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Raw Kate Hill
Sunlight of the Soul is a place both feared and desired by members of the vampire underground. There anyone with the courage to enter its shadowy depths must endure terrifying and irresistible sexual challenges. In each of three chambers, one of the visitors’ senses is masked and they encounter Masters of Ecstasy who teach them more about their innermost fears and desires than they ever imagined possible. In Sunlight of the Soul the phrase “see no evil, hear no evil, speak no evil” becomes frighteningly real.
Ivan, the ancient and mysterious vampire who owns Sunlight of the Soul, has mastered the art of lust yet his heart is cold, except when it comes to his servant, Gideon. After years of tireless service, Gideon deserves a reward. Ivan offers him any one thing he wishes and the handsome servant’s answer provides the chance to release their hidden lust.
Gideon has loved his Master for ages, but has never overstepped the bounds dictated by his position as a servant. For too long he has punished himself for loving Ivan by denying his powerful physical desires. Now, given the chance to have anything he wants, he asks Ivan to allow him entry to Sunlight of the Soul as a visitor instead of a servant. He will endure the carnal exercises of the three chambers with Ivan as his personal Master of Ecstasy, meting out pleasure and pain until neither can resist the deep emotions between them.
Chapter One
Candlelight flickered on the faces of the two men and the woman seated at the rectangular oak table. Filling their bowls from a simple black tureen, Gideon studied his company. The tall, dark-haired woman, Melinda, sat quietly at the middle section of the table, enjoying her bowl of soup. Her thickly-lashed blue eyes rarely left her husband, Zigor, the stern, black-haired man seated at one end of the table. Though impressively built and stunningly handsome, Zigor didn’t hold Gideon’s attention nearly as much as his host who occupied the table’s other end.
Master Ivan, owner of the vampire haven Sunlight of the Soul, sat straight and tall in the high-backed, medieval-style chair. Decorative scarring created by silver needles covered his shaved scalp, trailing down the back of his neck to disappear beneath his simple, yet elegant, black shirt. Gideon knew the scarring covered his back as well, the artist’s lines marred only by a few other scars sustained in battle rather than by choice.
When they’d met over eight hundred years ago, Ivan had been a warrior, clad all in black armor, and Gideon a peasant Ivan rescued from death at the hands of vampire hunters. Changed by a hit-and-run vampire who’d left Gideon with no understanding of what he had become, he had lived in torment and self-disgust, almost been grateful for the hunters’ intervention. Ivan had broken the chains binding Gideon with a single swipe of his sword. Gideon had stood, trembling, before this ugly yet compelling creature, expecting a death even more horrible than the one planned by the hunters.
In a darkened chamber within his mountainside castle, the tall, powerfully built warrior had personally tended Gideon’s wounds. In exchange for training and shelter, Gideon became Ivan’s personal servant. In time, the ravaged peasant became a warrior of quality and a man of independence. When he’d learned all he could, Ivan offered him
freedom, but Gideon had no desire to leave the man he had come to love more than he dared admit.
Gideon considered himself fortunate that Ivan had allowed him to stay for so many centuries. Though he longed to deepen their relationship, he knew that would inevitably cause them to split. In spite of all they’d endured together, a barrier still existed between them. If he attempted to cross that barrier, Ivan would pull back.
Gideon often wondered what prevented Ivan from taking permanent companions. Over the years he’d tried to pry subtly into his past, but Ivan was impenetrable.
As if sensing the direction Gideon’s thoughts had taken, Ivan’s piercing gaze met his. At one time his Master had been able to easily read his mind, but over the years Gideon’s telepathic skills had increased, matching Ivan’s. Now neither could read the other without permission. Gideon was more inclined to allow such intimacy than Ivan ever was.
After so many centuries hungering for a man he couldn’t have, Gideon was growing restless. Sometimes he sensed Ivan knew this, yet nothing changed between them.
“Is there anything else you require?” Gideon asked, glancing around the table.
“No. Thank you,” Ivan replied, his gaze still locked on his servant’s.
Gideon nodded. On the way out of the dining room, he heard Zigor say to Ivan, “I’m looking forward to practicing tonight.”
“May I join you?” Melinda asked. “I love swordplay.”
“We’ll fence later,” Zigor told her. “You wouldn’t enjoy the session Ivan and I have planned.”
“But --”
Zigor turned to Melinda who seemed to melt beneath his gaze. “Yes, Zigor.”
Gideon understood how she felt. When Ivan cast a similar look in his direction, he found it difficult to resist as well. Sighing, he considered how some vampires truly deserved the title Master.
Men like Ivan and Zigor lived lives of self-control, seeking out physical and emotional challenges that would destroy lesser men. It was their fascination with pain, discipline and sex that had secured their friendship and prompted them to open havens where their kind could sate their vampiric lust and seek refuge in times of need. Ivan had founded Sunlight of the Soul in Denver and Zigor had established Burgundy Peak in New York City. In spite of their harsh natures, Zigor and Ivan lived by a code of honor. Vampires who abused their power were not welcome in their territories and in the vicinity of Burgundy Peak and Sunlight of the Soul, mortals and immortals alike were generally safe from harm by vampires.
In the kitchen, Gideon placed the tureen on the counter, walked to the window and gazed out at the starry sky. He inhaled deeply, his thoughts drifting to similar nights centuries ago when he and Ivan had been new to each other. Even then he’d been inexplicably drawn to the scarred, frightening Master vampire. He’d longed to kiss Ivan’s harsh, thin mouth and scarred face. He dreamed about touching his tall, powerful body. Sparring matches were always welcome. The taste of his own blood and the sting of Ivan’s fists were worth the closeness of his strong, hot body. Even tending each other’s injuries after battles provided a hint of the closeness he wanted to share with the vampire lord.
Sometimes Gideon thought he was a pathetic man, more afraid of asking for love than of charging into combat. Ivan would probably fuck him if he asked, but would a night of passion be worth trading a lifetime of friendship?
After dinner, Ivan and Zigor disappeared into the basement gym, no doubt to torture each other practicing with silver weapons.
Gideon was cleaning the kitchen when Melinda joined him. “Can I help?” she asked.
“That’s not necessary.”
“It will give me something to do while Zigor and Ivan are having fun beating each other senseless.”
Gideon gave a snort of laughter, glancing at Melinda who picked up a dishcloth and began wiping the pans he’d washed.
“They’re strange animals, aren’t they?” Melinda continued.
“It’s the age they were born in,” he replied. “I remember what the world used to be like and it was worse in their day. You’re too young to understand.”
“Please.” She raised her eyes to the heavens. “I don’t need a lecture from you. It’s bad enough Zigor is always reminding me I haven’t yet seen my first century. If you ask me, times are more violent than ever.”
“I agree. It’s the attitude I’m talking about. Men like Ivan and Zigor are --”
“Few and far between?”
“Thankfully.” Gideon grinned.
“But I wouldn’t trade Zigor for anyone else.”
“Nor I Ivan.”
Melinda’s brow furrowed and she leaned closer, staring into Gideon’s eyes. Lowering her voice, she asked, “Why haven’t you ever told him?”
A strange feeling coiled in Gideon’s belly and his brow furrowed. “Told him what?”
“How you feel about him.”
“He’s the Master. I’m his --”
“Servant -- for eight centuries?” Her lips curved upward in a knowing smile. “That’s longer than many vampiric marriages.”
“It’s not like that for us.”
“But you want it to be.”
“We can’t always get what we want, Melinda,” he snapped.
“Do not call me that. I hate that name. Zigor is the only one allowed to use it. Call me Mel.”
This time his lips tilted up in a smile. “You don’t step on my toes and I won’t step on yours.”
Shaking her head, she sighed. “Agreed, but one last comment: If there’s one thing I’ve learned in my young life, it’s that immortality is an illusion. No matter what we might think, we don’t last forever. Don’t waste the time you have, Gideon.”
Her words struck a chord within him. What was the saying? From the mouths of babes? No doubt Mel was right. He didn’t want to spend the rest of his life denying his passion for Ivan. Sometimes, in rare moments when the vampire lord was taken off guard, Gideon had seen desire burning in his eyes. He’d told himself it was because Ivan had an insatiable sexual appetite, but he couldn’t help suspecting the vampire Master felt a deeper emotional connection to his servant than he chose to admit.
After Mel retired to her and Zigor’s suite, Gideon walked down to the club section of Sunlight of the Soul. Guests mingled in the dimly lit room, dancing or enjoying drinks at the bar and tables. The scent of alcohol, blood and desire hung heavily on the air. On the upper floors, couples retired to their rooms while some chose to endure the sexual gauntlet, a feature created by Ivan. In three chambers within the club, visitors’ senses were masked and they encountered Masters of Ecstasy who taught them more about their innermost fears and desires than they ever imagined possible. Trained by Ivan himself, the Masters of Ecstasy were experts at driving people to their limits and extracting the most exquisite pleasure-pain from their encounters.
Walking through the club, Gideon imagined what it would be like to enter the three chambers with Ivan as his guide. Just thinking about it made his cock swell and his pulse race.
At the bar, he ordered a drink of blood-laced wine and sipped it slowly. By the time he’d finished, he knew Ivan and Zigor’s session had ended. No doubt his Master would need him to tend injuries inflicted by their wicked silver swords.
Sighing, he stood and headed back to Ivan’s private chamber on the very top floor.
No sooner had he stepped inside, than Ivan’s smooth, seductive voice called from the bedroom, “It’s about time.”
A hint of concern tightened Gideon’s belly and he quickened his pace. “Hopefully he didn’t injure you too badly.”
“No. We used chain whips tonight after swords. He got my back and I can’t quite reach it.”
Inside the bedroom, Ivan stood in front of a floor-length mirror, trying to see the long, bloody gash on his back. Even after so many years the sight of Ivan’s naked body still took Gideon’s breath away. Long, lean and sleekly muscled, he exuded strength and vitality. Gideon longed to feel every inch of him, lick and kiss him from head to toe.
Ivan glanced at him sharply. “Are you going to assist me or not?”
Without replying in words, Gideon retrieved gauze and antiseptic from the bathroom, then stood behind Ivan and cleansed his back. Apparently the chain whips hadn’t been made of silver because the wound had already begun to close. Still he took his time cleaning it, intermittently running his fingertips over Ivan’s rock-hard shoulders.
Finally Ivan stepped away. His gaze met Gideon’s for a long moment before he turned and reached for his black boxers. Gideon watched him step into them, concealing his thick, uncut cock and tight ass. Damn. Sometimes Ivan walked around naked and Gideon had absolutely no complaints about that.
“Is there anything else you need?” Gideon asked, nearly biting his tongue at the longing in his voice.
“No, but I want to talk to you about something.”
“Yes?”
“The end of this week marks our eight-hundred and fiftieth year together. Over eight centuries of faithful service. That’s to be rewarded, Gideon.”
“I’ve been well paid for it,” Gideon replied. “Actually, for all you’ve taught me I probably owe you.”
Ivan’s cool blue-gray eyes studied him carefully. “No. You deserve something more. Tell me the one thing you want that’s in my power to give and it’s yours.”
Gideon’s legs actually went weak. He could scarcely believe what he was hearing. Did Ivan have any idea the temptation he placed before him? Perhaps he did and it was his way of dismissing Gideon from his service. Taking their relationship to the next level, as people nowadays called it, would only prompt Ivan to pull back emotionally. It made no sense, but Gideon had been around his Master long enough to know it was true. Or maybe not.
At the moment he couldn’t read the expression on Ivan’s face. Unable to resist, Gideon reached out tentatively with his mind. His thoughts touched Ivan’s, but the Master’s lip curled and he thrust him out of his head.
“I’m sorry,” Gideon whispered. “I don’t know why I did that.”
“What do you want?” Ivan asked abruptly.
“It’s quite an offer.” Gideon offered a slight smile. “May I have time to think about it?”
“Of course. You can have until the end of the week.”
Nodding, Gideon turned and left the room, his thoughts churning. He already knew what he wanted, but would he have the courage to ask for it? More important, would he have the strength to accept the consequences?
* * *
Gideon found it difficult to sleep that day. He lay in his bed, tossing and turning, trying to decide the best way to tell Ivan exactly what he wanted. Twice he got up, walked to the window and parted the curtain, gazing out at the sunny day.
There had been a time when he’d shunned daylight. Ivan had taught him how to endure sunlight so that now he scarcely felt any discomfort at all. Ivan had given him so much over the years, but Gideon knew he had also returned the favors through faithful service. The vampire lord was not only his protector, but had taught him to protect himself. He’d given him the opportunity to grow not only as a vampire, but as a man. Still, he’d never crossed the boundary of friendship into the realm of physical love. The Master was a carnal creature and Gideon could think of so many ways of pleasing him, if only he’d allow it. Now was the chance of a lifetime.
In spite of his apprehension and fear of losing what he had, Gideon could not waste this chance.
At dusk he entered Ivan’s chamber, as usual, and found the Master in his den, going over the accounting books for Sunlight of the Soul. The shadows beneath his eyes told Gideon he hadn’t slept either, and he wondered what troubles had disturbed his rest. Lately there had been no problems in the area with hunters or rogue vampires. Business had been doing well and a visit from Zigor usually put Ivan in good spirits.
“Am I disturbing you?” Gideon asked.
“Not at all. I need an excuse to take a break from these books. I’m thinking of renovating Sunlight of the Soul. Any thoughts?”
“We could use some updates.”
Ivan’s blue-gray gaze held Gideon’s in a manner that sent a rush of desire through the servant’s gut. Ivan had the sexiest eyes Gideon had ever seen. They were the only exquisite feature on his rather bestial face. Slanted, long-lashed and as lustful as they were piercing, his eyes made coherent thought difficult for anyone looking into them. Yet after centuries of concentration, Gideon had trained himself to appear unruffled and in complete control when faced with Ivan’s most frightening, passionate or angry gazes. Perhaps that was why the vampire lord had kept his company for so long. Gideon was the only person in the world who truly knew how to handle him -- at least on an intellectual level. Gideon wanted to handle him in a much more intimate way.
“Is there something you wanted?” Ivan asked in his soft yet penetrating voice --the voice that spoke to Gideon in his most erotic dreams.
Though Gideon forced himself to appear calm, inside he shook and his heart beat so hard he knew Ivan’s vampire ears detected it. “Yes. I’ve decided what I want.”
The slightest smile softened the harsh line of Ivan’s mouth. “Go on.”
“I want to enter the three chambers as a guest with you to guide me.”
Ivan drew a deep breath. Perhaps it was a trick of the firelight burning in the hearth across the room, but an eerie glow shone in the Master’s eyes.
 “You said I could ask for anything within your power to give,” Gideon reminded him. “I want you as my Master of Ecstasy.”
To Gideon’s surprise, he heard the pounding of Ivan’s heart matching his own. Then, seemingly by will alone, the vampire Master’s pulse slowed to normal.
Their gazes locked, Ivan replied, his voice husky and just above a whisper, “Granted. Your visit to the chambers will take place on Friday night, starting at eight o’clock. You’re certain this is what you want, Gideon?”
“Yes, Ivan.”
“Then leave me now. I’ll see you when my business here is concluded.”
Gideon nodded and left the den, closing the door behind him. Outside, he paused a moment and glanced down at his trembling hands. After so many years of life, it took much to unnerve him, but knowing that he and Ivan would finally be as close in body as they had always been in mind had his emotions tightly strung, like a wire ready to snap.
How could he possibly endure waiting until Friday? With a snort of laughter, he wondered if a vampire could die from apprehension.
Chapter Two
For the remainder of the week neither Gideon nor Ivan mentioned his impending visit to the three chambers. Excitement built inside Gideon until he could scarcely contain himself. He wondered how Ivan felt about fucking him for the first time.
At first Gideon had been intoxicated by the notion, then he began to consider that if Ivan had truly wanted a physical relationship with him, he’d have done something about it before now. A man of integrity, Ivan wouldn’t have refused Gideon’s request regardless of how he felt about it. Maybe it had been a mistake to ask for such a personal gift. What if, as Gideon had feared, this encounter led to a split between them?
He thought about asking Ivan to cancel the visit to the chambers, but convinced himself the Master would consider it a display of weakness. Better to take the risk than have Ivan think less of him.
Why in the world had Gideon set his heart on the most difficult man he’d ever known?
On Friday, Ivan and Gideon turned complete control of the club over to their trusted manager. On the third floor the three chambers awaited them, compelling and mysterious. Though Gideon usually avoided them, he had seen them before and knew the sort of training the Masters of Ecstasy endured at Ivan’s hand. Over the years Gideon expressed personal dislike of the chambers, but inside he could scarcely control his jealousy of the Masters who had been touched, tormented and aroused by Ivan.
All the lovers Gideon had taken over the years hadn’t filled the void inside him. Only Ivan could do that.
Ivan had said to meet him at eight in the evening on the third floor. Before his descent, Gideon showered and dressed in silky black pants and a charcoal shirt. He
brushed his short black hair until it gleamed. Standing before the mirror in his room, he stared into his own dark brown eyes and wondered if Ivan felt even a portion of the desire Gideon felt for him.
Gideon knew he was relatively attractive. Some even called him handsome. His face was far better looking than Ivan’s, yet he realized not nearly as compelling. There was a fierceness in Ivan’s eyes that few men possessed. Soon, very soon, he’d see what those eyes looked like in the grip of passion.
Desire raced through Gideon and he drew a deep breath before turning and leaving his suite.
Moments later, he arrived at the third floor. He trembled a bit from pure excitement, but managed to walk steadily and keep his expression impassive. Pausing outside the door to the first chamber, he studied the sign painted on it in heavy black lettering.
See No Evil.
Gideon’s heartbeat quickened, his nerves pushed to their limits. He’d endured countless battles in his day, but nothing frightened and thrilled him as much as facing Ivan tonight.
The door opened and Gideon tensed, looking at Ivan.
Clad only in black boots and black leather pants, Ivan stared at Gideon with lust gleaming beneath the surface of his cool blue-gray eyes.
Gideon’s mouth watered at the sight of the vampire Master’s lean, broad-shouldered torso. A mat of dark, curling hair covered his chest and tapered to a narrow trail down his muscle-ridged belly. Gideon longed to fall on his knees, kiss that gorgeous stomach, thrust his tongue into his cute navel, then pull down his trousers and suck his cock. So many times he’d looked at Ivan’s considerable male attributes, longing to caress his long, thick cock and fondle his balls.
“Gideon,” Ivan said.
“Ivan.”
“Tonight you will call me Master.”
An affectionate smile played around Gideon’s mouth. “Just like old times.”
“No. Tonight will be like nothing we’ve ever shared before.”
Their gazes still locked, Gideon’s smile faded and when he spoke he couldn’t keep the passion from his voice. “You didn’t Change me, but you have always been and always will be my Master.”
Not a muscle twitched in Ivan’s rugged face, but for a moment his eyes gleamed more brightly than usual.
“You know the rules that govern these chambers. See no, hear no, speak no.”
“I understand.”
“This is the Chamber of Darkness.” Ivan held up his hand. A blindfold dangled from his long fingers. “You are mine tonight, Gideon. Pass this door and you can only leave if I allow it. If you have any doubt, now is the time to walk away.”
“I have no intention of walking away, Master.” Gideon wanted to add do you?, but now was not the time. If, after their encounter, Ivan sent him away, at least he would have tasted the physical pleasure he’d spent the past eight centuries hungering for.
“Then turn around.”
Gideon did as Ivan ordered and turned his back to him. His pulse quickened, mimicking a mortal heartbeat. It took much to provoke that reaction in a vampire.
The blindfold covered his eyes and Ivan tied it snugly behind his head. Grasping Gideon by the shoulders, he turned him and shoved him roughly into the room. Though Gideon was neither small nor weak, his strength was no match for Ivan’s. He stumbled several steps than caught himself and paused.
“Walk,” Ivan ordered.
“I can’t see.”
“Trust me. Now walk.”
Gideon took several hesitant steps, then strode with greater confidence. He’d endured much in his life -- an attack and Change by a vampire, then another attack by a mob set to burn him alive. He had survived battles throughout the ages and several
times torture at the hands of enemies. Yet nothing made him feel like this. No one frightened him as much as Ivan, and no one touched his heart as deeply.
“Stop,” Ivan said and Gideon did so instantly.
A moment later, Ivan hoisted him over his shoulder and dumped him on a firm mattress. Climbing atop him, Ivan grasped Gideon’s wrists and pinned them by his head. The Master’s big, hard body covered his -- all hot flesh, leather, muscle and cock. Gideon’s own erection grew, straining against his underpants and trousers.
Ivan brushed his cheek against Gideon’s. His lips hovered over his forehead and down the length of his nose, the faintest brushing of flesh against flesh.
He felt Ivan’s lips over his, almost touching them, and a low, vampiric growl rumbled in his throat. Gideon answered with a softer growl of his own. Then Ivan was gone from the bed, leaving his servant to wait curiously in the dark.
Manacles snapped around first one of Gideon’s wrists, then the other. They felt hard and cool and the chains anchoring them clinked a bit as he tugged upon them, testing their strength.
“They’re made to hold our kind,” Ivan stated. “I forged them myself. There is no escape. The only way to gain freedom is to endure the tests of the Chamber of Darkness.” As he spoke, Ivan unbuckled the belt on Gideon’s trousers and pulled them off along with his shoes and socks. Next he snapped shackles on his ankles.
Cool metal caressed Gideon’s shin. He recognized the sensation of the flat of a knife’s blade and willed himself to remain calm. He told himself that Ivan would never do him serious damage. Though he’d avoided the chambers, he’d heard stories of the intensity of the trials Masters of Ecstasy forced their submissives to endure. Gideon had already undergone far more dangerous lessons with Ivan. Lessons that encompassed life and death.
Now the tip of the blade traced shapes on his inner thigh, not drawing blood or even causing pain, just reminding him that Ivan was there and in full control of their carnal games. The blade slid beneath his shirt and Ivan sliced off the garment. He
pulled the tattered shirt out from under Gideon, then ever so gently traced his nipples with the tip of the knife.
“Do you remember when we first met, Gideon? You had only crude experience with knives. You wielded them like a peasant.”
“I was a peasant.”
“You were a child.”
“And you made me a man.”
“A warrior.”
The knife slide beneath Gideon’s underpants and with a few flicks of his wrist, Ivan sliced off the snug black bikinis.
“Good thing you pay me well. I’m going to need a new wardrobe after this.” Gideon somehow managed to sound teasing though his excitement had already built to a fever pitch.
Ivan gave a snort of laughter. His warm hand replaced the knife on Gideon’s flesh. It rested heavily on his hip then stroked down his thigh and cupped his knee.
“How many times have we saved each other’s skin, Gideon?”
“Too many times to count.”
“Yes. Too many to count.” Ivan’s deep, soft voice sounded far off, as if he was thinking out loud instead of engaging in a conversation. Ivan’s lips pressed against Gideon’s inner thigh, covering it with warm, damp kisses.
Pleasure washed over Gideon and he drew a sharp breath. His cock stiffened even more and he tried not to moan. Surely Ivan would consider vocalizing pleasure after just a few touches a sign of weakness.
Ivan’s tongue lapped the joining of Gideon’s thighs. His fist curled snugly around his cock and stroked. Maybe it was so many years of building up desire, but no one had ever touched Gideon so perfectly. It was as if Ivan knew exactly what Gideon wanted -- the Master serving the servant. The idea was so erotic that Gideon thought he might come then and there, like a boy overly eager for his first sexual encounter -- or a fledgling vampire desperate for his first bite.
At the thought of sharing blood with Ivan tonight, his excitement grew even more. They had sipped from each other many times over the centuries, but never while fucking.
He wondered if Ivan was as thrilled over this night together as he was. The Master’s strong, delicious scent indicated his arousal, but Gideon still had no way of knowing how he felt in his heart, nor could he see the expression in his eyes.
“Master?” Gideon asked, forcing his voice to remain steady while Ivan continued stroking his cock, pushing him closer and closer to climax.
“You may speak.”
“Will you let me… in your…” Gideon paused, his breath quickening as Ivan clasped his shaft in both hands, pushed down the foreskin and took the head between his lips. For a moment Gideon lost all rational thought. Beneath the blindfold he closed his eyes, afloat on a sea of unprecedented pleasure. The object of his desire and affection sucked upon his cock head, swirled his hot, wet tongue over it then licked the ultra sensitive underside.
Gideon panted, his heart pounding and limbs straining against his bonds. As Ivan had warned, they held firm.
Just before Gideon exploded in ecstasy, Ivan released him and said, “What was it you were trying to ask me?”
“What?” Gideon gasped. Slowly his thoughts returned to a normal pattern and he remembered what he’d meant to ask before Ivan’s delightful distraction. “I wanted to know if you’d let me inside your mind.”
“Ah,” Ivan said and Gideon actually heard the smile in his voice. Strange how sharp his other senses had become -- even for a vampire -- now that he’d been deprived of his vision. He heard the creak of Ivan’s leather pants as he moved, heard the pelt of rain on the window and the snapping of flames in the hearth. The scent of burning embers wafted on the air and even from across the room he felt the warmth of the dancing flames.
 “You’re jumping too far ahead. I have every intention of using our mind link, but not now. You’ll have to be patient and that’s always been something you’ve found most difficult, Gideon.”
He’d always loved the sound of his name on Ivan’s lips, hearing that soft, deep, musical voice caress each syllable. The Master had such a gorgeous voice and used it well. It could be seductive one moment and authoritative the next. Gideon had heard that voice command armies or speak softly to peasant children in his keep. Sometimes it amazed Gideon how there could be so many facets to one man’s personality. Ivan had always been complex, even to someone who had known him for over eight centuries.
“Yes, I always found lessons in patience to be hardest to master,” Gideon admitted. “Almost as difficult as conditioning myself to sunlight.”
“That takes time for many. Some of our kind are never able to face the day at all.”
“Because of you I’ve learned so many things, yet now I sense there is more to learn.”
Again Ivan’s mouth hovered over his and he said, “Much more.” Then the Master’s firm, moist lips covered his.
Gideon moaned with pleasure and opened his mouth to Ivan’s probing tongue. His own tongue met it, thrusting and tasting. He’d spent virtually his entire life waiting for this moment -- to share a deep, true kiss with the one person he loved above all others. Now that it was happening, Gideon felt almost lightheaded with passion. He longed to break free of the bonds and cling to Ivan, running his hands over his powerful body and caressing his bare scalp. Instead he contented himself with responding to the stroking of the Master’s tongue. Ivan caught his lower lip between his teeth and Gideon drew a sharp breath as his lover’s fangs drew blood. The taste of it stimulated them. Ivan’s tongue rolled over Gideon’s lip and as he sucked upon it, Gideon sank his fangs into the Master’s upper lip.
Ivan growled with desire and cupped Gideon’s face in his hands, holding his head steady while he plunged his tongue deeply into his mouth. When the kiss broke,
Gideon gasped. Above the rasp of his own panting, he heard Ivan’s harsh breathing and knew the kiss had aroused him as well.
“Strange,” Ivan said, his voice once again distant. His hands trailed down Gideon’s arms, the fingertips teasing his armpits then continuing their sensual journey across his chest. Using his thumbnail he flicked Gideon’s nipple. “I’ve had many lovers in my lifetime but none have stirred me as much as you, my faithful servant. My closest friend.”
That was probably the most intimate speech Ivan had ever consciously made in his presence. A few times in the past, when he’d suffered severe injuries, he’d spoken in delirium of his pride and Master-fledgling affection for Gideon. Sometimes those muffled, broken thoughts had indicated he actually felt quite a bit more than platonic love, but in his conscious state Ivan had never expressed any such emotions. Now Gideon began to realize that perhaps Ivan’s feelings were buried so deep in his psyche that even he hadn’t fully realized their connection.
For a creature so ancient and experienced, when it came to emotions Ivan could be icy, even ignorant. Gideon knew, though he rarely talked about it, that Ivan’s early life hadn’t been easy. He’d been Changed by a cruel Master who eventually died by Ivan’s hand. That was probably the most painful experience a vampire could endure --killing either a blood parent or blood child. So many times Gideon had wanted to offer comfort to Ivan, but the older vampire wouldn’t accept it. It seemed Ivan had to be near death in order for Gideon to lavish any kind of affection upon him. He viewed such emotional needs as weak -- or so Gideon thought.
Now he was learning there was a whole other side to Ivan.
The Master stood up and moved away from the bed. His booted feet clicked on the stone floor, then came the sound of stone rubbing against stone, like a crypt being opened. Gideon knew there was a coffin-shaped box across the room containing floggers, lube, and other accessories for the Masters of Ecstasy’s games. He wondered what Ivan was selecting.
Ivan sat beside him again and swabbed his nipple with alcohol.
 “What are you doing?” Gideon asked.
“Another vampire Created you, but now I intend to mark you as mine.”
“I told you, I’m already yours. I always have been.”
“I know,” Ivan said. “But hold still. This will hurt, but I know you’ve endured far worse. And it will be over in seconds.”
“What the hell are you doing, Ivan?”
“What?” Ivan growled, this time not a sexual sound.
“Master,” Gideon murmured. “I apologize. What the hell are you doing, Master?”
“Do not move or you could damage yourself.”
“Ivan!” This time it was Gideon’s turn to growl, then he drew a hissing breath as burning pain shot through his nipple. “What the fuck was that?”
“A piercing with a silver needle.”
“You… silver…” Gideon wasn’t sure if he was more furious or aroused.
He felt another piece of metal -- this one definitely not silver -- slide through his newly pierced flesh. Another swab with alcohol and the job was done.
“I can’t believe you did that,” Gideon snarled.
“Quiet. I have something that will take your mind off the sting.” Ivan clasped Gideon’s cock and sucked the head so deep into his mouth that Gideon thought he might swallow him whole.
“Ah, fuck! Ivan… Master!” Gideon arched off the table as far as his bonds would allow while Ivan sucked so hard and fast that orgasm struck in record breaking time. His body strained and cock spurted, but Ivan never released him from his mouth. He continued sucking and swallowing until Gideon collapsed, panting, his entire body tingling in the aftermath of unimaginable sensation.
Chapter Three
Momentarily sated from his climax, Gideon relaxed on the bed in a semi conscious state. Though his newly pierced nipple stung, the more intense pain had subsided. A smile tugged at Gideon’s lips as he thought about how right Ivan had been about a thorough cock-sucking taking his mind off the piercing.
The Master released his ankles and wrists from their bonds and allowed him to rest in comfort for several moments. Then he grasped Gideon’s hand and tugged him to his feet.
Ivan stood behind Gideon, wrapped a steely arm around his waist, and whispered in his ear, “Come with me.”
His hands resting on Gideon’s ribs, he guided him forward, then stopped him with a gentle tug. A door creaked open and Ivan pushed him forward. Gideon’s bare feet padded across the smooth wooden floor. Behind him the door clicked shut.
Again he felt the warmth of Ivan’s body against his back. He untied the blindfold and Gideon blinked as his eyes adjusted to the candlelit hall. Behind him was the door to the Chamber of Darkness. Ahead stood another door on which the words Hear No Evil were painted.
Gideon looked down at his nipple and saw a gold ring with a delicate letter I dangling from it. Smiling slightly, he touched a finger to it. At first he’d been a bit shocked about the piercing, but now a warm sensation spread through him, raising his hopes. If Ivan had taken the time to mark him like this, he most likely had no intention of sending Gideon away, even though their relationship had crossed to the next level.
A black soapstone bin stood outside the door. Ivan walked toward it and Gideon stared hungrily at his love, paying particular attention to his taut, beautifully-formed
backside in the snug leather pants. Ivan reached into the bin and removed a leather helmet and earplugs.
“We’re entering the Chamber of Silence,” Ivan explained. “Inside you will hear no sound, save the beating of your own heart.”
He handed Gideon the earplugs and he put them in with out hesitation. Vampiric hearing was too keen to be completely blocked by such simple devices, but everything did become quite muffled. Next Ivan placed the helmet on Gideon’s head. The snug, cushioned black leather covered his ears and blocked out even more sound.
Ivan opened the door and backed into the room, his steely gaze fixed on his lover.
Gideon followed him into a room padded from ceiling to floor with thick black carpeting. A table, cushioned in black, stood in the center of the room, another smaller table beside it. Red velvet covered the smaller table and several items were arranged on it -- bottles of massage oil and lube, a flogger made of soft felt and phalluses of varying lengths, girths and textures.
Grasping Gideon’s upper arm, Ivan pulled him toward the tables and pointed to the larger one. Gideon lay on it, his gaze following the Master vampire who approached the smaller table and glanced down at the tools of his carnal trade. His long, slim fingers roamed over the arrangement of colored glass bottles then selected one and uncorked it. The aroma of mixed herbs filled the room. Ivan poured the oil into his palm and placed the bottle back on the table. He rubbed his large hands together, coating them with the oil.
Just watching the sensual motions were enough to rekindle Gideon’s desire. His cock twitched and he realized how clearly he heard the heavy beating of his heart. With his hearing cut off from the world around him, he became fully aware of what went on inside his own body--pulse, breathing, and the subtle sexual ache that slowly grew in intensity.
Ivan stood over him. Beginning at his ankles, he massaged Gideon with his oiled hands. He rubbed his calves, loosening tight muscles and soothing him. Only when
Ivan finished his calves, applied more oil and began working on Gideon’s thighs did the relaxed feeling disappear, replaced by keen sexual desire. Ivan’s strong fingers slid over his inner thighs and trailed over the creases of his groin, making Gideon jerk with ticklish pleasure. When his warm, slick hands grasped his balls and curled around his cock, Gideon moaned, the sound echoing weirdly in his imprisoned ears.
While Ivan stroked and squeezed, Gideon fought the urge to close his eyes. He didn’t want to miss the vision of Ivan, his rugged face intense as he manipulated Gideon’s cock and balls. Gideon’s staff swelled, close to bursting. A droplet of pre-come beaded at the eye and Ivan’s thumb swept over it. Spreading the moisture over the velvety crown, he teased the underside, sending quivers of pleasure through his servant. Then Ivan grasped his shaft again and pumped.
Panting, Gideon thrust his hips in time with Ivan’s stroking hand. Unable to resist any longer, he closed his eyes and moaned. He reached for Ivan, running his hands over the Master’s sinewy forearms.
In a swift motion, Ivan hopped on the table and covered Gideon’s body, holding himself in a modified push-up position. He lowered his arms, his face hovering over Gideon’s. They stared into each other’s eyes for several profound moments before Ivan covered his lips in a crushing kiss. His tongue thrust deep inside his lover’s mouth and Gideon’s met it, stroke for stroke. Gideon’s hands slid up Ivan’s leans sides and clutched the straining muscles of his broad back.
Ivan was fucking perfect -- so alpha, so vampire, so irresistible. Gideon marveled at his self-control for restraining his fierce desire for over eight centuries.
He reached down with both hands and grasped Ivan’s tight ass, kneading and stroking. The sensation of their hard cocks trapped between their heated bodies was such a turn-on that Gideon almost came then and there.
Ivan continued kissing him intricately. His tongue explored his mouth and he used his fangs to worry Gideon’s lips, moist and swollen from his Master’s rough kisses.
Finally Ivan tore his mouth from Gideon’s and the younger man opened his eyes. Gideon stared at Ivan who wore an expression of fierce love and lust that he’d never thought to see on this ancient, icy warrior.
Before Gideon could enjoy the look too long, Ivan rose from the table and rolled Gideon onto his stomach. He grasped his waist and dragged him to a kneeling position.
His heart pounding and cock straining with need, Gideon waited on all fours, almost certain of what was coming next. Surely Ivan would fuck him now, fill his ass with his long, thick cock and drive them both to ecstasy.
Standing at the end of the table, Ivan tugged him down to the edge and grasped his ass, squeezing and stroking the spheres. Gideon moaned again and thrust his bottom closer to Ivan. The Master parted his bottom cheeks and Gideon gasped at the sensation of Ivan’s wet tongue lapping his sphincter. Ivan tickled, teased and thrust past the ring of muscle.
Almost overwhelmed by pleasure, Gideon nearly lost all strength in his body. Growling, he lowered himself onto his forearms. Ivan tongued him thoroughly. Still devouring his ass, he reached around to stroke Gideon’s cock and balls.
Gideon cried out, his words muffled by the earplugs, helmet and the wild throbbing of his heart. Hell, it was beating so fast he thought it might explode.
Ivan slowed and sped his motions, exquisite torture that kept Gideon hovering on the brink of orgasm. When the frustration became almost unbearable, Ivan took pity on his slave and quickened his pace, hurling him into a climax so intense that Gideon screamed in pleasure-pain. His cock spurted, the spasms racking his body so long and hard that he wondered if they’d ever stop.
Finally he collapsed onto the table in a wet, throbbing heap. Moments later he felt something soft and wispy trailing along his shoulders and back.
He realized it was one of the felt floggers. Once again closing his eyes, he enjoyed the lashing of soft material against his skin. The softness made him concentrate more fully on the sensations. Goosebumps rose on his flesh as Ivan trailed the flogger along the indentation of his ass. Then he used it to tickle the soles of his feet. To
Gideon’s surprise, Ivan ran his tongue along the base of first one foot then the other. This unexpectedly submissive act from the man in full control of their encounter aroused Gideon so much that he shifted his position, uncomfortable as his cock stiffened where it was trapped against the table.
Once again dominant, Ivan lubed Gideon’s ass. The servant drew a sharp breath of pleasure-pain upon feeling the tip of a smooth glass phallus prodding his sphincter.
Ivan manipulated the phallus carefully, allowing Gideon time to adjust to it. Slowly he began thrusting it. Instinctively Gideon rose to his hands and knees again, freeing his rock-hard cock. Ivan caressed Gideon’s belly, his fingers roaming over the rippling muscles. He grasped Gideon’s cock and stroked to the same rhythm as the thrusting phallus.
Indescribable feelings rushed through Gideon. All the years he’d spent fantasizing about Ivan couldn’t come close to the experiences they now shared. This was more than he’d ever imagined. If only Ivan would use his own flesh and blood cock. Gideon desperately wanted to feel it.
Ivan fucked him harder and faster with the long, slick phallus.
“Ivan. Fucking hell!” Gideon growled, his fingers biting into the cushion and his toes curling with desire. Any second he was going to come and something told him it would be even harder than the last time. He wasn’t sure he could stand it.
As if sensing his slave was close to shattering, Ivan stopped working the phallus. It remained still and thick in Gideon’s throbbing ass. The Master clamped a hand around the base of his cock. Gideon’s muscles flexed and strained, his breath rasped and belly tightened almost painfully as he struggled on the brink of orgasm.
After a moment, he seemed to regain a bit of his composure and Ivan once again began stroking with one hand and manipulating the phallus with the other.
Several more times Ivan stopped him just before explosion. Gideon trembled with need. His ass pulsed, cock ached and breath came in harsh pants. This session bordered on cruelty and if Ivan didn’t let him come very soon, he was going to defy the Master through no fault of his own.
Ivan’s warm hand pumped Gideon’s shaft and once again the phallus began sliding in and out of his ass. This time the ancient vampire didn’t stop, but guided his moaning, writhing servant headlong into orgasm.
Gideon came and came, crying out until his throat ached and he dropped, shaking and exhausted, onto the table. He must have slept this time because the next thing he knew, Ivan was removing the helmet and earplugs. With a contented sigh, Gideon rolled onto his back and smiled into the Master’s stern face.
Ivan didn’t return the gesture, but he sat beside Gideon on the table, caressing his cheek and stroking his sweaty hair.
“Aren’t you going to come tonight?” Gideon asked, his voice husky and relaxed from excess. What he really wanted to know was if Ivan planned to come while buried deep inside his ass.
“I have every intention of coming tonight and you will definitely know when I’m ready. Now, my faithful servant, are you ready to visit the last chamber?”
Gideon pushed himself to a sitting position beside Ivan. He placed a hand to the Master’s cheek and turned his face so their gazes met. “I’m ready for whatever you have planned.”
“You always were.”
“Always.” Gideon kissed Ivan’s mouth, his eyes slipping shut.
Their arms locked around each other, roaming over one another’s bodies. Gideon slid his hand beneath the waist of Ivan’s trousers and stroked his lower back, feeling the soft down of hair dusting it. His fingers brushed the indentation of his ass cheeks. Ivan growled softly and bit Gideon’s lower lip, drawing blood. He sucked it, intermittently swiping his tongue across Gideon’s lip.
“I want to taste you,” Gideon whispered.
A slight, wicked smile touched Ivan’s lips. “I’ll indulge you.”
With a low groan of pleasure, Gideon bit Ivan’s bottom lip. The Master’s strong, delicious blood beaded upon it and Gideon sucked. The taste of Ivan’s blood stirred
him, once again making his cock grow hard. No blood had ever tasted as good as Ivan’s.
I love you, Ivan, Gideon thought. I love you so much. He knew his thoughts were safe at the moment. Neither invaded the other’s mind right now, though he knew they would by the end of the night. Ivan had promised.
The Master allowed him to nip and taste for several moments, relishing his delectable blood, then he pulled away, took Gideon’s hand and tugged him to his feet.
“Come,” Ivan said.
They left the room and entered another hallway. At the end of it, they stood in front of a door bearing the words Speak No Evil.
“The final test,” Ivan said. “The Chamber of Endurance.”
Gideon’s brow furrowed. He wondered why it was called that. Actually he was almost afraid to know. This last chamber had tested his endurance to its limits.
“Enter.” Ivan opened the door, placed a hand between Gideon’s shoulder blades and pushed him inside.
Chapter Four
Other than a black pirate chest in the far corner and a black mat in the center of a blood red carpet, the Chamber of Endurance had no furnishings. An assortment of gags, bonds and floggers hung on pikes driven into the gray stone walls. Across the room chains and manacles dangled from the ceiling. Gideon knew once Ivan trained the Masters of Ecstasy in pleasure-pain techniques, they were allowed to select their own props. Just looking at the varied equipment on the walls confirmed the Masters weren’t mindless clones of Ivan, but thoughtful commanders of lust.
Gideon wondered which tools Ivan intended to use on him. In truth he didn’t like the look of the ball gags or muzzles. However Ivan paid no attention to the collection on the wall, but squatted by the chest and raised the lid. He removed a measure of black material, knotted in the center, and approached Gideon.
Their gazes locked, Ivan said, “Within this chamber, we both will maintain silence.” He held up the material. “This won’t prevent you from making noise. It’s meant as a reminder that you must keep control of yourself. Making a sound, unless you have my permission, will result in punishment.”
“I’ve been punished by you many times,” Gideon said, taking a step closer to Ivan.
A slight, indulgent smile touched the Master’s lips. “Yes. You’re as strong and stubborn as you are impatient. I know you would die before giving in to anyone or anything. It’s something I admire about you.”
Gideon wondered if his expression revealed his pleasure. Such a compliment from Ivan was rare.
 “However the intensity of this chamber can be damaging to some -- not that I believe you are weak enough to succumb, but just in case I require access to your thoughts while you’re here. If I sense I’m pushing you too far, I will stop.”
“And will I have access to your thoughts as well?”
Ivan cupped Gideon’s face in his hand. “Eventually.”
“But --”
“Silence. From now until I indicate otherwise, you will not make a sound. Not so much as a groan. Here is your reminder.” Ivan stepped behind Gideon, stuffed the knotted material into his mouth and tied the ends snugly behind his head. “Now allow me into your mind. I want your thoughts as naked as your tight, sexy body.”
Gideon drew a deep breath, pleasure flooding him again at Ivan’s words. He liked knowing the object of his desire found him just as desirable. Ivan slid his arms around Gideon from behind. His hands roamed over his chest and stomach. Then he tugged on the nipple ring. The pull on his still raw flesh sent a shock of pain and passion through Gideon, making him gasp. Still, he remembered not to groan.
Very good, Ivan’s telepathic voice spoke in his head. Gideon had always loved having Ivan in his mind, even though before he’d learned to match his Master in telepathy, his powers had frightened him. Now he enjoyed the intimacy. He couldn’t wait until Ivan allowed him inside his mind as well.
Ivan returned to the trunk and this time withdrew a black leather collar and leash. He fastened the collar around Gideon’s neck and used the leash to guide him toward the manacles.
Moments later, Gideon found himself facing the stone wall, his arms spread wide and chained above his head. The position was rather uncomfortable, but he’d endured far worse in his lifetime. He and Ivan had been tortured during the Spanish Inquisition before they managed to escape imprisonment. The memories were enough to send a shudder down Gideon’s spine.
That was a dark time for us, Ivan spoke in his mind. But we survived. Together as always.
Yes, Master, Gideon replied.
I find it impossible to hear you call me that while remembering such times. From here on out, you will never refer to me as Master again. Not if we should live until the end of time.
This stunned Gideon. Though he knew Ivan felt a kinship with him, he’d never expressed how deep his emotions ran.
He strained to glance at Ivan over his shoulder, but it was impossible. A moment later he felt the warmth of Ivan’s body behind him and the caress of his breath against his neck. Slipping an arm around Gideon, Ivan placed the handle of a flogger against his chest and stroked.
Ivan guessed what was coming. His pulse leapt and he tightened his fists in the manacles. This wouldn’t be a gentle flogging, such as with the felt, but something to arouse more intense sensation.
It’s time to begin, Ivan spoke in his mind.
Gideon nodded slightly and felt Ivan step back.
The first strike across Gideon’s shoulder was moderately hard but nothing he couldn’t endure. For several moments Ivan used that same amount of pressure at regular intervals in carefully placed blows across Gideon’s shoulders, back and bottom. Gradually he built in speed and force, giving Gideon less time to recover.
Ivan was an expert flogger, knowing how to wield his weapon without endangering his partner. At the same time he squeezed out exquisite sensation. Soon Gideon’s flesh burned, his nerve endings alive and screaming. He closed his eyes tightly, losing himself in the moment. Several times he gasped loudly through the gag, but somehow he remembered not to make any other sound. His fangs sank into the knotted material as Ivan struck a particularly powerful blow.
Then the Master stopped.
His back and ass hot and stinging, Gideon waited, wondering what Ivan had planned next. So many emotions rushed through him -- anticipation and frustration. He almost hated Ivan for this particular part of the evening, but he had asked for it. Gideon knew by entering the chambers, he would be completely at the mercy of Ivan and his
desires. Sometimes those desires were harsh, as the man himself. But Ivan also had a gentler side that Gideon had seen over the years.
He recalled the times Ivan had tended his injuries sustained in various battles. The Master vampire had touched Gideon with such tenderness and cared for him tirelessly on several occasions when he would have otherwise lost his life. Of course he had done the same for Ivan. Once or twice during fights with others of their kind, Ivan had come close to death. Those were the worst memories Gideon had. The thought of losing Ivan was intolerable.
I couldn’t bear to lose you either, Ivan told him. No one has ever made me feel like that. Not even my blood children.
Ivan’s hands and lips traveled over Gideon’s burning back ever so gently. After the flogging, those feathery touches seemed more intense than ever. Ivan licked across his shoulders and down the length of his spine, soothing the stinging flesh. The tip of Ivan’s tongue slid along the crack of Gideon’s ass, then snaked wetly over his inner thighs. Gideon trembled, his heartbeat quickening with desire. His cock swelled and ached, desperate for a touch.
The Master vampire stood in front of Gideon, curled his fist around his servant’s thick erection and pumped. Ivan’s slanted blue eyes, blazing with so many emotions, stared into Gideon’s.
Sometimes, Gideon, I’ve almost hated you for what you make me feel. No one in this world has power over me, except you.
Gideon could scarcely believe what he was hearing. Was this a trick? Another test? Taking Gideon’s face in his hands, Ivan covered his lips with a penetrating kiss. His tongue thrust deeply into Gideon’s mouth while his hands tightened on his cock again, stroking faster. The servant closed his eyes, a soft moan escaping his throat.
Immediately Ivan broke the kiss, smiling wickedly. I said not a sound, Gideon. I must punish you now.
Gideon’s stomach clenched. Hadn’t he been punished enough already?
Ivan sank to his knees in front of Gideon. Remember, not a sound.
Before Gideon realized what was happening, Ivan took his cock head between his lips and sucked. The Master’s hot, wet tongue lapped it, flicking the sensitive underside and swirling over the tiny eye on the helmet-shaped crown.
The pleasure was so keen that Gideon bit into the gag to keep from making a sound. His eyes closed tightly and he strained against his bonds. Ivan took his time, lapping and sucking. One hand stroked Gideon’s shaft while the other fondled his balls. He alternately slowed and sped his motions, teasing his lover to the brink, but not allowing him to cross it. When he slid the tip of one fang into the tiny eye on the servant’s cock head, Gideon wanted to scream with passion. Ivan licked his cock from head to stem, then used his fangs to follow the same trail, tasting his lover’s blood while lapping him.
It was more than Gideon could take. Trembling from head to foot, he thrust his hips hard against Ivan who clasped his cock and guided the head into his mouth, sucking. Gideon exploded, shooting come into Ivan’s mouth. The Master vampire didn’t stop sucking and swallowing until Gideon hung limp in the bonds. Somehow he had managed not to utter a sound, other than the rasp of his ragged breath.
Ivan released him from the manacles and hoisted Gideon over his shoulder. He carried him to the mat in the center of the room and placed him stomach down. Gideon rested, his cheek pressed against the cool mat. Through half-open eyes he watched Ivan remove a container of lube from the trunk, then walk back to the mat. He took off his trousers and tossed them aside. Ivan’s cock was stiff and hard. Gideon noticed he wore a cock ring. No wonder he’d been able to hold back for so long. Had he been in Ivan’s place, teasing and tormenting his lover, he would have shot his load half a dozen times by now.
Kneeling beside his servant, Ivan swept a hand over his shoulders and back. As you could probably tell by now, the first two chambers were little more than practice sessions for the Chamber of Endurance. You’ve been penetrated by tongue and phallus, now my gorgeous bitch, you’ll be taken by me.
Yes. Please do it, Ivan. Gideon rose, supporting his weight on his forearms and thrusting his ass backward. Ivan continued stroking his back, then began lubing his ass. Gideon watched Ivan remove the cock ring. Then the Master’s big hand lubed his long, thick cock.
Kneeling behind Gideon, he grasped his hips and pushed the tip of his cock against his sphincter. One of the marvelous things about vampirism was no STD so no need for protection.
Gideon gasped, forcing himself not to moan as Ivan slowly filled him with his warm, pulsing cock. For several seconds he remained still, enjoying the sensations, then he began to pump. Gideon’s body turned to flame, his heart pounded and he felt dizzy with passion. Ivan reached around and stroked Gideon’s cock while he continued thrusting into his ass.
The passion built to higher levels than Gideon had ever experienced. Both men panted hard. It was then that Gideon became aware of Ivan’s deepest thoughts mingling with his.
He had shared thoughts with the Master before, but never like this. It was as if Ivan had ripped down every barrier inside him, baring his soul completely. And to Gideon it was such a beautiful soul.
At that moment he knew Ivan adored him every bit as much as Gideon loved him.
Gideon released himself to Ivan as well. He no longer protected any thoughts or disguised any memories. He and Ivan were truly one in body and mind.
Ivan thrust deeply, then remained still, leaving both men trembling on the brink of orgasm. The Master untied the gag and Gideon spat the saliva-drenched material onto the floor.
“Speak now if you want,” Ivan panted, his voice a passionate rasp.
“I love you, Ivan,” Gideon gasped.
 “I love you, too. I always have and always will.” Ivan thrust fast and hard, hurling them into orgasm. They growled and bellowed, Ivan’s come shooting into Gideon and Gideon’s come spurting onto the mat.
When it was over, they dropped onto the mat and Ivan pulled Gideon close.
Finally Gideon lifted his head and gazed into his lover’s eyes. “Is it safe to guess you don’t want me to go away now?”
“Go away and I’ll track you to the ends of the Earth.”
Gideon smiled, warmth spreading through him at those coveted words, and pressed a kiss to Ivan’s lips. While they kissed, Ivan removed the leash and collar from Gideon’s neck and flung them aside.
Gideon found a damn cloth and took a moment to wipe them both down. Grasping Gideon’s shoulders, Ivan gently pushed him away. “There’s something else you need to do.”
“What?”
Ivan walked to the chest and lifted out a black bag. Again he knelt beside Gideon, removing from the bag the tools necessary for a piercing, including a small gold ring with the letter G dangling from it. Gideon joyfully realized the ring was a match for the one Ivan had placed through his nipple.
“I marked you as mine. Will you mark me as yours?” Ivan asked.
“With pleasure.”
Ivan stretched out on his back and watched Gideon complete the piercing.
“If it still hurts I have a remedy for the pain,” Gideon said, a teasing smile on his lips.
“I bet you do.” Ivan grinned, running a hand through his lover’s hair.
Gideon knelt between Ivan’s spread legs and clasped his cock. Already semi erect, it was soon thick and long, the bulging head just waiting for Gideon’s lips. He took the crown into his mouth and sucked deeply, then swirled his tongue around the tip. Gideon relished Ivan’s wonderful, musky scent and the sensation of his silken flesh. While he sucked, he kneaded Ivan’s balls and stroked the base of his shaft.
He continued teasing the Master, paying him back for a night of exquisite pleasure. Only when Ivan’s muscles tensed almost painfully and a moan of pleasure-pain finally escaped his stubborn lips did Gideon suck him to orgasm.
Afterward he sat beside Ivan and gazed at his relaxed face, loving how long and thick his lashes looked when his eyes were closed. He stroked his harsh, uneven features and kissed his slender lips.
“If you loved me, too, why did you wait so long to tell me?” Gideon asked.
Ivan opened his eyes, his brow furrowed. “I don’t know. I suppose I was afraid of ruining what we had. I’ve never trusted anyone but you, Gideon. Never wanted to have my heart so closely linked to another. I guess… I acted foolishly.”
“As I did. I should have been honest with you long before now.”
A slight smile touched Ivan’s lips. “It’s certainly not the first time we’ve acted foolishly.”
“Definitely not. Remember that battle we lost back in 1301?”
“That was 1302.”
“No, it wasn’t.” Gideon wrinkled his nose. “I distinctly remember --”
Ivan silenced him with a kiss. When it broke, he whispered against Gideon’s lips. “Who cares?”
“Right. Ivan?”
“Yes?”
“Do you think we can retire to one of our bedrooms now?”
“From now on I’d like you to live in the master suite with me. Any objections?”
“No. None.”
“Good. I’ll help you move your things in the morning, but for now let’s go to our room.”
Ivan stood and gave Gideon a hand up. They retrieved shorts from the chest, pulled them on and left the chamber.
“No more serving for you,” Ivan continued as they walked down the hall. “Next time we have dinner guests you’ll be at the table where you belong.”
 “I hope you still expect me to help you run your club.”
“It’s our club. Sunlight of the Soul is as much yours as it is mine. It always has been.”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean it’s in your name as well as mine. Any objections?”
“No objections.”
“Good.” Ivan opened the door to the suite and as soon as they stepped inside he grasped Gideon’s shoulders and covered his mouth with a kiss.
Clinging to Ivan, Gideon had never felt happier in his life. He hadn’t expected the night to be so perfect. Still, he should have realized from the first they had always belonged to each other.
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