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“As in usual fashion with this series, it is not just about Billy, Mongo and Mira. It is so much more! It has suspense and tragedy and so many emotions will run through you like sadness, anger, hope, lust and most definitely, love. The ending will make you gasp and want for more! I can’t get enough of this series and unequivocally recommend reading this story as well as the whole series!”

.../ Joy Westerfield

“Linzi Basset really delves into some serious emotions such as forgiveness, acceptance, revenge and love in Billy and Mongo. We learn the back story to the pair's solid friendship as well as the respect and platonic love they have for one another. Add in a feisty Latina who's set her sights on the duo, the chance to exact vengeance on an old formidable enemy and a couple "wow, I didn't see that coming " twists. What more could you ask for?”

.../ Melanie Marnell
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Dear Reader, 

Castle Sin is a dark BDSM suspense series.

A tale of renewed hope, love, and new beginnings.

Castle Sin

Seven Masters

Seven Dungeons

Seven Times the Kink

“The question is, do I have the patience to wait until you make a move, or do I find other Doms to scratch my ... itch?”

Mira Garcia didn’t pull punches and she wasn’t scared to sass Doms. Now, she’d set her sights on the new addition to Castle Sin, the powerful duo, Masters Cougar and Crow. She had been looking for the perfect fit for many years and now that she found them, she had no intention of wasting time playing the game of seduction. They were her happy ever after and they had better live up to her expectations ... and be quick about it too! 

“I have a suspicion we’re going to have our hands full with that one.”

Billy and Mongo had traveled a long and winding road together. One that led them to Castle Sin. Now, living a life on the straight and narrow, they found the woman they needed to make them whole again—a silver-haired vixen who wasn’t afraid to take what she wanted. The brat in her was the perfect match to soothe the beasts that had ruled their lives for too long.

Across continents, demons from Mongo and Billy’s past threaten to unravel everything they have worked so hard for. Instead of running from them, the duo runs head-on toward them with the intent to annihilate the threat and finally be free. In the path of destruction, there are revelations that prove there is more at stake than just their lives. More valuable things to lose.

Would the trio survive the fight to be free of the ghosts of their past that threatened their happy ever after?  

Editor’s note:

A story that neatly tucks away any loose ends from the Castle Sin Series (except for the final book of course) ... this is more than just romance, and lust, and debauchery but true friendship, the lengths we will go to for the people we love, revenge, justice, and humanity with all the same sexy as hell kink we have come to know and love.  

I trust you will enjoy this story.

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset
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Nine years ago ... The northern states of Adamawa, a so-called Islamic State in Nigeria, West Africa Province... 

“You fucking coward!” Mongo shouted at the laughing man as his soldiers locked the heavy iron grid in place over the oubliette—his accommodation, as the bastard leader of the Nigerian Boko Haram, got the utmost pleasure in constantly reminding him, for the past two years. A square hole in the ground, barely big enough for his large frame to lie down on the hard earth. The only way out was through the hole too high up for him to climb out, especially since the walls of the hole were slick with hardening mud. 

“You still haven’t learned respect for our leader, have you?” Kunle, the leader of the soldiers sneered. He leaned over to squint at the large man glaring up at him. The last of the sunrays of the day glimmered on his shaved head. “Threatening him was a mistake, Sanusi. Now, the blood of your wife and son is on your hands.”

Mongo went quiet. His body turned to stone as he struggled to breathe. He recalled Abukar’s warning all too well earlier that day when he’d defied him like he always did when ordered to kill, rape and plunder. 

“Defy me again today, Sanusi, and your wife and sweet little boy are dead! Do you fucking hear me?”

Since 2009, an insurgency calling itself The People Committed to the Propagation of the Prophet’s Teachings and Jihad had caused devastating insecurity, impoverishment, displacement, and other suffering in Nigeria’s poor and arid North-East Zone. The group was better known to the world as Boko Haram, and although the Nigerian Government and military mobilized against it, intense insecurity and violence not only persisted but increased year after year. As a result, the Nigerian military had been put on the defensive. 

“Spit it out your asshole,” he managed to croak. His heart beat a rapid staccato inside his chest. 

“Did you think he made empty promises?” Kunle cackled boisterously. “He never does, but at least you can rest assured their deaths came quickly ... well, sort of. Abukar was too infuriated to make them suffer on your behalf.”

“You’re lying.” His voice was so soft, it was almost as if Kunle imagined the words. 

“Am I?” He reached into his pocket and flung an object into the hole. “Maybe you’ll remember what that is?”

Mongo’s scream could be heard for miles as he picked up the severed finger, still carrying the simple gold wedding band she’d never removed since the day they got married. The nail was torn and filled with blood, a sign that she had fought her assailant ... all for nothing—and all his fault. 

“Just in case you still doubt me ... Abukar offered you this gift.” 

This time Mongo sank to his knees as he stared with a bleeding heart at the long, neat braids that had always been his wife’s pride and joy—still attached to the skin. The bastard had skinned her ... to bring him proof. He slowly raised his head. His eyes shone like the black hole of Tarsus as he said through clenched teeth, “For this, I will make sure you suffer greatly and for their deaths, your leader will pray for his own. Neither of you are going to die easy, that much I promise you.” 
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“I have to get out of this fucking hole,” Mongo growled as he walked the couple of steps back and forth. It had been two months since his family had been killed. Two months of increased hell. He’d been tortured, beaten, and starved for his continued defiance and attempts to kill Abukar. Because of that, he wasn’t taken on raids anymore but kept in the hole all the time, except when they felt the need to whip or torture him. The security had increased, the chains and shackles had become a permanent fixture and left his skin torn and bloody all the time. 

“I need to get my shit together. Going into a rage every time I see that bastard isn’t going to get me anywhere.”

Mongo continued to pace. He had been forgotten. Not only by his own militia group of soldiers but also by his brother-in-law, who was a government official and had the authority to instigate a rescue mission. Still, here he was, almost three years later with not a single attempt to free him. Not that it mattered. He had nothing to go back to. His family was gone, dead and all because he’d taunted the mighty Boko Haram leader. He might as well have died too. At least that way, he’d be with his family again. His gaze drifted to the pus running from his ankles. Soon, he’d die of gangrene anyway, so what the fuck. 

“No! It matters! Their deaths matter and it’s the only thing keeping me alive and fighting for release. One way or the other, I will avenge their death.”

He sat down and stared sightlessly at the darkening sky. The camp was quiet apart from a couple of whores and cooks scattered about. The soldiers had left an hour ago on a raid that would last until the early morning hours. They had been on a rampage over the past week, hitting one town after the other to stamp their widening reign all over the country. 

His eyes closed as he leaned his head back against the wall. He’d just fallen asleep when the loud grating sound of the iron grid being moved overhead woke him. 

“Mongo Sanusi, is that you?”

Mongo blinked as he squinted upward. The darkening sun behind the man leaning over hid his face but the American accent was undeniable, as was the voice he hadn’t heard in over three years. Billy Hewitt, the Green Beret Commander he had helped to capture a violent terrorist ... and the reason he had ended up as Boko Haram’s prisoner. 

“Yeah, it’s me.”

“Heads up. I’m throwing down the ladder.”

“What are you doing here?” Mongo slowly got to his feet, unable to comprehend what was happening as the ladder rattled toward him.

“Rescuing you from a fate worse than hell it seems.” 

Mongo snorted at Billy’s usual droll humor as he started climbing the ladder. It took him twice as long as usual and he realized he was much weaker than he’d thought.

“Jesus, you look and smell like shit. How long have you been stuck in that fucking hole?”

“Too long for it to matter.”

“Fuck me,” he said as he noticed Mongo’s shrunken, bruised, and bloodied frame, proof that he’d been locked up and tortured for a long time. He looked around as they hunched low behind a truck. “And no one came to your rescue?”

“Stupid question.”

“Yeah, I guess it is. We have to get out of here. My lookout told me the first vehicles are already on their way back.”

“I can’t run,” Mongo yanked on the chains. “I can’t fucking go anywhere with this still attached to that pole.”

“They must be shit scared of you.” Billy didn’t waste time and quickly dug out the key from the pocket of the guard he’d knocked out earlier. He made short work of unshackling Mongo, cursing as he noticed the condition of his ankles and wrists. “Let’s go.”

Their progress was slow and painful to Mongo. “This isn’t going to work and since I have no desire to find myself in a hole next to yours ...” Billy stopped and before Mongo could protest. flung him over his shoulder and started jogging through the forest. 

“I’m too fucking heavy. Put me down,” Mongo protested as he struggled to be set down. 

“You might be a tall motherfucker but you’ve clearly been starved for a long time. You’re nothing but skin and bones, my man.”

Within two hours, Mongo found himself being carried into a military chopper but noticed that the men attending to his wounds were not army soldiers. 

“How did you know I was in trouble?”

“I have my resources, and besides, I owe you. You saved my life. Now, I’ve paid my debt.”

“You don’t owe me shit but I owe you more than my life. I owe you my forever gratitude, but you’re a Green Beret. You’ll get court-martialed for this.”

“Gmphf, fat chance of that, my friend. I left the military long ago.”

“And I’ll be forever grateful to you but I can’t leave. I have to avenge my family’s death.” Mongo bore upright. 

“Keep still.” Billy stared at him for long moments. “I heard your wife and son had been killed and I can understand the need for revenge but apart from that, what do you have to go back to, Mongo?”

“I have to honor my family!”

“Not in the condition you’re in. Look, my team left enough proof behind that you were killed by wild animals during your supposed escape. They’re not going to look for you. You need time to recover completely and if you still wish to come back once you are ... I’ll support you. Hell, I’ll even come back and help you. For now, you need to rebuild yourself ... your life. That is the best you can do in honor of your family. Lift yourself above those bastards and cherish their memories.”

Mongo knew he was right. In his current condition, he was useless and his militia group, friends, and family had proved his life wasn’t worth anything to any of them. It was a stranger, from a foreign country, that believed he was worthy of being saved. 

For that, he would offer him his service ... but he would never forget or forgive. 

“You’re right, but one day I will be back and Abukar Shedau will die for what he did to my family.”
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Present day ... The Royal Dungeon, Castle Sin ... The wedding reception of Danton Hill and Vera Thorne ...

“Same as always, Billy?”

“Am I that predictable?” Billy Hewitt didn’t take offense. He was a relatively simple man with tastes to complement the person he was. The kind of life he’d lived had made him immune to what people thought of him. Except for his daughter, Ava. Since he’d found out that her mother hadn’t aborted her like he and his father had expected her to, his life had changed. For one, he’d walked away from crime. As one of the most highly paid assassins to whoever offered the most financial benefit meant he had generated enough liquid assets to live in luxury without lifting a finger for the rest of his life. 

The Sinclairs and their security firm, Be Secure Enterprises, had offered him and his friend, Mongo Sanusi, a different option. Now, along with them, they fought the battle of the good. 

“I wouldn’t be much of a barman if I didn’t know my customers’ moods.” Kevin, also a training Dom at Castle Sin Academy, winked as he handed him a double shot of tequila. 

“If you’re hitting the hard stuff this early, I assume I’ll be playing alone tonight.” Mongo joined him but declined a drink. He sat facing the entertainment area, his onyx eyes trailing over the guests until his gaze settled on the long, silvery tresses of a woman across the room. “Which would be a pity, since I believe her interest in me includes you.”

Mongo’s eyes did a thorough gander over her body. His hands itched to circle her decanter-shaped waist, a perfect contour for her tall, yet curvy figure. Even over the distance he could see the impeccable, marble hue of her complexion. Her crescent-shaped eyebrows eased down gently to velvet black languid eyelashes blinking very slowly—something he’d noticed earlier in the day she tended to blink very slowly. He smiled as her pixie nose inched a notch higher. He suspected she was aware of his scrutiny but kept her eyes on the women she was chatting with. 

His breath staggered in his throat as she broke into a smile and her beguiling, oyster-white teeth lit up the room. Like every time he’d seen it, he felt an electric current jolt through him. He was mesmerized as she dragged Venus red fingernails through the luxurious and silky silver tresses that plunged around her photogenic face, hiding a swan’s neck, elegant and smooth. He imagined how her nebulous, Eden green eyes glimmered as she laughed at something Rose, Kane’s wife said. Billy had christened their sparkle as ‘joie de vivre’ when they’d first met her. He’d been right. Everything about her shouted an exuberant enjoyment of life. 

“You know I’m right.”

Billy didn’t need to ask who he was referring to. Their attraction to the tall and statuesque woman oozing with sensual confidence had been triggered the day they’d accompanied Danton and Vera to her fashion design shop in Key West. This was the first time they had the opportunity to take her up on the blatant interest she’d shown at the time ... toward both of them.

“You should know better by now never to make assumptions, my friend.”

Mongo cut a look sideways. “Friend,” he mused with a belligerent expression on his face. “We’ve come a long way, haven’t we, Billy?”

“Indeed we have, and I for one am glad you finally accepted that we’re equal and you owe me nothing.”

“I’ll always owe you for saving me from those bastards. If not for that, I’d either be dead by now or given in and turned into a shitfaced and ruthless terrorist.”

“All I did was repay the favor you did for me years earlier, Mongo.” He jabbed him in the side. “I’m just glad you stopped calling me master and sir.”

“Yeah, well, I felt it was appropriate at the time, but since we’ve gone legit we each have a specific role to play.” His eyes glimmered with mirth. “Except in here. I must admit, it’s a hell of a lot more fun playing with a sub as a team.”

“Hmm, the only problem is, we’re equally dominant in the dungeon.”

“True, but it doesn’t seem to bother the subs we scene with.”

Billy’s gaze drifted across the room to settle on the silver-haired woman. 

“Care to take a bet it would be different with her?”

“Yeah, I got the same feeling.” Mongo shrugged. “We’ll just have to decide upfront who takes the lead with every scene.”

“I’m good with that.”

Billy laughed as he looked at him. “So, which one of us is gonna step back for the other to run point tonight?”

“Fuck, if you don’t bring the military into everything.” Mongo smirked. “I sure as hell won’t willingly let you lead our first scene.”

“I guess there’s only one way then.” Billy dug a coin out of his pocket. “Shall we flip?”

“Heads.”

Billy flicked the coin and snapped it mid-air. “Ready?” he asked as he held his fist over the bar. 

“I sincerely hope you’re not flipping a coin to decide who is going to fuck me tonight because if you are, I definitely misjudged the two of you.”

The two men’s gazes locked at the husky and sensual drawl behind them. Billy turned to face her. 

“Quite presumptuous of you to think you’re even in our scope tonight, Mira.”

“Queen.” Mira Garcia had the perfect sub name and it fit her regal demeanor to a T. “In the BDSM world I’m known as Queen.”

“Why am I not surprised?” Billy grumbled. 

“That I’m named Queen or that I know you want to fuck me?” She jutted a hip forward. One eyebrow hitched higher. “I’m not an innocent trainee or a young, insecure woman. I have lived a full life and had my share of men. I’ve been a submissive for the past twenty-plus years. Believe me, I know when a Dom wants my ass.” An elegant finger flicked from one to the other. “And you two have been ogling me all day.” Her toe tapped an impatient rhythm on the wood floor. “The question is, do I have the patience to wait until you make a move, or do I find other Doms to scratch my ... itch?”

“Fair warning, Queen. With us, being a brat will get your ass whipped and your pussy stuck high in the air to be fucked for hours.” Billy’s eyes darkened in warning. “And not necessarily by us.”

Her eyes glimmered and with a cocky smile, she spun about. She glanced back at them over her shoulder as she sashayed toward the dungeon. “Is that a promise, Sir?”

They watched her until she disappeared through the heavy carved doors before Billy reached for his drink and downed it. 

“I have a suspicion we’re going to have our hands full with that one,” Mongo said as he got up and stretched lazily. 

“Indeed.” Billy slapped him on the shoulder. “And I’m looking forward to triggering the brat in her all the time.”

“Ah, there's a method in your madness then.” Mongo laughed since he’d wondered why Billy had taunted her. It wasn’t in their nature to share once they’d decided on a sub. “We do love us some brat’s ass, don’t we?”

“We better move. I find that I don’t like the idea of any other Dom touching her, let alone fucking her.” Billy’s eyes darkened. “Tonight or any other night for that matter.”

“Agreed. I believe it’s time to clip sub Queen’s wings for good.” 
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The zing of blood through her veins sparked her brain fully awake after the sparring with Billy and Mongo. Her smile grew of its own accord as she walked into the whipping chamber and headed toward the corner. From what the subs had said, they formed a powerful force as a twofer, which excited the hell out of her. Threesomes were her thing and she had no interest in one or the other. She wanted both. Nevertheless, she wasn’t a rookie or a meek submissive. She knew what she wanted and she was known to go after it with all engines running. 

Tonight she wanted their full attention on her ... no eyes wandering to younger, tighter, and perkier bodies. Only on her and her naughty bits. The sex swing was the perfect tool to aid her in the quest to entice them. 

“It’s going to be fun catching them in my web. After tonight, they won’t want anyone else.” She reached her destination and yanked on the black leather straps of the sex swing strung up from the rafters. “They fucking better not. It’s me and only me or they can move along rapidly.”

“Talking to oneself is said to be a sign of old age.”

Mira cast a sharp glare at Shane who walked closer with an amused quirk of one eyebrow. The orange band around his bicep indicated he was on DM duty. 

“If anyone knows that, it’d be you.” She smiled as he laughed. Her preference for a menage scene was well known to the Masters of the Castle, “Since you’re here, I need help.” The chains attached to the swing clanked as she wiggled it back and forth. 

“Playing solo on a sex swing is no fun, Queen.”

“Oh, I don’t believe I’ll be alone for too long. You know me. The more, the merrier!” Her face lit up with a sassy grin. “So? Are you gonna help a little subbie out?”

She stepped in front of the swing and grabbed hold of the straps. 

“Happy to help but you seem a tad overdressed to play on a sex swing, my pet.” He watched her with amused eyes. “If you tell me who you’re waiting on I’d be able to guide you in what their expectations would be for a scene on the swing.”

“Hm, I guess you’re right.” She shifted her weight as she glanced toward the entrance. 

“I don’t believe it. The super confident Queen of the dungeon is insecure? Hm, I guess the lucky duo don’t know they’ve been chosen to scene with you yet?”

“If they didn’t get the hint, I’m wasting my time.” Her cheek dimpled enticingly. “But I don’t believe I am.”

“Then why the look of concern?”

“They’re the ones I want, Shane. Whom I’ve been searching for all my life and now that I found them ... I’m shit scared I’ll fuck it up by being too forward, too demanding, and too ...” she gestured at herself, “too me.” She gazed at him imploringly. “You know what I mean?”

“If you’re too much for them, they’re not the ones for you, Mira. You are one of the most confident and beautiful women I’ve ever met. You’re aging backwards and become more elegantly enticing every year. As a sub,” he smirked, “you’re a handful but if you chose well, I believe it’s exactly what will keep them enchanted and at a guess, demanding exclusivity off the bat.”

“You think so?”

“I know so, especially if it’s who I believe them to be.”

She looked sharply at him. “You’re too clever for your boots, Master Fox.”

“So, if it’s Master Crow and Master Cougar, I’d—”

“Since when do you allocate animal totem names to members outside of the family?” she interjected quickly.

“Since blood doesn’t define family, my pet.” He regarded her for a moment. “I’m right, aren’t I? About Billy and Mongo?”

The tint of rose coloring her cheeks was answer enough. 

“Why Crow and Cougar? Doesn’t a crow have negative connotations?”

“A crow is associated with both positive and negative symbolic meanings. He’s a mystery, intelligent, sees the higher perspective, and is fearless and audacious. Our Master Crow has proven to be all that, as well as being flexible, adaptable, and mischievous. He has an amazing insight into all challenges we throw at him.”

Mira played with the straps as she considered all the traits Shane had described. She didn’t know the two men that well, but from everything she’d heard over the past couple of weeks, she believed she’d come to know their individual strengths. 

“Mongo.”

“Correct. Now, Master Cougar has shown leadership in how he stands firm behind convictions. He’s confident, clever, and always aware of his surroundings and feelings of those he cares for. He exerts power in all aspects of his life by being observant, patient, and strong. But make no mistake, my pet, he has a powerful and primal dominion that makes him the man he is.”

“Are you saying he’s the alpha between the two?” Mira was disappointed. She had scened with many duos but preferred both Doms to be equally in charge. She didn’t want to fight for a spot as the submissive to a Master in the relationship. 

“No, they are equal but when Master Cougar takes charge, he does it with a balance of power and control.”

She relaxed visibly. The smile on her face was one of acceptance. 

“Well, I’d say our newest Masters at Castle Sin’s wings are about to be clipped. It’ll be interesting to watch it unfold,” Shane chuckled. He gestured up and down her body. “If indeed it’s them you wish to scene with, you best do so naked, subbie. They love to play with all the peaks and swales of a woman’s body.”

“Naked it’ll be then.” Mira didn't hesitate to rid herself of the lace tunic she’d worn over a matching set of bra and panties, specifically designed to entice and seduce for the wedding reception in the dungeon ... of course, with the two powerful men in mind. She’d decided the day she’d met them when Danton had brought Vera to her shop for a wedding dress that she wanted them. What she’d learned since then about the two men had only strengthened her resolve that they were her destiny ... her future and her happily ever after. 

She hesitated as she was about to slip out of the panties. Her smile was sensual as she winked at Shane. “On the other hand, why make it easy for them, right? A sub should never appear too eager.”

Shane shook his head as she picked up the bra and put it back on. 

“Well, what are you waiting for, Master Fox? Get me strapped into the swing.”

“I hope those two know what they’re getting themselves into,” he muttered as he diligently stepped closer. 
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Chapter Two
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“Holy fuck ... now isn’t that a sight for sore eyes,” Billy said as they stopped in the entrance of the whipping chamber. It wasn’t a surprise that their eyes had homed in on the silver hair shimmering in the dim light of the sconces against the wall. To find her strapped into a sex swing with her eyes trained on them ... well, that plainly knocked their socks off. Her intention was clear in the inviting glimmer in her eyes. She was waiting for them ... offering her submission unconditionally and without being asked. 

They weren’t new to BDSM but hadn’t indulged in going to clubs too often over the years ... until they’d come to Castle Sin, that is. It was, however, the first time they encountered such a forward and demanding sub. On the other hand, she was the perfect fit for them. As powerful as they were, a lesser sub would’ve easily bored them. 

“Let’s not keep the little subbie waiting,” Mongo said as he thumped Billy on the shoulder. “I’ve been meaning to test out those swings since we arrived.”

They approached her with measured steps until they circled her slowly, checking the bindings. The intention with a sex swing was to immobilize a sub and allow the Dom to decide how and when she moved. There were numerous kinds of swings, but the one the clever subbie had chosen allowed access to every inch of her body.

“Hmm, it seems this subbie is only after some light petting and play, Master Crow,” Billy said as he hooked a finger in the strap at the back of her bra and released it with a sharp snap. 

“Shit!” Mira gasped at the painful sting. 

“Do you think this invitation was even meant for us, Master Cougar?” Billy trailed a negligent finger around her belly button, watching her eyes flair with every slide of skin against skin. 

“You know it was,” she said in a breathy voice. She was shaken at how easily the two men managed to arouse her. Shit, her panties had been soaked the moment their eyes had met when they’d entered the dungeon—a sign of her preparedness and excitement to be controlled by the two powerful Masters. 

“Whatever made you believe we’d be interested in a fully dressed sub? Especially on the swing.” Billy walked around her to stand next to Mongo. 

“I have always found that there is a certain element of surprise in the unwrapping of a present.” The husky intonation of her voice tugged at their testosterone. She wiggled her buttocks invitingly. “Come, Masters, unwrap your present.”

“Just like that? No discussion about dos and don'ts?” Billy watched her with amusement. His cock twitched excitedly as she looked them up and down speculatively. 

“If my instincts about you are correct, my guess is that you already checked my limit list and know all my dos and don’ts. Other than that, I have always trusted my first impressions of a Dom so ... I kindly suggest that you stop wasting time on trivial matters and get over here. As I mentioned earlier ... I have an itch that needs urgent attention.”

“Hmm, it seems this subbie needs to be taught that patience is a virtue, Master Crow.” Billy took a step closer. He seemed enamored watching his finger trace the edge of the lace panties from the side of her hips down between her legs to retrace the path on the other side. He was amazed at the visible reaction to his touch, the way her thigh muscles bunched under the slide of his fingers. 

“Indeed ... but personally, I think it’s a lesson to be learned at a later stage. For now, I’m very interested in viewing our ... present.” 

“Oh for fuck’s sake! Do you always talk so much during a scene? Just get to it already,” she snapped irritably. “Oww! That hurt, damn you,” she protested at the sharp crack of Mongo’s huge paw striking in quick succession against her buttocks. 

“I suggest you curb that tongue of yours, Queen,” he warned darkly. 

“Unless you’d rather have a punishment scene instead of an erotic one.” Billy smiled as she shot a sharp look at him. “We’ll be happy to oblige either way.”

“My apologies for my insolence, but you can hardly blame me since you took your sweet ol’ time getting here.”

“Well, since she admitted to her misconduct, I believe we can let it slide ... this once,” Mongo said as the bra fluttered to the floor. 

He stood behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist to cup her breasts. His large hands completely covered them, making her feel small and vulnerable but oh so wanted, especially as she looked up to find Billy staring at her with growing lust. 

“Fuck if that isn’t the most beautiful sight ever, my friend. Your dark skin against her milky white complexion ... who would’ve thought there would be such beauty in a contrast such as that.”

Mira pressed against Mongo as he squeezed her breasts and then brushed his palms back and forth over the distended nipples. 

“Ohh, that feels so good, Master Crow.”

She smiled as Billy fisted the front of her panties and with a wiggle of his eyebrows, tore it from her hips. The flimsy piece of lace landed on top of the bra. 

“Now, the fun begins.” His voice deepened as he took in her shaved pussy. “Such silky softness,” he murmured as he placed his hand between her legs and teasingly brushed it back and forth. “And so hot and wet.”

“All primed and ready for you, Master Cougar.” Mira never minced words and even less played games with her desires or what she wanted in a scene. It was one of the reasons why she’d been so popular among all the Doms, old and young. 

“Then let’s see if playing with swings is still as exciting as when we were boys.” Mongo smiled broadly as he pulled the pulley that lifted the sling of the swing higher. He measured it so that her hips were at the same height as his. Her feet dangled in the air. “This about right for you too, Master Cougar?”

Billy stepped into the V between her thighs and grinded his crotch against her softness. She moaned with pleasure as her pussy flushed in response. She was still generating enough natural lubrication when highly aroused. At her age, it was a true blessing. 

“Perfect.” He caught her hands as she reached for his shoulders. “No touching in this scene, my pet. This is all for our pleasure remember? Our present to uncover.”

And uncover they did. Mongo’s hands discovered all the trigger points of her breasts, nipples, and neck while Billy concentrated on showering her lower body with licks and kisses until she was a molten mess ... and they hadn’t even brought the swing into play yet! 

Billy bit warningly into her clit as her hands locked around his head. “I see those hands are going to be a problem. Clasp them behind your neck or grab onto the sling.”

She obeyed immediately and clung to the rubber bands of the sling. 

“Good girl,” Mongo rasped into her ear. She moaned as he gently sucked on an earlobe. 

“Ooh!” she gasped as he unexpectedly pulled the ropes to force her upper body to arch backwards into a bow. Billy yanked on the chains, spreading her legs so wide that her knees brushed against her shoulders. Her mind spun at the speed with which they ratcheted up their seduction, not that it should have come as a surprise. 

“You have to see this, Master Crow. Such a perfect pink little pussy the likes of which I haven’t seen in a very long time.” 

Mira moaned as Mongo moved to join Billy. Her cheeks burned as she felt their hot gazes on her completely spread open pussy. 

“Well, this is definitely a scene worthy of watching,” Shane’s deep voice penetrated her lust-filled mind. She groaned as she identified more voices from the Sinclair Masters in the background. “Mind if we watch?”

“Be our guest,” Billy said as he yanked on the chains to tilt her hips higher until they were at shoulder height. He breathed in deeply. “Hmm, I love her bouquet, Mongo ... very inviting indeed.” His fingers toggled her clit and then teased it with fluttery brushes over the swelling tip. She moaned as he slipped two fingers deep inside her pussy. “No man can resist such an invitation,” he growled as he lowered his head to lick her clit, sucking and nibbling on it until Mira’s moans and cries provided a symphony of carnal pleasure. He bit into the nub as he thrust his fingers deeper and toggled the sweet spot inside her with merciless swipes. He shook his head, once, twice as he added a third finger. 

“Fuck!” Mira screamed, arching her body as a climax rippled through her, throwing her to the crest of a wave of pleasure that he ruthlessly kept her riding on until another orgasm made her twitch and twist in the swing. “I can’t breathe,” she gasped as she struggled to come down to earth, her body still spasming wildly. She hadn’t expected to come so quickly or so hard, let alone in such quick succession but she couldn’t be happier. 

She had chosen wisely. 

Billy reluctantly lifted his mouth and pulled on the chains and drew her upright carefully. With a smile of satisfaction on his face, he massaged her shoulders while Mongo clasped her hips from behind to hold her against him, drawing a husky moan from her as she felt his huge cock digging into her soft buttocks.

“That was a beautiful climax, Queen, but there’s one problem,” Billy said darkly. 

“Ah shit,” Mira whispered as she battled to catch her breath. 

“Care to enlighten us what it is?” Mongo prodded her. 

“I didn’t ask for permission.”

“Ah, so you do know the rules, I see.” Billy tweaked her nipples. 

“I’m sorry, Master Cougar, but it happened so unexpectedly there was no time to ask.”

“Hmm.” Suddenly their hands were everywhere. Mira felt her body reacting all too eagerly, which stunned her, especially since it was immediately after the multiple climaxes she just had. She realized they had no intention of giving her a breather as Billy pulled on a chain that caused her upper body to arch back. Her breasts jutted upward; an invitation neither of them could resist. 

“Yess,” she moaned as two mouths closed around her nipples and sucked and nibbled until they were sensitive and tender from their ruthless ministrations. Her lower body began to throb in tandem with her clit that was demanding another climax. “Oh fuck, please.” 

Billy sucked her breast as far as he could into his mouth with Mongo following suit. She panted, unsure of their intent. With low growls, they bit down and slowly dragged their teeth against her skin as they pulled back, their teeth scraping sharply and arousingly until they reached the areolas. She jerked as they bit down harder and as one pulled as hard and as far as her nipples would stretch. She screamed as the pain of the act tore through her but just as quickly was replaced by the warm explosion of lust deep inside her. Just as rapidly as before, she hovered on the brink of another climax. 

“Please what, my pet?” Mongo said around her nipple.

“F-fuck me. Oh god, please.”

“Remember the rule for this scene, my pet. You do not have permission to come again. When we’re ready for you to climax, we’ll tell you. Understood?”
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