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Dedication

To those who prefer to laugh instead of cry, and those who need an escape. 
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"Harder!" The slap of the leather upon flesh broke the rhythm of grunts, pants, and soft feminine cries. The thongs slid over the sweaty tanned back with pink welts as the muscles gathered and released to pick up the order with gusto.

"Yes, Mistress," the redhead turned his head. His heated gaze pierced through the low candlelit room, resting on her as his body undulated fully to make his hips thrust his cock harder and deeper into the woman under him. 

His audacity made her want him, but she must keep to her role. 

And her chastity.

Striding forward, the heels of her riding boots clacking against the cracked wooden floorboards, she put the butt of the whip under his chin, turning his head up so he met her gaze. She placed a boot on his ass after hiking her white skirts up to her knees to reveal the thick, tooled leather and a slash of pale thigh. 

His thrusts stilled, pressed fully into the woman beneath him, who whimpered and mewled as she rocked her hips to keep her own pleasure alive. 

She leaned down, putting her face in his, the nose of the mask poking his right cheek. "I told you to focus on your whore, sir." 

"She's had an orgasm. Don't you want one, Mistress Garnet?" He asked, a glint in his dark eyes. 

Her thoughts drifted to how his hand warmed the small of her back earlier when he'd ushered her into the room. The length of his cock before he'd sheathed it in Clover, how did it feel? "You haven't the money to take my first, sir. Nor do I think you're worthy since you cannot manage the simplest of orders. Tell me, is he good enough for you?"

"Yes," Clover said with a moan, still undulating under the lord. The sling’s slow movements slid him in and out of her.

She watched the muscles in his arms move with each swing and knew he was helping Clover remain fucked despite his mistress halting them. Insubordinate. She gripped his long tresses and hauled back while keeping her foot on the left globe of his taut ass. 

His hands flew to his hair as his back arched.

The lord's hiss of pain made her lick her lips. He had the best sounds of all her clients. The best body, too. 

"Mistress, I should warn you, there are tips..." 

A few bit into her palm, but she didn’t mind. The mistress jerked him further back, bending him over the length of her leg so the back of his head rested on the top of her knee-high boot. "I didn't permit you to speak so freely." 

Clover took full advantage, gripping those narrow hips between her legs and riding her way to climax. 

"No, Mistress. You did not." The redhead stated between pants.

His partner cried out her release and lay in the swing with a smile as she reveled in the orgasm. 

"Finish yourself." She said, hovering over him before her balance tilted from the odd position. Her boot heel clacked back on the floor, and she grew steadier on both feet. He hadn't moved to obey. Instead, his eyes were up, watching her, hands still in his hair, fingers touching hers. 

With a flick of her wrist, the leather thongs smacked his flat stomach, taut with the strain of bending backwards. His body jerked, but he didn't make another move to comply. His tongue trailed over his lips, gaze still on her.

"May I speak, Mistress?"

She raised a brow; the sweat damp mask pulling tight. "Should I allow him, Clover?"

"He might've a good idea, hm?" Clover's twang snaked out as she watched a spot on the ceiling, swinging gently in the straps of cloth hung from the rafters. 

"Speak." She demanded, and returned to stare into his dark eyes. A glimmer appeared there, as if they held their own internal fire within the depths. 

"Let my mouth give you an orgasm. It'd be better than your fingers after I leave." Another smirk twisted his lips. "Trust me." 

"Since he's worthy of you, Clover, do you think I should sate his thirst?" She had to play the part. Keep to her act. No matter how the redhead looked or what he did to her nethers, she was his dom. 

The bastard knew she was wet. Who wouldn't be? All the whores fought for him. The rare redhead, the rarer long tresses, and a body that promised all sorts of power. She was one of three Mistresses he hadn't broken. 

"Oh, aye." 

Clover was of no aid. 

She felt her eyes narrow as he grinned. Already thinking he'd won. She smiled and loosened her hold on his hair. Using the whip’s handle, she beckoned him as she stepped away.

He shifted, every muscle in his body taut as he turned from bending over backwards, to walking on his hands and knees before her. 

The tiny space contained the swing, tiny desk, a wobbly chair, plus a narrow couch lacking a back. In two steps, she bumped into the softest piece of furniture. "Stay." 

She waited until he stilled, sitting back on his heels, before disengaging her hand from his tresses. Slowly she gathered her dress, all lace and cotton, and pulled them up to free her legs up to her knees. She threw her leg over the couch, straddling it, before sitting and leaning back against the threadbare arm. Her skirts were dangerously high, sending a thrill through her while embarrassment threatened to ruin the moment.

She dropped the bunched cloth, flicking the whip languidly at her side as her other hand trailed up her bare thigh, until the damp heat of herself pressed against the back of her thumb. "You've gone soft. Fix it." 

He was ready to obey this time. His palm slaking down his Clover-orgasm slick cock. With a few pumps, and his dark eyes steady on her hand between her legs, his manhood revived, standing tall. 

"Remove your hand. Let me see." 

Again, such quick compliance. 

"Tell me, whipping boy, do you thirst?" She snapped the whip against the back of the couch, letting her arm rest above her head as she slid down the length of the worn furniture. Every inch bared more thigh, but she stopped before her core could be viewed. 

"I do, Mistress." 

She liked that tone. The one where he was on the verge of breaking the little thread of control. A tiny shard of fear pricked through the adrenaline of having a man on his knees before her. What if she pushed him too hard, and he lost control? Could she keep him off long enough for Clover to regain dominance or for her to grab Nathan or Sawyer?

Would she still be intact by the waking morn? She should end this farce. But she didn't want to. Was it such a catastrophe if a man discovered their new wife possessed prior experience? 

"Mistress Garnet?"

Of all the fuck gods, she'd gotten lost in thought. "Do you want to drink?" She flicked her fingers; her skirts still gripped in them, just shy of giving him a glance of the cup. 

"Desperately." 

Oh, that was bad. That look. The desperation in his voice. 

She switched her gaze from him to Clover, better to clear her mind. The other woman nodded and got up. Her partner opened the door and motioned. 

Two bulky forms filled the doorway, then the room, following Clover in like shadows. Nathan was the broadest and tallest of the two, his bald head shining black in the candlelight, his shirt a stark contrast of white against ebony. Sawyer wasn't much smaller, and the metal-plated gloves he wore took away any hopes patrons had of taking out the pale man. 

The Mistress raised her palm, halting them as the naked female walked toward her. She smiled up at Clover and asked, "Remember that one time you helped Opal?"

Clover grinned and settled herself behind, but a little to the side of Garnet.

"Stay there. Or they will end the show for you." She said, before returning her gaze to the lord still on his knees before her. 

"Wha..." he began, then stilled when Clover's fingers slid into where his eyes rested. 

She arched and moaned as fingers found her clit and rubbed in tight circles. Garnet kept her eyes on the lord, watching his breathing quicken, his muscles tense, his mouth work. And then his eyes drifted from where Clover pleasured her, to meet her gaze.

The shock threw her over the edge in a few more rough strokes as she stared into his dark eyes. 

Clover giggled during her throes, and she shoved the woman toward the redhead to cover the embarrassment of her too quick orgasm. 

Losing her balance, Clover sprawled across the end of the couch near Sir Red. The lord helped her up, only to grip her thighs, spreading them, and shoving her down into his lap. He pushed her back against the sofa as he gripped the edge of the aged furniture. He slid into her, and his dark brown flickering gaze met Garnet's as he pounded into a mewling Clover. 
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With a groan, he stumbled off the road toward a tree. Leaning his forearm against it, he rested his head against his arm as he freed himself with his other hand. The sweet release of piss had him uttering a different kind of sound, even as he had to shift his hips to the side to keep the sideways stream from hitting his boot. He watched the water trickle through the bark's cracks. 

It was far too bright.

This time of night wasn't supposed to be this light.

"Couldn't have done that about one hundred yards back?"

Harry rolled his head, looking over his shoulder. He grinned, even as the lantern beam blinded him. "Slaaaaayth! Fedvich-ch-ch! Brothers, I... wait a moment." He returned his attention to the most important member of the party, shaking him dry before hiding him away. The redhead turned, arms wide, "Got a drink?" 

"Think you've had enough, dragonbreath." Slayth said slowly, as if reprimanding a child. He held the lantern higher as he looked at the boy with raised brows.

Harry grunted, shielding his eyes from the light. "Put that down, will ya?"

Fedvich's dark chuckle filled the space between them. "Come on, let's get you to bed." He pulled Harry's arm over his shoulder, and leaned the drunk against him. They stumbled back onto the flat dirt gravel road, the gray stone walls of the training grounds reared high ahead of them. 

"Gods, I almost had her." Harry groaned, thinking of the woman of his dreams waiting for him in bed. 

"Her who?" Slayth asked, walking beside them on the wide road. 

"You know, his precious gem Mistress." Fedvich shook his head. "How did you almost have her this time?"

"No, I really did! She wassh about to let me- I wants to taste her ss-ssso bad. She was right there. Garnet. But nooo, she took Clover. Not I." Harry wobbled, leaning heavily on Fedvich one moment and swaying away the next. "Me! Me! I coulda... why she not want me?"

"She's a fucking dominatrix, boy." 

"Not a fucking one," Fedvich corrected Slayth. "Hence his drunken whining. A good dominatrix who knows how to keep the line. Like she's paid to do." 

"I'd paysh to fuckker." 

"Obviously," Fedvich muttered, then grunted as Harry swayed away and nearly toppled them both. "Slayth, make yourself useful." 

"I got the lantern." 

Fedvich shot the older man a glare, straightening Harry back onto his shoulder with a grunt. "For once being the second, you are not help." 

Slayth corrected the sober one, "No help." 

"Semantics." 

"Ooh big word. So schmart." Harry poked Fedvich's cheek, a wide grin plastered on his face. When Slayth pushed open the door, he grinned, lifting both arms high. "We're home!"

Fedvich groaned at the force Harry used to celebrate, falling back with him as he grappled for a better hold on Harry's waist but came up lacking. Both redheads sprawled over the threshold of the training grounds, one laughing wildly, while the other cursed vehemently. The laughing one embraced the other, declaring that the stones covered in sand were their bed that evening.

"Get off!" Fedvich freed one hand, only to have to kick off a leg from around his, then another hand. "Slayth!"

"Lie in your bed; you made it." The elder chuckled, holding the lantern high to watch the drunken redhead mimic an octopus while the other fought off the tentacles with all his might. 
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"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuck." Even his favorite word hurt. He opened his eyes, blinked, and took a moment to realize he was looking at the stone floor beneath his bed. His knuckles scraped against the floor before he found enough strength to lift his hand to hold his head. 

The wood and floorboards squeaked and ground in complaint as he rolled fully onto his bed. He needed to refill the tick soon; he swore he could feel each and every leather band under it. Harry pulled his dagger free from his pillow as the door cracked against the stone like thunder and sat up in one fluid motion.

"Good morning, sunshine!" Fedvich screamed with head tossed back. "Drink?" he held out a pewter mug, "Or bucket?" he switched to holding the wood and iron vessel toward him. 

Harry swallowed, but it didn't help the nausea. It rose in leaps. "I'll kill you after I throw up. Bucket!" 

His dagger clattered to the floor as he gripped the vessel and loosed the contents of his stomach into it. After a few dry heaves, he set it on the ground and wiped his mouth off with the back of his hand. "Now... where were we?"

"Drink," Fedvich held out the mug again. "Then I'll beat the rest of the hangover out of you on the training grounds." 

He snorted, taking the mug and gulping down the hair of the dog inside. "You will try, but you will not succeed." 

Harry got dressed and met Fedvich on the grounds, he wished he hadn't accepted the challenge after a mere few hits. Still, as second, he couldn't let a little hangover get the best of him. Gritting his teeth, he slammed his sword hilt into the back of Fedvich's neck. Then he placed a boot on the defeated's shoulder when the other redhead tried to get up. "I win. Won. No more. Fuck you." He groaned, taking one step, then another away before letting his knees buckle. He fell into a sitting position, leaning on the wooden training weapon, and placing his throbbing forehead against it. 

"We need to get ready, anyway." Fedvich said with a heavy sigh, still lying flat on his face. The puff of sand he caused with his own breath made him cough and sit up.

"What?" Harry stared at Fedvich.

"The hunt." 

"Fuck me." Harry groaned, giving up what little hold he had on any strength and falling back, arms and legs spread wide as he closed his eyes against the asshole sun. "I can miss it."

"Not a chance. Reg said if he has to go, we all have to go." Fedvich sat up on his hands and knees. "Did you have to hit me so hard?" He asked, rubbing the back of his neck with a grimace. 

"You wouldn't stay down!" Harry cried, giving Fedvich a gesture he reserved just for his comrades when they made him angry. He rolled, pushing himself back up. The only man he feared on this earth other than his father was one Regus Norvasos, or Duke Vicious. He wasn't about to face his wrath with a hangover. 

After further bickering on the way to their barracks, and then Harry's maddening hunt for his good uniform amid the bloodstained and torn ones, he made himself ready. Running down the stairs while buttoning his jacket, Harry cursed as he sprinted across the grounds to the six men on their steeds. With a grin, Fedvich motioned to their fearless leader. The one who looked like a thundercloud about to strike him, and the one holding the reins to his horse. 

Harry muttered an apology as he grabbed his reins and jumped onto the back of his horse. He was barely settled before The Seven urged their horses through the double doors to the rest of the grounds. Harry breathed a small sigh of relief when he met Virsin's gaze and saw her grin. "At least one person doesn't hate me." 

She moved her horse into formation, right beside her husband at the head. 

"We will have to rush, my love." Regus said, first looking at his wife before shooting a glare over his shoulder to Harry.

"I know. I wanted a good run. It's refreshing." 

Harry cursed himself with each thundering hoofbeat between the duke's castle and the hunting forest three miles away. Forget what he thought; she hated him, too. He closed his eyes, leaning over the neck of his gelding, and murmuring, "Festus, keep me upright, old boy." 

Heat. Sunlight. Scratchy uniforms. Men grumbling. Horses neighing and galloping. Perfect conditions for one Harrick Tearney. Glorious.

All those drinks because Mistress Garnet had denied him. Again. He would go back and try again with his Garnet tonight. Of all the doms there, she was his. Well, he wanted her to be his. Her voice, how her strikes hit, the weight of her boot on him, those sharpest of green eyes, and painted red lips behind the mask in a wicked smile struck all his desires true. Even how she made sure the flowers received an orgasm while under her command had Harry's heart galloping to her, desperate for acceptance. 

He'd taken on every odd job, every bounty the king set forth, and saved all he could from the looting war. Harry swore he’d go back to his personal evil to steal from the dead if he needed more to gain her. Each lady there had a price, a debt, and he swore he'd set Garnet free after the first time he felt her whiplashes on his back. Until then, he wanted to give her as much pleasure as she gave him. 

Last night, he'd nearly touched her.

Tonight, perhaps he finally would. 
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Two Years before Survival of Bertran, 27 years ago 

They shared the same eyes. He realized that again once she opened them wide as she screamed over the sizzle of her flesh burning under the brand. With their father's blood running through both their veins, and the red hair, that's where the similarities stopped. Unfortunately, that wasn't the case between him and the eldest. 

He hated that he could be twins with the man slapping his cock against their sister's left breast. The men pinning her down on the table grinned lewdly as they waited for their comrade to heat the brand again. He wondered if they knew they'd die if they so much as hardened for her.

The sullying of a Tearney was for Tearney's alone. 

He flexed, the tight leather bands over his biceps and forearms stretched, the old giving way as he spread the large cracks along the edges. Dearest brother should learn to keep his torture chamber better equipped. Still, the straps held him well enough for him to grow sick with the scene before him. 

The seventh prince was pretty sure the first prince was about to make him rape the ninth princess.

Harrick was greater than that, though. He was going to free himself, then her, and kill the bastard prancing around half naked while their sister screamed. He flexed again; the leather snapped open on his left arm. Harry wrenched his right free, grabbed a whip from where it hung on the wall next to him and let it fly with a flick of his wrist. 

The guard holding his sister's thigh screamed as his eye popped, spattering blood and tissue over the one across the table from him. His shriek melded with the female ones, echoing through the chamber. Harry slashed forward three more times in quick succession, blinding two of the filthy guards. 

He glanced at his brother. The man was a grinning fool, watching the show. Just like their father, the firstborn reveled in other people's pain. Harry wondered how the eldest prince would enjoy experiencing his own torture. He was about to find out. 

As the first guard held his hands to his eyes as if trying to stop the blood flow, Harry unsheathed the sword and used it to kill its own master by sinking it into the man's exposed side. He pushed through the hindrance of ribs, twisting to break the bones under his weight. 

He utilized the wooden butt of the whip to smash the face of the guard rushing him. Harry yanked the sword free by kicking the limp body off it. He swung it into the neck of the third guard. The warm spray of blood splattered over his arms and chest. He spat, eyeing the fourth and last enemy, who still had his hands on his sister. 

"Let her go." 

"No, you'll kill me!" The guard cried, shuddering and making himself small behind her slender trembling shoulders. 

"I won't. I'll let you live." Harry tried a smile and was pretty sure he failed at seeming nice when the guard paled even more. "Promise." 

The guard glanced at the eldest Tearney, then back at the younger. He bolted for the closed double doors. 

Harry lunged, swinging the sword hard with both hands, bending the unfortunate man in half as he swung the sword into his middle. "I didn't say how long I'd let you live." He growled, head-butting the man. When the guard fell, he planted the end of the blade into his thick neck and left it there. Striding away, he grabbed his sister's thin arm and yanked her behind him. With her pressed to his back, he felt her constant trembles, which emblazoned his anger. He turned, keeping her flush against him as he flipped the whip back and forth in his free hand. The lazy slaps of leather against the stone floor mixed with the shuffles of his and her feet. 

"Bravo." The eldest smiled, clapping three times slowly as his hands shifted to claws. 

"Show isn't over yet." 

"No? You think you can kill me? Your own brother?"

"You lost the privilege of my caring for you the moment you began worshiping father." Harry tasted the bile at the mention of the man. He swallowed it down, circling them to stay squared up with the eldest as he moved around them. "Semir, have you thought about what you've been doing?" He couldn’t concentrate enough to partially shift. He could kill her if he tried.

The first prince grinned, "I have, and I love every minute of it. It's a pity you won't join in on the fun. You and I, we are closer than you think. We have the exact same blood, same father, same mother. I know you want to." 

Harrick shuddered, making his sister whimper behind him.

"Yarra is delicious. I branded her, but you can have a taste." 

"Please don't. Please. Please. Please." 

The sobs behind him wrecked his heart. No princess, no sister of his should fear her brothers this much. She shouldn't have to beg for common decency. 

But that wasn't the kind of family they were born into. 

Harry sighed, calming the storm of emotions within. "Yarra is under my protection now. I hate I couldn't get free in time to save her from your torture, or knew that you were..." Rage entered and tore through him again as he ground out, "That you were raping her sooner. I would have ended you long ago. Before you ever touched her."

She was still so young, too. Then again, Harrick felt decades older than his age. He'd grown up too fast, had to so he could survive.

In stopping the spiral of self-hate for not being enough, Harrick flicked the whip out. The end slashing a streak across Semir's hip wasn't what he'd planned. His brother was still nimble. 

"I need you to go to that corner, Yarra, please?" Harry murmured, knowing he'd get them
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