running away at the same time they started moving forward. Given the light they were shining in his eyes, there was a good chance he couldn’t tell how many people he was up against, so he’d decided to cut his losses and split. By the time they reached Vincent, he was long gone.

      Christian started to chase him and Charlotte panicked.

      “Christian!” Charlotte called out, flashing her light on him. “Stop. Please. What if he has a gun?”

      Christian stopped and turned back to her, but it was obvious he was thirsty for revenge. She’d thought him the more easygoing of her men, but there was no denying the rage in his expression, the stiffness of his posture.

      Vincent moaned. He hadn’t lost total consciousness, but he’d definitely had his brain rattled around a bit.

      “Vincent…” Charlotte ran her hand over his face. “There’s blood. Where’s it coming from?”

      “I didn’t see the bastard until I was right next to him. He stepped out of that wall.”

      Christian swung his flashlight in the small area. There was an alcove opposite from where Vincent lay. The alcove was half bricked over. There were still stones mortared in place at the floor, up to knee level. The upper part of the alcove had been revealed when the stones were removed. Broken lines of mortar and a scattering of stones on the floor told the story of a secret revealed.

      Christian rose and carefully stuck his head in. “There’s nothing in there.”

      “Now there isn’t,” Vincent said. “He had this in his hands.”

      Vincent dug under his leg and held up a book. Charlotte realized that was probably what the masked man had bent over to get just before Christian charged.

      “What is it?” Charlotte asked.

      “No clue, but it was obvious it was important to him.”

      “That was a hell of a punch. Sorry about that,” Christian said, chagrined. “I think we hindered you more than helped.”

      “Those flashlights were bright in my eyes, but it was my fault. I let the asshole get the jump on me. I guess I wasn’t expecting to run into someone down here willing to use deadly force to get what he wanted.”

      “Franco warned us to be careful,” Charlotte reminded him, though she agreed with Vincent. There was a difference between being told to watch out for cave-ins versus bad guys swinging flashlights with intent to maim.

      Vincent’s anger seemed to grow as his pain waned. “Fucker. God, my head hurts. Did you get a look at his face?”

      “No,” Christian said. “He was wearing a mask. Took off when we started running toward you.  He disappeared too quickly. I’m thinking the man knows these tunnels pretty well. He turned off the main course so fast I lost sight of him.”

      Charlotte tried to keep her flashlight beam away from Vincent’s face because she could tell the light added to his pain, but she was anxious to check him over. “You probably have a concussion.”

      Vincent shrugged, regaining his strength slowly. “I played college ball, beauty. It won’t be my first concussion and I can already tell it’s not my worst. My ears aren’t ringing anymore and the white lights flashing behind my eyes are starting to fade.”

      “Come on.” Christian bent over to help Vincent stand. “We better get out of here in case that guy decides to come back for his book.”

      “Good idea.” Charlotte and Christian flanked Vincent whenever the tunnel was wide enough to allow it, but for most of the journey, Charlotte led the way with her flashlight as Christian supported Vincent. They slowly made their way back to the Grand Master’s office.

      True to his word, Franco was there when they reemerged, and he wasn’t alone.

      “Seb,” Christian said. “What are you doing here?”

      Aha, Charlotte thought. The beloved brother.

      Sebastian didn’t have a chance to reply before another man in the room stepped toward them. He was tall and solid with medium-brown hair and a well-fitted suit jacket. “What the hell happened to you three?” The newcomer made his way to Franco and dropped a kiss on the other man’s shoulder.

      “We weren’t alone down there,” Charlotte explained as they helped Vincent into a chair. “We ran into a man in a mask. He got the jump on Vincent.”

      “Jesus,” Franco muttered, looking at the others assembled. “Why the hell would someone be down there? I thought we’d cleared out most of the valuables.”

      “Obviously, we missed something,” Sebastian replied.

      “Yeah,” Christian said, placing the old folio Vincent had taken off the bad guy onto the Grand Master’s desk. “You missed this.”
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      Franco pounced on the folio, crooning to it as if it was a baby. “It’s okay, precious. It’s okay.”

      The newcomer looked at his husband, sighed, then introduced himself to Vincent and Charlotte. “I’m Devon Asher.”

      “Of the New York Ashers?” Vincent asked.

      “Yes.”

      “We have Devon’s family to thank when it comes to support of the arts,” Christian explained. He didn’t know Devon as well as his brother did—given the man was married to Sebastian’s best friend and was his CIA handler—but their paths had crossed on more than a few occasions.

      Devon cast one more bemused glance at Franco, who was now crooning in Spanish before focusing on them again. “Describe the person who attacked you.”

      Christian and Charlotte took turns telling the tale, and when they got to the part where Christian didn’t chase after him, Devon nodded grimly.

      “It’s good that you didn’t. If it’s the same person we confronted not long ago, he did have a gun.”

      “Devon should know. He got shot,” Sebastian added.

      “That information would have been more helpful before we went into the tunnels,” Vincent muttered.

      Christian felt guilty. He’d been warned to proceed with caution, to take care. He’d been too preoccupied with stupid stuff like finding enough air to breathe and not freaking out and making an ass of himself. A good husband protects. Defends. He’d been given one task and he’d fucked it up. Royally.

      “Why wasn’t it in a box? Why was it hidden? Where was it hidden? Did you take a photo before you moved it?” Franco spit out countless questions, without waiting for responses.

      “No,” Charlotte said slowly. “We didn’t stop to take pictures while running from a masked attacker with Vincent bleeding from the head and we didn’t move it. The bad guy did. It looked like it was hidden in an alcove that had been bricked over.”

      “It’s okay. It’s okay. You’re not art historians. Can someone call Eli?”

      “No, the last thing we need is two of you,” Devon griped.

      Sebastian shrugged. “So there are more alcoves, more things hidden in the tunnels. We all suspected that. That’s why we asked Charlotte to look at the map.”

      Franco had pulled on gloves. Now he took a small brush from a desk drawer. He used the bristles to clean a small metal placard attached to the bottom right-hand corner of the slim folio.

      “It says, ‘Admiralty.’” Franco looked at Devon. “Mean anything to you?”

      Devon shook his head. “Probably just the manufacturer’s name. What’s in it?”

      Charlotte walked over to the desk to join them. “Hi. I’m Charlotte Mead, Devon.”

      “A pleasure to meet you, Charlotte, though I wish it were under better circumstances. I’m Franco’s partner, in case you hadn’t figured that out.”

      Charlotte grinned as she winked. “I had an inkling.”

      Christian noticed that Devon didn’t mention their third, or Juliette’s absence, in her own office. They were clearly trying to protect the Grand Master’s identity.

      “And this is my brother, Seb,” Christian said, pointing to his younger brother, realizing he hadn’t bothered to introduce them. Not exactly the way he’d intended to introduce his partners to his family, but nothing the past couple of days had gone according to plan. “Sebastian, this is my Charlotte.”

      Charlotte shook Sebastian’s hand, blushing at Christian’s introduction. “It’s nice to meet you.” She looked over her shoulder. “And that’s Vincent Clayton, our third.”

      Vincent lifted one hand in a weak attempt at a wave, and then let it drop again. Charlotte returned to him, running her hands over his scalp.

      “You have a gash from where you hit your head on the wall, but I don’t think it’s deep enough to need stitches.” She grabbed a handful of tissues from the box on the Grand Master’s desk. “Even so, head injuries bleed like a bitch.”

      She applied pressure to the cut on Vincent’s head as the rest turned their attention to the folio. Vincent didn’t appear to care for her fussing over him, taking the tissue from her hand and holding it in place on his own. “I’m fine, beauty.”

      Franco opened it with slow, careful movement. He gently tugged the first piece of paper out and laid it on the desk. Then he did the same with the second and third. Everyone, with the exception of Vincent, gathered around.

      Charlotte reached for one of the pages.

      Franco slapped her hand away. “I don’t want to have to hurt you, bestie.”

      “Don’t touch her,” Vincent said from his chair.

      “I want to say I value human life more than historical artifacts, but I’m not actually sure I do, and I know people who could make it look like an accident.” Franco didn’t even bother to look up from his work to issue the threat. Instead, he carefully extracted yet another piece of paper.

      Charlotte’s lips twitched and she smiled at Christian, who pantomimed backing slowly away from Franco. Vincent shook his head at their antics just once before wincing in pain.

      Sebastian grinned at his brother. “He’s only half joking. I have come to realize that art historians, and regular historians too, are all totally nuts.”

      “Unlike us theater people,” Christian deadpanned.

      Devon leaned low to read one of the papers. “What the fuck?”

      That snapped everyone’s attention back to the desk.

      “Baptismal certificates?” Sebastian asked, after completing his own inspection. “My Latin isn’t great, but that’s what it looks like.” He looked at Franco. It was obvious this was the man’s area of expertise because unlike the rest of them, he didn’t seem a bit confused by what they’d found.

      Franco remained calm—if slightly murderous—as he extracted enough pieces of paper to cover the desk. Then he stopped and straightened. He looked at the papers, then fisted both hands in his hair and yelled, “Holy shit!”

      “What’s happening?” Vincent asked.

      “Art history freak-out. It happens a lot lately.” Sebastian pulled out a chair from the small conference table and dropped into it, waiting it out.

      “I don’t get it,” Christian said. “Why are these a big deal?”

      Franco didn’t reply immediately. He muttered in Spanish. Then, he took out his phone and took pictures. He muttered some more. Then, most puzzling of all, he crossed himself, but not as if he were worried or upset. It was reverent, and his head bowed for a moment.

      “Franco?” Devon said.

      “These are baptismal certificates from the Catholic Church. Look at the dates.”

      Christian had already noticed the dates on the couple he’d studied. “They were issued in the forties.”

      Franco nodded. “All issued during World War II.”

      “Still not seeing the whole picture here,” Christian said.

      Franco glanced at Sebastian and Devon, and Christian knew in an instant they were trying to withhold information. His head exploded. Christian glared at his brother. “Don’t even try to keep us out of the loop. Vincent could have been killed by that man down there, doing a task that the Grand Master gave us.” He stressed the words Grand Master, letting them know that regardless of what they believed right now, he could be trusted. He hadn’t told his trinity the identity of their leader, and he wouldn’t, even though that secret rubbed against the grain. “You owe us answers. Without us, that man in the mask would have this folio and you’d be none the wiser.”

      Franco sighed. “What we have here is proof of the good that people will do when faced with overwhelming evil.”

      “Franco?” Devon prompted.

      “These are baptismal certificates.” He pointed to one. “Fake baptismal certificates.”

      Sebastian looked back at Franco in surprise. “How can you know that?”

      “Because here, still in the folder, is a blank one. During World War II, the Catholic Church issued baptismal certificates to Jewish children. As the war continued, the Catholic Church even passed out blank ones. Blank ones like the one right here.”

      A heavy silence hung in the room. Franco cleared his throat and continued. “Fictitious baptismal certificates enabled the government to issue fake passports. It was how they were able to smuggle so many Jewish children out of Poland, Germany, Hungary, France…” Franco shook his head.

      The gravity of what they had here was staggering. “These are quite literally simple pieces of paper that saved children’s lives?” Christian asked quietly.

      Franco blew out a breath. “Yeah. That’s part one.”

      Devon gave in. “There’s a part two?”

      Christian went to stand by Vincent, rubbing his shoulder.

      Franco lifted one of the sheets. “The thing is…I don’t think these are all fakes created for Jewish children.”

      “Why not?” Sebastian rose and came to look at the papers again.

      “Because this one was issued by the Church of England.”

      “And they didn’t issue passports to Jewish children?” Vincent asked.

      Franco shook his head. “There was no need, Jews in England weren’t fleeing. So the fact that there’s a baptismal certificate for a legitimate British subject means…”

      “What does it mean?” Devon asked impatiently when Franco paused.

      Franco took off his glasses and rubbed his eyes wearily. “Hell if I know. It’s just another piece to a puzzle that doesn’t fit together. Every time we find another clue I think this will be the thing that helps us solve it. Instead, these certificates only muddy water I thought was starting to clear up.”

      Devon pointed to the folio as he looked at Christian. “The people who are protecting this information, trying to hide it and other items we’ve discovered in those tunnels, have proven they’ll stop at nothing.”

      “What else was in the tunnels?” Christian asked.

      “It would be safer for the three of you if you didn’t know.”

      Christian opened his mouth to argue, but Franco spoke first. “I can’t keep beating my head against this wall. The answers are clearly here. If only I could see it.”

      “We’ll get there, Franco.” Devon put a comforting hand on his partner’s shoulder.

      Sebastian sank down in the Grand Master’s chair with a heavy sigh, looking as defeated as Franco. Christian could just imagine Juliette’s response to that if she’d been here. She and his kid brother were infamous for their sibling-like squabbles over ridiculous things. Christian wished she were present. She’d find a way to make Sebastian laugh.

      “But are we going to get there before someone gets killed?” Sebastian asked.

      “Who do you think was down in that tunnel with us, Seb?” Christian asked, unable to shake the feeling that his brother had a very strong suspicion.

      “Caden Anderson,” Sebastian replied.

      “That was Caden?” Charlotte asked, sitting down next to Vincent, who took her hand in his. “I wanted to think…after what we heard…”

      “You heard something?” Devon perked up.

      Christian had made a dinner date with Sebastian to discuss what they’d learned at the club last night. After everything that had gone on down in the tunnel, he’d forgotten the others didn’t know what they did.

      Vincent nodded, and then closed his eyes with a groan that revealed he was still in pain. “We met a Dom, who gave us some background information on Caden Anderson and his sub, Darling.”

      Christian took up the tale, describing Caden and Darling’s training at the hands of Caden’s parents. Franco and Sebastian were obviously affected by the horrible story the same way they had been.

      However, Devon became increasingly angry as Christian told the story. Then, Christian took a deep breath. There was one last thing to tell and Devon wouldn’t like it. At all.

      “Darling’s real name is Rose.”

      Devon went white. Christian wasn’t sure he’d ever witnessed such a complete change of countenance occur within seconds.

      “Rose?” Devon whispered.

      “Do you think it’s your Rose?” Sebastian asked as Franco walked over to his lover, wrapping his arm around Devon’s waist.

      Christian had recalled that Juliette had been betrothed to Devon and to a woman named Rose. While clearly Juliette had kept Devon for her own trinity, she’d married Franco instead of Rose.

      Devon shook his head vehemently. “No. She’d never… It’s…” He swallowed heavily as he looked at Franco. “It’s not her.”

      Franco didn’t respond at first, and then he offered a quick nod that didn’t fool anyone. “We’ll talk to Juliette about it when we get home. She’ll help us get to the truth. If it is Rose—”

      “She would have told me,” Devon growled. “We were engaged for most of our lives. We shared everything. Goddamn it, we lost our virginity to one another!” Devon’s throat worked. “I thought…I thought we had. If that was Rose, if the Andersons did that to her…”

      Christian couldn’t even imagine what Devon must be going through.

      “If she was engaged to you, does that mean you’re the man they were training her to submit to?” Charlotte asked. The instant the words were out, Charlotte looked stricken, realizing what she’d just said. She slapped a hand over her mouth.

      Devon was completely still, but Christian could see the rage and grief coiling inside the other man. Vincent must have sensed it too, because he rose and stepped between Devon and Charlotte.

      Devon picked up a brass astrolabe from a shelf and heaved it against the wall. It split, littering the ground with screws and bits of brass.

      Franco ran to him, shoving him back against the wall, pinning him by the shoulders. “Calm down. Calm down.”

      Franco started to murmur in Spanish and Devon closed his eyes, his lashes damp. He threw his arms around Franco, hugging the other man with wild desperation.

      Sebastian jerked his head, and Christian urged Vincent and Charlotte out of the room into a dimly lit hall.

      Charlotte looked near tears herself. “I’m such an ass. I’m so horrible. I didn’t think. Sometimes I just say things.”

      “He would have realized it eventually,” Sebastian said.

      Vincent was shaking his head. “He already had. So let me see if I got this right. Devon was engaged—betrothed?—to Rose, and he had no idea that Caden’s parents had put her through all this. She never said anything to him?”

      “That’s what it seems like,” Sebastian said.

      “Why would Caden’s parents do this to her? Where were her parents?” Charlotte asked.

      Vincent wrapped his arm around her shoulders. “And where is Rose now? Can’t the Grand Master just summon her? Or hell, text her?”

      Sebastian shrugged. “She could. But first…first we need to know if Rose is aware of what Caden is doing. She could be the key to unlocking all of this. But if we talk to her, we could tip our hand and we’ll never figure out what’s going on.” Sebastian rubbed the back of his neck. “Fuck! What a mess.”

      “You can come back in,” Franco said from the doorway to the office.

      They filed in to find Devon dry-eyed, if pale and extremely grim looking.

      Devon walked over to a cabinet in the corner of the office. Charlotte gasped when he turned around with a gun in his hand. It was a Glock and it had a silencer on it.

      Devon’s face was deadly serious as he turned toward them once more. “Caden saw Vincent’s face, right?”

      Christian nodded. “Yeah. There’s a chance he got a glimpse at all of us, but he definitely got a good look at Vincent.”

      “Do you really think that’s necessary?” Vincent asked.

      “Don’t you? You’re sitting here with a bloody head. Caden shot me. He won’t hesitate to pull the trigger if you’re standing in the way of something he wants. I think you’re lucky he expected those tunnels to be empty tonight.”

      “Otherwise he would have had a gun?” Charlotte’s voice was soft, full of fear.

      Devon nodded and handed Christian the gun. “Take this and consider yourselves on high alert. If he’s desperate enough to get this folio back, he might come after you. Hopefully he’s smart enough to realize that we’ll keep the folio here in headquarters, but you never know. You know how to use a gun?”

      Christian nodded. He’d spent the better part of an afternoon at a shooting range, studying for a part. It wasn’t much, but it was something.

      Before standing at that altar, all his studies as an adult had been in preparation to make him a better actor. He never once thought he’d be called on to use them in real life. BDSM, guns, spying. None of it felt quite real to him.

      As he took the gun, Charlotte stepped next to him. She was pale, her eyes wide with fear. No. This was all too real. No one would hurt her or Vincent again, he silently vowed. They were his life now and he would fight to the death to protect them. He’d been too far away to help Vincent in the tunnel and that fact was already haunting him. There was no doubt he’d see that punch and the way Vincent’s head flew back painfully hard against the wall every time he closed his eyes.

      He’d failed his lover once. He wouldn’t do it again.

      “Christian,” she said softly. “I think Vincent needs to lie down.”

      Christian tucked the gun in the back of his jeans, tugging out his shirt hem to cover it. “You’re right.” He glanced at his brother. “Call me if you discover anything else.”

      Sebastian gave him one brief nod, which left Christian in doubt that call would take place. Unfortunately, he didn’t have time to press the point right now. Vincent really did look groggy and while the bleeding appeared to have slowed, they needed to clean it properly and bandage him up.

      He’d call Sebastian in the morning to stress that their help was only going to continue if the lines of communication remained open. While the Grand Master and Franco had both warned them to be careful, Christian had never gotten a life-or-death vibe from them until tonight. There was no way he would put Vincent and Charlotte in harm’s way again because they’d been sent into a dangerous situation with only half the information. He would make damn sure his brother understood that.

      Christian took Vincent’s elbow to steady him, but his partner was beginning to regain his strength. He walked out of the library without assistance.

      “Should I get an Uber?” Charlotte asked, glancing around them. Devon’s warning had taken root, leaving her frightened and leery.

      “No,” Vincent said, misunderstanding her offer. “I can walk back to the hotel just fine.”

      “It’ll be okay, Charlotte,” Christian reassured her, the metal of the gun warm against his back.

      “Fine, but I don’t want to go back to the hotel. I have bandages and some pain meds at my place. Let’s just stay there tonight.”

      Christian lifted his arm, directing them all toward home. “Sounds like a good plan. Let’s pop up to the penthouse first though so Vincent and I can grab some clean clothes. I’m covered in dust and spider webs.”

      “Better that than blood,” Vincent muttered.

      Christian knew Vincent had meant the words as a joke, but they merely reminded him of how badly this night could have ended. What if the man had been carrying a weapon more deadly than a flashlight? He could have pulled a knife or a gun and Christian would have been helpless to stop him from using them. He was looking mortality in the eye right now and hating that the odds had been stacked against him.

      It wouldn’t happen again. Until the threat looming over their heads was gone, the gun was traveling with him.

      The rest of the walk back to the penthouse, and then to Charlotte’s place, was made in silence. He wasn’t sure what his partners were thinking about, but for him, his mind was whirling over everything they’d discussed in Juliette’s office. Like Franco, he struggled to understand the connections between modern-day purists and a bunch of relics from the Nazi era. It appeared Juliette had opened Pandora’s box when these things that had been buried in the tunnels for decades found their way back into the light of day. Someone was determined to bury them again, but Christian couldn’t understand why.

      As they walked into her place, Charlotte took Vincent straight to the bathroom and Christian went to the kitchen for a drink. The dusty tunnel had left him parched and fighting a headache himself. He grabbed a cold bottle of water from the fridge for himself and then a couple more for the others. As the door to the refrigerator closed, he noticed a colorful invitation attached to the door with a magnet that said, “All roads lead to happy hour.” He chuckled at the magnet, and then realized her invitation was for a work party being held tonight.

      Charlotte walked into the kitchen and headed straight to a drawer at the end of the counter. “I have some Tylenol PM in here somewhere.”

      “Were you planning to go to this party?” Christian asked.

      Charlotte looked over his shoulder and cursed. “Damn. Forgot all about that. I was looking forward to it a week ago, but life has sort of taken a hard left since then. I’ll offer an excuse for missing when I get back into the office. It’s no big deal.”

      “Funny how life can change so much in the blink of an eye, isn’t it?”

      She nodded. “Yeah. It is.”

      Christian handed her the bottles of water and she gave him a quick kiss on the cheek. “Thanks. I’ve cleaned up the cut and put a bandage on it. It actually wasn’t as bad as it looked. More blood than wound.”

      “Is he in pain?”

      She shrugged. “He says he’s fine now, but I think he’s just saying that so I won’t worry.” She shook the bottle of pills. “These should help.”

      Christian followed her to her bedroom, surprised to find Vincent propped up in the middle of her king with his back against the headboard. He was completely naked.

      “Blood on all my clothes,” Vincent muttered.

      “Your boxers too?” Christian teased.

      Vincent didn’t laugh. Instead, he responded in a way that had Christian’s cock rock-hard in an instant.

      “Put that gun over here on the nightstand,” Vincent commanded.

      Christian placed it on the flat surface. While it obviously made Charlotte uneasy, Christian saw the same determined gleam in Vincent’s eye that said they were on the same page. They would both protect their own.

      “I hate that thing,” Charlotte admitted as she gave Vincent a bottle of water and two pills. “But I understand why we need it. Here.”

      “What are they?”

      “Tylenol. For your headache.”

      Vincent swallowed them down, then rested his head against the headboard. The head above his shoulders might hurt, but the same couldn’t be said for the head below his waist. Vincent hadn’t bothered to throw a sheet over himself, so his thick erection was more than evident.

      “Don’t you want to sleep?” Charlotte asked.

      Vincent started to shake his head then thought better of it. “Stand at the foot of the bed and take off your clothes.” He glanced over at Christian. “Both of you.”

      Neither he nor Charlotte hesitated. They hadn’t been together sexually since the flight yesterday, and all that had done was whet Christian’s appetite for more. Christian undressed Charlotte, slowly revealing her for their lover, who sat on the bed watching them with hungry eyes as he stroked his massive cock.

      Once Charlotte was naked, she returned the favor, stripping Christian out of his clothing as she kissed and caressed each bit of bare skin.

      When the last piece of clothing hit the floor, they turned to face Vincent in unison.

      “You want this?” Vincent asked, drawing their attention to his dick.

      Christian nodded, as did Charlotte.

      “Then crawl up here and get it.”

      Vincent sat with one leg bent at the knee, the other lying flat on the mattress. His legs were parted, giving them both room between.

      As he released his grip on his cock, Charlotte was there to take possession. She stroked him in her palm, her fingers looking tiny around the hard flesh in comparison to Vincent’s massive hand.

      Christian refused to be an observer. He reached lower to fondle Vincent’s balls. He enjoyed his lover’s sharp intake of breath.

      “Put your mouth on me,” Vincent demanded.

      Christian bent down, sucking in his lover’s cock as Charlotte stroked him. Together, they worked in tandem, slowly driving Vincent’s arousal higher. Christian was in awe of Vincent’s stamina. There was no way he could have held out in the face of such a sensual assault.

      Vincent’s hand on his head halted his actions when Christian began to move faster, to take him deeper.

      “Fuck Charlotte, Christian. She’s hurting. She needs a man inside her. Right now.”

      Christian looked at Charlotte and knew Vincent was right. Her face was flushed and, while she still had one hand wrapped around Vincent’s cock, her other hand was between her legs as she sought her own pleasure.

      Christian gripped her wrist and pulled it away from her pussy. “Mine,” he warned her.

      Vincent grabbed Christian’s hand, the action reminiscent of their bound hands at the altar. “Ours.”

      The moment lingered for just a few seconds as all three of them held on, with their eyes and their hands. And then, the dam broke.

      Christian tugged Charlotte to her hands and knees between Vincent’s legs. “Suck his cock, Charlotte. Do a good job and I’ll fuck you as hard and as fast as you want.”

      He might have laughed at Charlotte’s quick, unspoken response. One second she was looking at him over her shoulder, the next her mouth was halfway down Vincent’s hard flesh.

      Vincent gripped her hair in his hands. “Easy, wildcat. We’re all three reaching the finish line together.”

      Christian didn’t think it would take any of them long to break through that tape. Charlotte had failed to tell Vincent his Tylenol was the sleepy variety. His eyes were growing heavy, not just with need, but exhaustion.

      As for him, Christian had the rest of his life to practice endurance. Right now, all he wanted was to bury himself deep inside her warmth and pump out every fucking bad feeling and fear still lingering from the terror of those tunnels.

      Vincent began to control Charlotte’s movements on his cock, his fingers tugging her hair in a way that made her groan. Christian watched it for several moments before he felt Vincent’s gaze on him. His lover raised one eyebrow as if to say “get on with it.”

      Christian grinned then grasped her hips, driving to the hilt in one hard thrust.

      After that, the wild animals emerged as all three of them shed their human skin. They fucked as if it was their sole purpose in life.

      Charlotte reared back against Christian’s thrusts, forcing him deeper, as she used her hands and mouth to drive Vincent crazy.

      “I want to come on your tits,” Vincent said, matching his words with action, freeing his dick from Charlotte’s mouth with a pop.

      He pressed on Christian’s shoulder. “Get on your back, but don’t take your cock out of her.”

      Christian lay down, still buried inside their woman as her back rested against his chest.

      Vincent shoved both their legs apart as he knelt between. He stroked his cock as he ran the fingers of his free hand around the place where Christian penetrated Charlotte. He touched it all—her clit, his balls, the base of his dick, and then he even rammed one finger inside Christian’s ass.

      The unexpected thrust mingled with a bite of pain, and Christian lost it, coming hard inside Charlotte.

      Vincent’s determination to finish together remained. He tugged his finger out of Christian’s anus and rubbed his thumb roughly over Charlotte’s clit as he stroked his own dick so hard, Christian thought it must hurt.

      Christian had only just begun to recover from his climax when Charlotte’s pussy muscles constricted against him.

      “Fuck me,” he muttered as he tried to hold on. Her orgasm stroked his very sensitive flesh.

      Vincent cried out next as he came, jets of come erupting in milky white drops that covered Charlotte’s breasts and stomach.

      Christian lay still, in silent wonder. They’d only fucked three times so far and had barely scratched the surface of all the amazing things they could do to each other. And, despite that, it was already the best sex of his life.

      Vincent bent over them, one hand holding him up as the other rubbed his come into Charlotte’s pale skin. Christian watched his lover’s actions until it was too painful to hold his head up. It fell back on the mattress.

      “Christian?” Vincent asked.

      “Hmmm?”

      “Can you clean our girl up?” Vincent’s voice was groggy as he fought against the sleep aid. “I can’t seem to keep my eyes open.”

      With that, Vincent moved to one side of the bed, pulled down the sheets and climbed in. Christian suspected he was asleep before his head hit the pillow.

      “Shower?” he murmured.

      Charlotte slowly, gingerly rolled off him. They’d taken her roughly. Again.

      “Sorry,” he said with a grin that belied the apology.

      Charlotte narrowed her eyes. “No, you aren’t. And don’t you dare apologize for that. That was…Jesus…something I hope we can repeat about a million more times.”

      Christian chuckled as the two of them stumbled like a couple of drunks to the shower. Neither of them had the energy to do much more than wash away the evidence. Wrapped in towels, they returned to the bedroom.

      Charlotte claimed the middle as Christian curled up next to her, spooning her from behind. Like Vincent, it didn’t take Charlotte long to fall asleep.

      It was harder for Christian. The gun still lay on the nightstand beside him, Devon’s words playing themselves over and over in his head.

      High alert.

      Someone could be coming.

      He played through too many horrible scenarios before sleep finally came for him. However, even then, his dreams were lucid, vivid, frightening.

      Someone is coming.
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      “What do you mean, you failed to retrieve the folio?”

      Caden propped his feet on his desk and chugged some whiskey straight from the bottle. He was too tired for a glass. Tired. He was always tired lately. Tired of the secrets—secrets in secrets in secrets. Tired of hiding. Tired of trying to be someone he couldn’t be—someone better than he was.

      And especially tired of his father.

      He let his father rant about how important that folio was. How the whole world would come apart if Caden didn’t make sure some secrets stayed secret. He turned down the volume on his cell. If there was one bright spot in all of this, it was that his father wasn’t in the same city, or even state.

      Caden didn’t care about his dad’s anger. He hadn’t cared for a long time. He was doing this for Tabitha. For Rose.

      He didn’t really care that he hadn’t protected the folio as his father ordered him to. But he was pissed, because the fact that his father wanted the folio meant it might have something in it he could use. Something he could use to get the hell away from these people—his family, the Trinity Masters, all of them.

      That damned folio, which he’d had his hands on once before. If only he’d known, years ago, how important it was, he would have gone back for it sooner, before his parents ordered him to look for it. The problem was…there were too many secrets hidden in those tunnels.

      Running away wouldn’t be hard. What would be hard was keeping everyone else away.

      For that he needed protection. He needed to know their secrets, so he could use them as a shield.

      He’d had the fucking folio in his hands. He’d retrieved it from an alcove the Grand Master hadn’t discovered yet. Unfortunately, he’d stepped out of the room and found himself face-to-face with Vincent Clayton.

      Caden had worn a mask, aware that others had been searching the tunnels. Not that Vincent would have recognized him, mainly because Caden had been masked the first time he’d seen Vincent as well.

      Of course, that had been a much different environment. Vincent had been in the midst of a scene with a sub. Caden had observed more scenes than he could count in his lifetime, but there had been something about Vincent’s handling of the woman that caught his attention and caused him to stop and watch for a few minutes.

      The sub had been bound on her hands and knees, strapped to a padded table. Vincent had been working her ass, starting with first a slender dildo barely thicker than a pen. As he fucked her ass, he played with her pussy, her nipples. He’d stop to spank her, or fuck her mouth, but he always returned to her ass. One by one, he’d worked increasingly larger dildos into her ass, each time making her beg to be stretched further, even though she’d moaned in pain at the first thrust of the larger dildo. It had been equal parts elegant and depraved, and when he’d finally forced a huge plug into her ass, Vincent had freed her, only to have her kneel and pleasure him, before finally, finally, allowing the sub to come.

      The element of surprise had worked in Caden’s favor when he’d stepped out of the tiny alcove and run into Vincent. Caden had shoved Vincent back a couple of paces, allowing him just enough space to get by the large man in the tunnel. Caden wasn’t looking for a confrontation; the folio was in his hands, which meant it was more important that he escape without being recognized.

      Unfortunately, his retreat was cut short when Vincent grabbed him and twisted him around. That was when Caden had dropped the folio and his flashlight.

      He’d tried to retrieve the book, but when Vincent realized what he wanted, they began to wrestle for it. Caden had just gotten a hand on it when more lights flashed in their faces. Like him, Vincent was distracted.

      Christian couldn’t get the image of Vincent going down in the fight or the way Caden had tried to grab the folio that Vincent had fallen on. The others had begun to run toward him, so Caden took off. Without his prize.

      “Who has the folio?”

      “Right now? I would assume the Grand Master.”

      “You stupid, incompetent…”

      Caden grinned with mirthless pleasure as his father ranted. Thwarting his father always felt good. If it hadn’t been for the fact that he wanted whatever was in that folio for himself, he might not have bothered to go.

      But if the Grand Master discovered the purists’ secrets—his family’s secrets—before Caden did, those secrets lost their potency. He’d lose the leverage and protection he needed in order to protect Tabitha, Rose and himself when they finally ran.

      “Who was in the tunnel, Caden? Who found that room?”

      Once Caden made his way to the secret tunnel entrance, he had doubled back around and waited outside the library. He’d heard another man yell a name when they were below ground. Charlotte.

      They emerged from the library less than an hour after he’d left them in the tunnel.

      They weren’t hard to spot. Vincent was still groggy with blood on his shirt and the other two were helping him. He recognized Christian Stewart instantly. He was aware of Christian’s membership in the Trinity Masters. Like Caden, he was a legacy, and Christian had achieved enough fame on the Broadway stage that he was recognizable. The red-haired woman, however, was a stranger.

      Caden followed them as they walked. They’d headed for the Boston Park Plaza, which told him this was likely a new trinity. The woman smiled at the doorman, who nodded and said, “Welcome back, Ms. Mead, Mr. Clayton, Mr. Rogers.”

      Armed with a name, it had only taken Caden a few minutes to run a quick computer search on Charlotte Mead. He checked out her architectural firm’s website and found a photo of the woman, along with her professional bio.

      He’d hit the jackpot, discovered the redhead’s identity.

      “Are you listening to me, Caden? Who took that folio away from you?” His father’s patience, which had been stretched thin to begin with, was officially gone.

      “Vincent Clayton, Christian Rogers Stewart and Charlotte Mead. I believe they’re a new trinity.”

      His father, who had been ranting since Caden told him about the folio, went silent. Caden put down the bottle and sat up.

      “Charlotte Mead?”

      Caden had expected Christian’s name to be what rattled his father. After all, the Stewarts were an old family, one of the original founders of the Trinity Masters. They were well connected within the society.

      So why was Charlotte so interesting? Another clue, another piece of the puzzle.

      When his father spoke again, it felt as if he was thinking aloud rather than talking to Caden. “I wasn’t aware there was a Mead in the Trinity Masters. Their association with the society ended over a hundred years ago. I need to tell Barton.”

      Barton Anderson was Caden’s legal father, and based on looks, more than likely Caden was Barton’s genetic son. But Barton was not his father. The man he called father, Elroy Cloud, was Barton and Victoria’s third. He wasn’t sure if it was bad luck or intuition that had led the Grand Master of the day to place his three parents together. Perhaps the leader had a sense that the three of them were evil to the core and decided not to saddle anyone else with them. Or perhaps it was fate or the stars or Satan himself who’d ordained it.

      “The Meads?” Caden asked. “Who are they?”

      Elroy didn’t reply, but that didn’t surprise Caden. He was used to working on a “need to know” basis for his family. As far as his parents were concerned, he and Rose were just tools, to be forged and used with no care for the fact that they weren’t tools. They were people. People who’d been broken and pieced themselves together only to be broken again.

      “Forget the folio,” his father said as last. “I have something else I need you to retrieve.”

      Caden resisted the urge to tell his father to go fuck himself. After all, if his father wanted something, Caden wanted it too. Wanted it first.

      So instead he said, “What do you need?”

      “A book of poetry.”

      Caden wondered briefly if he’d heard his father correctly. “Poetry?”

      “If we’re lucky, it’ll be in Charlotte Mead’s possession.”

      Interesting. He needed to learn more about Charlotte Mead and her history with the Trinity Masters ASAP.

      “And if we’re unlucky?” He hated saying “we.” Hated acknowledging any connection between him and his father.

      “You better hope that isn’t the case.”

      “So you want me to break into Charlotte Mead’s apartment and steal a book of poems? How will I even know what I’m looking for?”

      “One of her ancestors was a renowned poet. She had many of her works published. This book won’t be like the others. It wasn’t released to the general public. In fact, as far as we know, there were only three copies made. The title is Sandhogs.”

      “Sandhogs?”

      His father didn’t illuminate. Instead, he forged on with his command. “Your grandfather located and destroyed two of them. I need you to find out if Charlotte is in possession of the third.”

      “Why wouldn’t you have looked for this book before if you knew the Meads had it?”

      “Because their association with the Trinity Masters ended several generations ago. As far as we knew, no one in the Mead family even knew of the society’s existence. It seemed riskier to launch a search of their home and possibly be caught versus letting the book rot away in their ignorant ownership.”

      “What’s in this book?”

      “That’s not important.”

      Caden toasted himself. He’d bet himself a bottle of Scotch that his father wouldn’t answer, and once again he’d won the bet.

      “You’ve failed me twice now, Caden. You’re better than this. I know it’s not in your nature to take orders—I made sure of that.”

      Caden looked at the bottle, and then flung it against the wall. Glass and whiskey spread over the floor.

      His father must have heard the crash because when he spoke again, there was a smile in his voice. The smile of a sadist.

      “Get the book, Caden. I’ll tell your sister you said hello. And be sure to tell Rose I say hi.”

      With that, the phone line went dead.

      Caden wished he had another bottle to fling. It was almost over, he could feel it. Though he couldn’t say why, he was sure that this torture wouldn’t last much longer. He’d find a way out. Maybe this book of poems was it.

      Then he’d be able to protect Tabitha. Tabitha, his lovely, kindhearted sister, who was rotting away in a state-of-the-art, expensive, and soul-crushingly cold hospital.

      On their own, Caden and Rose might have managed to stay one step ahead of their parents and the other purists. But they couldn’t leave Tabitha. He and Rose had watched his parents harden their hearts to her after she was diagnosed with Friedreich’s ataxia at age six. She had a particularly aggressive form of the degenerative disease and had ended up in a wheelchair by the age of ten. His parents, realizing she would never be a member of the Trinity Masters—and therefore held no value to them—shipped her off to live in a private hospital. And now they used her as a hostage to ensure Caden toed the company line.

      Without Tabitha, and the knowledge that if something happened to his parents, Tabitha’s power of attorney went not to her own brother, but to a lawyer, Caden would have killed all three of his parents.

      He would have killed them and felt not an ounce of regret.

      But for Tabitha, he would jump when they told him. And someday soon he would have the power to take Tabitha away, to hold his parents’ secrets over their heads so they dare not pursue. And hopefully, out from under their control, he could become the kind of man Rose deserved. He could help her forget that Caden’s father had raped her, beaten her, and then broken her mind and spirit, all while Caden’s mother and other father looked on.

      He could learn to be with her, to love her, without having to dominate her. They could just be Caden and Rose. Not Master Anderson and Darling.

      He took a few minutes, making sure he was calm, before he called Rose.

      “My Darling Rose,” he said when she answered.

      “Caden.” He knew from the halting way she said it that she was forcing herself not to say “Sir” or “Master.” They were both trying, trying so hard.

      Careful to keep his tone light, and to not phrase anything like an order, he told her what had happened this afternoon.

      “A bit of B&E? I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

      “I’m tired, Darling. I want to be done. I want you and Tabby safe.”

      “Okay, I’ll check flights. I can be there by morning. Early afternoon at the latest.”

      “No. I’m doing this tonight.”

      “Yes, Sir.” Her tone was soft and obedient. The voice of a submissive.

      Caden squeezed his eyes shut. “Darling, I’m sorry.”

      She sighed. “Don’t order me to stay away.”

      “Never. I never meant that.”

      “I’m looking now. There’s still one fight out from LAX tonight. The direct redeye. I have time to make it.”

      “You still won’t be here until morning. I’m not going to wait.”

      She made a small sound of distress, as if she had forced herself to swallow back a retort.

      “Damn it. I’m sorry, Darling. It won’t always be like this. Someday.”

      “Someday,” she agreed. “But, Master—”

      “Caden.”

      “Caden, it’s too dangerous to do this alone. I’ll be there in the morning. I’ll be your lookout.”

      He wanted to agree with her, give in to her. Compromise. A word that was utterly foreign to him.

      “I followed them from the library. They’re in the hotel. They must be a very new trinity. Her apartment is empty tonight, but there’s no guarantee they won’t have relocated there by the time you get here. I’m going tonight.”

      Rose didn’t reply, but he heard a zipper, something clicking against a counter. It sounded like she was packing.

      “I love you,” he said.

      Her only answer was a little noise of distress. Caden hated himself. Who would want to hear “I love you” from a man who best knew how to express his feelings with a whip in hand?

      “I’m looking forward to seeing you tomorrow,” he said carefully. He’d wanted to say, “See you later,” but that was an order.

      He heard a door close. “I’m getting in a car now. I’ll be at the airport in an hour.”

      “I’m going tonight.” Caden ended the call and headed for the shower. He planned to be done with this damned book before her plane even took off. And maybe, just maybe, the poems would be their key to freedom.
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* * *

      She’d raced through security, annoyed with herself for wearing heeled boots instead of flats. By the time she reached the gate, first class had already boarded, so she shouldered her way to the front, darting down the gangway to take her seat.

      She dropped into her seat, her overnight bag and coat falling into the aisle as she called Caden.

      “Darling,” he purred in greeting.

      Rose closed her eyes and took a deep breath, desperately relieved to hear him. His voice did things to her. She wasn’t sure if those things were good or bad. He’d faced far more dangerous things than a little breaking and entering, but she was worried about him. He was so tired, so emotionally depleted. He was the only soldier on the front lines of this battle, a lone man up against the collected might of the Trinity Masters, or at least those who were loyal to the Grand Master.

      “Where are you?” she asked.

      “Just outside Ms. Mead’s building.”

      “Don’t.” Rose winced, her whole body clenching in anticipation of a blow. It was wholly inappropriate for her to command her master to do anything. If he’d been with her, he would have turned her over the nearest flat surface and whipped her ass for speaking to him in such a way.

      “Ma’am, are these yours? I need you to place them in the overhead bin.”

      Rose waved her hand at the flight attendant. She was sure she was coming off as a bitch, but she didn’t care. With a huff, he put her bag away and hung up her coat.

      “I’m sorry, Master,” she whispered.

      “Don’t apologize.” His tone was stiff, as if he were forcing himself not to respond by promising her a sound beating. He was trying. “Rose, I need to do this right now.”

      “What if she comes over to her apartment to sleep? Or what if she needs something?”

      “They’re a new trinity. They’ll want to be together, locked up in their penthouse, having a good time.”

      Rose was less sure about that. Nothing in her life had ever made her feel like a trinity marriage was truly a good thing. All it did was strip away boundaries, complicate relationships, and turn people into someone they were not.

      Her own trinity had been dissolved not long ago. Rose’s mother used to use her academic training to discuss and analyze Rose’s betrothal. As a world-famous anthropologist, it was the only way Tallulah has been able to talk about it. Rose wondered why her mother had ever agreed to it in the first place. Probably because the Hancocks, Rose’s father and other mother, though she’d never call them that, had outvoted Tallulah.

      When Juliette, the woman Rose had always assumed she’d call “wife,” became the Grand Master, the first thing she’d done was dissolve the betrothal. Juliette had never accepted the betrothal in the first place. Probably because obedience hadn’t been beaten into her the way it was beaten and branded into Rose. For the first time, Rose hadn’t known what the future would hold, and that was a terrifying relief.

      When Juliette had gone on to marry Devon, the third member of their trinity, Rose had felt a pang of some emotion she couldn’t quite name—fear, jealousy, sadness. So much of Rose’s own life had been shaped by Juliette and Devon, and by what the Andersons thought they’d want from Rose.

      But she had Caden. Caden, who loved her, protected her, used her, mastered her.

      They were in this together. Together they would find a way out.

      “And one of the men is a Dom, I recognize him. You might too. Master Clayton. Charlotte and Christian are undoubtedly getting introduced to the basics of BDSM.”

      Rose bit the tip of her tongue to stop herself from flashing back to her own introduction to BDSM. If she let herself think about those first few years, about Elroy’s training, or Weston, she’d lose it.

      “Good evening.” Caden was speaking to someone else. A doorman?

      With two simple words, Caden conveyed an arrogance and poise that was unrivaled. He commanded respect and obedience with just that voice.

      Rose closed her eyes. Caden wanted to get away from the master and submissive dynamic that was the foundation of their relationship. Rose didn’t dare hope. Every order he gave, she followed. Every time she saw him in person, her legs trembled with the need to kneel.

      She might never be anything other than “Darling.”

      She heard a ding.

      “I’m in the elevator,” Caden said.

      No. Please wait. Wait for me.

      Rose glared at the cockpit door, willing the plane to take off. She needed to be in Boston. Now.
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* * *

      “It’s going straight to voice mail.” Devon stared at his phone. He’d called Rose eight times in the past hour. He’d spent the evening coming to grips with what he’d heard and had delayed calling her until now.

      In truth, the delay was cowardice. He didn’t want to know. Didn’t want to accept what she’d suffered because someone was trying to turn her into his perfect spouse. Luckily she was on the West Coast, so it wasn’t as late for her as it was for him.

      “Shouldn’t you wait for Juliette?” Franco leaned over the back of the couch and massaged Devon’s shoulders.

      “Probably. But I…” Devon hung his head as Franco’s fingers dug into the tense muscle at the base of his neck.

      “She should be back tonight.”

      Juliette had gone to talk to another lost legacy. With everything that was going on here, she’d left Franco and Devon in charge—though they’d objected heavily—and taken a bodyguard supplied by Price. They were doing their best to avoid talking on cell phones, so they hadn’t heard from her except for a brief email letting them know she was on her way back.

      “Wait for me to do what?” Juliette smiled as she walked into the living room, dropping her bag and coat on a chair. She reached out one hand to each of them, but Devon grabbed it first, pulling her onto his lap and burying his face in her shoulder.

      “Devon? Devon?” She ran frantic fingers through his hair. “What happened?”

      Franco sank down beside them with a sigh. “It’s about Caden Anderson. And Rose.”

      Juliette’s spine stiffened. “What did they do?”

      Devon looked up. “It’s not what they did. It’s what was done to them.”
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* * *

      Christian jerked awake several hours later. He wasn’t sure what had startled him, but he realized Charlotte was looking at him.

      “Sorry,” he whispered, not wanting to disturb Vincent’s sleep as well. “Bad dream. Didn’t mean to wake you.”

      Charlotte leaned closer to him and spoke very softly, fear rife in her tone. “I think there’s someone in the apartment.”

      Christian paused for a moment to listen. He heard it too. Footsteps in the living room.

      Slowly, he sat up, reaching for the gun on the nightstand.
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* * *

      “I’m in,” Caden breathed. “No dead bolt. Easy to pick.”

      “Be careful. Please.”

      “No lights. Nice place. Hold on.”

      There was a pause. Rose held her breath.

      “Found a bookcase. Looking now.”

      “If it’s an heirloom, it might not be in a bookcase. Wait for me. We’ll go in during the day. Pretend we’re pest inspectors. That’s worked before.”

      “Rose, enough.” His voice was harsh.

      “Yes. Master.” She gritted her teeth. The flight attendant mimed for her to hang up her phone. She stared at him until he gave up and left.
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* * *

      Charlotte placed her hand on his forearm. “Wait,” she whispered, her fear now full-blown panic. “Maybe we should call 9-1-1.”

      Christian knew that wasn’t a possibility. It was their duty to protect the Trinity Masters, to make sure the secret society stayed off the radar. He wasn’t sure who was out there, but if it was who he suspected, calling the cops would be a big mistake.

      “I have the gun.” They both kept their voices low, but the medicine Charlotte had given Vincent had done the trick. Their lover was sleeping soundly, oblivious to the danger lurking outside the bedroom door.

      “Please, Christian—” Charlotte started.

      “It’s going to be okay. Trust me.”

      “This isn’t exactly a matter of trust. Anything could happen and you know it. This isn’t something you can control.”

      She was right, of course. That didn’t make him any less determined to take care of what was his. This man had hurt Vincent. He clearly knew Charlotte’s name. Where she lived. The threat to their safety ended tonight.

      Christian rose from the bed and pulled on a pair of sweatpants. “Stay here.”

      She shook her head, and for the first time since he awoke, Christian felt the same panic reflected in Charlotte’s eyes. He wasn’t afraid for himself, but he was terrified for her.

      “I mean it, Charlotte. You step one foot outside this bedroom door and Vincent won’t be the only one to punish you for it. I will too.”

      “This isn’t a game, Christian.”

      “You’re right. It’s not. Stay here,” he repeated.

      While he’d done his best Vincent imitation, lowering his tone and throwing every ounce of Dom he had into it, he wasn’t convinced she’d obey him. Charlotte would never be submissive.

      Another noise from the living room distracted him. Whoever was out there was obviously searching for something and not concerned about who heard him. Which meant the intruder was either a complete and utter idiot or he thought the apartment was empty.

      If the latter was true, Christian would have the element of surprise on his side.

      He walked toward the door, turning back to face the bed when he reached it.

      He was relieved to see Charlotte was still sitting on the edge of the mattress. He hoped that meant she intended to heed his warning.

      Quietly, slowly, he turned the doorknob and opened the door, stepping out into the dark hallway.
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* * *

      Caden chuckled softly. “I found it.”

      “Really?” Rose breathed a sigh of relief. “Good. Get out of there.”

      “I need to be certain.” There was some rustling. “It’s hard to read in the dark, but this looks right. It’s a book of poems. They’re numbered.”

      “You mean the poems are numbered?”

      “The titles are numbers. Non-sequentially.”

      “A code.” It wasn’t a question. Rose had been unraveling mysteries and puzzles for years. There was always another code. Another mystery.

      “The first one reads ‘Loss and darkness await me. Night, like death—’”

      He stopped abruptly.

      “Caden?”

      “I heard something,” he whispered.

      Rose dug her fingers into her knee. “Caden, get out of there. Run.” Her heart was slapping against the inside of her ribs. “Run!”
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* * *

      Christian crept down the hall, his heart racing. In the bedroom, he’d felt brave, ready to face whatever threat came. Now…he felt alone. His heart thudded so loudly in his ears, he was certain the man in the living room must be able to hear it. That and his rapid breathing. No matter how hard he tried, his breath was coming out too harshly.

      There appeared to be two people. He could hear talking. Christian paused to listen. While he couldn’t make out exactly what the man was saying, he soon realized there was only one voice.

      Who was he talking to?

      Christian took a few more steps down the hallway. He was halfway to the living room when he recognized the glow of light. A phone. The man was speaking on the phone.

      He took another step and the floorboard squeaked. He stopped mid-step. The man went quiet.

      Fuck. He’d heard. He knew Christian was here.

      Christian had a split second to decide what to do next. Run back to the room or confront the villain.

      He recalled Charlotte’s frightened eyes as he left the room, and Vincent slept peacefully, recovering from his own confrontation with this asshole.

      It ended now.

      Resolute, he raised the gun and walked toward the living room without hesitation.

      A man, in shadow, came into view.

      “Stop,” Christian said, shocked by the strength in his voice. “Don’t move.” That was his last cognizant thought as things slowed down, the edges of his vision going fuzzy, the entire apartment feeling as if it had suddenly been submerged in water.

      The man raised his hand.

      Christian saw the dark object clutched in his fingers, Devon’s words coming back to him.

      He’ll have a gun.

      He has a gun.

      No words were exchanged. What was there to say? Only one of them was leaving here alive tonight. Christian had heard that old adage about life passing before your eyes in situations like this. He didn’t have enough time for that shit.

      He saw one thing. Himself. Dead. On the floor.

      Okay. Three things. Charlotte and Vincent were dead, too.

      They weren’t dying tonight. Not when there was so much to live for.

      But this guy? He needed to be gone.

      Christian pulled the trigger.

      The gun had a silencer on it, but that didn’t mean it was quiet. Christian heard—or did he feel?—the bullet fly from the barrel.

      The man flew back, the motion almost comically exaggerated, before he slumped to the floor.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Pop.

      Rose stopped breathing.

      The popping noise shouldn’t have scared her the way it did. It sounded like a champagne cork coming free from the bottle. That was a happy sound.

      But she knew. She knew.

      Rose held her breath, and a lifetime passed.

      Thump.

      Something heavy had hit the wall or the floor.

      Something like Caden’s body.
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* * *

      “Oh my God!”

      Christian stood still as a statue, the gun pointing forward. Where there had been a man just a second ago, now there was nothing. Even so, he didn’t lower the weapon. He couldn’t.

      Not even when Charlotte flew past him, dropping to the floor by the body.

      Jesus. A body.

      “Is he dead? God! Is he dead, Christian? Did you kill him? Please turn on the light. I can’t see!”

      Christian didn’t move. He couldn’t. He’d been frozen in concrete. Had he killed him? What did that make him? A savior? A murderer? Was there a difference?

      “What the fuck?” Vincent’s deep voice was unnaturally loud, cutting through the white noise deafening him. “What the fuck is going on?”

      “So much blood,” Charlotte said, crying. “I don’t know what to do.”

      Christian jerked as Vincent’s hand wrapped around his wrist, forcing it and the gun downward.

      “We’re going to call Seb,” Vincent said. “Now.”
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* * *

      “Oh my God!”

      “Is he dead? God! Is he dead, Christian?”

      Rose couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t breathe. The voices came from far away, just barely audible through the cell connection.

      “…turn on the light. I can’t see!”

      That pop was a shot. A gun with a silencer. Caden had just been shot. Killed?

      No. Caden couldn’t be dead. He couldn’t.

      “So much blood. I don’t know what to do.” It was a woman speaking. She was crying.

      Blood. Caden’s blood, leaking from his body while she sat in this plane, thousands of miles away and helpless.

      “Ma’am, we’re about to take off. You must end your call and put your phone on airplane mode. Ma’am?”

      Rose’s hand dropped to her lap. Her phone sliding off her leg.

      She was numb. Her fingers weren’t there. Neither were her lips. There was no feeling in her body or her heart.

      “Ma’am? Are you alright?” The flight attendant plucked her phone from the floor, tapped the screen, then tucked it into the pocket on her armrest. “I’ll bring you some water as soon as I can.”

      Rose blinked, touched her cheek with numb fingers. Her face was dry. She wasn’t crying.

      Caden.

      Caden.
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      Vincent wrapped his arm around Christian’s shoulders. He hadn’t spoken more than a few one-word responses to Sebastian’s and Devon’s questions over the phone, still numb and maybe in a state of shock after shooting a man. Meanwhile, Charlotte had remained on the floor, keeping pressure on the wound. Vincent felt certain her efforts were in vain, but he’d been more concerned about Christian.

      Sebastian had arrived at Charlotte’s apartment in record time with Devon, Franco and their third, a woman named Juliette, in tow.

      Devon had taken one look at the body and demanded they all get out of the apartment while he took care of things. Vincent didn’t have a clue what that meant. He didn’t want to know.

      He’d simply been grateful to get Christian and Charlotte out of the apartment, away from the man. The blood.

      “How long have we been here?” Charlotte asked as she paced. They’d been ushered into a secret entrance to the library by the Director of Operations, some man named Lee, who appeared to be very fond of Charlotte. Then they were brought down to the Grand Master’s office by Franco and Sebastian. Juliette had opted to remain behind with Devon.

      They’d taken some time to clean up as best they could—Charlotte had been covered in blood—in one of the restrooms before claiming chairs and sitting down to wait.

      Franco had been studying the book of poetry they’d found next to the body silently for nearly an hour, flipping through the pages and muttering to himself. “I don’t get it. I don’t understand…”

      “Can I look at it?” Christian asked.

      Franco handed him the book, then began pacing back and forth, his mind clearly racing over everything that had happened.

      The silence was starting to grate on Vincent’s nerves. “That man was Caden Anderson.”

      Sebastian nodded.

      “I knew him.”

      “What?” Charlotte asked. “I thought—”

      “I mean I didn’t know who he was, but I recognized his face. I’d seen him in clubs, watched him…” Vincent hesitated. BDSM was a part of who he was and he hoped, with every fiber of his being, that Charlotte and Christian would let him bring that aspect of his life into their marriage.

      But so much of what they’d seen about the lifestyle so far had been…twisted, frightening. Wrong.

      “Watched him what?” Charlotte prodded.

      Vincent forced himself to finish. “He was amazingly talented with the whip.”

      She winced. Just as he’d expected. Feared.

      “He wasn’t hurting his subs, wasn’t doing anything to them that they didn’t want.”

      Charlotte raised her hand to stop him. “How can you say that? How can you know that? It doesn’t sound to me like Darling, like Rose, had any choice in whether she enjoyed the beatings she suffered.”

      Devon and Juliette entered the office as she spoke and the room fell silent again. Vincent noticed Devon wasn’t the only one who appeared to be quite shattered by Rose’s history. Juliette was equally upset, evident by the small sound of distress she made after hearing Charlotte’s argument.

      “Jules,” Sebastian said. “Don’t. Don’t blame yourself.”

      “Then who should I blame?” she snapped back.

      Sebastian shrugged one shoulder. “You’re right. It’s totally your fault.”

      “You know what? Go suck a dick.” The words were aggressive, but her tone was defeated. Tired.

      “Been there, done that. At this point, I’m probably better at it than you.”

      That startled a laugh out of her, and the tension between Juliette, Devon and Sebastian eased.

      Vincent was tired of walking twenty paces behind these people. They were hiding too many details, holding back pertinent information. He stood up, facing them angrily.

      “I’m done with this,” Vincent said. “Who are you people?”

      Sebastian leaned against a bookcase. “We’re the Grand Master’s counselors. An advisory board, if you will. And we’re on the front lines in this war.”

      “War,” Vincent repeated. “Yeah, that’s a good description. By the way, it was pretty shitty of you to recruit us to go to battle armed with nothing. Either you give us answers, tonight, or we’re walking out of here and you can fight your own damn war.” Vincent stressed Sebastian’s word. “Christian could have been…” Vincent swallowed heavily, unable to speak the fear that had turned his body to ice ever since he’d woken up and found Christian standing over Caden.

      Christian stirred, looking up from the book of poems. He stood slowly and placed his hand on Vincent’s shoulder. “I’m okay, Vincent.”

      “Good. But I’m not.”

      Christian looked at his brother. “Seb, please. I need…”

      Vincent frowned. Perhaps his trinity wasn’t as in the dark as he’d thought. Maybe it was just him. Then he caught Charlotte’s confused scowl and felt a little less alone.

      “Please what?” Vincent said. “You need what?”

      Sebastian didn’t reply for a few minutes, his gaze traveling around to all of the other counselors. “I’m not sure we’re at liberty…”

      Juliette slammed her hand down on the desk. “Dammit. The Grand Master can kick my ass for this if she wants, but she can be a real bitch, and he’s right. They need to know.”

      She didn’t glance at Charlotte or Christian. Instead, she looked straight at Vincent. He realized, almost abruptly, that Juliette was a beautiful young woman, but there was something in her eyes, something weary that made her seem older.

      He looked at the counselors. Wasn’t it interesting that he’d never heard of these counselors. They were a rag-tag team—with the exception of Devon, who screamed military or government intel. The others were an eclectic group and they were young. Very young.

      “We believe there’s a faction operating within the Trinity Masters with ideals that are in direct opposition to ours.” Devon’s voice was monotone, as if he’d repeated the words so many times there was no longer emotion in them.

      “How?” Vincent asked, holding her gaze.

      “The forties were a rocky time for our country.” Juliette took up the story. “The Great Depression had ended, the Second World War had begun. Nazi sympathizers were everywhere, not just in Europe.”

      “There are members of the Trinity Masters who were Nazis?”

      Juliette shook her head. “Not exactly. There was a group that shared similar beliefs with the Nazis, who believed the Trinity Masters had become too inclusive of other races and cultures.”

      Vincent clenched his teeth tightly. He was a black man living in America. He was all too familiar with that particular mindset.

      If Juliette recognized his anger, she didn’t acknowledge it. Probably because Vincent could sense the same fury in her.

      “Jules,” Devon muttered, as if to stop her from telling them more.

      She ignored the warning. “We discovered there were some lost legacies, members who were kept out of the organization in an attempt to,” she paused, then said the last with disgust, “cleanse it.”

      Sebastian pointed to Franco, who was still lost in his study of the poetry book. “Franco was a lost legacy.”

      Franco didn’t bother to look up. Instead, he just waved his hand.

      “The Grand Master asked me to track down some of these lost legacies,” Juliette said.

      When she didn’t add anything else, Vincent shook his head. “Thanks for the bullshit, watered-down version.”

      “Vincent,” Christian hissed. He obviously thought he was being rude, but his nerves were shot, his temper barely contained.

      The fact that most of his anger was toward himself and the idea that Christian had been forced to defend them alone didn’t matter right now. He’d found a target for his simmering fury.

      “Listen,” Devon said, stepping toward him.

      Vincent’s gaze slid to the other man. A better target. “No, you listen. You put my trinity in danger, armed us with only a few scraps of the facts we needed.”

      Sebastian glanced at Christian. It was a quick look, but it was enough.

      Vincent turned to Christian. “You knew?”

      Christian didn’t hesitate to reply, even in the face of Vincent’s anger. While he was pissed as hell, his respect for his partner grew even more. “Yeah. Some of it. Sebastian called and told me about the purists right after our binding ceremony.”

      “You didn’t tell us,” Charlotte said. Vincent was angry, but she was hurt. It was her response that packed more of a punch with Christian, whose shoulders slumped.

      “Chuck, I—”

      “I swore him to secrecy,” Sebastian interjected. “Told him he couldn’t tell you.”

      Christian was loyal to those he loved; Vincent had recognized that within hours of meeting him. Sebastian had used that attribute against his brother.

      Vincent stared at Christian. He was visibly tense. Clearly he was waiting for Vincent to lash out. Problem was, Vincent understood why he remained silent. He respected it even if it did piss him off. Vincent gave him a brief nod, and Christian sagged in relief.

      Devon’s phone rang. He frowned at it and walked out of the room. Juliette stroked his arm as he went past.

      “Purists,” Vincent repeated. “So they’ve found a way to keep certain legacies from becoming members. That still doesn’t explain what you’re doing in those tunnels.”

      “Tunnels!” Franco cried out loudly. “Charlotte, what’s a sandhog?”

      Charlotte walked over to Christian and glanced down at the book. Her eyes widened. “Oh my God.”

      “What?” Christian asked, stepping next to her.

      She took the book of poems from his hands. “Sandhogs are the laborers, the men who created the tunnels back in the late eighteen hundreds. They blasted and shoveled and a lot of them died with their efforts. I mean, it’s not like they had the massive construction equipment that exists nowadays. The tunnels were dug by hand.” Charlotte lifted the book. “By sandhogs.”

      “Yeah. I sort of figured that out, since the poems mention the construction but…” Christian hesitated.

      “But what?” Charlotte said.

      “I can see why that book was never published. Annie was supposed to be a renowned poet of the day, right?”

      Charlotte nodded.

      Juliette pulled out a laptop, popped on some headphones and started working away at something.

      “Those poems aren’t very good. In fact, they feel sort of unpolished or contrived. They don’t make a great deal of sense or work together as a whole.”

      Franco’s eyes widened. “They’re a cipher.”

      Charlotte gasped, then dashed to the desk with Franco. “Holy shit.”

      “Cipher?” Vincent asked.

      “It’s a code,” Franco explained. “A way of encrypting information.”

      Vincent scowled. “I know what a cipher is. How is the poetry book a cipher?”

      “That’s what we need to figure out,” Charlotte said, not bothering to look up from the book. She and Franco started going through the book.

      Christian went to sit with Sebastian in the far corner of the office, the two of them speaking in low voices. Vincent thought about intervening. If Christian needed to talk, or wanted comfort, Vincent should be the one to give it to him.

      But there were times when you just needed your family. Their trinity was new—maybe too new to handle the situation they’d come up against. Vincent settled in as well, switching his attention between Christian and Charlotte, watching over his partners.

      Charlotte and Franco went through the book painstakingly slowly, studying each page, each poem, but after nearly forty minutes of searching, they came up empty.

      Franco rubbed his eyes wearily. “The code has to be here.”

      “Rip off the binding. Maybe there’s something written on the spine.”

      Franco winced at Charlotte’s suggestion. “Rip is such a violent word. This book is very old.”

      Charlotte grabbed the volume from him. “It’s also mine.”

      Franco grabbed it back.

      Devon walked back into the room, and he looked haunted. He stopped, staring at Franco and Charlotte who were playing tug of war with the book. He frowned, then smiled, and some of the haunted look faded.

      “Do I want to know what’s going on?” he asked.

      Vincent lifted a shoulder. “If I knew, I’d tell you.”

      “It’s a cipher.” Charlotte pinched Franco and yanked the book out of his hands. “Ha!”

      “That hurt.”

      Devon frowned. “A cipher?”

      “Yes. These aren’t really poems. They’re bad and weird. But they talk about the sandhogs who built the tunnels, so they must be a cipher about this place!”

      Vincent rubbed his head. That didn’t make any damned sense to him, but Franco was nodding.

      Devon folded his arms. “The book is the cipher, or the key to the cipher.”

      Charlotte and Franco looked at each other. “Uh…”

      “All codes have two pieces.” No one said anything. Devon raised his brows. “The message and the method of decoding it. A code means nothing if you don’t also have a key to decode it. You say it’s a cipher—so are the poems the key and we need a message, or are the poems the message and we need to find a key?”

      Christian and Sebastian wandered over. Vincent brought them up to speed since Charlotte and Franco both looked like kicked puppies.

      “A cipher is usually a set of numbers.” Devon rubbed Franco’s shoulder. “If the book is the key, then it might be page number, line and word. That’s a fairly standard code. It’s relatively common for people to send coded messages that way. Each person has a copy of the same book, and then they send seemingly random lists of numbers back and forth. Unless you know the key, it’s nearly impossible to crack that kind of code.”

      “Number. Numbers, numbers, numbers.” Charlotte looked around, her wild hair flying about her head. “Where’s the blueprint?” Despite the late hour, Charlotte was more hopped up than a teenager who’d drunk a six pack of Red Bull.

      “Charlotte,” Vincent barked in his Dom voice. “Slow down. Take it easy.”

      Charlotte completely ignored him. Vincent growled under his breath and beside him, Christian’s shoulders began to shake. Vincent peered at him, worried, until he realized his partner was trying to suppress a laugh.

      Christian caught his eye, and a little bubble of laughter escaped.

      “I shouldn’t be laughing,” Christian said, sobering. “I think I killed someone tonight.” Christian looked ill at having said the words and took a moment to compose himself before continuing, “It’s just your face when she ignores you… It’s a combination of astonished, baffled and resigned.”

      Vincent hugged him tighter. “At least you obey.”

      “Yes, Sir.”

      As they spoke, Juliette, Devon, and Sebastian had clustered around the table with Charlotte and Franco. The map was spread out on the table before them. Never comfortable hanging back, Vincent shouldered his way into the huddle.

      “Charlotte.” Vincent leaned down and purred into her ear, sliding his hand over her ass. That got her attention. “What are we looking at?”

      She leaned into his side, rubbing her cheek on his shoulder for a moment.

      “Look at the border of the map. It’s a set of parallel lines. And see, in the space between them, numbers are written. They’re faint, but they’re there.”

      “It’s a coordinate grid,” Devon said.

      Sebastian shook his head. “If it’s a coordinate grid, it would be numbers along the y-access and letters on the x-access.”

      “Like in Battleship,” Vincent said. “A-4, you sank my boat.”

      Sebastian did a slow clap. Vincent snorted.

      “But look, they’re non-sequential numbers. I thought maybe they were builder’s notes or something like that, but what if this is the cipher?”

      Franco whipped out a magnifying glass. Where the hell had he kept that? He peered at the numbers, and then made a strangled noise.

      Charlotte yanked the magnifying glass away. “This is it! Holy crap!”

      Vincent prayed for patience. “Charlotte, can you use your words to explain what’s happening?”

      “There are dots, small ones, but dots. Every three numbers.” She looked to Devon. “You said a set of three numbers?”

      “Usually.”

      She pointed at the top right corner. “Look here. Twelve, three, eight, and then a dot.”

      “So the dots are sectioning the long string of numbers into sets of three.”

      “The book of poetry is the key.” Franco jumped in excitement, did a little shimmy that looked more like a seizure than a dance, and bounced back into place at the table. “Faster, woman, faster. Let’s break the code.” He made “hurry up” hand gestures at Charlotte.

      Vincent glared at him. “Don’t call her woman.”

      Franco looked aggravated. “Another overly protective dominant type? It’s like you pick these guys on purpose.”

      Sebastian patted Franco’s shoulder. “We do.”

      “Oh. Right.”

      “We just have to figure out what the numbers represent,” Sebastian said.

      “Here. Write.” Charlotte thrust a pen and a piece of paper at Vincent. She bent over the blueprint, magnifying glass in hand.

      Christian snickered, and Vincent glared at him, but when Charlotte started to read out numbers he obediently wrote them down. There were nine sets of three numbers when he was done.

      Charlotte snatched the paper from him, then huddled with Franco who had the book.

      “Page, line, word.” Franco glanced at the first set of numbers.

      “It could be poem, stanza, word,” Juliette pointed out.

      “Or poem, word, letter,” Devon added.

      “The titles of the poems are numbers. So it might be title, line, word.”

      “Or title, stanza, word.”

      “The combinations are endless.” Vincent frowned grumpily, as he saw a long night ahead of them. He was the only one who didn’t seem thrilled. The rest of them were busy thinking up combinations.

      Vincent’s anger faded when Christian reached out and took his hand, squeezing it gently. “I’m sorry,” he whispered. “For not confiding in you about my task.”

      Vincent tugged him closer. “I’m not mad, Chris.”

      Christian grinned. “No one’s ever called me Chris, Vince.”

      “Fair enough, Christian,” Vincent replied, smiling widely. And then, a wave of relief flooded through him as he realized how fortunate they were to be standing there. Not just because of the danger they’d faced down in Charlotte’s apartment, but because of the trinity itself.

      He was falling madly in love with Charlotte and Christian.

      He kissed Christian. It was quick and hard and full of promise. Then they turned their attention back to Charlotte and Franco.

      “We’ll start with page, line, word, Franco.” Charlotte took control, and Vincent had to admit it was damned sexy. “I’ll call out the numbers, you find the word, and I’ll write it down. Page twelve, line three, word eight.”

      Franco flipped pages, then announced, “Box.”

      Vincent leaned forward as she began to write down words. “The. And. Blue. The. The. Mud. Water. The. Boston. It’s nonsense.”

      “Maybe, maybe not.” But it was clear from her disappointment Charlotte couldn’t see any sense to the words either. “Let’s try another combination. Poem, stanza, word.”

      Charlotte began reading out the series of numbers again, and Franco echoed back words for Charlotte to write down.

      Vincent started to wander away, frustrated with their lack of progress. He stopped when Charlotte whispered, “Oh,” after the third word.

      “What is it?” Christian said, moving toward her. He looked at the paper and added his own astonished “wow.”

      Everyone gathered closer as the words hit the page. Once they were finished, they had a sentence that made, at least a little, sense.

      Lost artist’s genius hides with lions beneath the gargoyle.

      “A clue,” Franco whispered reverently.

      “I know. This is so cool.” Charlotte grinned. “I want to try one more thing.” She picked up an exacto knife from the desk and carefully trimmed away the leather binding.

      Franco made a strangled noise and pretended to faint. At least, Vincent thought it was just pretend. These people were damn strange.

      Once she’d picked apart the cover, everyone leaned closer. Even he was caught up in the moment.

      “Do you see that?” Charlotte whispered. Then she pumped a fist in the air. “Do. You. See. That?!”

      “See what?” Devon asked, moving next to the table.

      “There are numbers written on the inside of the leather. But they’re damn hard to read.” Franco snatched the magnifying glass before Charlotte could pick it up. “My turn.” He handed Charlotte a pencil. “Here. Write these down as I call them out.”

      Vincent dropped down into an empty chair as they struggled to read yet another series of numbers. It took some time as several of the figures had faded or been rubbed almost completely away.

      “Way to go, Annie,” Charlotte cheered, once the list was complete. Again, it was nine three-number sets. There were only three numbers they’d had to guess about. The rest, they believed, were correct.

      “Annie?” Devon asked.

      “I did research into my family tree right after joining the Trinity Masters. The poet, Annie was married to Charles Follen McKim and William Rutherford Mead, both architects. Charles and William most likely created the labyrinth of tunnels between the library and the church. They’re the ones who drew the map and the blueprint.”

      “Why didn’t you tell me you were related to Charles McKim when I gave you the blueprint?” Franco asked.

      “I kind of thought you knew. It was the Grand Master who told me about my family heritage.”

      “The Grand Master?” Juliette asked, clearly confused. “She…didn’t tell any of us that.”

      “The old one,” Charlotte clarified. “Not the new one. But Annie created the key to this blueprint cipher. So cool.”

      “I can’t stand it. What does it say?” Christian asked.

      “Okay, poem, stanza, word. That’s what worked last time.”

      This time Charlotte and Franco kept their voices low until they were done.

      “What does it say? You’re killing me, Chuck.” Christian leaned toward her, trying to read it upside down.

      “Box. Hill. Warden. Cliff. Electricity. Bowery. Bank. New. York.” Charlotte stopped reading.

      Vincent patted her shoulder. “This is nonsense. Except maybe the New York part.”

      “We need to try a different combination. Page, stanza, word?” Franco asked.

      “Not tonight,” Devon declared. “We start again in the morning.”

      “But, uh, what do we do next?” Juliette asked.

      “We go back to the first clue. Lost artist’s genius hides with lions beneath the gargoyle.”

      “Who’s the artist?” Vincent asked at the same time Christian said, “We have to find a gargoyle?”

      Devon stepped forward. “Give it to me. I…know some people who can help.”

      “Well, that’s ominous sounding,” Charlotte commented.

      Franco waggled his eyebrows. “You have no idea. But the people at the CIA are well equipped to handle this. Though honestly—lost artist? This is clearly a job for an art historian. Did we already call Jasper?”

      Juliette scowled. “For the love of God, Franco. Don’t tell people he works for the CIA. And we’re not calling Jasper.”

      “He works for the CIA?” Vincent’s gaze sharpened on Devon. If he had access to the kind of information the CIA had, he’d be able to make incredible investments.

      “Oh right.” Franco had the grace to look slightly ashamed.

      “He’s a spy? Super cool!” Charlotte jumped a little and Vincent patted her ass.

      Devon was at the far end of the table, arms crossed, chin nearly at his chest. The excitement that swirled around and among the rest of them didn’t seem to touch him, as if he wore a cloak of anger. “I’m not a spy. I’m the man who has to sell pieces of his soul to keep the rest of you safe. My hands are dirty so yours are clean.” He turned on his heel and walked out.

      Franco looked stricken. “I’m an ass.”

      “Yes, you are.” Juliette’s eyes were haunted. “He had to deal with Caden.”

      Franco closed his eyes briefly, and then slipped out of the room after Devon.

      Charlotte drew back from the table, huddling against Vincent. Christian laid a hand on Vincent’s shoulder.

      “Caden is—” Christian started.

      “You don’t need to know anything. I’d suggest you never mention that name again, Christian. We’ll make sure you suffer no repercussions.”

      Charlotte sighed. “You can’t be sure of that. What about the phone? Caden was on the phone when Christian fired the shot.”

      “Devon has it. It cracked when he fell and,” she paused and Vincent could tell she didn’t want to say the next part. Regardless, she forged on. “It was in a pool of blood. At the moment, it’s dead, but Devon thinks he can find a way to extract data from it. It will just take some time.”

      Christian looked stricken when Juliette mentioned the blood. “Do you think he was talking to Rose? Do you think…she heard?”

      Juliette shrugged. “We have no way of knowing that for sure, Christian.” Then she turned to Charlotte. “I have someone taking care of your condo. But now, you need to finish your task if you want to finalize this trinity and lead normal lives.”

      “Juliette.” Sebastian put a hand on her arm.

      She shook him off, and then left the room.

      Sebastian looked at his brother. “What do you need?”

      Christian leaned against Vincent, and Vincent could feel him trembling.

      “Fuck, Seb. I shot him.”

      “I know, Christian. And you can deal with the fallout later. But we’re in the middle of a war, and right now you have a job.” Sebastian pointed at the map. “When Devon calms down, I’ll ask him for the name of a code breaker. They’ll have to come to us. We’re not letting the map or that book out of our sight.”

      “So much for our key. We’re in the same boat now that we were before we broke the cipher.” Charlotte dropped into a chair and carefully pulled the book of poetry and map toward her. “If I could just figure it out without the damn genius artist and his weird pet. Sebastian. Is there a current map of this place? I need to be able to compare it. Are the tunnels you know about on the map?”

      “There isn’t a map.”

      “No map?” Charlotte yelped.

      “No. That would be a security risk. But I can sketch something out for you.”

      Sebastian sat beside Charlotte at the table. He took a piece of paper and started to sketch.

      They were there for nearly two more hours, until the darkest hours of the night blanketed Boston, before Sebastian had sketched a map with the amount of detail Charlotte required.

      As they worked, Christian played with the clue, listing artists of the time period, trying to figure out their connection to the secret society. And gargoyles. He’d nearly run the battery on his cell out as he did Google search after Google search.

      Sebastian clapped him on the shoulder. “It’s late, brother.”

      “There are still a few things I want to look up.”

      Vincent sat next to Charlotte, trying to convince her to call it a night. She was attempting to match the map Sebastian had drawn with what was on the blueprint, with limited success. The library itself was easy enough to identify, but everything else was such a mess of lines it was nearly impossible to make sense of.

      Charlotte looked limp, like a wilted flower. Even her hair was subdued. “I still can’t make sense of it.”

      Juliette appeared in the doorway. “It’s late. Go back to the hotel.”

      “The hotel?” Vincent asked.

      “For tonight, yes. We’re not quite done with Charlotte’s condo, and I’m not certain…”

      She paused, but Vincent was able to fill in the blanks. Caden may have been taken care of but Rose was still out there, and none of them knew which side of this war she was on.

      Charlotte frowned at the map, clearly unhappy at not being able to piece things together.

      Vincent tugged her from the chair. “It’ll be okay, Charlotte. And if you don’t ever want to go back to your condo, I’ll buy you a new one.” Vincent hoped that would make her smile, but she just kept looking at the map.

      “Oh my God. I’m an idiot. He signed it,” she said.

      “What?” Sebastian and Juliette both came around to stand by Charlotte’s shoulder.

      “These initials ‘CFM’—Charles Follen McKim. The firm was McKim, Mead & White, which means they didn’t sign work individually. Everything they created was property of the firm as a whole.”

      “So why did McKim sign this?” Vincent asked. “Is he the artist the clue alludes to?”

      Charlotte shook her head. “I don’t think so. More than one person created this monstrosity. It doesn’t make sense to create a cipher about someone whose initials are on the damn thing. It’s like overkill.”

      “So the clue is directing us to someone else?” Christian asked.

      “I don’t know. McKim was in the Trinity Masters, so that means…” Charlotte shook her head. “I don’t know what that means.”

      Juliette stood up and stretched, yawning exhaustedly. “It means it’s time to go home. Franco is going to use his scanner to make a copy of the poetry book, the cipher and the clue we discovered. Devon will take that and a copy of the map to some people he knows. Charlotte, we may need you to help us interpret whatever we find. You’re not done yet, but we’re close.”

      What no one said was that the Caden Anderson investigation had come to an end.

      Vincent grasped Charlotte’s hand, and then did the same with Christian’s.

      “We need food and sleep. Let’s go.”

      Shepherding his partners out of the Grand Master’s office, Vincent felt the weight of his responsibility to them. They were his to love. To protect.

      The sun would be rising in an hour or so. Regardless of his lack of sleep, he wasn’t tired. Adrenaline was coursing through him, alongside a more than healthy amount of lust. He wanted Christian and Charlotte. Badly.

      When they looked at him, he didn’t bother to hide his desires. Charlotte’s eyes widened in surprise for a split second before she gave him a sexy smile. Meanwhile, Christian was on the exact same page. His eyes were dark with need, and Vincent saw the brief shadow of his cock thickening beneath the sweatpants he’d tugged on earlier.

      Vincent wrapped his arm around Charlotte and maintained his grip on Christian’s hand. The city streets were empty and for a moment, he could almost believe Boston deserted, that they were completely alone.

      “When we get back to the penthouse,” Vincent said slowly, measuring each word as well as his lovers’ reactions, “you’ll both take off your clothes, go into the bedroom and kneel at the foot of the bed. You’ll wait for me there without speaking.”

      Christian’s grip on Vincent’s hand tightened as he adjusted his sweats to accommodate his full-blown erection. So far so good on sub number one.

      Charlotte’s posture hadn’t changed. She was still relaxed, still comfortable. He took that as a good sign. Caden’s and Rose’s pasts weren’t the norm, weren’t representative of what he wanted to share with Christian and Charlotte.

      “Charlotte,” Vincent said.

      “I’m not afraid, Vincent. And I swear I want to try. I’m just not sure, I mean…” She bit her lower lip nervously.

      “Say it.”

      “I don’t want to disappoint you.”

      Vincent laughed. He couldn’t help it. He was ready for her to balk, to say she didn’t want his dominance, didn’t want to submit. Christian laughed as well.

      “Oh man, Chuck. I think you’re sort of missing the obvious.”

      She stopped as they stood just outside the Boston Park Plaza. “The obvious?”

      Vincent cupped her face in his palms. “You couldn’t disappoint me if you tried. You’re perfect.” Then he reached over to Christian, including him in their embrace. “You both are.”

      Charlotte was the first to break away, grasping their hands. “Come on. I’m really horny.”

      Vincent let her lead the way, equal parts amused and aroused. She was never going to get the hang of submission, but that didn’t bother him. At all.

      He glanced at Christian, who winked, then lowered his eyes deferentially. Vincent had to take care to reposition his own hard-on, sucking in several deep breaths in an attempt to calm down. He needed to get control of himself if he hoped to have a snowball’s chance in hell of controlling them.

      This was too important to his future, his dreams, his desires.

      When they entered the penthouse, Christian and Charlotte clasped hands, walking to the bedroom together.

      Vincent leaned against the front door to watch, silently counting to a hundred in his head. By the time he reached triple digits, he’d managed to center himself and he let the night play out in his head. He never went into a scene without a plan.

      But this, this was a hell of a lot more than a scene.

      He retrieved the items he’d bought at the sex shop in New York from his duffel bag. The thing was still lying in the living room where they’d all dumped their stuff this morning. Or was it finally yesterday? It was as if they’d squeezed twelve lifetimes into twenty-four hours.

      When Vincent entered the bedroom, all the control he’d fought to regain by the front door was swept away at the sight of them kneeling, naked, side by side.

      Either Christian had offered some instruction or Charlotte was a natural, because her legs were parted, her hands resting palm up on her thighs. However, unlike Christian, whose head was bent, she was looking straight at him like a hungry wolf eyeing a fat calf.

      “Lower your eyes, beauty.”

      She did so, with obvious reluctance. Something told him he was going to spend a lot of time spanking her pretty round ass. And when she peeked back up at him through her long, thick lashes, he knew she’d enjoy those spankings.

      He narrowed his eyes, letting her know he’d spotted her peeking. “I hadn’t planned to start out with a punishment, but that can certainly be added if you keep disobeying me, Charlotte.”

      She bent her head lower, so that all he could see was the top of her head. He walked toward them, running his hands through each of their hair. “Very good,” he murmured.

      Christian’s cock was rock-hard and pointing directly upwards, right toward him.

      “Sit on the edge of the bed, Christian, and part your legs. Charlotte’s going to suck on your dick while I watch.”

      Christian moved into position quickly, as did Charlotte. Their dirty little girl had no problem doing as she was told when it was something she wanted as well.

      She had just taken Christian in her hand, her lips parted, when Vincent grasped a handful of her hair and tugged on it. “Don’t make him come. If you do, you’ll both be punished for it, and trust me, neither of you will enjoy it.”

      “But—” she started.

      He pulled her hair harder, forcing her face up so that she could see his. Her cheeks were flushed, and the way she pressed her thighs together tightly told him she liked the pain. It turned her on. That knowledge was a gift, one he intended to explore, to relish.  “I mean it, Charlotte. Play with him, get him close, but don’t let him go over the edge.”

      “Yes, Sir,” she whispered.

      Fuck. Vincent had to lock his knees to remain upright, certain he’d never heard anything sweeter. Oh yeah. Oh hell yeah. He was going to be her master. Forever.

      He looked at Christian. “There’s a leather slapper in my suitcase. I can make it feel good or I can make sure it hurts.”

      Christian shuddered, as Charlotte gasped.

      Vincent didn’t say anything more. They both knew what he wanted. And what the consequences would be if they didn’t obey.

      There was a desk in the corner. Walking over, he pulled the chair in front of it over to the bed, putting himself perpendicular to them so he could see all the action and so they could observe him with their peripheral vision.

      Charlotte opened her mouth, taking Christian in deeply on the first pass. What she lacked in experience, she more than made up for with enthusiasm. She’d confessed to a fairly vanilla past. That sweet existence was going to be shattered tonight.

      Not that Charlotte appeared to mind. She used her free hand to grip Christian’s balls.

      Christian reached out, gripping her head. “Easy, Chuck, or we’re both going to be in trouble.”

      “Squeeze his balls, Charlotte. And suck harder. I’ll know if you’re faking it,” Vincent warned, fighting to hide his grin when Charlotte flashed Christian an apologetic look.

      Vincent studied the two of them as she continued to fuck Christian with her mouth. Christian was red-faced and breathing heavily, fighting his climax with everything he had. However, Charlotte was just as affected. Her nipples were tight buds and she’d begun to squirm, squeezing her legs together in search of stimulation.

      “Cup her tits, Christian. Pinch her nipples.”

      Charlotte released Christian with a loud moan when he did exactly as Vincent demanded. Christian wasn’t shy about issuing a bit of pain himself. He pinched her nipples again, and Charlotte tried to slip one of her hands between her legs.

      Vincent rose, unable to resist taking part a second longer. He grabbed her wrists and pulled them over her head, caging them together in one of his hands. The new position thrusts her breasts higher. Christian took advantage, bending his head to take one nipple between his teeth.

      “Did I tell you to use your mouth?”

      Christian reared back at Vincent’s quiet inquiry. “No, Sir.”

      “That’s right. I didn’t.” Vincent kept a firm grip on Charlotte, who was wriggly, desperate to have her pretty pussy fucked. “Hold still, Charlotte. Now!”

      She stilled, but her heavy breathing proved it wasn’t an easy task for her.

      “Turn around, Christian. Hands and knees.”

      Christian moved quickly.

      “Now put your head on the mattress, reach back, and pull apart your ass cheeks. Charlotte and I want to see you.”

      Christian lowered his head and once again, did as Vincent said. He was the perfect submissive, even though something told Vincent that Christian would be just as comfortable playing the Dom.

      They’d explore that another time, the two of them working together to drive their naughty, sexy wife out of her mind with pleasure.

      But not tonight. Tonight he wanted to possess his partners completely, their bodies, their minds, their souls and, God willing, even their hearts.

      Charlotte was still on her knees, her wrists still trapped in his grip. He used that hold to tug her to her feet in front of him before he released her. “There’s lubrication in that bag by the door, beauty. Go get it.”

      She glanced at him over her shoulder without moving.

      Vincent swatted her ass firmly. “I don’t ask twice.”

      She jerked at the blow, but she moved, returning and offering him the tube. He shook his head, and then tilted his chin toward Christian on the bed.

      “That’s for him. I’m going to fuck Christian tonight. I suspect he’d appreciate you helping ensure that ass is ready to take me inside.”

      The second he’d laid out the game plan, Charlotte went into action. Vincent rolled his eyes at her undeniable excitement. She knelt behind Christian, uncapping the lube. Her pregnant pause as she considered her next step proved she’d never done anything like this before. Vincent didn’t offer instruction. He was too curious to see where her natural inclinations would take her.

      He was impressed when, rather than slowly working the lubrication in with a finger, she pressed the tip to his ass and squeezed.

      Christian turned his face to the mattress and groaned. “Jesus, Charlotte. That’s cold.”

      She giggled. “Have you seen the size of Vincent’s dick? You’re going to thank me for that later.”

      “Did I give either of you permission to speak?” Vincent asked, working hard to infuse his tone with anger when in truth, he was hard-pressed not to laugh.

      “We need permission to talk?” Charlotte asked, aghast. “Oh yeah. I’m definitely going to suck at that.”

      Vincent swatted her ass again, five hard smacks that put a bright red blush on her white skin. “Try harder.”

      “Ouch,” she said, reaching back to rub her sore ass.

      Vincent lifted his hand again, but she pinched her lips together, twisted an invisible key and pretended to toss it over her shoulder.

      I love you.

      The words flittered through his brain, but he didn’t say them. They weren’t going anywhere. And letting that emotion slip out would only encourage his little brat to continue misbehaving. If she knew the power she had over him this early in the game, he’d lose all control.

      Vincent glanced at Christian’s ass and lifted one eyebrow. She recalled her assignment, running her finger around Christian’s anus. Then she explored further, dipping the tip of one inside.

      “Please, Charlotte. Put it all in.”

      Vincent started to spank Christian for speaking out of turn, but before he could move, Charlotte lifted her hand and smacked him.

      “Shhh,” she admonished as Vincent stood there, in shock over her actions, watching her return to her task, pressing one finger inside, stretching him slowly.

      One finger became two. Then three. More lube was added.

      For a novice, Charlotte worked like a pro, not only preparing Christian, but driving him out of his mind with need.

      She started to add a fourth finger, but Vincent gripped her wrist. “That’s enough. He’s ready.”

      Vincent pulled his shirt off and used it to wipe the lube from her hand.

      “Lift your head, Christian. Charlotte’s going to crawl under you.” He looked at Charlotte again. “Lay on your back. He’s going to fuck you while I fuck him.”

      Christian shivered. “I was terrified I was going to die in Charlotte’s apartment earlier. Now, you two are definitely going to kill me.”

      Vincent grinned, but Charlotte frowned. “Please don’t talk about dying. I couldn’t…I don’t want either of you to leave me.”

      Christian reached for her, tugging her beneath him. “I’m sorry, Charlotte. It was an insensitive joke.”

      She smiled, forgiveness coming quickly. “Yeah. Too soon.”

      “Just like all mentions of Hamilton.”

      Charlotte giggled. “So noted.”

      Christian bent down to kiss her and Vincent saw it. The same emotion that had his heart racing, not merely with arousal, but with love.

      Vincent shed his pants and boxers, tugged on a condom, and climbed on the bed. Christian and Charlotte broke apart as he took his place.

      Charlotte opened her legs as Vincent pressed a gentle hand on Christian’s lower back. He reached around his lover’s waist to grip his dick, to guide it inside Charlotte. Once Christian was seated to the hilt, Vincent kept the pressure on his back, holding him there for a moment.

      Then he parted Christian’s ass and buried himself inside, not with one hard thrust, but slowly, with at least a dozen shallow ones that pushed Christian even deeper inside Charlotte on each pass. All three of them groaned in unison when Vincent reached the hilt.

      None of them moved. Vincent wanted to, but the moment was too much. Too many emotions, realizations, dreams and fears crashed in on him at the exact same time.

      He was buried balls deep inside another man.

      His wife wasn’t submissive and he didn’t care.

      They all could have been killed tonight.

      Even in the Trinity Masters, a place he’d always believed to be different—his safe zone, his sanctuary—he was a black man in a white man’s world. It wouldn’t stand. He wouldn’t let it. He was determined to root out the evil there.

      All of that vanished when the last truth reemerged, screaming louder than all the rest.

      He was in love. With Charlotte. And with Christian.

      His cock ached, his lungs were tight, and his heart was pounding so loud it was deafening.

      Charlotte reached around Christian and cupped his cheek, gently stroking it.

      “Please,” she whispered.

      It was a simple word. One that could have a million different meanings in this context.

      Please don’t wait. Please move. Please fuck. Please thrust.

      Please me. Please us.

      Please be the man we need.

      There was nothing Vincent wouldn’t give her. Or Christian. So he slowly withdrew and then gave them everything he had. He pounded, every emotion fighting, clawing its way to the surface, trying to make itself seen, known.

      Christian grunted with each inward push, his face pressed in the crook of Charlotte’s neck and shoulder, kissing her there.

      Vincent increased the rhythm, moved faster when Charlotte’s gaze lifted to his.

      Neither one of them spoke as they continued to fuck, but there was still a conversation, so much said.

      She loved him—them. She felt the same overpowering need to protect what was hers, to stake her claim. Franco had bemoaned the overprotective dominance of the men in the Trinity Masters, but what he’d failed to acknowledge was that the women were even more powerful.

      While Vincent had always employed rope or straps on his lovers, Charlotte was binding him with much more delicate ties. Something stronger than the thickest chains.

      He’d always been the one in charge, grabbing what he wanted without apology. But tonight, right now, he was the possession. He was hers. And Christian’s.

      And he finally realized it was impossible to truly claim someone’s love and trust without relinquishing your own heart in the process.

      Christian fell first. Between the blowjob, the beautiful woman beneath him and the hard cock in his ass, Vincent was surprised Christian had held on this long.

      Vincent stilled his motions as Christian’s climax trembled through him.

      “Jesus Christ. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.” Christian’s body shuddered hard as he closed his eyes and rode out the storm.

      While Vincent took that time to steady himself, to fight off his own climax, Charlotte stroked Christian’s shoulders and arms, kissing every bit of skin she could reach.

      A few minutes later, Christian lifted his head. “Sorry,” he whispered with a crooked grin tossed over his shoulder.

      Vincent shook his head. “No. Don’t apologize for that.” He slowly withdrew from Christian as his lover, in turn, pulled out of Charlotte.

      Christian fell to his side on the mattress next to Charlotte, but his eyes betrayed him. “I know you’ve never been with a man…”

      “That was my first time, Christian. But it won’t be the last. That was…something I never want to live without again.”

      “With just me, though, right?” Christian tried to confirm.

      Charlotte laughed softly. “Greedy bastard.”

      Vincent didn’t share her laughter. Mainly because he could see how genuine Christian’s fear was. It was times like this that reminded Vincent he’d only been with his partners for a matter of days. Regardless of how well they fit together, words weren’t going to have the same effect as time. However, he offered the reassurance just the same.

      “Only you, Christian. You’re the only man I’ll ever want.” Then he looked at Charlotte. Though she hadn’t expressed concern, he gave her the same. “And you’re the only woman.”

      He rose from the bed, his actions taking both his lovers by surprise. “Christian, keep Charlotte hot for me, but make sure she doesn’t come. I’m going to clean up and then it’s her turn.”

      Christian, though still wiped out from his overpowering orgasm, wasted no time obeying his order. He ran his finger along her slit as Charlotte’s legs opened wider. She cried out “oh” when he applied pressure to her clit.

      That was all Vincent saw before going to the master bathroom. He pulled the condom off his rock-hard erection and washed it with warm water, fighting the urge to come with everything he had. He was too close.

      Controlling his climaxes had never been a problem in the past. His staying power was one of the things he’d always prided himself on. He could fuck his lovers through three, four, even five orgasms before giving in to his own. That ability had vanished with Charlotte and Christian.

      He rested his palms on the sink and took several deep breaths before looking at his own reflection in the mirror. Vincent struggled to recognize the man staring back. His typical confidence—okay, arrogance—had faded, giving way to something much different.

      He looked…vulnerable.

      Christian and Charlotte had his heart in their teeth. His happiness was completely wrapped up in theirs, and he grinned—showing way too many of his white teeth—as he realized he’d never experienced such sheer, unadulterated bliss.

      “Vincent,” Charlotte called out from the bedroom, followed quickly by Christian’s shush.

      He chuckled, hoping his lovers didn’t hear him lest they thought him insane. Charlotte was clearly growing impatient, and rather than wait for him like a good little submissive, she was making her own demands. Somehow, that realization helped center him as he straightened up, prepared to give Charlotte everything she never knew she wanted.
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      Charlotte closed her eyes and shivered as Christian stroked her clit. She’d been right on the verge of coming when Christian went over, but then Vincent had pulled away and it had floated to the background. Now, the climax that had been simmering was making itself known again.

      “Harder,” she whispered.

      “Vincent said—”

      “I won’t tell,” she promised. It wasn’t like she only had one good orgasm in her, a fact she’d only discovered since the binding ceremony. These men had proven she had lots of them waiting in the wings.

      Rather than give her what she wanted, Christian’s fingers vanished a split second before her arms were pulled above her head roughly, the snap of the cuffs fastening her wrists to the headboard taking her by surprise.

      She squeezed her eyes shut tightly, not anxious to see Vincent’s face. She didn’t need visual proof to know he’d heard her—and he was pissed.

      “Closing your eyes isn’t going to change anything.”

      She bit her lower lip as she slowly slid her eyes open. Vincent was leaning over the bed, his face inches from hers.

      Yep. Pissed.

      “Hey,” she said as casually as she could muster, while trying to subtly test how tight the cuffs were.

      Apparently, she wasn’t subtle enough.

      “Those cuffs are going to hold, so you can stop trying to escape. What was the last thing I said before I left this room?”

      She had an excellent memory, and while she knew exactly what he was referring to, she wasn’t going to give in that easily. “You said it was my turn.”

      Vincent’s scowl grew darker. A wise woman might have held her tongue, put a little effort toward not poking the coiled, ready-to-strike rattlesnake. Obviously, she wasn’t wise. She was horny.

      “You know what I said, Charlotte.”

      She tried to ease his anger with a cute grin and sweet tone. “I know, but you were taking too long.”

      As soon as she uttered the words, she knew there wasn’t a tone on Earth that would calm his temper after her complaint was issued.

      “Is that right?”

      Charlotte closed her mouth, her mind whirling over how to respond. She was pretty sure she’d never heard a deadlier tone, a more threatening question. Her goose was cooked.

      Vincent stood straight, looking down at her. “You’re about to find out exactly how long I can take.”

      He stepped away from the bed to recover the duffel bag of toys he’d purchased in New York. Charlotte had been in the car when he’d made his purchases, but she knew there were items that they hadn’t had time to utilize yet.

      She’d snuck a glance when she grabbed the lube, so she knew exactly what was left in the bag.

      Vincent picked up the lubrication she’d used on Christian from the foot of the mattress as he returned. He looked at Christian.

      “Tug that leg closest to you over your hip and hold her open for me.”

      “Yes, Sir.”

      Charlotte shot Christian a dirty look that bounced right off the man. Christian looked far too pleased about becoming Vincent’s accomplice in this.

      “We’ve skirted around the issue long enough,” Vincent said as he pressed a vibrator inside her. No thrusting, no teasing. Just one firm press and the toy was lodged fully.

      “Issue?” she asked.

      Vincent cupped her face in his large, strong palms, making damn sure she couldn’t look him anywhere other than straight in the eye.

      “From this point on, you are only allowed to say three things, and only in response to direct questions from me. Yes, Sir. No, Sir. Or, if needed, your safe word. Do you remember what it is?”

      She did, but she pursed her lips, refusing to give it to him, unwilling to risk ending this too soon. He’d already mistaken her response regarding BDSM at the first club they’d visited in Boston, dragging her out before she’d had a chance to try anything.

      “Charlotte,” Vincent prodded, still holding her head tightly. “What’s your safe word?”

      “Boston,” she whispered. “But I’m not going to say th—”

      Before she could finish, Christian’s hand slid over her mouth, taking her by surprise. Christian had always been her equal when it came to sex with Vincent. Two subs, one Dom. It appeared that tide had turned.

      “Remember the three things you can say. You don’t need to explain.”

      Both men released her at the same time as she tried to keep up, adjust. That time was cut short when Vincent reached between her legs and turned the vibrator on low. She jerked at the initial stimulation, wishing she could close her legs around it. Right now, the gentle vibrations were doing nothing to get her where she desperately wanted to be.

      “Lift that leg toward her shoulder, Christian.”

      Again, Christian was ready to do Vincent’s bidding.

      “Traitor,” she murmured, hoping she’d said it low enough that only Christian could hear.

      However, she was batting a thousand tonight on failed attempts. Vincent swatted her. Right on her pussy.

      She was becoming a huge fan of his spankings, but so far those had only landed on her ass. This was…

      “Oh!” she squeaked, when he spanked her again, his palm driving the vibrator deeper inside her.

      “Holy shit. I didn’t know—”

      Christian cupped her cheek and turned her face toward his. The action reminded her she’d spoken out of turn again.

      “Do you understand the instructions Vincent gave you in regards to speaking?”

      She nodded slowly, wondering where this sexy-as-fuck alpha male had come from. So far, Christian had been her affable buddy, but this guy…

      She was fucked. Completely and deliciously fucked.

      He paused and waited.

      “Yes,” she added. Again, Christian simply continued to stare her down. “Um…yes, Sir.”

      He stroked her cheek with his thumb in approval, and she resisted the urge to purr like a cat.

      “Guess it’s a good thing I never joined the military,” she joked.

      And just like that, Christian’s soft caresses ended.

      “Shit,” she muttered. “Maybe this would work better if you just gagged me.”

      She thought for a second she heard Vincent chuckle, but when she glanced in his direction, his face was just as stern as it had been when he’d first walked out of the bathroom.

      “No. No gag. You’re going to learn self-control, Charlotte. We’ve got all night.”

      “Something tells me it’ll take longer than that,” she warned.

      One second she was on her back, the next her arms were twisted above her head as Vincent flipped her facedown on the mattress, spanking her ass. Hard.

      Charlotte only registered the pain through the first couple blows. Then, as she’d discovered after the first time, the sting turned to heat. And then this incredible pulsing between her legs started. Her pussy clenched greedily against the vibrator and finally—finally—she felt like the thing might actually be enough to help her…

      Vincent turned the vibrator off.

      She opened her mouth to complain, but Christian’s hand was there, covering it, cutting off any sound she might make. And she realized she still had her ally. Christian wasn’t solely Team Vincent. He was helping her as well.

      The spanking resumed as Vincent placed another dozen or so slaps on her tender ass. She understood that in his mind this was meant to be a punishment, but apparently, Charlotte possessed a masochistic streak that hadn’t been exposed until now.

      The pain was too much of a turn-on to teach her anything other than bad behavior would bring her a reward. Vincent would figure that out soon enough on his own, so she didn’t bother to tell him he was missing the mark if he thought this was going to shut her up.

      She giggled, instantly sorry she hadn’t repressed her humor. Vincent stopped spanking her, and Christian’s hand slid away from her mouth.

      “Did she just laugh?” Vincent asked.

      Charlotte bit her lip, trying to hide her stupid grin as Christian nodded.

      “I see.” From the tone in his voice, Charlotte realized she’d tipped her hand way too soon.

      However, she was left to wonder what he’d do with that information when he instructed her to lift her hips. Once she did so, Vincent pulled her legs apart, pressing one of his thick fingers inside her pussy, alongside the vibrator. It was a tight fit, but a deadly touch. He found her G-spot and stroked it until she was quivering with the need to come.

      “Vincent,” she whispered.

      Once again, she’d given herself away. His finger…and the vibrator…disappeared.

      It was on the tip of her tongue to scream “no,” but she knew that would only prolong this agony. Vincent had every intention of keeping her on the edge of her orgasm until she gave him what he wanted.

      Submission.

      God. It figured he’d pick the hardest thing. She loved the bondage, the pain, the rough touches, and she didn’t really mind him making her wait for this orgasm. She was smart enough to know that when it came, it would blow the rafters off the hotel. She sort of thought she was going to be really good at this BDSM stuff.

      Mostly.

      The problem was the parts she loved weren’t going to be enough for him. He wanted the one thing that didn’t come natural.

      She tilted her head when Vincent kissed the side of her neck and murmured “good girl” in her ear. He’d recognized her restraint.

      She liked his praise. Wanted more of it.

      Christian ran his hand underneath her, taking her nipple between his fingers and squeezing. She moaned, overwhelmed by how two such different and fairly simple touches could drive her as mad as the hardest fucking.

      Vincent’s gentle kisses paired with the sting of Christian’s pinches were deadly to her self-control. If her hands were free, she’d have four of her own fingers buried inside herself, but they’d left her no way to find her own salvation.

      She was at their mercy.

      Vincent broke the spell first, moving back until he was kneeling between her legs. The first touch of lubrication on her anus was cool, and she shivered. Until he worked it inside.

      Then, as always, he sparked a flame.

      Charlotte fought against the natural instinct that said “come, come, come” as Vincent worked one, then two, then—oh hell yeah—three fingers inside her ass. Christian was still playing with her breasts, alternating between soft strokes and firm pinches. She was going to be sore tomorrow. Everywhere. The sadistic part of her was looking forward to the tender places and steamy memories.

      When Vincent pushed the butt plug inside, she was more than ready for it. And it wasn’t until she was twisted once again, to her back, that she understood she wasn’t the only one suffering through this lesson.

      Christian—smug bastard—grinned at both of them. He’d gotten his orgasm, and even though he participated in her training, it was clear he hadn’t fully recovered from the power of his climax. His body was relaxed, sated, his eyes heavy, almost sleepy. He leaned over and softly sucked one of her nipples into his mouth.

      Vincent stroked her clit, and then drove two fingers into her pussy. Charlotte’s back arched.

      Fucker.

      He’d told her not to come, but every single thing he’d done since issuing that command had pushed her toward it. No, he’d been shoving her toward it. Roughly.

      “God. Please.” Neither of those words was on her “approved” list, but she didn’t care. She was done playing the good girl. He had something she wanted. No, something she needed.

      “Christian. Release her hands.”

      “Yes, Sir.”

      Charlotte’s wrists fell to the pillow. On one hand, she wanted to jump up, throw Vincent to the ground and ravish him, then turn around to do the same to Christian. On the other hand, she had a bad feeling that no longer being tied up was a bad thing.

      “Kneel up,” Vincent barked.

      “What’s that?”

      Christian let out an exasperated groan.

      “What?” She looked at Christian, frustrated. She still wasn’t getting what she wanted. If that continued much longer, this wasn’t going to end well for any of them. She was a woman on the edge. “I don’t know what he’s talking about.”

      “Christian,” Vincent barked. “You should have known she wouldn’t understand and helped her. You’ll earn yourself a paddling if you don’t behave.”

      Charlotte bit back the smirk and the desire to say “ha ha.”

      Christian murmured, “Yes, Sir.” He cast her a sideways glance. “Sit up, then kneel on the bed.”

      Kneeling sounded good. Lots of yummy things could happen while kneeling.

      Charlotte rolled onto her stomach and stopped with a gasp. The plug shifted in her ass every time she moved, making her hyper aware of every breath she took. She pulled her legs under her and moaned as the plug shifted, stimulating the sensitive nerve endings in her ass.

      She waited there, on her knees, for the swift, hard fucking she wanted. Maybe he’d spank her first. Oh yeah, she was a bad girl. She deserved a spanking, then a fucking.

      “Kneel up means your upper body is up, not your ass.” Christian urged her to lift her shoulders and head off the bed, until she was facing the wall. The position was losing its appeal quickly.

      “Turn around and face him,” Christian murmured.

      Knee-walking, Charlotte turned until she faced Vincent, who waited at the foot of the bed. His arms were crossed, making the muscles swell. He looked like a warrior king.

      “Spread your knees apart.” Christian guided her as he spoke. “Now raise your hands, put your wrists on top of your head.”

      With her knees spread and arms raised, Charlotte was keenly aware of how vulnerable she was. Lying on the bed, she’d had the security of something against her back. Now she was open to them. Unprotected.

      Hopefully they’d do something, anything. If she didn’t get fucked soon, she would not be held responsible for her actions.

      Vincent nodded his approval to Christian. “Now play with her labia. Don’t touch her clit. Don’t put your fingers inside her.”

      Christian lay across the bed behind her. She looked over her shoulder to see him lounging, head propped on one hand. The other hand danced lazily across the skin of her inner thigh, moving up, up…and stopping just short of the good stuff.

      Charlotte let her head fall back on a groan of frustration, and Christian’s fingers traced the folds of her pussy.

      “Time to test exactly what you’re offering me in your submission.”

      She really didn’t know what that meant, but if she managed to move at just the right time she might be able to fuck herself on Christian’s fing—

      Crack.

      Charlotte yelped and her head snapped down. She stared at Vincent, who had one knee on the bed, a riding crop in his hand. Holy crap. There was a stinging spot on the outside of her right thigh.

      Vincent’s face was hard, but not cold. The heat in his eyes was enough to burn her skin, which was already flushed hot with arousal.

      He raised the crop again. His eyes dropped to her breast.

      She should turn away. Drop her arms. Scream.

      She did none of those. Instead she thrust her chest out, raising her breasts to the stinging snap of the folded flap of leather at the end of the crop. It struck just beside her nipple.

      “Did she just?” Christian asked.

      “Yes,” Vincent growled.

      “More,” she demanded. “Harder.” Damn it! Those weren’t any of the words she was supposed to say. “More, harder, Sir.” There. That fixed it.

      The bed trembled lightly as Christian muffled a laugh, his finger sliding through the wet valleys of her sex.

      The crop struck again and again. On her other breast, low on her belly, just below her mound, the inside of each thigh, the sides of her breasts, and finally a stinging slap to each nipple.

      With a hoarse cry, Charlotte’s whole body clenched. Her ass clamped around the plug, and the thick, hard girth of it only made her more aware of how empty her pussy was.

      That was it. She couldn’t just kneel here any longer. Charlotte dropped her ass down to the bed, trapping Christian’s hand under her. His fingers bumped her clit, and she snarled with satisfaction.

      Vincent grabbed hold of her wrists and jerked her up. She pulled against him.

      “Fuck me, Vincent! Sweet Jesus. Fuck me now or I swear to God—”

      Muscled arms wrapped around her from behind. Charlotte fell back against Christian, cradled between his legs, her head against his chest. He guided her hands back, until her fingers laced behind his neck. The position left her breasts exposed to his fingers.

      The first pinch made her cry out, “Fuck me. Fuck me or I’ll—”

      Her threat morphed into a scream when Vincent thrust inside her hard enough to rattle bones.

      She came. There was no holding the orgasm back. Christ. Every single nerve ending in her body exploded at the exact same time. A nuclear weapon didn’t pack this much punch.

      Charlotte clenched her eyes tightly against the white-hot agony. There was no other word to describe this.

      Agony.

      Perfect agony.

      If Vincent was mad at her for coming, he gave no indication. Nor did he seem to acknowledge the fact that she was out of her mind, lost to the sweet madness of it all.

      He continued to thrust—hard, brutally, beautifully fast. He held back nothing. Gave it all.

      Christian’s fingers were relentless on her nipples—pinching, plucking and twisting. He bit her earlobe, breathing heavily against the side of her neck.

      Her arms ached to hold Vincent, to scratch a path along his muscular back, to irrevocably mark him as hers. She settled for fisting handfuls of Christian’s hair.

      The orgasm rumbled on, ebbed and flowed like the tide. Never ceasing, never easing.

      And then Vincent was there with her, crashing heedlessly through the white foam, both of them hoping as much as dreading that they’d find the solid sand of the shore.

      Charlotte couldn’t begin to guess how much time had passed by the time she opened her eyes. Vincent was still buried deep inside her, his weight resting on his elbows as he held himself above her.

      “I don’t think we have to worry about any of the threats directed our way by these purists. We’re doing a pretty bang-up job of killing each other in the bedroom.”

      Charlotte laughed at Christian’s joke.

      “Still too soon?” he asked.

      She shook her head. “Too accurate.”

      Vincent never cracked a smile. His face was still serious, and she wondered if he was upset that she’d failed to follow his commands. Again.

      “I’m sorry,” she whispered.

      Vincent scowled. “What? Why?”

      She lifted her shoulders slightly. “I’m afraid the concept of submitting is pretty foreign to me. I mean it’s like that Shakespeare class I took in college all over again. Why couldn’t that guy just speak regular English?”

      “You’re kidding, right?” Christian’s question revealed genuine horror.

      Charlotte shook her head. “Couldn’t understand a word of it.” Then she looked at Vincent. “You agree, don’t you? That Shakespeare still exists today so sadistic English teachers can torment kids with it?”

      Vincent clearly agreed, but he didn’t verbalize it. Instead, he just said, “I’m tapping out on this conversation,” when it was clear Christian was becoming apoplectic.

      “Coward,” Charlotte muttered just before Christian launched into poetry.

      “Doubt thou the stars are fire, doubt that the sun doth move. Doubt truth to be a liar, but never doubt I love.” Christian lifted his hand indignantly. “You can’t seriously think that’s torment.”

      “Well,” she admitted. “That was pretty. It’s okay when you say it like that, but it’s when he put thousands of those lines together in a tragedy that he lost me.”

      “You have no soul.”

      Charlotte grinned. “Of course I do. You want to hear poetry? X is equal to negative b plus or minus the square root of b squared minus 4ac over 2a.”

      “What the fuck?” Christian shook his head.

      “Quadratic formula,” Vincent supplied.

      Christian shot him a dirty look. “That’s not poetry.”

      “Depends on who you ask,” Vince replied drolly. “If it’s okay with the two of you, I’d like to get this conversation back on track.” He slowly withdrew from Charlotte before dropping down beside her. She held her breath as he removed the plug from her ass and tossed it to the floor by the bed.

      She was snuggled between some seriously sexy man flesh. She’d always thought the benefits to joining the Trinity Masters were the doors it opened professionally and the opportunities to network with like-minded individuals. More the fool her. The true benefit was this. Right here.

      “Why did you apologize?” Vincent asked her.

      “I disappointed you again. I don’t seem to be the submissive type. I mean…I think with practice I could figure out how to play the part, but the truth is I don’t really feel the need to obey in silence or without question. I’ve never been that type. It’s probably a terrible character flaw, but I speak my mind and if I want to know something, I ask.”

      “I want to make something very clear to you, Charlotte. You have never—and you will never—disappoint me in bed. For the exact reason you just said. You’re open and honest about your feelings. I never have to question how you feel, what you enjoy. That’s a gift, not a flaw.”

      “But it doesn’t match up with—”

      “Did you like being tied up?” Vincent interrupted.

      “Holy shit, yeah.”

      “And the spanking?”

      “So awesome.”

      “Christian pinching your nipples?”

      “It hurt in all the best ways.”

      “You’re perfect for me, Charlotte.”

      “Perfect for both of us,” Christian interjected. “Except for the Shakespeare issue.”

      “What about your club in New York?”

      “What about it?” Vincent asked.

      “Can we still go there? Even though I’m a shitty sub?”

      Vincent rolled his eyes. “There are a million ways to play, to submit. Look at Christian, he’s not a true sub either.”

      Charlotte was reminded of Christian’s dominance. “You can say that again. I don’t know who that guy was tonight, but he was super-hot.”

      Christian laughed. “I’m a switch. Vincent’s a Dom. And you’re a shitty sub.” He winked at her. “Believe me, it works.”

      “I’m glad. Because I love the way we fit together.” Now that they’d set her mind at ease, the last part of her relaxed, giving way to intense physical exhaustion. “Feels like I just ran a marathon.”

      “Amen,” Vincent muttered, his tired tone betraying his own sleepiness.

      None of them said anything more. Instead, they wrapped their arms and legs around each other and let their mingled heavy breaths lull them to sleep.

      It was a deep one that lasted for hours and hours.

      Until something in Charlotte’s subconscious jerked her awake.

      “It’s White!” Charlotte sat bolt upright in bed, heels of her hands planted on the men on either side of her.

      Vincent sucked in a breath.

      Christian sat up, shaking his head. “Uh, Chuck? It’s really not white.”

      “Huh?” Charlotte looked down. She’d managed to plant her hand a scant half inch from Vincent’s cock. “Oh that. No, it’s not white. I mean White. Honestly, Christian. Don’t be racist.”

      “What? I’m not the one who said his cock was white.”

      She started to scramble up. Vincent rolled protectively onto his stomach, covering the jewels and nearly falling off the bed in the process. She gave his ass a nice smack as she climbed over him. Vincent growled.

      “Charlotte, are you okay?” Christian asked.

      “We fucked her brains loose,” Vincent observed.

      The afternoon sun was peeking through the room-darkening curtains. She slid them open widely.

      Vincent winced, then turned away from the bright light, rolling onto his side to face Christian. The two of them kissed, and Vincent’s hand slid toward Christian’s rapidly hardening cock.

      Charlotte was tempted to join the fun, then recalled what had woken her up to begin with. She dashed into the bathroom, yanked on a robe, and grabbed a cup off the counter. She filled it with water, ran back into the bedroom, and splashed the cold water over them. “Come on. We don’t have time for the two of you to fool around.”

      Two heads whipped toward her, the expressions different but equally dangerous. Christian looked outraged and ready to exact revenge. Vincent’s face was set for battle, as if the water had been a gauntlet thrown at his face.

      “Oops. Bad idea.” Charlotte turned on her heel and raced out of the room.

      Footsteps pounded behind her.

      She heard Vincent issuing commands. “Go left. I’ll go right. Remember the safest tackle is shoulder to the midsection.”

      “No tackling!” Charlotte put the couch between them. They were coming at her from the sides. With a yelp, she leapt over the back of the couch. Someone caught the hem of her robe and she yanked the tie free, letting it slip off. Naked, she raced for the bar, sliding behind it. She grabbed a bottle of champagne, prepared to throw it.

      “Hold it. That’s expensive champagne.” Christian held up his hands in the universal sign for “calm down, crazy person.”

      “I’ll buy another bottle,” Vincent said darkly. “I think she’s begging to be turned over my knee and paddled until she can’t sit for a week. I intend to oblige her.”

      Charlotte was almost distracted by that. Turned over his knee, maybe wearing a little negligee he would slowly raise. She’d have on satin—no, lace—panties and he’d…

      She hefted the bottle. “Stop trying to distract me.”

      “Distract you?” Christian put a restraining hand on Vincent’s shoulder. Vincent glared at him, but Christian held his ground. Vincent didn’t step back, but he did stop stalking her. Christian exhaled. “Charlotte, talk.”

      “The blueprint was signed CFM. But it shouldn’t have been.”

      Vincent paused, but she still wasn’t sure he was listening. He was definitely in Dom mode. Christian, however, was more focused. “Right, you said that last night.”

      “The clue is obviously pointing us toward someone else, but I couldn’t figure out who.”

      “And now?”

      “All the sex made my brain work better.” She bounced on her toes. “Don’t you see. It was White!”

      They stared at her.

      “Not the color. Stanford White. The men were Mead,” she pointed to herself, “McKim, who signed the blueprint, and Stanford White. Do you know about him?”

      Vincent shook his head.

      “Actually, the name rings a bell,” Christian said.

      Charlotte grinned. “He was a famous womanizer. He kept whole houses in New York he used to seduce young girls. And that’s what killed him.”

      “Heart attack in the middle of sex?” Vincent asked drolly.

      “Shot by a jealous lover.”

      “I remember this now,” Christian said. “It was a huge trial.”

      Charlotte nodded enthusiastically then shoved her wild hair out of her face. “We have the library designed by White, which has the Trinity Masters headquarters under it. We have the tunnels, which they said connect the headquarters to the Trinity Church. The church was designed by Richardson. Mead and McKim worked for Richardson.” Charlotte pressed her hands to her head. “There are all these connections. White played a key role. He had to. It was his library design. The artist’s genius…”

      “Charlotte?”

      “I think…I think we need to go back to the Grand Master’s office.”

      Vincent started to press for more, but Christian shook his head. “No, she’s right. What time is it? I need to call Seb.” Christian had his phone in his hand before he even finished speaking.

      Charlotte glanced at the clock and winced. “Jesus, it’s nearly three in the afternoon.”

      Vincent stepped closer. “We had a late night. Put it on speaker, Christian, so we can all hear.” It was clear Vincent was still miffed about the idea that Christian had kept secrets from them about the case.

      “What’s up, bro?” Sebastian said as he answered.

      “What do you know about Stanford White?” Christian asked.

      “Nothing. Should I? Is he a member of the Trinity Masters? Do you think he’s one of the purists?”

      “No. White was the third partner in the architectural firm that drew the blueprint currently in the Grand Master’s office.”

      “Oh.” Sebastian was quiet for just a moment. “Hey, yeah. I didn’t know you were giving me a history quiz. I know who you’re talking about. Wasn’t he sort of a loose cannon?”

      Before Christian could reply, Sebastian groaned quietly. Christian recognized the sound, having made it himself a few times last night.

      “Really, Seb? I’ve got you on speakerphone with my partners and you’re getting a handie while we’re trying to solve your mystery?”

      “You hope it’s a handie,” Vincent muttered, prompting Charlotte to giggle.

      “Hold on a second, Christian. Give me a minute, Elle, and I’ll be right back to bed. Promise.” It was obvious Sebastian’s wife wasn’t happy with the interruption. Nor was someone else when they all heard a man say, “I told you not to answer the phone, Seb.”

      A minute later, Sebastian was back on the line with them. “Okay. Number one, it’s not my mystery. The purists are a genuine threat to all of us. And secondly, it’s your honeymoon, Christian, not mine. Bloom off the rose already?”

      Christian raised his hand quickly to cut off Vincent, who was obviously more than prepared to tell Sebastian exactly how bright that rose was. Charlotte felt heat creep to her cheeks, blushing as she recalled everything they’d done last night.

      “Maybe Charlotte should just explain what she’s come up with,” Christian said.

      “The words from the inside of the book cover—I don’t think they were meaningless. Not the way we thought. They’re another clue—about the identity of the artist.” Charlotte felt the weight of everyone’s attention on her. She bounced on her toes. “I memorized them. Box. Hill. Warden. Cliff. Electricity. Bowery. Bank. New. York.” She’d snagged a small pad of paper and written the words on it from memory.

      “Stanford White designed the first Bowery Savings Bank in New York.” She circled “bowery”, “bank”, “new” and “york” on the paper.

      “Nice,” Vincent commented.

      “Box Hill was the name of the estate he designed as an architectural showpiece.” She circled “box” and “hill.”  “He helped design Tesla’s Wardenclyffe Tower.” She circled “warden” “cliff” and “electricity.”

      She grinned at Vincent and Christian, who were clearly impressed. “I’m not just a pretty face, you know,” she teased.

      Christian laughed, but Vincent shook his head. “I never thought that for a second.”

      She kissed him on the cheek.

      “Focus,” Sebastian said through the phone, and she recalled they still had an audience. “What does that mean for figuring out the blueprint?”

      Charlotte deflated somewhat at Sebastian’s question. “I’m not quite sure. But it means White was either the person who designed the tunnels, or he was the one who drew the blueprint. I think he’s the artist in the clue.”

      Vincent rubbed his neck. “And we still haven’t figured out where that damn gargoyle fits in yet.”

      “You’re right,” Charlotte said, rushing to grab her laptop. She set it up on the counter. “We need to make a comprehensive list of White’s designs and see if any of those buildings have gargoyles. Then we’re going to have to do some traveling. New York. D.C. Sweet Jesus. McKim, Mead and White renovated the White House in 1903. If it’s there…holy shit. It could take us quite a bit of time to create the list, do the research, but if we divide up the duties…”

      Vincent wrapped his arm around Charlotte’s waist from behind, effectively halting her movement.

      She resisted the urge to shiver when she felt his erection nudge against her ass.

      “Or, Charlotte,” he said, his breath hot against her neck. “We could use a more practical approach. It seems to me the Trinity Masters wouldn’t want anything as important as this to travel so far away. Especially not in the eighteen hundreds. While a quick jaunt to New York or DC isn’t a hardship these days, they took some time back then. Let’s start with the buildings he designed here in Boston.”

      “Lions,” Christian breathed. “Lions.”

      “Of course. Oh my God, of course.” She leaned toward the phone. “Are there any gargoyles in the library?”

      “I know how to find out,” Sebastian said. “Call you back in five.”

      Sebastian disconnected the call without a word of goodbye.

      “You’re a genius, Vincent.” She snuggled back against him. “The Trinity Masters would have kept it close—very close. And White’s most famous building in Boston is the library itself.”

      Christian grinned. “And there are two very nice lions at the base of the main stairs.”

      Vincent took advantage of the brief reprieve kissing the side of her neck.

      “I love the way you do that,” she whispered.

      Christian didn’t move closer. Instead, his eyes were locked to the spot where Vincent’s lips were slowly turning her to a pile of goo.

      Unfortunately, the phone rang before they could move to the next level.

      Sebastian began speaking the second Christian answered the phone. “According to Lee, there’s only one gargoyle and it’s in the Wiggin Gallery. That area of the library is currently under construction.”

      Charlotte grinned, recalling her conversation with Lee. “Behind plastic.”

      “Yeah,” Sebastian said. “But Lee said he could get us into that room to take a look at it. Why don’t I meet you there in an hour or so?” Sebastian suggested. “I’ll call Franco as well. He loves shit like this.”

      “You sure an hour will be long enough?” Christian teased. “Doesn’t say much for your staying power, bro.”

      Charlotte laughed when Sebastian said, “Good point. Better make it an hour and a half.”

      The phone disconnected before anyone could say goodbye.

      “So we have an hour and a half,” Vincent said, taking a step toward her.

      She raised her hand to ward him off. “As tempting as that is, I think we should shower and head over to the library.”

      Vincent tilted his head, his gaze traveling over her naked form. Charlotte resisted the urge to look at herself. God only knew what he was seeing. Every muscle in her body ached, her ass was sore, and the twisted sister who resided inside her was praying there were tiny bruises where the crop had landed. Reminders of the single hottest night of her life.

      “A shower is a good idea,” Vincent said at last. He took her hand, but she tugged free as she rolled her eyes.

      “Separate showers.”

      His gaze narrowed.

      “You know as well as I do if the three of us climb into that shower together, we’re going to need way more than ninety minutes. We’re close, Vincent. I can feel it. Let’s take today, solve the mystery, and then we can go home. Start our lives together.”

      “New York.” There was no denying Vincent was as anxious to get to the Big Apple as she was.

      “Yeah, New York.”

      Christian leaned on the counter of the bar. “Home sounds like heaven to me. I’m getting tired of having my honeymoon interrupted. Promise me right now that the plan is to barricade ourselves inside that incredible condo of Vincent’s, living only on takeout and sex for the next month or three.”

      “I promise!” Charlotte said quickly, surprised when Vincent shook his head.

      “There will be no barricade. I have every intention of taking you back to my club. Several times. Charlotte still needs practice with self-control.”

      She nodded sagely. “Oh yeah. I’m totally green. Going to take years and years of practice before I get it right.”

      Vincent wrapped his hand around the back of her neck and tugged her toward him, stealing a hard, hot kiss. Then he turned and gave the same to Christian before walking down the hallway. “Meet you both back here in thirty. We can walk to the library.”

      Christian stopped her before she took two steps toward her own bathroom. “You okay?”

      She nodded, touched by his concern. “I’m overwhelmed. I’ve never been this happy.”

      Christian’s grin morphed into a full-fledged smile. “Me, either.” His kiss was softer than Vincent’s, but it triggered the same emotion.

      Love.

      Head-in-the-clouds, over-the-moon, starry-eyed love.
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      Charlotte ran her finger along the dusty nose of the gargoyle. “While I fully understand the purpose of a gargoyle in architecture, I’m going to go on record as saying, I’d just put up a damn water spout. These things are creepy as hell.”

      Franco stood behind her, bouncing on his toes like a tiny boy in desperate need of the bathroom.

      “For heaven’s sake, let me look at it.” Franco stepped beside Charlotte, bumping her lightly out of the way with his hip to take over the search.

      Vincent moved toward Franco. No one was going to—

      “Down, boy,” Christian murmured behind him. “Franco is a friend, remember?”

      Vincent took a deep breath, trying to calm down. Christian made a good point, but the memory that someone had broken into her apartment was still too fresh in his mind. Shit, he’d replayed the scene in the living room too many times in the last eighteen hours, the ending changing each time. He’d imagined everything from Christian being shot to the purists showing up to retrieve the book before the binding ceremony—Charlotte alone in the apartment, unprotected.

      “I’m ready for this to be over,” Vincent said to Christian.

      “We all are.”

      “This has to be it, but…” Franco said, running his hands all over the statue. “I’m not seeing much genius here.”

      “Your cloak and dagger needs works, Franco,” Christian teased. “Read a Dan Brown novel or hell, just watch National Treasure. There’s clearly a hidden compartment.”

      “Sorry,” Franco said. Vincent could also hear the “not sorry” part that wasn’t spoken. “But I’m not relying on fiction or Hollywood to—”

      “What’s this?” Vincent said, as he ran his hands over the base of the statue, finding a lever.

      Sebastian crowded into the corner and for a second, Vincent felt like all that was missing were the red noses and horns to honk.

      “Somebody’s going to have to step away from this damn clown car,” he said.

      Franco and Charlotte stood their ground, so Sebastian and Christian—good guys to the end—moved away to give him space to move.

      “It feels like a lever, but it’s stuck.” Vincent fiddled with it a few minutes, slowly working the metal up and down. He didn’t want to break the thing, but it was hard to pace himself with Charlotte and Franco urging him to hurry up.

      Finally, the thing gave way and a tiny, hidden compartment in the base of the statue opened with a soft click.

      “Wicked,” Charlotte whispered.

      Franco was in the best position to open the door. For a guy who had been in mad rush only seconds earlier, he put the brakes on when it came to reaching into the narrow drawer to withdraw the contents.

      “I can’t believe I didn’t bring a pair of gloves,” he moaned.

      “Either you take that thing out of there, Franco, or I’m tackling you,” Charlotte threatened.

      Franco looked at her with one eyebrow raised, clearly not concerned. Until Charlotte amended her threat.

      “Change of plans. Vincent, pounce.”

      Vincent looked at his tiny partner, his little whirlwind and wondered how on earth he’d gotten here. He’d never taken orders from a woman in his life. Shit, he’d never had a woman try to give him an order.

      “Franco,” Vincent warned.

      That was all he had to say.

      Franco pulled the dusty tome over to a secluded table in the corner, Charlotte hot on his heels. Sebastian stood next to them, trying to steal peeks over their shoulders. The three of them flipped through the first few pages, their eyes racing over the drawings as he and Christian pulled up chairs on the opposite side of the table.

      “You know,” Vincent said conversationally to Christian, “depending on what they discover, we may need to take another trip down to those tunnels.”

      Christian nodded, the resigned look on his face proving he’d already considered that. “Yeah. I know.”

      “You going to be okay with that? I figure Sebastian would be okay going with us if you’d rather stay above.”

      “Going with you where?” Sebastian asked as he claimed a chair next to Christian.

      “Nowhere,” Christian said hastily before begrudgingly adding, “the tunnels.”

      Sebastian’s quick nod proved he knew all about his brother’s dislike of tight spaces. “I’ll go.”

      “No,” Christian said.

      “But—” Sebastian interjected.

      “Would you send Elle and Grant down there without you, knowing the potential danger?”

      Sebastian shook his head. “Never. Not in a million years.”

      “So this conversation is over.”

      “What’s in the book?” Christian asked, gesturing toward Charlotte and Franco, who still had their heads pressed together as they pored over the book.

      Vincent rubbed his jaw wearily. He’d expected to sleep like a rock after last night’s—actually, this morning’s—scene, but he hadn’t managed to do more than toss and turn restlessly.

      “Stanford White’s sketch pad,” Sebastian replied. “Looks like doodles to me, but those two…” He pointed to Charlotte and Franco just as Charlotte whispered, “Oh my God.”

      Franco’s widened eyes matched her astonished look.

      “What?” Sebastian leaned forward, trying to look at the book, but Franco snapped it shut and tucked it under his arm.

      “We need to get this down to the Grand Master’s office, to the blueprint.”

      “Is Juliette there?” Sebastian asked.

      Franco nodded. “She’s waiting for us.”

      They walked through the rare book room to the closet that held the entrance to headquarters. They descended in two groups, Franco and Sebastian going first, followed by Charlotte, Vincent and Christian.

      Juliette was alone in the Grand Master’s office.

      “Where’s Devon?” Sebastian asked.

      “He’s following up on something for the Grand Master. Since Tasha can’t help us right now, he has to go.”

      Sebastian didn’t appear to appreciate the vague answer, but Juliette wasn’t looking at him. Her attention had been claimed by Charlotte and Franco, who wasted no time flipping open the sketch pad they’d just found under the gargoyle as they hovered over the light table containing the blueprint.

      “What’s that?” she asked.

      “White’s sketch pad. I’m assuming from their excitement, it’s the key,” Sebastian responded.

      “There,” Charlotte pointed.

      Franco was hard-pressed to contain his glee.

      “We need large sheets of vellum, a light box, pencils, a compass and a T-square,” Charlotte barked. Vincent’s brows rose in surprise at her commanding tone.

      “And that map Sebastian made,” Franco added.

      “You drew a map?” Juliette whirled on Sebastian.

      “She said she needed it.”

      Charlotte snapped her fingers. “Hello? Focus. I can figure this out now, but someone needs to get me supplies.”

      “Can’t we do it with what we have here?” Christian asked.

      “I can freehand—” Franco started.

      Charlotte held up her hand. “I spent seven years in school learning to do this. Don’t insult me or my profession by saying you’ll freehand it.”

      Franco closed his mouth.

      “Seb,” Juliette said, “can you get her what she needs?”

      Charlotte wrote down what she wanted, told Sebastian what store to go to, and then went back to the sketch pad. Some of the drawings had small triquetras, like a signature in their bottom corner.

      They remained relatively quiet as Charlotte perused the drawings, and when Sebastian returned an hour later, he was bearing not only her supplies, but food.

      “When was the last time we ate?” Christian asked, popping open a bag of chips.

      Vincent frowned. “I need to do a better job taking care of you.”

      Christian rolled his eyes and grinned. “That’s not what I was saying.”

      Charlotte ignored the food they’d set by her elbow. Vincent considered pushing the issue, then realized there was a good chance it was a battle he’d lose.

      Instead, she spread out the oversized sheets of vellum.

      Charlotte had passed the time waiting for Sebastian to return with Franco, figuring out a scale for the blueprint and then guesstimating the scale of the sketches. The first sketch marked with the triquetra was a model of Copley Square, recognizable because of the church and library. The square itself looked much different now than it did in the drawing, but Charlotte explained that it gave her an idea of the scale of the sketches.

      Vincent watched in wonder as she used that information to slowly replicate each sketch onto the large piece of vellum, at the same scale as the blueprint. It was slow, meticulous work, and after the fourth time she ignored comments and questions from the others in the office, they finally left her alone. Charlotte had lost herself in the meticulous work she clearly loved. Watching her was a revelation.

      Several times, she stopped to stretch her hand or neck or rub her eyes. Each time, Vincent was there, rubbing out the kinks, offering her a word of support or praise.

      Once she said the dim lighting in the office was hurting her eyes, and Christian carried over another lamp.

      Then, finally, she stood and stretched, twisting her upper body to work out the kinks in her back. “Finished.”

      Christian came over and started rubbing her lower back.

      She groaned and let her head drop. “That’s it. Oh yeah.”

      He kissed her on the cheek. “You’ve been at it for hours.”

      “It would have been faster if I’d been at my drafting table with a window,” she murmured, stretching like a cat under his fingers.

      She turned to face Vincent and Christian, surprised to find the three of them were alone. “Where is everyone?”

      “Attending to other things. After the fourth or fifth time you shushed Franco, they decided they were just in the way.”

      Now that her task was completed, she was obviously ready for company. “Jeez. Can you get everyone else back here quickly? Now comes the fun part.”

      “I’ll send up the Bat Signal,” Christian joked. Then he texted Sebastian.

      Fifteen minutes later, everyone clustered around the light box, which was set up on the small conference table.

      Franco elbowed Christian out of the way to stand at Charlotte’s side. “This is my favorite part.”

      “The big reveal?” she asked him.

      “And the lecture. You have to give a lecture.”

      “I do?”

      Franco looked scandalized. “That’s the best part.”

      Charlotte laughed. “I’m not really one to lecture, but I can explain.”

      She cleared her throat, glanced at Franco, who nodded, then placed the blueprint on the light box. The mess of lines and notations was lit from behind, making the parchment nearly transparent, while the pen stood out as dark brown.

      “I don’t have all the answers yet, but I can now decode this blueprint,” Charlotte announced. “I’m going to tell you what I think happened, based on what I know. This is my hypothesis.”

      Vincent winked at her in encouragement and she smiled before continuing.

      “Stanford White designed the tunnels, with help from his partners. It was either McKim or Mead who connected them to the church. Since they worked for Richardson, they would have either known how to add a tunnel or been able to secretly add in the church end to this tunnel.” She pointed to a point on Sebastian’s map.

      “I think that this blueprint was actually Stanford White’s working sketch, never meant to be used by anyone but him. My guess is that he would have created something else eventually, if he hadn’t died.” She took a breath and picked up the first piece of vellum. “I don’t know if McKim and Mead simply couldn’t create their own drawings or if they didn’t know the extent of the tunnels, or just wanted to get this hidden away as fast as possible. I think that McKim added the border lines and the number, and then had Annie create the cipher with her poems. It’s interesting that they went to such lengths to keep the tunnels protected. Makes me wonder what was going on in the late eighteen hundreds that required such secrecy.”

      “The Trinity Masters remains strong because it’s a secret. We’re able to achieve things that would never be accomplished in the public eye because we stay under the radar, we take special precaution and care. We protect our privacy with a vengeance. Something that is extremely important, especially not these days,” Juliette explained. “Who knows where this country would be if not for this society? I’m glad we’re not subject to the media, social media, politics, and—”

      “Easy, Jules,” Sebastian said softly. “You’re preaching to the choir down here.”

      She nodded. “Yeah. Sorry. Soapbox.”

      Suddenly Vincent understood why the Grand Master asked Juliette to serve as a counselor. Her commitment to the society was intense…and inspiring.

      “Anyway,” Charlotte continued, pointing to Franco who held up the sketch pad, Vanna White style. Everyone laughed and some of the tension in the room was dispelled.

      “There are Stanford’s sketches. Some of which are marked with our symbol.” Franco flipped open the book and pointed to a triquetra.

      “I took the sketches that have that symbol, and I blew them up.” Charlotte picked up a piece of vellum, then hesitated.

      “Charlotte?” Vincent asked.

      “I should have tested my theory before calling everyone to watch.”

      “It’s okay, Chuck,” Christian prodded.

      “Yeah, but if I’m wrong, I’m about to look really stupid in front…well, everybody.”

      Christian shouldered Franco to the side in payback. “I’ve spent the last few hours watching you work on all of this. You’re brilliant, Charlotte. Lay the paper down.”

      She nodded slowly, checked the drawing, oriented it, and laid it on the light box over the blueprint.

      The vellum was semi-opaque, allowing them to see the blueprint underneath. The lines on the vellum lined up with the outline of the library building on the blueprint. Everyone leaned closer to look.

      “Holy shit,” Sebastian said.

      “That’s…that’s a drawing of our headquarters,” Juliette said.

      Once it was laid over the blueprint, what she’d drawn on the vellum made sense. There was the long, grand entrance hallway, the medallion altar room, the main hall, and many smaller rooms and hallways.

      Christian frowned. “Who knew there were so many rooms?”

      “No one should know,” Juliette snapped as she shot Sebastian a dirty look. Then she sighed. “Except now we need to know. Everyone does.”

      Sebastian looked carefully. “Either there was some remodeling or there are rooms on here that I haven’t been in before.”

      Charlotte picked up the next piece of vellum and laid it on top. Everyone leaned forward. This time the lines on the vellum created tracks over the Copley Square area of the blueprint.

      “There.” Juliette pointed. “That tunnel leads right to this office.”

      With the layout of the headquarters in place, it was easy to spot where the tunnels ended.

      One by one Charlotte laid the vellum on, until her clean black lines created an easily discernible map.

      Sebastian snapped up the map he’d drawn. He, Juliette, and Franco leaned over Charlotte’s new map, comparing them.

      “There are six primary tunnels,” Charlotte said, after they’d had enough time to study the map. Sebastian cursed several times with each revelation.

      “We knew about five of them. There’s only one more entrance to the tunnels we didn’t know about,” Juliette mused. “Plus these.” She pointed to some chambers that branched off the tunnels.

      The undiscovered tunnel ended either in or near the medallion room. After hearing about the way another member of the Trinity Masters had fallen through an upper layer of tunnels and ended up coming out through a secret door in the entrance hall, everyone decided this one must also be an old construction access chamber. Charlotte guessed, based on how she was reading it, that the tunnel ended under the medallion, but Juliette said she suspected it was actually above it.

      The remaining undiscovered tunnel was by far the longest of them all. It extended under Copley Square, Trinity Church, and what was now Clarendon Street.

      Franco nodded. “That must be the one Caden had been using to get in and out.”

      “If that’s true,” Charlotte rubbed her forehead and closed her eyes as if playing something out in her head, “then the non-library entrance isn’t something you could get to from the street.” She studied the map once more, and Vincent could see her trying to imagine modern-day Boston overlaying the older blueprint. “If the measurements are correct, it would be inside, or under, the building on this corner of Boylston and Clarendon.”

      Juliette scowled. “Are you certain?”

      Charlotte nodded slowly. “I’d like to go back down to the tunnels to follow it all the way to the end. You can access this new tunnel from the one right here.” She gestured to the room around them. “See, here’s an intersection, assuming my drawings are accurate. But yeah, I’m pretty sure about where it comes out. Why? Is that bad?”

      “That corner of Boylston and Clarendon is 500 Boylston.”

      “Of course!” Charlotte smacked her forehead. “I should have put it together. A beautiful postmodern building, designed by Burgee and Johnson, before the firm went bankrupt, of course. It has repeating two-story windows and carved granite cladding. The courtyard is lovely, the way the lower wings hug the space, protecting it from the wind while keeping it open.”

      Vincent’s mouth was ajar as he listened to Charlotte. Christian hadn’t been wrong. The woman was absolutely brilliant in her field. He took a moment to let that process, while Christian traveled a different route.

      “Nerd,” Christian said, ruffling her hair as she laughed.

      Unable to let his teasing lie without a retort, she lobbed one of her own. “Aw, Christian. You don’t really want me to revisit the whole lack of a Tony thing again already, do you?”

      Sebastian guffawed loudly. “Jesus, you guys are perfect for each other.”

      There was another beat of silence. Then Juliette shook her head as if to clear it.  “Can we please?” She threw up her hands and then spat out her concern. “The Andersons own 500 Boylston.”

      Charlotte looked shocked. “Seriously? It was a hundred million dollars just to construct it, never mind what the property value is worth.”

      Now it was Vincent’s turn to tease. “Charlotte, baby, that’s not that much money.”

      “Not that much money?” Charlotte and Christian looked at one another, and then both stared at Vincent.

      “We’ve got them!” Sebastian said loudly, banging his hand on the table. “This is it.”

      Juliette shook her head. “Is it? How is that enough, Seb?”

      “They have access to the tunnels,” he stressed.

      “Big deal. I mean, there’s an entrance to the tunnel right over there, inside this office. Does that mean the Grand Master is a purist too? That we are?”

      “Jules—” Sebastian looked like he wanted to argue the point, but Juliette waved away his words.

      “Those tunnels are too dangerous. We can’t go down there again.”

      “But Caden is gone,” Vincent said.

      “He’s not the only threat,” Juliette said.

      Sebastian scowled. “You don’t think Rose is going to start causing trouble, do you? The two of you have a past, Jules. Besides, given what we’ve learned about her childhood, there’s a good chance she’s dancing a jig in California, delighted to be free from Caden.”

      Juliette tilted her head in disbelief. “You don’t really think that, do you, Seb?”

      Sebastian leaned back in the leather seat he’d taken across from the Grand Master’s desk, and Vincent appreciated the man’s desire to put this mystery to rest. Vincent and his trinity had only been fighting this battle a few days. Sebastian had been trying to bring these bastards down for much longer.

      “No,” Sebastian muttered. However, before he could say more, Juliette’s phone rang.

      “Hello,” she said.

      The rest of them remained quiet as Juliette spoke to whoever was on the other end of the line. From the troubled look in her eyes, Vincent braced himself for more bad news.

      “You’re sure?” Juliette asked. And then she said, “And where is she now?” The answer clearly wasn’t a good one. “Fuck,” Juliette muttered. Franco stepped next to his wife and wrapped his arm around her waist comfortingly.

      According to Christian, Franco, Juliette and Devon were a fairly new trinity as well. Vincent tried to imagine taking on a new trinity as well as counselor positions for such a prestigious, important and large organization as the Trinity Masters. His respect for Juliette rose several notches.

      “Okay. No, don’t come here. We’re just about finished. Franco and I will meet you at home.”

      “Devon?” Sebastian asked as she hung up.

      Juliette nodded. “The Grand Master asked him to find Rose. Apparently, she’d boarded a flight, headed to Boston just about the time Christian had his run-in with Caden in Charlotte’s living room.”

      Vincent noticed the way Juliette didn’t say the word shooting. He was grateful to her for not bringing it up again. There was no denying the pain in Christian’s eyes every time Caden’s name was mentioned. Vincent had worked hard when they’d returned to the hotel last night to replace that misery with something good, something beautiful.

      Jesus, his head was still whirling over how good it had felt being inside Christian. His cock, though sore, started to thicken.

      “So she’s in Boston?” Vincent asked.

      “Yeah. Devon was able to follow her trail as far as Boston Park Plaza. Then he lost the scent.” She frowned. “But that was hours ago.”

      “Shit,” Sebastian said. “So is she trying to make her way to us as a friend or as an enemy?”

      Juliette tipped her head back, looking up, as if she could see through layers of stone to the building above. “If she was coming as a friend, she would have come here by now. Maybe she went to the legacy house, where Sebastian and I lived until recently,” she explained to Vincent and Charlotte.

      Juliette looked solemn as she quietly worked through everything they’d just learned. Vincent’s head was spinning with the information, and he didn’t doubt for a second he only knew a fraction of what she was privy to.

      Franco reached out to push a stray piece of blonde hair away from Juliette’s face. “Bennett Securities has someone watching the house. If she’d gone there, Price would have called you. We would have known.”

      “Dammit. You’re right. I forgot about that.”

      Franco ran a finger under her eyes. Vincent had noticed the dark circles as well. Juliette was a young woman, very beautiful. But it was clear this position was taking its toll. “You’re tired, love.”

      She leaned into her partner for just a second before straightening up, finding some last vestige of strength. “Devon wants all of us to use caution on the way home. Until we find out which way the wind is blowing with Rose, be cautious.”

      “I agree with Juliette,” Vincent said, anxious to get his lovers back to the hotel, back to safety. “Let’s call it a night. We’re all running on fumes. We’ll get a good night’s sleep and meet back here tomorrow. Start fresh.”

      They gathered their coats and prepared to leave. Charlotte wanted to take her vellum with her, but Juliette insisted that the Grand Master wouldn’t want it to leave the office. Christian distracted the others while Charlotte took a quick photo of the assembled pages on the light box, before unplugging it.

      “Wait,” Juliette said as they were about to leave.

      Charlotte looked guilty, so Vincent pulled her against him.

      “If you see Rose, if she approaches you, call Sebastian or me.”

      “Jules,” Sebastian started.

      “And if you find her before me, Seb, don’t tell her about Caden if she doesn’t already know. We were…friends a million years ago. I need to be the one to do it.”

      Vincent didn’t envy her that task. He led them out of the Grand Master’s office, through the hallways they now knew to be only a small piece of a larger puzzle.

      Charlotte took his hand and gave it a squeeze. Her earlier excitement over solving the puzzle was giving way to exhaustion.

      “I want to visit 500 Boylston tomorrow before we come back here. Get a feel for the building at the other end. Then I want to go back down into those tunnels. My gut tells me there’s still something to find there.”

      Vincent considered arguing with her, and then closed his mouth. He’d witnessed her passion for her work firsthand tonight. It had been enough for him to know that no force would stop Charlotte Mead when she was on a mission.

      Once they stepped back out onto the city street, Charlotte hesitated. “Do you think it’s safe to walk?”

      Vincent had been so focused on getting them out of the library and back to the hotel that he hadn’t considered calling a cab before stepping out in public. “We’ll be fine,” he said with forced bravado. “Just stay near me.”

      He and Christian flanked Charlotte, both walking close.

      “I was thinking about what Juliette said about Rose,” Charlotte said as soon as they set out. “About her boarding a plane.”

      “Me too,” Christian said.

      “What about it?” Vincent asked.

      Charlotte glanced at Christian. “I’m sure it must have been Rose Caden was talking to when Christian…”

      “When I shot him.” Christian gave them a sad grin. “Not saying the words doesn’t change anything. I shot a man. Killed him. Crazy thing is, the motion wasn’t all that unfamiliar. I’ve played roles in the past that called for me to raise a gun, fire it, watch the other actor go down. I’d seen all of it before. And yet…” Christian ran his hand through his hair.

      He wasn’t looking at them. Rather, he was staring straight ahead. Vincent knew Christian wasn’t seeing anything around them, not the people walking past, the taxis parked by the curb, the dog lifting his leg to relieve himself on a lamppost.

      Vincent wished that was what Christian was seeing. Those things were normal, safe. Instead, Christian was reliving something Vincent would give every last cent he possessed to wipe from his lover’s mind forever.

      “And yet what?” Charlotte prodded.

      “No one’s ever played the role right. Typically, there’s always the pained expression, the horror. Caden’s face…when the bullet…I swear to God for a split second I caught a glimpse of it. The streetlamp outside illuminated it just enough and…he smiled. I thought he actually looked happy, peaceful. That couldn’t be right, could it? I’m just imagining that, trying to find some way to make peace with what I did. Right?”

      “I don’t know, Christian,” Charlotte said quietly. “I was behind you. I couldn’t see him clearly. I do believe, with everything in my heart, that you did exactly what you should have done.”

      “It was a book, Charlotte. Not a gun.”

      She stopped walking and turned to face him. “But it could have just as easily been a gun. You didn’t have a choice. If you’d taken the extra second to see exactly what he held, it would have been one second too long and you would have been the one shot.”

      “We need to keep moving,” Vincent urged them.

      Vincent couldn’t stand the wooden look on Christian’s face as he began to walk once more, but he wasn’t sure how to comfort him. So he changed the subject, went for distraction instead. “So you really think Caden was talking to Rose on the phone.”

      Charlotte nodded. “Yeah. Caden’s cell was dead before I thought to look at it. If it was her…”

      “She heard it all.” Vincent knew Sebastian and Juliette weren’t convinced this woman was an enemy, but he was. And there was no way in hell he’d let her get near Christian or Charlotte.

      Christian’s face hardened. “Which means Juliette doesn’t have to tell her about Caden. She already knows.”

      They walked two more blocks in silence before Vincent became more aware of their surroundings. He’d been too lost in his worries to realize the sirens in the distance were growing nearer, louder. And there were more of them.

      “Damn. Something bad is going down,” Charlotte muttered as the third fire truck in as many minutes flew by them.

      “We need to get back to the hotel and off the street.” Vincent picked up the pace, his partners matching it. They all felt the need to tuck themselves away.

      As they rounded the corner, a block away from the Boston Park Plaza, their steps slowed.

      “Shit,” Christian muttered. “Is that…?”

      Vincent nodded slowly, his eyes glued to the same thing Christian was seeing. “Fire.”

      Flames were roaring out of their penthouse-room windows, the top floor of the hotel engulfed in fire.

      Christian’s phone rang. He pulled it from his pocket but didn’t answer. His gaze was still riveted to the scene before him.

      “That’s our room,” Charlotte murmured, equally transfixed.

      Vincent grabbed Christian’s phone from him and answered when he saw Sebastian’s name on the screen.

      As he answered, he waved down a taxi. “It’s Vincent.”

      Sebastian blew out a loud, relieved breath. “Thank God. I just got word someone firebombed the penthouse of the Plaza. I was afraid…”

      “We opted to walk instead of grabbing a cab.”

      “Good call.”

      Vincent ushered Christian and Charlotte into the taxi, both of them still spellbound by the fire.

      “Get off the street,” Sebastian demanded.

      “Just did.” Vincent raised his finger, asking the taxi drive to give him a minute.

      “Find somewhere to hunker down. Not Charlotte’s apartment.”

      Sebastian didn’t have to issue that warning. Even without the fire, he hadn’t intended to ever let Charlotte or Christian return to her place. They didn’t need the painful reminder. He’d hire movers to get all her stuff out.

      “I’m on it.”

      “Good. Text me your location. Stay in tonight.”

      “Rose?” Vincent asked.

      Sebastian fell silent for just a moment. “Yeah. I think…probably…”

      “We’ll talk more tomorrow, Seb.”

      Christian seemed to jerk out of his trance when Vincent said his brother’s name. “Vincent—”

      Vincent leaned toward the driver. “Take us to the Omni Parker House.”

      Charlotte shivered, though it wasn’t cold in the vehicle. Vincent wrapped his arm around her shoulders. “It’s okay, Charlotte.”

      “We could have been there. In that penthouse. Was she…”

      Christian cupped Charlotte’s cheek and turned her face to his. “Don’t think about it. Please. Let’s just get to the Omni and regroup.”

      “We need to get back into those tunnels,” Charlotte said, her voice more determined than ever. “We need to figure out what it is they’re hiding, what they’re killing to protect.”

      Christian glanced at Vincent over her shoulder.

      Vincent nodded, his blood turning to ice as he let the cold, hard reality of what had happened sink in. “She’s right. We’re not finished. This doesn’t end until we find Rose, until we uncover the bastards and make them pay.”

      Christian sighed and nodded, reluctantly resigned. He’d already killed once, and it was clear he wasn’t looking forward to the possibility that more blood may be shed. Even so, he was every bit as determined as they were. Vincent could see it in his eyes.

      “We’ll make them pay,” Christian agreed.

      The taxi pulled up in front of the Omni. Vincent had stayed at the hotel before, on business. It was the reason he’d asked the driver to bring them here.

      “Is the Harvey Parker Suite available?” he asked the woman at the front desk.

      “Yes, sir. It is.”

      “We’ll take it.” Vincent pulled out his credit card and signed for the room, refusing her offer of help with their luggage. Which made it obvious they had none. She gave them a curious look, but was trained well enough to keep her questions to herself.

      They rode the elevator up to the suite in silence and, as soon as the door to the room was dead-bolted behind them, Vincent was able to take his first easy breath since leaving the library.

      “Text Seb and tell him where we are,” Vincent said to Christian, who did as he said. “I need to make a couple of calls too, to ensure our safety.” He walked to the bathroom for privacy, calling his personal assistant and then his driver. They’d taken their last damn walk around this godforsaken, dangerous city. His driver could be here by morning.

      Once he’d settled a few things, he returned to the living room, where Charlotte and Christian sat next to each other on the couch. They were quiet, with exhausted, dazed expressions on their faces.

      The three of them walked to the bedroom, none of them speaking as they took off their clothes and climbed beneath the covers.

      Every time they’d come together, the sex had been explosive, passion personified. Tonight, they needed something different. Softer. Easier. Comforting.

      They took turns kissing and caressing, touching, stroking.

      Christian rolled Charlotte to her back and slid in slowly. The two of them made love as Vincent watched. They rocked together in a steady, easy beat, a gentle rhythm. They came together and then…then it was Vincent’s turn.

      Like Christian, he moved within her as if she were made of the most fragile glass. And while there was no denying Charlotte was a pain junkie, she was just as moved by a softer touch. Her legs were wrapped around his hips, her arms around his neck. He kissed her as he thrust in and out. Christian was there, through it all, placing soft kisses on their shoulders, running his hand over Vincent’s ass, reaching between them as they fucked to stroke her clit or grip his balls.

      It was a beautiful madness. And Vincent relinquished control. He didn’t bother trying to drive the action, didn’t want to issue commands or even draw it out.

      He wanted to simply be.

      With her. And with him.

      His climax struck seconds after Charlotte’s, his body jerking as he gave himself up to the white noise.

      The three of them lay on their backs, holding hands in the aftermath. Christian and Charlotte were both breathing deeply, and Vincent suspected they’d already fallen asleep.

      Despite that—or perhaps because of it—he whispered the words he’d been longing to say out loud.

      “I love you. Both of you.”
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      He was gone. Vanished.

      Rose leaned her face against the glass of the cold window and considered all she’d done since arriving in Boston. She wanted the tears to come, but they wouldn’t. Hadn’t.

      Her face had been dry when the plane landed, dry when she arrived at the hotel. She’d stood outside, staring at the condo across the street, looking for signs of police activity. There’d been none.

      She’d sat in the lobby with her phone and started calling. She called the hospitals, asking if a man in his early thirties had been brought in with a gunshot wound. She hung up when they asked for her name, when they asked if she was aware of a crime or if she needed the police.

      Her face stayed dry when she switched from calling hospitals to calling morgues. Over and over again she described him, six feet, 180 pounds, dark hair, scar on his left knee…and a tattoo of a rose on his shoulder. Her face stayed dry, but her fingers trembled so roughly she had trouble working her phone.

      Every place she called, the answer was “no.” No, there’s no one fitting that description.

      He was gone. Vanished.

      Her stomach hurt to the point she was fighting back nausea with every breath. Her eyes were gritty, and her phone screen swam in and out of focus.

      Caden was dead. Dead and gone. She wouldn’t even be able to mourn him.

      They’d disappeared him. Juliette, the woman Rose had spent most of her life believing would become her wife, made him disappear. Juliette, who, when she became Grand Master, was supposed to be different, better…wasn’t.

      Rose had hoped that with Juliette—who had always hated and railed against many of the rules of the Trinity Masters—at the helm, things would change. And they had changed.

      But not enough.

      Juliette had killed Caden. Maybe she hadn’t pulled the trigger, but she’d definitely given the order and then disposed of his body, leaving Rose nothing to mourn.

      Last night, she’d walked out of the hotel and down the street to a liquor store, then she had walked back, pulling her scarf from her neck as she did. It seemed unreal, even at the time. As if she was in a trance.

      She was thinking of the Trinity Masters as she rode the elevator to the penthouse. Of Juliette and Devon, who now had a third who wasn’t her. She’d been relieved when she hadn’t been placed in their trinity, but now, thinking about it added to the burning cold inside her.

      Quiet and numb, she’d walked to the door of the three-bedroom penthouse the Trinity Masters used. She pulled the fire alarm and waited, but no one came out.

      With cold fingers, she took out the first bottle of cheap vodka and emptied it on the floor. Then she stuffed her scarf into the neck of the second bottle, waited for it to soak into the fabric, then lit the end and threw it at the penthouse door. She stood there, watching the door burn.

      Part of her hoped the flames would consume her, but they didn’t. They ate away at the penthouse doors until she could see through them. Until she was able to kick them open.

      She still had one bottle left.

      Rose emptied all the alcohol from the bar in the suite, including a nice bottle of champagne, onto the beds. Then she grabbed a pillow case, stuffed it into the neck of the third bottle, and tossed it.

      And still the tears wouldn’t come.
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* * *

      Christian followed a few paces behind Charlotte and Vincent as they explored the lobby area of 500 Boylston. The first few floors were primarily used for retail and small-office space, which meant it was next to impossible to determine where the tunnel’s entrance was located from this end.

      “We’re going to have to come at this from underground,” Charlotte said after a few minutes, confirming his fear.

      They were going back down in the tunnel. Vincent led the way back to the library.

      Christian had texted Sebastian this morning to tell his brother their plans. Sebastian hadn’t been pleased to hear they intended to leave the safety of their hotel and walk into what he called “the lion’s den.” His ears were still ringing from his kid brother chewing him a new one about their tasks being completed, about how this was no longer their concern. Caden was gone and Charlotte had cracked the code of the tunnels.

      For Sebastian, it was enough. For Christian—and Vincent and Charlotte—it wasn’t.

      Christian had argued against every point and in the end, Sebastian had been forced to give in. He promised to tell Juliette their plans and have her meet them there, but said he wouldn’t be able to go down with them.

      Juliette had charged Sebastian, Devon and some woman named Tasha with finding Rose as soon as possible. Christian silently prayed they found her before she found them.
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* * *

      Rose sat on the small fold-out couch in the office at 500 Boylston. It was Caden’s East Coast base. When he was alone, he’d sleep here in his office. Or at least, he had. Before he died.

      There was a large, state-of-the-art sit-stand desk, a filing cabinet, the couch and a bank of monitors. They showed the security feed from the building’s main floor cameras. Since his parents owned controlling interest in the building, this small office on the tenth floor served as a backup security station.

      His parents. Thinking of the Andersons sparked rage in Rose’s numb heart.

      She felt sick, and was no longer sure how long she’d been in Boston, or when she’d last slept or ate. The rage felt good. It was heating her from within.

      A man walked into the courtyard of the building, his slightly grainy image moving across the small screen of the security camera. She recognized him, but it took her a minute to figure out why.

      Christian Rogers Stewart, Broadway star. She and Caden had been to see several of his shows. He was charismatic and talented. He was also a member of the Trinity Masters, brother to Sebastian Stewart, Juliette’s lifelong best friend.

      Christian. The name she’d heard on the phone.

      The man who’d murdered Caden.

      Rose’s breathing was hard and fast as she watched Christian pace around the courtyard, then confer with two other people, a woman and a man. His trinity. He was married, while Caden was dead.

      Before she could move, they disappeared.

      The tunnels. The godforsaken stupid tunnels. They had to have been looking for the entrance to the one accessible from the basement of this building.

      Rose stood, the fire of rage burning hot. She would find them in the tunnels. She would disappear them the same way they’d disappeared Caden.
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* * *

      They were only two steps inside the Grand Master’s office when Christian realized Sebastian hadn’t given up the fight. Instead, he’d enlisted his best friend’s help in continuing the battle.

      “You can’t go back into those tunnels,” Juliette said when she looked up to find them on the doorstep.

      “Why?” Charlotte asked.

      “Actually, that’s my question,” Juliette said. “I don’t understand what you hope to discover down there. We know where the tunnels begin and end now.”

      “The Grand Master charged us with finding them so she could seal them, prevent the purists from being able to come and go. We still don’t know exactly where the longest one ends, or how to access it from within headquarters. All we want to do is follow it to its conclusion.”

      Juliette shrugged. “It ends at 500 Boylston. Case closed.”

      Vincent rolled his eyes. “You’re being purposely obtuse. Why would you leave this loose thread dangling?”

      “I don’t intend to. All I’m saying is it isn’t your thread to knot. We’ll tell the Grand Master everything you figured out. She has people at her disposal who are better equipped to deal with this.”

      “Right,” Vincent said. “Sebastian and Devon and that woman. But they’re busy looking for Rose, and as long as that entrance is exposed, so are the Trinity Masters.”

      “There are others. We’re taking precautions.” The way Juliette’s face pinched, Christian guessed that there weren’t really plenty of other people. They were probably spread thin, since they didn’t know who might be a purist.

      Vincent growled. “I don’t give a shit about any of that. I’m a member too. I have the right to protect the Trinity Masters. I’m not one to make dramatic proclamations, but I joined because I believe in the cause. This country needs the Trinity Masters, so I will protect it, and by extension my own trinity. She asked us to do a job, so let us do it.”

      Juliette looked shocked, Charlotte looked teary, and Christian took his hand, squeezing it.

      Franco, who’d remained quiet throughout the argument, placed his hand on his wife’s shoulder. “Charlotte has studied the blueprint more than any of us. She could pick her way through those tunnels easily. And we were just saying this morning that what we find at the other end could provide us with the answers we’re looking for. Rose is a shadow. God only knows how long it will take the others to track her down. I think we should move on this. Now. Strike while the iron’s hot.”

      Juliette’s voice was tired and worried. “Vincent’s right.” She rose and walked across the room. “But we’re learning from past mistakes.” She opened a cabinet on the far wall as Franco grinned.

      “He’s not going to like you rifling through his toys,” he teased Juliette.

      “This isn’t his office. It’s the Grand Master’s. Which means this belongs to all of us.”

      “That’s a very weak interpretation.” Franco looked at Christian as he explained, “Devon’s spy stuff. The man is a tech whore.”

      “Here.” Juliette handed Christian a small LandAirSea tracker. “Put this in your pocket. It’s a GPS tracking device. We’ll be able to find you if…”

      She didn’t finish the statement, but Christian’s claustrophobia was perfectly able to fill in the blanks. He’d heard about the previous cave-in and the woman who’d gotten trapped in the rubble. Jesus, the thought had woken him up several times last night, leaving him gasping for breath.

      “Take this too.” She handed Vincent a walkie-talkie. “Cell phones are useless down there. This is a high-powered one, and it’ll allow you to report in if you find anything or if you encounter any trouble.”

      Christian swallowed heavily when Juliette offered one more thing.

      “And this.”

      This time it was Vincent who accepted the gun. Christian wasn’t sure if he was pissed off that he wasn’t given a weapon or relieved. Part of him feared that if push came to shove, he wouldn’t be able to pull the trigger again. No matter what. Which meant they were all safer with Vincent wielding the weapon.

      Charlotte took her cell phone out of her pocket. “I have photos of the blueprint here.”

      “You took pictures of it?” Juliette asked.

      “Um. Oops.” Charlotte clearly hadn’t intended to reveal that. “Yeah. Sorry about that. I’ll use them to guide us down there then I swear I’ll delete them.” As she spoke, she fired up the Droid Light as well. “Plus built-in flashlight.”

      “Fine. Franco, remind me to confiscate her phone to hand over to the Grand Master when they get back.” Juliette handed Vincent and Christian flashlights from Devon’s treasure trove. “These are tactical flashlights and they work more like searchlights. Brightest flashlight on the market. It’ll feel like daylight down there. Should help you find your way easily.”

      “Thanks,” Christian said, trying to ignore the telltale tightening in his chest that said his claustrophobia wasn’t going to simply vanish just because they had a GPS tracker and fake daylight.

      “Ready?” Vincent hovered at the door to the tunnel. His gaze was locked on Christian’s face, as was Charlotte’s. Christian drew on every bit of acting ability he possessed to fool them into thinking he was okay.

      “Yeah. Let’s see where this thing leads.”
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* * *

      She hated these damn tunnels. Rose used a magnetic keycard to open a series of doors in the basement of 500 Boylston. The last door revealed a rough stone floor with a circular hole in the center. It looked like a lost wishing well. The whimsical illusion was shattered by an industrial metal ladder propped against one wall and the small cabinet next to it.

      These hadn’t been here the last time she’d come into the tunnels. Caden must have installed them. It made sense. His parents sent him down into this hellhole enough.

      She found a flashlight, a headlamp, and a gun in the cabinet. She picked up the gun. Was it loaded? Rose had never fired a gun. She knew nothing about them.

      There was a large satchel in the bottom drawer. She draped that across her body and stuck the gun inside. Some part of her brain, the small piece that wasn’t consumed by grief and rage, was sending up alarms, begging her to put the gun back.

      Rose ignored it, lowered the ladder into the hole, put the headlamp on and started down.
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* * *

      The flashlights Juliette supplied threw off tremendous amounts of light. Which was good and bad. On one hand, Christian could almost pretend they were out in the sunlight. On the other, the extreme brightness showed him exactly how confined the space was.

      Vincent led the way, with Charlotte in the middle. Once they reached the place where the tunnel that led to the altar room intersected with theirs, she declared them a third of the way there.

      “A third?” Christian hadn’t meant to voice his disbelief aloud. In truth, it felt like they’d been walking for hours. Surely they’d traveled several miles rather than the scant distance Charlotte referred to.

      Both of his partners stopped and turned to face him, concern in their eyes. He was instantly sorry he’d opened his mouth. “I’m fine.”

      “You’re white as a ghost,” Charlotte said.

      “That’s just the lighting. Same thing happens onstage. That’s why we wear so much makeup. Keep going.”

      Vincent studied his face a second longer and even glanced behind Christian in the direction they’d just come.

      “We’re not turning around,” Christian assured him, proud of the strength in his voice. “So start walking. We’ve got a job to do. Let’s do it.” Damn Tony judges were missing the performance of a lifetime down here.

      Vincent resumed their course, taking direction from Charlotte as they picked their way through the spider’s web of tunnels, with only a couple of missteps into hidden alcoves.

      This place was masterminded by either a genius or a psychopath.

      Finally, they hit a turn in the tunnel Charlotte had been looking for. However, her hesitation proved her confusion.

      “This doesn’t make sense,” she said, looking from the photo of the blueprint on her phone to her surroundings.

      “What doesn’t?” Vincent asked.
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* * *

      Rose had been down in these tunnels dozens of times with Caden—back before Juliette became Grand Master, before the Trinity Masters realized that the purists were still active, before they knew of the tunnels’ existence, let alone saw a map of this place.

      There were good memories of this place. Times she and Caden had run through the tunnels laughing as they’d snatched up some highly valuable piece of artwork and hustled it out, so it could be sold to fund the purists. Or times when they’d sat on the floor, staring at the Nazi art, and tried to figure out how to use the information to get away. Searching desperately for a way to get themselves and Tabitha out of the clutches of Caden’s parents.

      Tabby. Rose stopped to lean on the wall as bile rose in her throat. What would happen to Caden’s sister? Who would tell her that he’d died? With Caden dead, her only hope of a future was Rose.

      Rose crouched into a ball. “I can’t, I can’t.” She and Caden hadn’t managed to stand up to his parents together. Hadn’t managed to unlock whatever great secret they were hiding—something that was bigger and more damning then Nazi art.

      The smell of the cold, wet stone brought memories rushing back, but not the memories of her and Caden here alone together. Instead, it was the memory of the first time she’d come here. The one she’d suppressed. Refused to relive.
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* * *

      “This is supposed to be a T. That way,” she pointed down the long winding tunnel to the right, “will take us to 500 Boylston.”

      “So what’s the problem?” Christian asked, wishing they could be on their merry way. He wasn’t going to be able to hold it together indefinitely. Sweat was running down his back, and his head was starting to pound.

      “There should be a path here,” she said, pointing to a wall of stones. “One that circles back around and hooks up with the tunnel that collapsed and trapped that woman. What was her name?”

      “Why does her name matter?” Christian asked, ashamed of the temper flashing in his words.

      It didn’t help that Vincent replied, “Irina,” at the same time, making it obvious Christian was losing his shit.

      “Christian,” Vincent said, but Christian waved his pity away with a flick of the flashlight. When he did so, something caught his eye.

      “This wall isn’t like the others. Actually,” Christian stepped closer, “it’s not a wall at all. It’s been bricked up with stones.”

      “You’re right,” Charlotte said, running her hand over the wall. “Someone built this after the fact. Several decades after, I’d say.”

      Vincent studied the wall, flashing his beam over the stones from top to bottom. “It looks like they rushed the job.”

      “What do you mean?” Charlotte asked.

      “Whoever built it intended to make the change permanent. The bottom half of the wall was constructed with rocks and cement. But they either ran out of time or money because the rest of this…”

      Vincent pressed on one of the stones near the top until it fell behind the wall. They heard it thud loudly on the dirt floor on the other side.
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* * *

      Rose closed her eyes and gave in to the bad memory…

      The cold had seeped into her bare skin. Her toes and the balls of her feet, pressed hard into the floor, were numb, which made balancing even harder.

      Another violent shiver made Rose quake in her bindings. Caden looked up from the storage crate he was about to lift. His mouth made a tight line, his eyes flashed with anger. A piece of hair fell over his forehead, softening the hard lines of his face. Rose whimpered and closed her eyes.

      She was scared of him. She didn’t want to be. It would kill him if he knew, but she was terrified. Intellectually she knew he wasn’t angry at her, but she couldn’t help but react to that anger. They’d broken her, time and again. Trained her like a dog to fear her master’s displeasure.

      And Caden was her master. Claiming her had been the only way to protect her, she knew that.

      She knew it.

      And she hated him for it.

      Hated him for accepting what they’d done to her, and not only participating in it, but embracing it.

      And again, she could never tell him. If Caden knew she feared and hated him, it would break him. Weston’s disappearance had hit both of them hard. For Caden, it meant the loss of his stronger, more powerful older brother who had fought back against their parents. For Rose, it had meant the loss of the boy she’d loved.

      They’d mourned in secret. They said “disappearance” but they both knew Weston was dead—murdered by his own parents.

      They thought they’d escaped when they went to college, but those were merely temporary reprieves as evidenced by today. She’d left her last class of the day to find Elroy standing outside the room. He’d merely looked at her. Rose’s eyes lowered, her shoulders straightened into the appropriate posture, and she’d followed him to a waiting limo.

      Once inside, she’d known better than to try sitting on a seat. She’d knelt on the floor, legs spread, hands clasped behind her head. Caden had stroked her hair and cheek, and Rose had wanted to scream at the same time she relaxed, grateful he was there.

      Elroy alone was very, very dangerous. Caden’s presence would keep him in check.

      “Caden,” Barton snapped. “Keep working. We don’t have time for you to stop and gawk.”

      Caden turned to his father and bared his teeth. “Then let me put some clothes on her.”

      Barton Anderson marched over to where Rose balanced on her toes. She was serving as Caden’s motivation to work faster.

      Barton and Elroy had herded them both down into the tunnels, the leash attached to Rose’s collar held firmly in Elroy’s hand. They’d reached a room full of boxes. Some were simple file boxes, while others were clearly new metal trunks, which, when opened, turned out to have foam padding inside.

      While Barton explained to Caden that they were here to pack up and remove the most valuable pieces, Elroy had told Rose to strip to her underwear. She’d obeyed with trembling fingers. Then Elroy had pulled a heavy posture collar out of his bag. It looked like the neck braces they used to keep people’s heads steady after car accidents, but was made of leather and metal, not plastic. It forced Rose’s chin up and dug into her collarbones and shoulders.

      She was naked except for the delicate lace bra and panties that were the only underwear she was allowed—when she was allowed to wear it at all. Thank God she’d been wearing the appropriate underwear. If they’d caught her wearing something comfortable, the punishment would have been swift and brutal.

      With her head held high by the collar, Elroy had wrapped a thin, strong rope through the D hook on the back of the collar and threaded the other end over a support beam in the ceiling above them, forcing Rose onto her toes before tying it off.

      “This will motivate you to work faster,” Elroy had said, voice calm, eyes dead as always.

      “She’s mine,” Caden had argued. “Don’t touch her.”

      “And that’s the reason I’m not fucking her.” Elroy ran his hands over her body. Rose closed her eyes.

      Caden spat out a cuss word, then said, “You’ll choke her.”

      “No, she won’t choke. But her calf muscles will give out and she will be very uncomfortable. Now I suggest you finish the job your brother didn’t and pack up these pieces.”

      That had been what felt like hours ago.

      Rose experimentally let her heels drop, but despite Elroy’s assurances, it felt like she was choking and her jawbone would sheer off. She forced herself back onto her toes, calves screaming and tightening.

      Barton was examining the art stacked in haphazard piles and sticking Post-it notes on the ones he wanted. The Post-it notes were so incongruous that Rose stared at them, transfixed. Caden knelt on the floor, fitting a statue into the moldable padding inside one of the locking metal cases.

      Barton flipped the top off a file box and plucked out an album. He flipped through it and tossed it back into the box. No Post-it note.

      Muttering, Barton left the room. Elsewhere in the tunnels, whatever Elroy was doing sounded like construction.

      The instant Barton was gone, Caden raced over to her. He wrapped an arm around her thighs and lifted her, then shoved one of the metal trunks under her.

      Rose moaned in relief as she was able to stand flat-footed, yet part of her railed at Caden for not untying her. Just as she had been broken, he had been too. She doubted it would occur to him to remove her from her bondage. As her master, he would care for her by making her more comfortable, but not by freeing her.

      He rubbed her legs briskly. “Relax your arms.”

      Rose unlaced her freezing fingers from behind her back and tentatively crossed her arms over her stomach. When Caden didn’t reprimand her, she crossed her arms over her cold breasts, protecting them.

      “I’m going to hide it.”

      “Hide what?” Her teeth chattered as she spoke.

      “There’s a folio. He put two Post-its on it. I want to come back for it.” Caden kissed the back of her hand. “I’ll be right back.”

      “Don’t leave!”

      Rose’s heart was in her throat as he dashed across the room, picked up a small item no bigger than a binder, and raced out of the room. She rubbed her arms and stomach, tugged at the posture collar, and scooted back on the box until she could drop her heels off, stretching her tight calf muscles.

      Come back, come back. Caden, come back.

      She heard steps, and she knew it was too late. She knew those footfalls, and the past four years had taught her to fear them.

      Elroy appeared, his eyes falling on her, and a spark of dark anticipation lit the soulless depths.

      “Such disobedience, Rose.”

      Elroy dusted what looked like concrete off his hands.

      “My master allowed me a moment to rest,” Rose stammered, as best she could with the collar digging into her jaw.

      “Did I give you permission to speak?” Elroy circled her.

      Rose closed her eyes and didn’t answer. They’d given Elroy an opening, and he would take full advantage of it.

      “Step down.” Elroy unbuckled the collar.

      Rose stepped off the box and sighed quietly as the horrible restriction and pressure of the collar released.

      “Spread your legs. One foot on either side of the box.”

      Rose’s relief was short-lived. She stepped wide, the box serving as a spreader bar to keep her ankles apart. Elroy yanked her wrists together behind her back, bound them with rope, then looped it over the beam and raised her wrists. The pressure on her shoulders forced Rose to bend forward.

      Elroy kept raising her wrists until Rose was bent with her upper body parallel to the floor, arms locked. She knew what was coming even before she heard him unbuckle his belt. The thick leather cracked against her ass.

      It had been months since she’d received a beating, and she’d forgotten how much it hurt. Rose choked back a sob as he mercilessly whipped her.

      “Lovely,” he murmured. “You’ve learned to take your punishments with grace.”

      Pounding footsteps grew louder. Before he was even in the room, Caden yelled, “Don’t touch her. She’s mine!”

      Elroy chuckled, shifted position, and swung the belt underhand, striking her breasts. The hard edge of the belt caught her nipple and Rose choked on a scream.

      Elroy landed two more blows before Caden raced into the room. He didn’t stop running. Face set in a mask of rage, Caden slammed into Elroy, throwing him away from Rose.

      Caden straddled Elroy and slammed a fist into his face.

      Stop, Caden, stop. You can’t win.

      Rose winced when Elroy landed a blow of his own. Then Barton was there, pulling them apart.

      “Enough,” he snarled at both of them. “The future of this family depends on getting what we need and getting out.”

      Rose had overheard Barton and Victoria talking about needing a large influx of cash, and she was betting this was how they planned on getting it.

      “Caden wasn’t here when I got back,” Elroy said.

      “Where were you?” Barton snapped.

      “I had to pee, you dick.”

      Barton snarled at his younger son. Now his only son. “You will help me finish this.” Barton’s eyes went cold. He was not the devotee of the BDSM lifestyle that Elroy was, but he embraced it. “Elroy, why don’t you help motivate our son.” He jerked his head at Rose.

      Rose closed her eyes. She’d known this would happen. It always did. When they were angry with Caden, then took it out on her—she was their whipping boy.

      “No,” Caden said. “She’s mine.”

      “You’re still just a boy,” Barton dismissed with a wave.

      “You still need training.” Elroy’s lips twitched in pleasure as he approached Rose once more, scooping his belt off the stone.

      Caden started forward, only to be pulled back by Barton. “The faster you finish, the sooner it will be done.”

      An hour later, Rose was limp with pain. Her ass, thighs and breasts were raw and throbbing. She was alone. Elroy had gone to finish his project, whatever it was, and Caden and Barton had carried out the last silver trunk, leaving messy piles of boxes with the less valuable items and papers.

      They’d taken the trunk from between her legs, so she inched her feet together, straightening her back as she did. She swayed in place, nauseous and light-headed from the pain and extended bondage. She forced herself to stand. Reminded herself that if she fell, she’d dislocate and possibly break her shoulders.

      Caden returned alone. Without speaking, he freed her, helped her dress. The jeans scraped over her abused flesh, and Rose started to cry in earnest. Caden offered to carry her, but she opted to walk. Inside her shoes, her feet were frozen blocks.

      Caden helped her up the ladder, into the basement of the building his parents owned. He helped her into a service elevator, and they managed to avoid seeing anyone as she limped into an unused executive suite on one of the upper floors. It had a shower, and Rose had clung to Caden and sobbed as he stripped off her clothes and helped her under the hot water.

      Then they’d lain on plush carpet, on a bed of their clothes, and Caden had run gentle fingers over her. The aftercare morphed to something different as his fingers brought her pleasure, mingling abuse and love, until all she could do was cling to him.
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* * *

      “It’s loose,” Christian said.

      Charlotte looked from the wall in front of them, and then down the path they were supposed to be following. “Forge on or break it down?”

      This time, he and Vincent were in perfect agreement.

      “Break it down.”
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* * *

      The crash of bricks freed Rose from the memory. She stood, heart pounding. They were here. The ones who’d taken Caden from her.

      She slid the gun from the bag and dimmed the light on the headlamp. Silently, she followed the sound, sliding through the dark tunnels, her rage and grief building with each step. The sound kept coming, as if single bricks were falling.

      At one point, she had to backtrack and slip into what she thought was merely a shallow alcove. Instead, it was a cleverly camouflaged entrance to another tunnel. Or maybe it was an access point between tunnels.

      For years, she’d served as keeper of the map to this place, dolling out doctored versions that didn’t show all the tunnels. It was her small rebellion. When all three sections of what she’d thought was the original map had been discovered, she assumed it was all over.

      But even then, there were secrets inside secrets. Caden had known there was another map—the map Juliette now had—and he hadn’t told her about it until it was discovered. She remembered the fight they’d had, which had ended in some truly explosive angry sex. For them, it had almost been vanilla sex, or as close as they knew how.

      She turned a corner and saw a light shining into a hole in the tunnel wall. She ducked back and shifted her hold on the gun, sliding her finger over the trigger.

      The light shining in the hole in the wall illuminated a section of tunnel and the treasures waiting there.

      Caden had once told her that there were plenty of things still in the tunnels—things he’d purposely left here so that someday he’d be able to come back for them to try to unravel the purists’ great secret. He explained there were also things that were too big, or too fragile, to take out.

      What the light revealed was in the second category.
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* * *

      “What the hell?” Vincent muttered.

      “What is that?” Charlotte asked.

      “Why is it down here?” Christian added his question to the others.

      Vincent lifted his leg, hoisting himself over the waist-high permanent wall, while gingerly seeking footing on the other side. Some rocks they’d pulled out, others they’d pushed in. As a result, they’d made a mess on both sides of the low wall.

      Once he was on solid ground, he reached out to Charlotte, who boosted her ass onto the wall, then executed a very girlie spin, flipping her legs to the other side.

      Christian hesitated before joining them. “Didn’t you say the other end of this tunnel was the one that collapsed?” There was no denying the structure of the tunnel where Vincent and Charlotte stood was less stable than the main corridor where he was.

      Charlotte didn’t seem bothered by that fact, but Vincent flashed his light up and agreed.

      “Maybe you should get out of here, Charlotte.” Vincent took her arm, intent on helping her back over, but Charlotte shook off his grip.

      “I want to take a closer look at this.”

      Which left Christian one choice. He wasn’t going to be standing on one side while the two most precious people in his life were on the other.

      He was halfway over the wall when he heard a woman yell.

      “Hey! Christian!”

      Christian lifted his flashlight toward the voice, just in time to see the dark-haired woman standing twenty feet away, gun in hand.

      “This is for Caden.” Her voice was hoarse and desperate. Her eyes flat and blank.

      Before he could consider his actions, he leapt into the chamber where Charlotte and Vincent were standing.

      He saw Vincent reaching for his weapon a split second before a flash of light blinded him and a deafening boom shook his eardrums.

      However, he didn’t feel any pain. She’d missed him. Rose’s bullet had gone high. Way high.

      She was a bad shot. Or he’d blinded her with the flashlight.

      That was all he had time to think before the ceiling above them began to give way. Maybe her aim wasn’t that bad after all.

      Strong arms grabbed him, dragging him farther into the tunnel, away from the entrance. Several stones dropped on him, battering his legs, his arms, his head. Everything happened in fast forward. And slow motion.

      He couldn’t move quickly enough to escape the beating of the cave-in completely, yet it seemed as if he was watching every single beam and boulder fall and bounce against the dirt floor.

      Charlotte screamed, but the sound was lost as the rubble continued to fall, to crash around them loudly.

      “Charlotte!” Christian called out, trying to get his bearings, desperate to find her, but the room had gone dim. His flashlight was somewhere on the floor, buried amidst the rocks and dust.

      When the avalanche subsided, Christian only had two thoughts. One, he was alive. Two, he was trapped in utter darkness.
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* * *

      Rose closed her eyes, trying to recover from the blinding light Christian had flashed her direction. When she opened them again, all she saw was the ceiling of the tunnel fall before everything went dark again. She backpedaled, more on instinct than anything. Clouds of mortar and dust had her coughing. She took another tentative step back. She’d dropped the gun. When she stopped coughing, Rose rubbed her dry eyes, blinded by the dust.

      The darkness was quiet. Rose continued backing up, still blind, arms outstretched. She heard stone crack and she ducked, arms over her head. Nothing happened, but she felt the band of the headlamp.

      She clicked it on, gasping at the sudden brightness. When she could see, she examined the spill of rock in front of her. Christian and his trinity were buried under that. As disappeared as Caden.

      Rose waited to feel something. Waited for the tears to come.

      They didn’t.

      Behind her, she heard rocks shift. She started to turn when someone ran up behind her, pulled the headlamp away, dropped a black bag over her head, and yanked her backward.

      She was trapped. In utter darkness.
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* * *

      Christian coughed, choking on the dust that filled the chamber. Gratefully, Vincent and Charlotte were doing the same. They were alive. He wasn’t alone.

      “Is anyone hurt?” Vincent asked, his dark voice cutting through the pitch black. It was a welcome sound.

      “I’m okay,” Charlotte said. “You knocked me out of the way before anything hit me. Christian?”

      Christian mentally took stock of himself. He was fairly certain he was bleeding in a couple places and his ankle throbbed like a motherfucker. But nothing life-threatening.

      “I’m good too.”

      “The bullet…” Charlotte began.

      “Missed me by a mile.”

      He heard someone rustling around in the darkness.

      “Found it,” Vincent said after several minutes. And just like that, there was light.

      Flashlight in hand, Vincent continued searching until he recovered the walkie-talkie as well.

      “Can anyone hear me?” he spoke into the device.

      “Vincent?” It was Juliette, who seemed to be in a bit of a scuffle with someone. “Dammit, will you two just stop for a second?” she said to someone. “The whole building shook like there was an earthquake, and we heard stone crashing. What the hell is happening down there?”

      “Rose. She fired a shot at Christian.”

      “Jesus Christ. Is he okay?” Sebastian’s voice came over the line. The reception was crackly at best, but at least they were able to communicate.

      Christian took the walkie-talkie from Vincent. “I’m fine, baby brother.” He hoped Sebastian would blame the poor reception for the hoarseness in his voice. The dust still hadn’t settled, and it was suffocating.

      Juliette was the next to speak. “Thank God for that. I had to bar the door to keep Franco and Sebastian from barreling down there. Where is Rose now?”

      Christian started coughing again, so Vincent reclaimed the walkie-talkie. “Probably on the other side of this pile of rocks. You know those cave-ins you were telling us to be careful of? They’re real.”

      “Shit,” Juliette said.

      Christian appreciated the precariousness of her position. She could hardly allow anyone else to come down to rescue them, knowing Rose was in the tunnels with a weapon she wasn’t opposed to using.

      “Don’t move,” she said at last. “I’ve already called Devon. He’s on his way back. I’m not sure what’s taking him so long.”

      “Dammit, Jules, that’s my brother,” Christian heard Sebastian yell before the walkie-talkie went silent. Clearly his brother wasn’t happy about being held back.

      “Are you in a safe place or are you in danger of another cave-in?” Juliette asked a few minutes later.

      The three of them looked at each other. They were probably okay as long as no one tried to dig them out.

      “Give me that,” Charlotte said, taking the walkie-talkie from Vincent. “Is Franco there?”

      “I’m here, Charlotte. What’s up?”

      “I know where we are. And I think it would be safer for everyone if you came to get us through the back door.”

      “Sounds kinky. I like it.”

      Charlotte laughed. “Turn on the light box and I’ll show you what I mean.” For several moments, Charlotte and Franco conferred about the possibility of saving them by digging out the previous cave-in. Doing so would keep the rescuers away from Rose as well as preventing any more of the current roof from collapsing on them.

      Once they’d finished making their plans, Charlotte ensured the historian would work fast to get to them by dangling an irresistible carrot in front of him. “Believe me, Franco, you’re going to want to see what we’re trapped in here with.”

      “What do you mean?” Franco asked excitedly. “Did you find something else?”

      As she spoke, Charlotte shone Vincent’s flashlight around the tunnel, focusing the beam on the artwork. “Sculpture. Old one. Big one. I’m not well-versed in art history, but this, well…this is valuable. I just know it.”

      “There are some trunks here too,” Vincent added. “They’re all pretty wrecked though.”

      “Hot damn,” Franco said reverently as Christian overheard Juliette telling Sebastian to call Eli. Her resigned tone was in direct opposition to Franco’s outright elation.

      “We’re on our way, Christian,” Sebastian said into the walkie-talkie. His brother clearly appreciated the fact that Christian was slowly starting to come out of his own skin in a way Franco did not.

      He nodded, unable to speak. Right now, as long as he focused on his breathing, he could manage to keep from freaking out, rushing over to the pile of rocks to desperately try to dig his way to freedom.
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      Charlotte scooted closer to Christian, running her hands over his face to make sure he wasn’t hurt. Everything had happened so fast. The woman yelling, the deafening report of the gun, and then the thunderous avalanche of rocks. So many rocks. Vincent had pushed her farther into the tunnel before rushing over to grab Christian.

      Charlotte had been certain he would be crushed, buried alive amongst the rubble. That was the last thing she saw.

      Then the flashlight blinked out and she was swallowed in darkness. She’d been terrified, certain she’d lost them both.

      It was only once the earth stopped quaking and she heard their voices that she’d started to breathe again.

      “You sure you’re okay? Those rocks came down hard.” She had to touch him, had to be sure he hadn’t lied about his condition to comfort her.

      It wasn’t until she put her hands on his clammy, sweaty skin that she realized he wasn’t okay, but not for the reason she’d been thinking of.

      “Oh my God, Christian,” she whispered. “It’s going to be okay. I swear. We’re getting out of here.”

      Her words prompted Vincent to move. He’d been flashing the light around the tunnel, taking stock of their surroundings and what they’d found. His interest in that evaporated the second she revealed Christian was in trouble.

      “Stand up, Christian.”

      Charlotte glanced at their lover, surprised to find Vincent directly in front of them, his face stern, his expression the same as the one that caused her panties to melt away in the bedroom.

      Christian swallowed heavily, but didn’t move.

      Charlotte wasn’t entirely certain he could. His face was deathly pale, his breathing shallow. She touched his hand. It was ice cold.

      Shock?

      “Here.” Vincent grasped Christian’s hand away from her and took the other. Then he put quite a bit of strength behind lifting Christian’s shaky body from the ground. Christian winced as he gingerly put some weight on his ankle.

      “Broken?” Charlotte asked.

      He shook his head. His eyes locked on Vincent’s face.

      “Take a deep breath,” Vincent ordered.

      Christian tried. “There’s not enough air—”

      “Of course there is,” Vincent said gruffly. “We’re not going to suffocate. In truth, we could start walking out of here, but I’d rather wait until your brother and his friends do what they need to on the other end.”

      Vincent didn’t say he wanted to steer clear unless even more of the ceiling caved in.

      “How far is it from here to the other end, Charlotte?” Vincent asked.

      Charlotte had that same question. They needed to get Christian out of here. Fast.  She pulled her phone to her face, wiping the layer of dust covering it from the screen. She did some quick math in her head. “Maybe a hundred feet?”

      “Christian. I want you to keep your eyes on me.” Vincent’s voice was deep, soothing, but there was no denying it still held that thread of absolute authority, power. “Breathe. Now.”

      Christian sucked in a deeper breath, releasing it with a shudder.

      “Do it again.”

      He repeated the process, and this time it appeared easier for him.

      “Once more.”

      By the time Christian had managed to get a third deep breath of air to his lungs, his shoulders relaxed.

      “We’re going to walk out of here in just a few minutes. The three of us. Together. Do you know why we’re doing that?” Vincent asked.

      Christian shook his head. He hadn’t said more than a few words since they’d become trapped.

      “Because we have too much left to do. We have to pack up Charlotte’s apartment and yours. We need to get married, figure out your side of the bed and mine and hers.”

      “I’m not sleeping in the middle every night,” she warned. “It gets too hot between you two.”

      A ghost of a smile appeared on Christian’s face. Charlotte thought it was the sweetest thing she’d ever seen.

      “Then there’s the issue of Charlotte starting a new firm and you winning a Tony and me making another billion dollars.”

      “And babies,” Charlotte added.

      Both men looked at her, their expressions the same blend of surprise and delight.

      “Definitely babies,” Vincent said. They hadn’t discussed children. Hell, they hadn’t discussed much of anything. One second they were standing at the altar, binding their lives to each other, the next they were going undercover in BDSM clubs, chasing down purists, cracking codes, and exploring dangerous tunnels.

      Before they could say more, there was an extremely loud noise from the far end of the tunnel, and the ground quaked once more.

      Charlotte stepped next to Vincent and Christian, the three of them wrapping their arms around each other, seeking shelter and safety as they waited to see what happened next.

      Had another section of the tunnel collapsed?

      Or had Sebastian and the others broken through?

      What if Rose knew of another way to get to them? What if she was coming to finish what she’d started?

      Charlotte closed her eyes tightly, fighting back tears and the desire to scream at the top of her lungs.

      “It’ll be okay,” Vincent said, over and over. She suspected he was talking to Christian, but his voice became her mantra too. She let it soak in deep, soothe her, warm her.

      And then, a thousand years later, she heard Sebastian’s voice.

      “Thank God, you’re all okay.”

      Sebastian made a beeline for his brother.

      Charlotte got out of the way as another man she’d never seen barreled past her in the tunnel.

      He was big, not Vincent big, but tall and broad. He had dark skin and refined features that made her think he had a mixed-race background. He wore a chunky knit sweater, glasses, and had a brown satchel slung across his chest.

      He skidded to a halt next to Franco, the two of them standing side by side as they looked at the artwork. “Sculpture,” he whispered. “Kore.”

      Vincent pulled Charlotte against his side. “You alright?”

      “Yep. I guess this is Eli?”

      “Must be. He has that absentminded professor look.”

      Franco wasn’t faring much better. His hair was standing on end from repeatedly running his fingers through it and, as with Eli, the sculpture had apparently struck him dumb for a moment.

      Then he broke free from the trance. “Holy shit.”

      “Come on,” Sebastian urged, rolling his eyes. “Let’s leave them to this. Trust me, you don’t want to be around these two when they find something they consider amazing.”

      Charlotte shrugged. “It is a pretty cool statue.”

      “Statue?” Eli said aghast. “Pretty cool?”

      “Got it,” Charlotte murmured to Sebastian.

      She expected him to laugh until she realized he was too focused on his brother for humor. “I want to get you guys out of here. Now.”

      Sebastian’s primary concern was getting Christian back to the office. Most likely before he passed out, which was still a definite possibility. Christian’s color was not good.

      The trip down the tunnel took longer than Charlotte anticipated. This tunnel hadn’t fared as well as the others, and there had obviously been several mini cave-ins throughout the years. That, coupled with Sebastian and Vincent both trying to support a limping Christian, slowed their pace more than she was comfortable with, even though Christian had seemed calmer since Vincent taught him how to breathe again.

      Finally, they made their way out of the tunnel and back into Trinity headquarters. Sebastian led the way to the Grand Master’s office as they followed.

      Juliette was pacing the floor, frowning, upset. “Oh thank God,” she said almost reverently.

      Charlotte felt sorry for Juliette. She couldn’t imagine what it must be like for this woman, day in and day out, dealing with so much pressure, so much stress. There wasn’t enough money in the world to compel her to serve as a counselor for the Grand Master.

      Sebastian helped Christian to one of the chairs in front of the Grand Master’s desk. “Devon’s not back yet?”

      Juliette shook her head. “No. I’m starting to worry. He’s not answering his cell. Eli and Franco?”

      Sebastian chuckled. “In their element. Studying the sculpture. From the looks on their faces, whatever is down there is big.”

      “Great. I was really hoping we’d find something else huge and unexplainable.” Sarcasm dripped from Juliette’s tone.

      Sebastian walked around the desk and lightly punched her on the arm. “Did I mention Franco was actually speechless when he first saw it?”

      Juliette narrowed her eyes. Charlotte didn’t blame her for being miffed. It was obvious her so-called best friend was trying to get a rise out of her.

      “Thanks for the warning. I’ll be sure to slip a sleeping pill in his drink later tonight. Otherwise, he’ll be up until dawn obsessing over it. And keeping me up while he does it.”

      “Might take more than one sleeping pill,” Sebastian teased.

      “Keep it up, Bastian, and I’ll make you babysit him tonight.”

      Sebastian very wisely closed his mouth, returning to his brother. “You doing okay?”

      Christian nodded, and Charlotte noticed his color was starting to return.

      “I’m never going back down in those tunnels.”

      Vincent put his hand on Christian’s shoulder. “You don’t have to. We’re done.” He looked at Juliette and Sebastian. “Right?”

      She nodded. “I’ve already spoken to the Grand Master. You went above and beyond what she asked of you. She asked me to pass along her most sincere gratitude.”

      “But what about Rose?” Charlotte asked.

      Juliette looked weary. “She’s not your problem. She’s ours.”

      “But she’s trying to kill Christian, so that sort of makes her our problem.”

      “I don’t think you’re going to have to worry about that anymore.”

      Juliette looked up at the deep voice coming from the doorway and smiled. “Devon. Finally. Where have you been?”

      “Got sidetracked.”

      “By Rose?” Juliette asked. “You found her.”

      Devon sank down into the chair next to Christian, his eyes troubled. “Yes and no. I was on my way back here when I saw a van pulled up to the curb on Dartmouth Street. There’s no parking there, and from the way the other cars were honking, annoyed at having to go around, it caught my attention. I saw a man carrying a woman from one of the side doors of the library.”

      “I thought those doors were alarmed?” Juliette asked.

      “They are. No alarm went off. I started to walk toward the guy and that’s when I saw the woman more clearly. Dark hair.”

      “Rose?” Juliette crossed the room to stand closer to her husband.

      Devon nodded. “Yeah. It was her. And she was unconscious. I took off running toward the man, but he’d spotted me. He was too far away. He bundled her into the back of the van and the thing peeled away from the curb.”

      “Did you get the license plate?” Vincent asked.

      “No tags.”

      “Oh my God.” Juliette was visibly upset. “What the hell do we do now? Rose…she could be in serious danger.”

      Charlotte could see that neither Christian nor Vincent appeared to be worried about that. She couldn’t blame them really. After all, Rose had just tried to shoot Christian, and she had managed to cause a cave-in that could have killed them all. Problem was, Charlotte couldn’t shake free from the image of the abuse Rose had suffered growing up. Her life had been hell. Who could blame her for being angry, for striking out?

      Devon stood up and took Juliette’s hands in his. “I’ll call some of my contacts at the CIA, see if they can catch a lead. There are surveillance cameras set up on the street and on the library. We’ll check the video feed. See if we can catch a break, spot something I missed. We’ll find her, Jules. I promise.”

      Franco and Eli staggered into the office. Franco was grinning. Eli looked grim.

      “It’s a Kore,” Franco announced.

      Charlotte frowned. That’s what Eli had said when he appeared in the tunnel. “It’s a what?”

      “A Kore statue. Greek. Statues of young women are called Kore statues. It’s in incredible shape.” Franco practically glowed with happiness.

      “It was missing an arm,” Charlotte pointed out.

      “Exactly! The Korai they found at the acropolis were cracked into pieces. This one is nearly whole.”

      “It’s in comparable condition to the Peplos Kore,” Eli said. “Six hundred BCE.”

      “Eli? You’re worrying me. Why aren’t you excited?” Juliette peered at him.

      Franco whirled. “Good question. What am I missing?”

      Eli propped himself on the edge of the desk, looking like a professor resting for a moment mid-lecture.

      “Lecture?” Charlotte murmured.

      Franco glanced at her impatiently. “Yes. Best part. Shhh.”

      Eli crossed his arms, his expression telling them he would wait for complete silence before speaking.

      Charlotte pursed her lips tightly to keep from laughing. Eli and Franco were a matched set.

      “From what little you’ve told me,” Eli threw a sharp glance at Juliette and Sebastian, “and from what we discovered when we found the ERR album, the story was clear.”

      Charlotte raised her hand as if she were a student. It seemed appropriate. “It is? Can you explain it to me, because I have no idea what’s going on.”

      Eli opened his mouth, but Juliette cut him off. “I’ll start.” She shook back her hair and took a breath. “The purists were—are—members of the Trinity Masters who sympathized with the Nazi cause and beliefs. They actively tried to stop non-white members from participating in the nineteen thirties and forties. They intercepted messages and set traps for people the Grand Master had invited, but who they didn’t want as members.”

      “But they were also actively helping the Nazis,” Franco added.

      Juliette looked sad and tired as she nodded. “Yes, they were.”

      Beside Charlotte, Vincent tensed.

      “Helping them how?” Charlotte asked.

      Eli took over. “One of the ERR albums—in short, the Nazis’ records of the art they stole—was hidden in our tunnels. The album would have come either directly from the Third Reich or been brought back by American soldiers who picked it up as a souvenir.”

      “So which was it?” Vincent asked.

      Eli frowned. “Direct from the Nazis, and we know that because they got not just the album, but some of the pieces of art themselves. We know that because we—my trinity and I—were tasked with finding the art pieces in the ERR album. And we did. We found a Rodin in a private collection. We, uh, took it…”

      “You stole it,” Franco said with some glee.

      Eli looked both embarrassed and aggrieved, but shook it off. “When we took it, we were followed, attacked. I was kidnapped. The purists who owned it were desperately trying to protect it.”

      “Jesus,” Christian murmured. Charlotte was relieved to see his color was not only back to normal, but he was engaged in the conversation. Whatever shock he’d been suffering from appeared to have faded.

      Eli acknowledged Christian’s dismay with a brief nod. “During the war, the purists must have used their connections as members of the Trinity Masters to smuggle the art into the U.S., and hide it in the tunnels. Most of what’s left down there is paper, so we assume the art was moved, and possibly sold on the black market. Clearly they also kept some pieces for their own collections.”

      “Then why is the statue still down there?” Charlotte asked.

      Eli smiled for the first time. “It’s too big. I don’t know how they got it down there to begin with, but my guess is it’s too heavy and large to get out. Not without alerting someone.”

      Juliette walked over to Eli and touched his shoulder. “What are we missing, Eli?”

      “That Kore…it was never Nazi property. It was in the hands of the Allies.”

      Charlotte looked at Vincent and Christian, who were frowning.

      “You must be wrong,” Franco said. “The Nazis must have stolen it.”

      “Wrong? I’m wrong?” Eli straightened to his full height. He was taller than his mild-mannered-professor persona made him seem, almost as tall as Vincent.

      Vincent shifted a bit, sliding away from Charlotte so he had room to move if needed. The man was a born protector. And every time he flew to her defense, her panties got wet.

      Franco pursed his lips. “You’re not wrong, maybe the records are wrong. Maybe no one realized the Nazis took it.”

      “There are only a few dozen Kore statues that survived to modern times. Of those, only one fully formed statue is missing. It was in the private collection of Lord and Lady Donnelly, at their London estate. They fled the blitz. After the war, the remaining members of the family reported the piece missing. There’s no way the Nazis had it. It was on English soil and was presumed either stolen while they were away from London, or destroyed when part of the house collapsed.”

      Silence greeted that information.

      “So how did something that was last seen in England end up amid Nazi art in the Trinity Masters’ tunnels in Boston?” Christian asked.

      “It doesn’t fit.” Juliette looked like she wanted to throw something. “None of this makes any…” Her voice trailed off and she frowned.

      “Then there’s the trunks,” Eli said when Juliette remained quiet.

      “What about them?” Vincent demanded.

      “They’re steamer trunks. The kind people used when they traveled by ship.”

      Charlotte clapped her hands together. “Of course. They would have had to bring all the art by boat.”

      Eli smiled at her like she was his favorite student. “Exactly.”

      “Then the trunks might tell us more about the boat, the name or a date, or maybe there are tickets inside. Let’s go open them!” Charlotte started for the door.

      Vincent stepped in her path at the exact same time Eli held out his arm. Two giants intent on stopping her.

      “You’re not going back in that tunnel,” Vincent growled.

      Eli agreed, but for different reasons. “It would be a pointless trip. Those trunks are in terrible shape. They’re more mold and rot than wood. The collapse you caused didn’t help.”

      “We caused?” Vincent asked at the same time Christian said, “Uh, someone tried to murder us.”

      “Not a good enough reason to risk damaging the art,” Eli said.

      Franco smiled. “Restoration. I can do restoration. I’ll need equipment.”

      “Jasper can get it from the Smithsonian,” Eli said.

      “Jasper?” Charlotte asked.

      “One of my partners,” Eli explained. “We’re married to Irina.”

      “The woman who was trapped?” Christian said.

      Eli winced, clearly still haunted by that memory.

      “How long will it take?” Sebastian asked.

      “It depends,” Franco answered.

      “Since we can’t move the trunks or the Kore, we’ll have to turn that section of tunnel into a museum-grade storage facility.” Eli sighed. “That’s going to take a lot of manpower. And money.”

      “If I offer to pay for it, can we leave?” Vincent asked.

      “Wait, I want to know what happens!” Charlotte was caught up in the mystery of it all.

      “They’ll keep us informed.” Vincent’s voice made it clear it was a statement, not a request.

      Charlotte caught sight of Juliette. She was holding the portfolio Vincent and Caden had fought over—the one full of birth certificates. She was absentmindedly running her fingers along the leather cover.

      Charlotte studied the small placard on the front—Admiralty. It struck Charlotte that the Grand Master felt a bit like an admiral, commanding her ship. And even though Charlotte hadn’t seen her since the binding ceremony, she was in awe of the woman’s perseverance, her determination to right all the wrongs. She had chosen worthy counselors to help her.

      Though, tonight, right now, Juliette seemed low on steam and maybe confidence.

      “Juliette,” Charlotte said, crossing the room. “You’re going to figure this out. The Grand Master is one smart cookie. After all, she put together this brilliant team. I have faith in all of you. The Trinity Masters is in good hands.”

      Juliette smiled slowly. “Thanks, Charlotte. But you still have to erase those pictures from your phone.”

      Charlotte laughed as she handed her phone to Juliette. “You better do it. Those drawings were some of my finer work. The temptation to pretend to delete them is too great.”

      Juliette deleted the photos, then raised a brow, opened Charlotte’s cloud storage and deleted them off there too, before she handed the phone back. “Where are you going from here?” she asked.

      “Back to the Omni, I guess,” Charlotte said.

      Vincent put his arm around Charlotte’s shoulders. “And then on to New York. We’re going to live there.”

      Juliette nodded. “In the past, trinities were given a month to get to know one another after the binding ceremony. Since the new Grand Master assumed command, that time limit has changed.”

      “Until the missions are complete?” Christian asked.

      “Yeah.” Juliette put the folio down and studied their faces. “You finished yours in record time.”

      “Hey,” Eli said in protest. “I thought we held the record.”

      “Go home to Jasper and Irina, Eli,” Sebastian said with a grin. “I’m sure they’re dying to hear all about what’s gone on here tonight.”

      Eli seemed hesitant to leave. “But my Kore…she’s all alone down there in the dark.”

      Franco placed a comforting hand on his friend’s shoulder as he guided him to the door. “Meet me here tomorrow around ten. We’ll make a list of everything we need to build the storage facility, come up with a way to spend a bunch of Vincent’s money.”

      Vincent rolled his eyes as Franco and Eli walked out together.

      “You’ve only been together a few days, but if you’d like, we can hold the marriage ceremony tonight.”

      “Now?” Charlotte asked excitedly. “Without the Grand Master?”

      Juliette laughed. “Unless you’d rather come back tomorrow or later in the week. You know, when you’re not covered in dirt. The only problem is—”

      “You don’t know what tomorrow or the rest of this week will bring,” Christian finished for her.

      Juliette shrugged. “It’s been a whirlwind few months. I know you’re anxious to get back to New York and the Grand Master is very busy.”

      “We’ll do it,” Vincent replied quickly.

      Charlotte looked down and let a quiet “ugh” slip out. They were covered in dust from the cave-in. Regardless, she wasn’t keen on letting this opportunity slip away.

      Unfortunately, Vincent misunderstood her response.

      “Oh, beauty. I’m sorry,” Vincent said, taking her hand. “It’s your wedding. We can wait if you want to. You can buy a pretty dress, get a manicure and your hair done. There’s no rush if you want this to be special.”

      Charlotte grinned. “I’m absolutely, one-hundred percent fine with now. But maybe you should ask Christian. He might have a Burberry he’s picked out to wear special for the event.”

      “Oh, you’re hilarious, Chuck.” Christian wrapped his arm around her shoulders and ruffled her hair. A cloud of dust puffed out around her and she realized they really were filthy.

      “But am I irresistible?”

      Christian gave her a quick, hard kiss. “So much so, I don’t want to wait another second to make you my wife.”

      “Then it’s settled,” Juliette said. “Let’s move this party to the altar room. You want to do the honors, Seb?”

      “Really?” Sebastian asked.

      “In the event the Grand Master is unable to perform the ceremony, her counselors can step in to officiate.”

      “Christian?”

      “I’d love it.”

      Sebastian clapped his brother on the back, the two of them leading the way.

      Vincent took Charlotte’s hand and gave it a squeeze. When they entered the room, Christian was there, ready to claim Charlotte’s other hand.

      They approached Sebastian together, the three of them. Charlotte had known them less than a week and yet she’d never been more certain of the rightness, the perfectness.

      Juliette stood next to Sebastian and smiled at them as Christian’s brother began the ceremony.

      “You pledged your lives to our cause and our way. You’ve met your partners, your lovers, your spouses.”

      Charlotte glanced at Vincent and then Christian, so overwhelmed with emotion, she couldn’t contain it. “I love you both so much,” she whispered.

      She realized she was the first to say it aloud, but she didn’t care, didn’t want to hide anything from her partners. Ever.

      “I love you too, beauty,” Vincent murmured.

      “Ditto, Chuck,” Christian whispered in her ear.

      “Can I continue?” Sebastian asked, clearly amused by their aside.

      Charlotte nodded. “Yep. Sorry.”

      “You are here to be formally bound in the marriage of the Trinity Masters.”
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      Vincent leaned against the door of their hotel suite and sighed. He was smiling like a fool, but there was no way he was wiping that expression off anytime soon.

      “Shower?” Christian suggested.

      Vincent shook his head. “Bath. All of us together.”

      Charlotte was already halfway to the bathroom, clearly tired of the layer of dust clinging to her clothing, hair and skin. Vincent tried to feel guilty about pushing Charlotte and Christian to exchange their vows tonight in such a filthy state. But he’d almost lost his lovers as many times as days they’d been together—to fire, gunshots, cave-ins, break-ins.

      Enough was enough. When Juliette told them they could get married, Vincent was only too ready to say “I do” and drag his husband and wife back to New York. If they were lucky, he’d resist the urge to cocoon them in bubble wrap until they managed to get back to his apartment and its state-of-the-art security system.

      The three of them quickly shed their clothing, tossing it in the corner. The suite had a shower as well as a large Jacuzzi tub, one with plenty of room for the three of them.

      Charlotte hopped in the shower, rinsing off the grime quickly before moving over to the Jacuzzi. She was the first in, sinking into the hot water with a loud sigh. “Oh my God, this feels good.”

      Christian followed her lead, rinsing off in the shower before climbing in next, claiming the spot next to her while mimicking her cry of relief. His ankle was still sore, but the pain was fading. “Oh yeah. That’s the ticket.”

      Vincent stood and watched them for a minute, enjoying their ease with each other. Sometimes he had to remind himself that he hadn’t known these two a full week yet. It truly felt as if they’d spent a lifetime together.

      Christian had brought a cup over from the sink and he was using it to wet Charlotte’s wild mass of hair, intent on washing it for her.

      Charlotte batted his hand away when the water failed to make a dent. And with a grin, she held her nose and submerged herself.

      She was laughing when she broke back through the surface. “There. Otherwise we would have been here all night.”

      Christian shook his head at her antics and reached for the shampoo, working it into a lather. “I love your hair, Chuck. It’s got as much personality as you.”

      “Yeah, well, I hated it when I was younger. You should have seen me when I was little. My mother seriously considered putting me in tryouts for a local rendition of Little Orphan Annie. I was the spit of her.”

      “You should have auditioned,” Christian said.

      She shook her head. “Can’t sing. At all. It’s really bad actually.”

      “Rinse,” Christian urged, and Charlotte went under the water again, sluicing out the shampoo.

      When she reemerged, she looked at Vincent quizzically. “Aren’t you getting in? There’s plenty of room.”

      He took his turn in the shower and then walked toward the tub. “I was enjoying the show.”

      Charlotte tilted her head as he joined them in the water. “Speaking of shows…” she began.

      Vincent pressed the button to start the jets and added his own groan to theirs. “What about shows?”

      “I’ve been thinking about my issues with submission.”

      Vincent’s cock responded to the word, thickening, even as he frowned. “You don’t have issues, beauty. I already told you that.”

      Her smile betrayed her words. She clearly wasn’t worried that she was lacking. Instead, her wicked grin was sex and sin incarnate as she leaned closer to whisper in his ear. “I was thinking that maybe you and Christian could give me a demonstration, show me how it’s done.”

      Vincent’s gaze drifted to Christian, who’d heard her suggestion. And there was no denying he would be all in.

      He hadn’t even scratched the surface when it came to exploring BDSM with his new lovers. He’d been afraid to broach it after all they’d learned about Rose and Caden. Now, he knew his spouses were made of sterner stuff.

      “Finish washing each other off,” Vincent said to both of them, making sure there was no mistaking his words as anything less than a command. “Then meet me in the bedroom.”

      Vincent did his own quick clean up before leaving the bathtub. “You have ten minutes.”

      He hoped that would give him enough time to prepare. His mind was whirling, too many desires crashing in on him. He had to keep telling himself he had a lifetime with Charlotte and Christian. They didn’t have to do everything in a single night. That thought kept fading. His driver had arrived that morning with all the things Vincent had requested his personal assistant send. He’d needed to replace everything he had lost in the fire. His driver, as well as his PA, had worked for him for years, and they were both completely aware of Vincent’s sexual proclivities.

      As such, he had a decent enough arsenal to accomplish what he wanted.

      What he needed.

      He donned a pair of black boxer briefs, the thin cotton doing nothing to hide his rock-hard erection.

      When he returned to the bedroom with his large bag of tricks in hand, Charlotte was wrapped in one of the hotel robes, sitting in a chair. Meanwhile, Christian was already immersed in his role, naked and kneeling by the foot of the bed, eyes lowered.

      First things first, Vincent decided.

      For someone who claimed to want lessons on submission, Charlotte was off to a terrible start. She was orchestrating, trying to take control.

      She’d get her demonstration, but it wasn’t going to be hands-off.

      At least not the way she thought it was.

      He walked over to where she sat, enjoying the surprise in her eyes when he gripped her upper arm and tugged until she was standing.

      “Take off the robe, Charlotte.”

      “But I thought—”

      “Now!”

      The robe hit the floor within seconds, Charlotte’s eyes wide, her pupils dilated. One word, one command, and the submissive she couldn’t see was there in the room. He was going to make damn sure she never questioned her true nature again after tonight.

      “Sit back down.”

      Charlotte sank down slowly. Vincent gripped her wrists, pulling them behind the back of the chair. He snapped on the handcuffs.

      “But—”

      “Charlotte. Not one word. I don’t want to hear one single word from that pretty mouth of yours.”

      She bit her lip and he could almost read her thoughts. She was tempted to test him, primarily because their little pain junkie liked spankings. Which was why she would get one.

      He waited, daring her to defy him. Because she definitely needed a lesson in true punishment.

      Twice she opened her mouth, but each time she pressed her lips closed again.

      Finally, he cupped her cheek, caressing the soft skin there with his thumb. “Good girl.”

      She appeared to like that praise, as much as it rankled. She had enough feminist in her to consider it an insult. She also possessed enough of the submissive gene to crave it just the same.

      “Open your legs. I want to be able to see you. Don’t close them. No matter what. Do you understand?”

      She nodded, parting her thighs.

      He waited, eyebrow raised. She knew what he wanted.

      And, because she had just enough devil in her, she made him wait ten seconds too long.

      “Yes, Sir,” she said, letting him know her responses would be on her terms. It was just the opening he’d been hoping for.

      “You’re a brat, beauty.”

      She opened her mouth, but he placed his hand over it to stop her from speaking. “Christian is going to show you how good subs behave. In the meantime, you’re going to see how bad subs are punished.”

      He pulled two belts from his bag and used them to strap her ankles to the legs of the chair. Once she was secured, he reached behind her and roughly scooted her ass to the edge. The position left her completely on display.

      Vincent heard Christian’s intake of breath, and he glanced over his shoulder, eyes narrowed when he saw their lover watching them. His eyes drifted downwards to Christian’s fully erect cock.

      Christian took the unspoken warning and lowered his eyes once more.

      “Not all punishments bring you pleasure, Charlotte,” Vincent said, turning his attention to her once more.

      He reached into the bag to retrieve the dual vibrator and lubrication. Neither he nor Christian had taken her ass before tonight. That was going to change.

      Charlotte frowned as she looked at the toy.

      Vincent didn’t bother to explain what he was going to do. It was evident enough. He reached beneath her, lifting her a few inches off the chair. “This is going to be tight, but I think we can make it work.” He squeezed some of the lubrication into her ass, working it in with his fingers. Charlotte’s head fell back and her eyes drifted closed with a soft “ah.”

      How quickly she forgets, Vincent thought.

      “This is a punishment, Charlotte. Remember that.”

      Her eyes flew back to his face as he slowly pushed the vibrator in place, penetrating her ass and pussy at the same time.

      Charlotte clearly didn’t agree with the punishment part. But she would. Soon enough.

      Once the toy was in place, both holes full, he released her and turned the toy on its lowest setting, then leaned back to watch.

      She jerked slightly at the first rumble of vibrations, her lower body gyrating. The initial pleasure faded within moments and it was soon obvious that she needed more stimulation.

      Her gaze landed on his face and he recognized the moment she understood.

      “You can’t leave me like this. It’s not enough.”

      Vincent stood, scowling. “Say one more word and I’ll leave you like that for the rest of the night.”

      She opened her mouth then closed it rapidly. She shuddered as she sought to close her legs around the toy.

      Vincent reached into his bag and pulled out an expandable spreader bar, attaching it in her knees with Velcro cuffs.

      Charlotte’s gaze drifted to the bag. No doubt she was wondering what other instruments of torture he had in there.

      Vincent studied her, enjoying the sight of her bound and helpless. Her nipples had tightened, and he briefly regretted not adding nipple clamps to the list he’d supplied his assistant.

      Next time, he thought with a wicked grin.

      Charlotte’s eyes narrowed at the look, but the wise woman kept her thoughts to herself. She was learning.

      Time to begin the demonstration she’d requested.

      Christian was still kneeling by the bed, his head lowered, when Vincent approached him. He ran his hand through Christian’s damp hair.

      “Such a good sub,” he murmured, for Charlotte as much as for Christian. He wanted her to see how much better things could be for a submissive who obeyed.

      Vincent slid his boxers down, kicking them off.

      “Suck my cock,” he commanded.

      Christian lost no time lifting his ass from his heels in order to get to Vincent. He gripped the base of Vincent’s dick firmly, sucking the head almost painfully.

      Vincent was struck by the difference in the way a man gave head versus a woman. He liked Christian’s rough touch.

      Gripping his lover’s hair, he pulled it as he guided Christian’s mouth along his cock, setting the pace, taking what he wanted. Within moments, they’d drifted out of blowjob range as he fucked Christian’s mouth. Hard.

      Vincent tested his own limits, taking as much as he could, only pushing Christian away when he was on the cusp of climaxing.

      Christian’s breathing was loud, harsh in the quiet room. Charlotte was also panting. Vincent glanced over, pleased to find her eyes locked on them, on what they were doing.

      Vincent knelt in front of Christian and kissed him. Their mouths opened and their tongues tangled, each of them taking more than they’d dared before. Once they parted, Vincent cupped Christian’s face in his palms and they simply looked at each other. Vincent never realized how much could be said without words until he met these two.

      “Get on your hands and knees on the bed, Christian.” His voice was gruff, too full of emotion. He’d known when he walked into this room, the night wasn’t only going to be a new experience for Christian and Charlotte.

      Love was the difference.

      He was in love with his subs. Heart-pounding, cock-thumping love.

      Vincent had always prided himself on his ability to bring his subs and himself pleasure, certain he was well versed in sex.

      The truth was, sex with strangers didn’t possess one-tenth of the power of sex with love.

      Once Christian was on the bed, in the position he’d commanded, Vincent returned to the bag, pulling out the leather paddle and butt plug. He retrieved the lube from the desk where he’d left it after preparing Charlotte.

      Charlotte watched his progress with wide eyes. Her cheeks were flushed and she was still struggling to thrust, to find some way to relieve the pressure growing.

      Vincent leaned over to place a kiss on her forehead. “You’re being very good, Charlotte. Very patient. Keep watching quietly and I’ll reward you for it.”

      She nodded slowly, her eyes drifting back to where Christian waited on the bed. She liked watching.

      Pain junkie, submissive and voyeur.

      Vincent couldn’t have created a more ideal woman if he’d tried.

      Returning to the bed, he stepped to the side of the mattress and let Christian see what was in his hands. The man shuddered with desire.

      “Open your mouth,” Vincent commanded, pushing the butt plug inside. “Get it wet and hot for me.”

      “Yes, Sir.” Christian held the toy in his mouth as Vincent shifted lower. He picked up the paddle and lightly caressed Christian’s bare ass with it. Christian didn’t shy away from the touch. In fact, he lifted his ass the slightest bit higher.

      Vincent accepted the silent invitation. He brought the paddle down hard, giving a firm slap to Christian’s right ass cheek. And then to his left. He repeated the motion a dozen times, varying the placement and the strength.

      Christian groaned, the sound garbled by the plug. Vincent kept a close eye on his lover. Christian had never been paddled before, but given the way his dick remained hard, there was no denying he liked it.

      Vincent dropped the paddle, rubbing the hot skin on Christian’s ass before picking up the lube.

      “Lower your head to the mattress,” Vincent demanded.

      Christian dropped forward as if he’d been fighting to hold himself up. Vincent squeezed some lube into his ass and worked it in, then he reached around to tug the plug from Christian’s mouth.

      “Did you like that, Christian?”

      “Yes, Sir.”

      He sensed there were some powerful emotions rumbling through his lover, and Vincent realized he missed their voices—Christian’s and Charlotte’s. In the past, he’d always insisted on—demanded—silence from his lovers, allowing them only to speak those few words in response to his questions.

      He didn’t want that anymore. Not with his spouses.

      “Christian,” Vincent said, placing his hand on his lover’s red ass. “What do you want?”

      Christian looked over his shoulder, his blue eyes dark with hunger. “Put the plug in, Master. Don’t go slow. Please.”

      Vincent locked his knees as Christian called him Master. That word had never packed such a punch before. He struggled to catch his own breath.

      He couldn’t resist Christian’s pleas or the desire in his expression. He reached out, tugging Christian up as he cupped the back of his neck and kissed him.

      Christian’s hands gripped Vincent’s waist as he shifted on the bed, drawing their bodies closer until their dicks bumped into each other. Christian tilted his hips forward, pressing his cock against Vincent’s stomach.

      “Love you,” Christian murmured against his lips. “Always.”

      Vincent was the first to break away, holding his gaze. “I love you too.”

      And then together, they looked at Charlotte.

      Her attention was riveted, locked on them. For a moment, Vincent thought he saw a tear in her eye, but when she smiled, he understood she was under the same spell, lost in the same emotions.

      “Bend over again, Christian.”

      Christian eagerly resumed the position, and Vincent gave him exactly what he wanted. He shoved the plug to the hilt in one hard motion.

      Christian groaned.

      “Now turn around and sit on the edge of the mattress.” Vincent knew it would be an uncomfortable request to obey, but Christian didn’t hesitate. He winced slightly with the pressure on his sore ass and deeper intrusion of the plug.

      Vincent returned to Charlotte, bending down to kiss her. Unlike Christian, he kept the touch light, gentle. It wasn’t what she wanted, but she wasn’t in a position to ask for more and they both knew it.

      “Did you see how well Christian obeyed me?”

      “Yes, Sir,” she said without hesitation.

      “Did you see how I rewarded him for his good behavior?”

      “Yes, Sir.”

      He studied her face. “You have more to say?”

      She paused, clearly trying to decide if this was a trick. Then she slowly nodded. “Yes, Sir.” He heard the slight inflection at the end that made her response more question than answer.

      “Say it,” Vincent prompted.

      Charlotte took one look at Christian and every thought she’d been forced to hold in exploded from her. “Holy shit! That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen in my life. I swear to God, I thought I was going to spontaneously combust. The way you used that paddle. And, Christian, you and that plug. And that kiss. And the way… Oh God. I love you both so much. But if you don’t get this toy out of me and take off these restraints, I’m going to burst into Hulk mode, go solid green muscle and fucking take everyone down.”

      Christian laughed loudly. Vincent wanted to follow suit, but instead he fought to maintain a stern expression.

      “That’s not very sub-like, beauty.”

      He expected her to rail at him even more, so he was taken off guard when she simply said, “Please, Master.”

      Vincent had her untied within seconds, then he slowly slid the dual vibrator from her body before shutting it off.

      “Lay on your back, Christian. In the middle of the bed,” Vincent directed as he helped Charlotte stand.

      Once Christian was lying down, he bid Charlotte to climb on top. She did so eagerly, losing no time guiding Christian’s cock inside.

      They both groaned, the sound more relief than desire. Charlotte started to move up and down, but Vincent halted her actions.

      “Lean forward, Charlotte. Place your head on his chest and don’t move. We’re doing this together. The three of us.”

      His intent clear, neither Christian nor Charlotte hesitated to do as commanded. They wanted it as much as he did.

      Vincent worked more lubrication into her ass, anxious to make this feel good. He never wanted to hurt her. Hurt either of them.

      The vibrator had stretched her a little, but she was still going to feel the difference.

      “Charlotte,” he said as he placed the head of his cock at her anus. “Breathe, love.”

      She sucked in a deep breath and then released it. As she did so, he pushed the head in, stretching her virgin hole. He paused for a moment, giving her time to adjust, and if she so desired, to reject it.

      Charlotte, his brave adventurer, looked at him over her shoulder. “Deeper,” she said, before adding a hasty, “Sir.”

      He chuckled, pushing in another inch or so, enjoying her gasp and Christian’s groan. They were with him in this, every step of the way.

      For several minutes, the three of them slowly pressed and pushed and worked together until Vincent was there, buried deep.

      He could feel the pressure of Christian’s cock, filling her pussy.

      Christian caught his eye and gave him one quick nod. “Let go, Vincent,” he urged.

      Vincent opened his hands and let the reins slip.

      They moved together as if this was a dance they’d performed a million times before, finding the rhythm with ease.

      Vincent was convinced he’d been created just for them. And they for him.

      They reached for the peak together, Charlotte arriving first, then pushing them into the abyss with her.

      Vincent withdrew, pushing himself to one side of Christian, while Charlotte fell to the other, both of them limp as rag dolls. It took a few minutes for Vincent to regain his wits enough to remember the plug in Christian’s ass.

      Charlotte swatted Vincent’s hand away, tugging the toy free after she bid Christian to roll over. So much for that lesson sticking.

      Vincent reached for Christian, spooning him as he spooned Charlotte. None of them spoke, and after some time had passed, Vincent assumed they’d both fallen asleep.

      Christian proved him wrong. “We’re married,” he whispered, almost reverently.

      “Yeah,” Charlotte said, twisting to face him. Vincent winked at her over Christian’s shoulder, which provoked a grin. “What do you think our first fight is going to be about?”

      Vincent chuckled. “Seriously? Best sex ever and you’re worried about the first fight?”

      “I’m not worried. I’m just curious. Right now, I’m having a hard time figuring out what you guys could do that would piss me off.”

      “I never put the cap back on the toothpaste,” Christian admitted.

      “Learn,” Vincent said. He hated toothpaste globs in the sink.

      “There’s a good chance my clothes will always be in deep piles all over the bedroom floor,” Charlotte added.

      “What is this? Confession time?” Vincent asked. “I have a maid. She’ll pick up your clothes and deal with the toothpaste. The real problem is going to be me. I’m a jealous man.”

      Christian looked over his shoulder. “How jealous?  I mean, it’s not uncommon for me to play roles onstage that have me kissing other women…sometimes even men.”

      Vincent took a deep breath. “I’ll have to learn how to deal with that.”

      Charlotte’s face was more serious than Vincent could recall seeing it. He was used to her continual smiling. “All I’m saying is, we don’t know each other very well. And despite that, I’ve never felt closer to anyone in my life.”

      “I feel the same way, Chuck. Don’t worry about the fights. That’s part of every relationship. I’m pretty sure we’ve got a strong enough base underneath us that we can weather anything. I mean look at this past week. Talk about initiation by fire. How many new relationships could have survived all that crap?”

      “Good point,” she said. “Is it bad that I’m kind of looking forward to that first fight?”

      Vincent rose up on his elbow so he could see her better. “Why?”

      “Can you imagine the make-up sex?” she asked with all sincerity.

      “Christ, I’m still trying to recover from the honeymoon sex,” Christian replied with a groan. “Besides, apparently, there’s that Hulk thing we need to be careful of.”

      Vincent laughed. “You two are insane. But you’re mine. Now, go to sleep so we can wake up and do morning sex.”

      “I feel like we might need a checklist for all these sexual adventures,” Charlotte said, looking over her shoulder for a pen.

      “We’ll make a list in the morning.”

      “Why wait?” She started to move, but Christian tightened his grip on her hip, holding her in place.

      “Charlotte,” Vincent warned.

      “I don’t want to forget anything,” she teased. “Shower sex, sex in a public place, sex in a pool, a bathtub, a waterbed, a—”

      “Chuck?” Christian said.

      “Yeah?”

      “I’m hoping to continue the list with fucking Charlotte while she sleeps.”

      “Ooo, that sounds good.”

      Christian placed a soft kiss on her cheek. “So go to sleep.”

      She giggled softly. “Yes, Sir,” she whispered. And then, just like that, she was away, drifting in dreamland.

      Vincent kissed Christian’s shoulder. “Good job. Make sure to include Christian dominating Charlotte on that list.”

      “What about Christian dominating Vincent?” he asked sleepily.

      Vincent narrowed his eyes. “I’ll think about it.”

      “All I’m saying—”

      “Christian,” Vincent interrupted. “For the record, I plan to wake you up slowly with sex as well.”

      “You don’t have to tell me twice,” Christian murmured, giving in to his own exhaustion.

      Vincent rolled to his back, staring at the ceiling without seeing it, wishing sleep would claim him as well. However, he was too busy looking forward to morning and making the list.

      And then checking everything off the list.
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      Rose rubbed her gritty, dry tongue against the roof of her mouth and tried to swallow.

      “Drink.” It was a man’s voice, a low, rough whisper.

      A straw bumped her lips, and Rose gulped the cool water desperately.

      As the burn of thirst faded, she was able to focus on her surroundings. When she lifted her head, she felt the pull of the blindfold over her eyes.

      “Who are you?” Despite the water, her voice was ragged and scratchy.

      There was no reply.

      “Where am I?” Rose shifted, twisting her wrists, which were bound to the arms of a chair by rope. The familiar feeling of rope and the restriction of bondage triggered her submissive nature. She fought against it, thinking back to the moment when she’d been snatched from the tunnel with a bag over her head, then the sting of a needle going into her thigh. She was in danger. She needed to fight, not submit.

      “Where?” There was a gritty male laugh. “You’re not in Kansas anymore.”

      “Devon?” The voice wasn’t Juliette’s, and Devon was the next most likely person. Plus, there was something familiar about it.

      Rose’s stomach rolled and she bent forward, sucking in air through her nose to keep herself from puking.

      “Where am I?” she demanded in a strong voice.

      “Keep your voice down,” he barked in that rough whisper.

      Rose snapped up, shoulders straight. Behind her blindfold, her eyes closed.

      “Yes, Sir” waited on her lips, and Rose hated herself for it. With a force of will, she kept herself from saying it.

      Her captor sighed, and the blindfold loosened. Rose blinked against the sudden bright light. When she could focus, she looked up to see her captor standing before her.

      Rose stopped breathing. She could only stare.

      Her chest ached and she finally remembered to take a deep breath. As she exhaled, the first tear spilled down her cheek.

      “I thought you were dead.”
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        Solve this cipher using Delicate Ties for a clue about the future of the Trinity Masters!

        

        1-1-4

        6-18-3

        6-11-40

        7-4-25

        3-2-8

        2-7-1

        1-9-82

        7-4-15

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Read more about the world of the Trinity Masters…

        

      

    
    
      Elemental Pleasure

      Trinity Masters, book 1

      

      A dangerous Marine. A tech genius. A brilliant scientist.

      

      When Carly Kenan joined the secretive Trinity Masters in college, she received entrée to an exclusive club that gave her access to wealth and power. But there’s a price all members must pay—they accept an arranged marriage, between not two, but three people.

      

      Ordered to return to the Trinity Masters’ headquarters in Boston, Carly meets Marine Lance Glassco, a mathematician for DARPA, and Preston Kim, a dangerously intelligent chemist.

      Though on the surface they have nothing in common, it’s clear the Grand Master thinks that together the three of them can do something amazing. And that’s why he’s declared that Carly, Lance and Preston must marry.

      

      Though the physical attraction is instantaneous and incendiary, Carly is unprepared for the emotional intensity of the ménage relationship. Pushed beyond her limits, Carly runs from Lance and Preston. What she doesn’t understand is that she now belongs to them, body and soul…and they belong to her.

      

      When Lance uncovers a dangerous crime at Preston’s company, Carly is caught in the crossfire and the struggling lovers are forced to move beyond desire…to trust. For the Trinity Masters, there is passion and power in three.

      

      Primal Passion

      Trinity Masters, book 2

      

      An FBI agent. A billionaire CEO. A virgin scientist.

      

      Deni Parker doesn’t have time for anything but her cutting-edge scientific work, and that’s how she likes it. She doesn’t have time for relationships. When she’s called to the altar—years ahead of what she expected—by the very intimidating, and far too handsome, Price Bennett, Deni’s more than a little unprepared.

      

      Price didn’t join the Trinity Masters to play messenger. As CEO of a major security firm and heir to one of the largest fortunes in the world, he’s annoyed when the Grand Master orders him to transport the disorganized scientist to the ceremony to meet her partners. It’s only when they arrive that Price realizes he isn’t a messenger—he’s been matched with Deni.

      

      Gunner Wells has been in love with Deni for years, but he’s resisted giving in to his attraction. When he arrives at the Trinity Masters headquarters to be bound in marriage, he’s delighted to discover Deni is not only a member of the secret society, but one of his partners…along with billionaire playboy, Price.

      

      Their strong personalities clash—in the bedroom and out of it—but Price and Gunner have to put aside their overprotectiveness, and Deni must put aside her pride, when someone tries to stop her research—with deadly methods.

      

      Scorching Desire

      Trinity Masters, book 3

      

      A reformed spy. A respectable lawyer. A renowned playboy.

      

      When Damon Corso is blackmailed it’s not just his career that’s in jeopardy, but the existence of the Trinity Masters–America’s oldest and most powerful secret society. He and fellow member Marco Polin, a world famous playboy musician, enjoy sharing women, a secret that until now they’ve kept quiet.

      

      Tasha Kasharin, the reformed spy sent to help them, knows this is more than simple blackmail. Marco and Damon’s lives are in danger. She ignores her increasingly vivid fantasies about being part of a trinity with them until their investigation is interrupted by the Grand Master, who calls them to the altar and binds them in a ménage marriage.

      

      The men must trust their futures to the unexpectedly innocent woman who’s now their wife, while dealing with the change in their own relationship, and the complicated feelings that come with it. Blackmail escalates to violence, and they’ll have to trust and accept one another if they’re going to survive.

      

      Forbidden Legacy

      Trinity Masters, book 4

      

      An enigmatic leader. A talented doctor. And the man who can bring them together.

      

      Harrison Adams has served as leader of the Trinity Masters for a decade. He’s always placed the group above his own needs—even when it comes to the one woman who calls to him. When a dangerous threat to the secret society surfaces, Harrison sets a plan in motion that could save the organization, but it comes with a price.

      

      Alexis turned down an invitation to join the Trinity Masters, afraid to relinquish control over her life, her future…her heart. That rejection means night after night of unrequited lust as she and Harrison are forced to ignore their desires. Her heart aching, she throws herself into her job and her difficult working relationship with her boss, Michael. He’s attractive and maddening, but Alexis has zero plans to give in to the crazy chemistry between them.

      

      Harrison asks Alexis to experiment in a ménage relationship with him and she agrees unable to take another moment of longing for him. Perhaps with a third around she’ll be able to keep her heart intact. She is completely unaware their third will be Michael. She couldn’t have known how giving herself to them would inflame her desires. Or how much she would enjoy submitting to them.

      

      But when an evil man looking for revenge sets his sights on Harrison, time is the one thing none of them have. And it soon becomes apparent Harrison’s forbidden legacy could destroy them all…

      

      Hidden Devotion

      Trinity Masters, book 5

      

      A reluctant leader. A CIA agent. And a lost legacy.

      

      Juliette Adams’s spent her life running, from both her status as the daughter of the Grand Master and her arranged marriage. Until the day everything changed and she became Grand Master—a position she was never meant to hold.

      Devon Asher has more than a few secrets, the least of which is that he’s desperately in love with Juliette, which shouldn’t be a problem since they were betrothed when they were children. Now that she’s Grand Master his secrets aren’t safe.

      Franco Garcia Santiago always assumed the tales of a Trinity Masters were fantastical stories his grandfather made up, until Juliette shows up at his door. Together they uncover the secrets of the Trinity Masters, unaware of the danger they’re putting themselves in.

      Juliette must decide if she’ll turn her back on her destiny or embrace the role of Grand Master, and if she’ll use her power to discontinue the trinity marriages she grew up despising, or follow her heart, which tells her happiness lies with both Devon and Franco.

      

      Elegant Seduction

      Trinity Masters, book 6

      

      A spoiled heiress. A corporate mediator. And a man with a secret.

      

      Sebastian has dedicated his life to upholding the ideals of the Trinity Masters. However, when his best friend, Juliette, is named Grand Master, he knows secrets he’s harbored will be revealed. While he expects Juliette to be angry, he does not expect her to call him to the altar, to bind him to a stranger, Grant, and to Elle, the woman who’s haunted his dreams for years.

      Then Juliette reveals a secret of her own. There’s evil at play in the secret society and she needs him to root it out. Sebastian has no choice but to go undercover to spy on his own trinity. As the danger surrounding the trio grows, Sebastian is forced to choose between loyalty and love.

      Because reluctantly bound to Elle and Grant or not, Sebastian can’t deny the pair have earned their place in his heart.

      

      Secret Scandal

      Trinity Masters, book 7

      

      A dashing thief. A passionate scholar. And the beautiful bodyguard engaged to protect them.

      

      Eli Wexler is a prominent art historian, a job that under normal circumstances isn’t dangerous. But Eli is a member of the Trinity Masters, and when he’s called to the altar he not only meets the man and woman he’s to marry, but is given a mystery to solve as well.

      Jasper Ferrer realizes there’s trouble coming when he meets his trinity. Given Jasper’s checkered past, he doubts Eli will be thrilled by their marriage. Art historians, as a rule, dislike art thieves.

      Irina Gentry knows what her trinity needs from her—her new fiancees are both art experts, and she’s there to protect them. It’s a job she’s more than qualified for, though she doubts there will be any need for her skills.

      But the task the Grand Master gives them is far more dangerous than it seems. The quest for a long lost sculpture pits the new trinity against a hidden faction within the secret society, a faction who are willing to kill to keep the secrets Eli, Jasper and Irina are working to uncover.
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