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Dear Reader, 

A castle on a remote island, a training academy only for the selected, ten masters with skills you can only dream off... A series you don’t want to miss.

Castle Sin

Ten Masters

Ten Dungeons

Ten Times the Kink

Parker and Ava’s story, is an edgy, fast-paced, dark suspense novel. A tale of love woven with deceit, lies, and corruption.

"It's going to be a pleasure peeling back each layer to find what's driving you. And once I have... I'll put you back together piece by piece, until the submissive emerges who'll beg to be dominated by me."

Parker Sinclair never had a mother to teach him about love. What he had was a big brother who taught him to wield his emotions like a weapon and never apologize for them. So, the night he walked into the exclusive Club Alpha Cove in New York and laid eyes on her...

Her fate was sealed.

Like the tiger that lived beneath his skin, Parker hunted with patience, precision, and absolute certainty. He was ready for his forever. He’d found her. And nothing—nothing—would stand between him and the prize he was stalking... her heart.

"Let me go, you degenerate asshole!"

It wasn’t a fight she could win. It was a fight to survive her own senses—senses that had clearly abandoned every shred of self-preservation the moment he touched her.

Ava Harper ran away from home at fifteen, and her past had taught her one bone-deep truth: love was a lie pretty people told to break ugly people. She didn’t want a man. She didn’'t want anything she couldn’t carry out the door at a moment’s notice.

Then he walked into her life.

Parker Sinclair systematically unshackled every chain locked around the woman—and the submissive—buried deep inside her. She fought him at every turn. A recalcitrant brat who gave her Dom hell and made him love her more for it.

But love wasn’t enough to outrun the violence and corruption hunting them both.

This time... fate struck hard.

Editor’s Note:

Parker makes me want to say, “String me up like one of your submissive girls.” Get comfy, prepare yourself for highs and lows and more highs and perhaps have a hand free because this story is HOT! From rope play to a special treasure hunt to two hot Doms at once ((I need a fan))... Parker will have you squirming in your seat and actively seeking a man to call Sir and who will call you Cherub. 

I trust you will enjoy this story.

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset
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Club Alpha Cove, an exclusive BDSM club on David’s Island off the coast of New Rochelle, New York, in Long Island Sound.

“Parker! Man, it’s good to see you,” exclaimed Quinlan Shaw, one of the owners of the club, IT Guru, and mentor to Parker Sinclair over the years. It was he who had sparked Parker’s interest to qualify as a Cyber Engineer specializing in web-based NanoTechnology development. 

“Likewise,” Parker smiled broadly as he shook Quinlan’s hand. He looked around the impressive club. “I see you upgraded since the last time I was here.”

“Always good practice to keep things fresh and interesting. How’s the submissive training academy doing at Castle Sin?”

“Booming. We receive more applicants than we can handle and the waiting list for next year is already full.”

“Ah, yes. You only accept a certain number per seven-month period, correct?” Quinlan slipped behind the bar and popped open a beer. “Prost my friend.”

Parker lifted his glass and nodded. “Yeah. Our aim is to provide quality training and we can only offer that in groups of ten per class. We accept only three groups per year and time it so that all their training is completed by December.” Parker glanced around. “I don’t see Ruark anywhere. How’s the King doing?”

Quinlan laughed. Ruark Greer, the primary owner of Club Alpha Cove was known as the King of BDSM in the lifestyle. Members christened him as such as he was the chairman of the BDSM community forum and the authority everyone accepted to rule over registered clubs all over the States. 

“Being led by the nose by his twin baby girls.” He gestured to the archway leading down to the dungeon. “Are you going to play tonight?”

“I might, provided I find the sub I’m looking for.”

Quinlan studied him with raised eyebrows. “Why do I get the feeling you’re referring to a particular submissive and not one in general?”

Parker shrugged as he swallowed the last of his drink. He stretched lazily. “You’d be right.”

“Damn, and here I thought you came to New York especially to see me. What a letdown.”

Parker laughed with Quinlan as they weaved through club members to the dungeon. 

“How’s Calista? Is she here tonight?”

“My little Vanilla is wonderful and sadly no, she’s home helping the boys with a school project. Nowadays we mostly only play at the club over weekends.” He smiled proudly. “Children change a man’s perspective and priorities.”

“I can imagine. Stone and his fiancé are also expecting. I have to admit, I’m excited about meeting my little nephew or niece.”

“No plan for your own little pitter-patter of feet in the near future?”

Parker chuckled as he pressed his thumb against the scanner to gain entrance into the dungeon. Quinlan followed on his heels. 

“I want kids one day, but before that happens, I have to find the right woman first.”

Quinlan noticed his eyes surveying each room as they moved from one play area to the next. 

“Wanna give me her name? If she’s here, I’ll be able to find her quicker than you.”

“Thanks, but I want to reel in this one all by myself.”

“Master Quinlan, we have a problem in the punishment room.” Quinlan nodded at the club coordinator who smiled apologetically for the interruption.

“I’ll be right there.” He slapped Parker on the shoulder. “Duty calls. I hope you find her.” He winked as he sauntered in the opposite direction. “Don’t leave without saying goodbye.”

Parker waved him off as he walked into the whipping chamber. He breathed in the comforting smells of sex and leather mixed with the deep aroma of well-oiled wooden equipment. The crack of a whip, the swish of a flogger, and the husky moans and screams felt like home. This was what Club Alpha Cove and Castle Sin were all about. 

Debauchery, lust, and kink. 

“Well, well, well ... there you are, my little cherub.” Parker’s voice darkened as his gaze honed in on a petite black-haired woman on the far side of the chamber. Over the distance, it seemed like she was caught in a verbal discord with one of the Doms. His lips twitched as he drew closer and felt the slightly hoarse intonation of her voice in the twitch of his cock. 

“Take it or leave it, Sir, because that’s what I offer.”

“Are you sure you’re even interested in a scene?” The Dom took a step back and looked her up and down. “From your attitude, I wonder if you’re even a submissive.”

“I can assure you I’m a submissive. One who knows what she wants and refuses to be overpowered into agreeing to something else.”

Parker’s eyes roamed in a lazy perusal over her scantily clad body. All in black. The shorts molded to her hips and were attached to the demi cup bra top with thin chains that drew attention to her toned stomach. Although petite, her legs looked long, even hidden by thigh high stiletto boots. She tossed her head. His gaze moved over the silky strands of her hair, styled into a long bob with bangs hanging low over her forehead. One hip jutted forward in a sultry pose of defiance with her hands fisted on her waist. For such a small woman, she was rather big-breasted, which pleased the hell out of Parker. He was a breast man through and through and loved any shape, size, or form of breasts. 

“Well, Sir?” she prodded with a coquettish smile. A smile that slipped as her shoulders straightened. 

Parker grinned when he noticed the tension in her back as she slowly moved her head sideways, visibly bristling under his intense regard. Their eyes clashed. Her gasp verbalized the effect his close presence had on her. His stance didn’t change. With his legs spread wide, arms loose by his side, with his thumbs hooked into the side pockets of his jeans and a wicked smile on his lips, he personified a modern-day bad boy. 

One who knew exactly how the night was going to end. 

Little cherub was going to learn, most probably the hard way, that she was facing a Dom she’d be better off not attempting to top from the bottom. 

She was a striking woman, but Parker didn’t appreciate the heavy mascara and thick eyeliner she used to accentuate her forest green eyes. Not that he minded a woman wearing makeup, but subtle enhancement attracted him more than this. On the other hand, it wasn’t all that uncommon a practice in BDSM clubs. There was a pleasure to be had in watching a sub’s face covered in black streaks of mascara during a scene ... especially when accompanied by cries of pleasure-pain and lust.

Her nostrils flared but she stood motionless as his gaze moved over her curved eyebrows that followed the almond shape of her eyes. His fingers itched to trace the skin over her heart-shaped face to feel if it was as luxuriously soft as it looked. Her cupid bow lips thinned as his gaze trailed in deliberate slow appreciation over her body, hesitating a fraction too long on her heaving breasts for her peace of mind. Parker grinned as she crossed her arms over her chest and then smiled broadly as the effort to bar his hot look pushed her breasts upward, threatening to pop them from the tight demi bra, and offering him an even sexier view than before. She dropped her arms with a huff.

She opened her mouth to snap at him, the intent was there in her eyes, but before she could utter a sound, Parker turned away and moved past her. He could feel her furious gaze piercing his back. It was obvious that little miss cherub wasn’t used to rebuff—exactly like he’d suspected. He smiled with pleasure as the thrill of the chase rippled through him.

He’d cast out the bait. Now, all he had to do was wait for the bite.  
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Ava Harper tapped her toe, waiting in expectation for the attractive Dom to accept her proposal. She enjoyed playing at BDSM clubs; Club Alpha Cove in particular, as the membership was exclusive and she always felt safe here. Provided of course, she could find a Dom she could manipulate and remain in full control of the scene and the outcome.

She glanced around furtively to check if any of the Senior Masters were in the vicinity. She was wary of drawing their attention, especially as her habit to top from the bottom would be heavily frowned upon. More accurately, would end her up in loads of pain. Master Ruark, the primary owner of the club, was a very patient Dom but that was the one thing he didn’t allow, especially since she’d been warned about it before. Which was why she always made sure she planned her visits for the evenings she knew he wasn’t present. 

“Well, Sir?” she forced a coquettish smile on her lips. She wasn’t a natural flirt and usually she wasn’t this pushy, but tonight she needed to relax. She was considering giving in to the scene he was after when the little hair at the nape of her neck raised. It sent a prickle of unease to ripple down her spine. The smile slipped and she straightened her shoulders. 

Fuck! I sincerely hope it isn’t one of the Senior Masters standing behind me.

She had felt his presence since the man approached but ignored it, believing he would pass. Now ... he was too close, invading her personal space which caused a red flag to wave furiously in her mind’s eye. Most of the regular Doms knew she had strict boundaries and kept their distance until she breached it. 

Ava turned her head. The gasp was audible and she cursed silently at the amusement that presented itself in the specks of wild colors flashing in his eyes—blue—like the sky right before the sun disappeared; a dark, rich indigo. It annoyed her that he didn’t bother to hide his mirth at her uncontrolled reaction to his closeness. 

Fuck that. He can invade my space anytime! Damn, this man is gorgeous ... and potent. 

He oozed confidence and she instinctively knew she was looking at a powerful Dom. One who would scoff at her should she attempt to top him. He stood less than an arm's length from her, so close that she could feel the heat of his tall and ... hot damn ... seriously muscular body emitted. She was a petite woman but she had never felt as small and vulnerable with any other Dom as she did right at this moment returning the stare of the silent man. 

Ava was entranced by him ... which was a first for her, and it completely unsettled her. 

Well, who wouldn’t be? I’m drooling here ... and it’s not just my mouth dripping! 

Her eyes moved of their own volition over him, drinking in how gorgeous, albeit a little rough around the edges he was, but mouthwatering, nonetheless. There was no denying it; he was deliciously attractive. His body towered over her, in what she judged to be well over six feet. Every defined muscle rippled as he hooked his fingers into his jeans’ pockets. The white shirt he wore molded to insanely wide shoulders. Her fingers itched to explore every inch of him. 

Damn, he’s a magnificent man ... gladiator perfect! 

And he was, stalwart as an oak with healthy tanned skin that labeled him as the outdoorsy type. His black hair was cut short on the sides and longer on top with a lock that graced his forehead on one side. He had that bad boy look women usually salivated over. And it didn’t stop there. He had a face that could launch a thousand ships—probably did too; the laugh lines spoke of a man used to smiling readily. 

The tingling in her nipples alerted her to his hot gaze roaming over her breasts. She crossed her arms over her chest. Not only to protect herself from his X-ray eyes, but to prevent him from noticing the effect his heated look had on her nipples—which had turned to hard little stones. 

The insolence in his look triggered her annoyance. She licked her lips to snap at him only to be left gaping after him as he turned and sauntered off. Try as she might, she couldn’t drag her eyes from the perfect Fibonacci curve of his delicious ass, even while annoyance rippled through her.

What the fuck! The ... he did not just ... the damn Dom just walked away!

“Very well, sub, I accept. Over there, on the spanking bench.” The smooth voice of Dom Mike yanked her back to the present. 

Ava did her best to smile and followed him to the corner. The closer they got to the bench, the less she felt like doing the scene, especially since she couldn’t get the vision of the Gladiator Dom out of her mind as he walked away. He might be big but he moved with the prowling svelteness of a tiger. 

A sigh of regret dragged from her lips. Tonight, she needed the lash of a flogger to push her into subspace so she could reach that plateau of relaxation, of an empty mind, and just allow herself to feel and not think. Something that in her day-to-day life was impossible to do.

“Are you sure you don’t want me to tie you up?” Dom Mike asked as soon as she settled over the spanking bench.

“I’m sure, Sir.”

“I’ll start slow, just to heat your skin.”

“I don’t want you to. Just get to it.” Ava was frustrated. It was the first time a Dom, any man for that matter, affected her like the Gladiator did. It didn’t make sense and she just wanted her mind to go blank so she could wipe him from her thoughts. 

“I agreed to your scene but you will not dictate how I handle the outcome.” Dom Mike’s voice darkened.

Ava rolled her eyes but chose not to respond. If he didn’t start soon, she was going to lose all desire for the scene. She sighed in relief when the first strikes landed. Her fingers tightened into fists as it soon became evident that she couldn’t switch off her mind and be in the scene with the Dom. He didn’t do anything wrong and soon ratcheted up the intensity of the strikes and still ... nothing. 

It’s that damn Gladiator’s fault, she silently bemoaned her fate but the little devil on her shoulder urged her on to at least try and achieve some relief. 

She glanced over her shoulder at Dom Mike. “Is that the best you can do? Maybe I should take that flogger and just hit myself. I might reach subspace a lot sooner.”

“You have a bitchy mouth,” Dom Mike said as he lowered the flogger and regarded her with a frown. 

“I just want you to put some muscle behind those hits. If you’re not up to it—” She allowed a smirk to curl on her lips before she turned her head away. 

“It seems you have a problem, Dom Mike.”

Ava froze at the deep, gruff voice that reverberated with a surprising richness in its tone and spread a luxurious warm feeling through her bones.

“Yeah, I should’ve known better than to scene with her.”

“Maybe I can be of assistance?”

Ava’s head snapped around so fast, she almost slipped a disk. 

Oh, hell no! 

It was him, the man who had taken over her ability to concentrate ... damn, to think! 

“Be my guest,” Dom Mike stepped back and handed over the flogger. 

A sixth sense triggered a warning in Ava’s mind. She never ignored them and didn’t intend to do so now, no matter how hot this Dom was. She pushed back with the intent to get off the spanking bench when she felt her ankles being cuffed. Before she could push upright, both wrists were caught and cuffed as well. 

“What are you doing? Untie me! I didn’t agree to this,” she protested vehemently and struggled against the bindings. It was to no avail. All she managed to do was tire herself out. She quieted and lifted her head to glare at the Dom who stood by her side, watching her shenanigans with an amused smile. 

“What was the scene she asked for, Dom Mike?”

“A hard flogging. She wants to hit subspace and then be rubbed to a climax as she comes down.” 

“Fully dressed? She didn’t offer you any pleasure in this scene at all, did she?” Ava simmered under his assessing look but refused to open her mouth again. “Are you sure she’s even a submissive?”

Dom Mike shrugged. “To be honest, I have my doubts. Why any of us even bother to give in to her demands is beyond me but at least it gives me pleasure to look at that sexy ass of hers.”

“Ah, so this little snip likes to top from the bottom, does she?” His gaze sharpened as he assessed her curvy ass. “I’m surprised the Senior Masters allow it.”

“Allow what?”

Ava cringed as the familiar deep voice of Master Quinlan floated toward her. 

“A sub topping the Doms she scenes with.”

She whimpered as a hand locked around her hair and tilted her head sideways. “You again, Shadow? Didn’t we have a discussion about this a month ago?”

Parker’s lips quirked at the sub’s name. In all honesty, it was rather appropriate.

“It’s just a misunderstanding, Master Quinlan.” Ava didn’t dare sass Quinlan for fear of exacerbating the punishment she already knew was her due or worse, potentially losing her membership. She prayed silently that Dom Mike would be the one handing it out and not Master Quinlan. She might have liked a harsh flogging but when it came to punishment, it was an entirely new ballgame when one of the Senior Masters was involved. 

“Is it, or are you blatantly lying to me as well?”

“I’m sorry, Master Quinlan, you’re right; I did manipulate Dom Mike to get what I wanted out of the scene.” She backpaddled immediately. It served no purpose to anger him further. 

She darted a sideways glance at the intruding Dom but the sharp look of reprimand for his interference didn’t faze him in the least. 

“I’m disappointed, especially that a regular Dom, as well as a very good friend of mine, had to witness such unacceptable behavior by a long-standing member.” His fingers tightened in her hair. “What do you propose I do about this, sub?”

“I’m sorry, Master Quinlan. I truly didn’t mean to be disrespectful, it’s just that ... that I ...” Ava swallowed. She couldn’t find the words to articulate that she acted the way she did because she had been unable to find a powerful enough Dom who saw through the cheeky sub to find the needy and vulnerable woman beneath. A submissive who was desperate to be controlled and dominated in every sense of the word. 

“That your desire for Domination hasn’t been met. Not that you should be surprised, sub.” Quinlan leaned closer and rasped next to her ear, “You might yearn for a powerful Dom but at the same time you’re too scared to lose control over your emotions, therefore, you always choose the ones you can top.” He straightened and glanced at Parker over his shoulder, who watched the scene dispassionately. Though Parker’s expression didn’t betray his feelings, the usual quirky smile hovered around his lips. 

“This is the one you were looking for?” Quinlan asked with raised eyebrows as he noticed the flicker of expectation in Parker’s eyes. He felt the sub stiffen at his words but she didn’t dare move, seeing as he held her in place with the grip in her hair. Parker assented with a nod.

“Then I have the perfect solution to this little problem we have. Master Tiger, would you be so kind and take care of this sub’s punishment? As a VIP guest of Club Alpha Cove, it would indeed be an honor if you’d show this recalcitrant sub how a powerful Dom reacts to being topped.”

“No! Not him!”

“It’ll be my pleasure.” Parker’s deep voice grated over hers. “As long as I can choose the punishment.”

Quinlan released Ava’s hair and stepped away. She looked at him warily. It wouldn’t serve any purpose to beg for forgiveness. She’d been caught doing something she’d been reprimanded for more than once. The last time had been with a clear warning that it wouldn’t be tolerated again. Hence Master Quinlan’s decision to humiliate her with punishment by a complete stranger. 

“As long as you study her limit list beforehand, Master Tiger.”

“Already have.” Parker smiled as the sub’s back stiffened even more.

What the fuck?! He hadn’t left the dungeon, so how did he know who I was before he even saw me?

Ava had covertly been following his leisurely stroll throughout the vast space, so she knew he hadn’t left. She struggled as the realization became embedded in her mind that he had sought her out deliberately. It worried her that instead of concern or fear, the only feeling she succumbed to was excitement triggered by the frisson of lust playing a merry tune inside her loins.

“Then I leave it in your capable hands, my friend.”

“Is the Red Room available?”

Ava turned to stone. It was a strict rule she had, although it wasn’t stipulated as a limit. She just didn’t agree to it and never went to one of the private rooms for a scene. She only played in the Dungeon in public. This mighty Dom might be the kind she had secretly been yearning for but she’d be damned if she allowed him to stifle the natural brat in her.

“No, Master Quinlan. I prefer to have my punishment here and ... oowww! Fucking hell,” she screamed as two strikes from his huge hand seared over the soft area where her buttocks and thighs met. She wheezed as she battled to breathe through the pain. Her mind screamed in protest at the unexpected rush of heat that flushed her loins. She liked a harsh flogging but nothing she’d ever received had hurt as much as this. 

“Any request you have will be addressed to me directly, is that clear, sub?” Parker’s voice cracked through her like a whip, deep and coated with such dark intent, she felt a shiver trail through her body. 

“Yes, Sir,” she snapped through clenched teeth. 

“You will address me as Master Tiger or not at all.” Parker turned to Quinlan. “Well, the Red Room?”

“It’s all yours ... for the rest of the night if you want it.”

“I do and unless this sub uses her safeword, make sure no one disturbs us until seven tomorrow morning.”

“You can’t punish me for that long! What I did doesn’t deserve such ... OOWW!” Her protest ended in another wail as two more strikes landed directly over the welts of the previous ones. 

“Not a word from you unless it’s to use your safeword or answer a question. Your punishment has already begun and as a sub, you should know the basic rules attached to that. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Master Tiger.” Ava recalled that she’d compared the way he moved to a tiger earlier; now she scoffed at the name as she spat it out. She knew she was pushing him but she’d be damned if she showed him how shit scared she was of the effect he had on her.

And the freaking man hasn’t laid a hand on me yet! 

Forgot those slaps so quickly, Ava?

Ava simmered at the reminder from her inner voice and was shocked at how hard she had to fight to keep the submissive inside her contained. It was clawing to come to the surface and kneel at his feet, begging him to take her as a sub. 

His submissive. Lord help me ... I want to be his sub! How the devil can that be? I don’t know him from a bar of soap.
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“Let me go, you fucking degenerate asshole!” Ava struggled violently against Master Tiger’s strong hand clasping her elbow as he dragged her up the stairs to the second floor where the private playrooms were. She’d been docile and complacent until they’d left the dungeon and the watchful eyes of Master Quinlan. 

Now, it was a fight for survival ... of her senses that she was sure had lost all sagacity of self-preservation. 

When they reached the landing and he turned toward the Red Room, she kicked out sideways. Satisfaction at his painful grunt was short-lived as alarm bells sounded in her mind like the horn of a juggernaut. Blaring. Unceasing. Crippling her thoughts and assaulting her senses as she realized she had just made a huge mistake. 

One moment he was hauling her along and the next, he had her pinned against the wall. He looked dangerous and delicious at the same time. His chest muscles rippled when he caught both her hands in one of his huge paws and held them imprisoned above her head. She all but swooned as she breathed in his scent and a heavenly smell filled her nostrils. Fresh, like the churning ocean, as untamed as the tiger spirit that flashed in his eyes—suddenly icy blue that made her feel like she was being pulled into a lake of frozen emotions. Her imagination ran rampant as she watched a myriad of blue shades swirl together, leaving her full of apprehension.

“Noo,” she gasped as his hand wrapped around her throat by the time she recovered enough to begin struggling anew. His fingers tightened and he squeezed until she blinked back at him. That one look was all it took—dark, a warning she couldn’t discard. She slumped against the wall, staring into his eyes. His hold loosened, but only slightly, as he rubbed his fingers on the tender spot behind her ear.

“I’m waiting, sub.”

Ava didn’t have to ask for what. She’d acted abominably by cursing him and causing him physical harm. In light of the fact that she was on the way to being punished, she had just tipped the scale ... fuck, she’d just upended it! 

Still, she refused to concede to his unspoken demand and clenched her lips tighter together. His gaze sharpened as he pressed his hard length against her, lodging his hips between her thighs. Her lips rounded in surprise as she felt his hardening arousal pressed against her softness. 

“As much as I’m enjoying your sass, Shadow, continuing in this trend is only exacerbating the punishment you’re about to receive.”

“I didn’t disrespect you. Dom Mike is the one who should ... ugh,” she gasped as his fingers tightened until her eyes widened and she battled to breathe. “St-stop,” she puffed. Her legs twitched and she was stumped that even in such a dire situation she found herself in, that a swirl of heat trailed through her lower body as she felt his huge erection pressing hard into her. What mortified her more, was the flush of liquid heat that oozed from her pussy to wet her shorts. 

He was visibly aroused by the distress his Domination had over her ... which seemed to hitch higher with every desperate puff she took. He enjoyed his power, the way she withered under his look and slumped weakly against him. A thrill that sought to find housing inside her loins at the realization. 

This is the Domination I’ve been yearning for. He is the kind of Dom I need. 

Her eyes threatened to pop out of their sockets as his fingers curled further around her throat. The message was clear. Unless she gave him what he sought, he wasn’t letting up. 

“I’m sorry, Master Tiger,” she managed to squeak. 

“I can recall a number of things, sub. Care to elaborate exactly what you’re apologizing for?” 

His fingers relaxed ever so slightly, but enough that her airway didn’t feel as restricted. She heaved in a desperate breath as the cogs in her brain scrambled desperately to find the correct response. 

“For kicking you, Master Tiger. I acted without thinking and I’m sorry.” 

“Hmm.” He studied her with a brooding look in his eyes. He released her wrists but the sharp warning in his voice kept them in place. “Keep them there, sub.”

Ava whimpered as she felt his hand move over her stomach to wedge between their bodies. Before she realized his intent, he’d ripped open the four snap fasteners of her shorts. 

The smile quirking on his lips was the only warning she got as she felt the pressure of his fist tightening at the back of her shorts and with hardly any effort at all, ripped it from her hips like it wasn’t made of leather but rather of crinkle paper! To make matters worse, because the shorts were so tight and low on her hips, she had gone commando. At the same time, the demi cup corset was dragged down by the chains attached to the shorts. 

“NO! What are you doing?” she shrieked as his eyes lowered to her jiggling breasts. Her breathing chopped from her lungs and caused her chest to heave up and down. She never took her clothes off at the club. She didn’t come to the club for sex. In all the years, she’d only had sex three times after scening. It had left her feeling vulnerable and exposed, which was why she ensured it was never an option anymore. She kept sex separate and only on her instigation. It wasn’t as satisfying as those three encounters had been ... not by any means ... but it was a hell of a lot safer.

To have this Dom who seemed to live by his own rules see her naked was incomprehensible ... especially as she basked in the approval she detected in the sparkle of his eyes as he stared at her exposed breasts. 

“Y-you can’t do this!” she protested in a miffed voice which didn’t sound at all as assertive as she intended. 

“I just did. I suggest you realize that I’m not one of those Doms who indulge your manipulation.” 

His fingers loosened a little more around her throat to caress the tender skin below her earlobes. One of the erogenous zones in her body that was an erotic trigger and sparked a desire so profound it left her vulnerable ... and scared. A visible shiver shuddered through her. His sharp gaze didn’t miss it, nor the way her bottom lip went white between her teeth. 

“You know why we’re here, Shadow, don’t you?”

“You’re going to punish me,” she snapped out in a morose sneer. 

“Indeed I am. Please enlighten me why.”

Her sharp look was enough for the circling motion to stop and his fingers to tighten around her throat again. 

“I’m sure you ... oh fuck,” she gasped. The plunging of two of his fingers deep inside her pussy was so unexpected, she could do nothing to prevent the hot juices coating them in eager welcome. 

His smile turned wicked. “I suggest you think carefully before you continue. You’ve already added two punishments to the one in the dungeon.” He pressed his face into hers. His breath scorched her lips as he warned, “Not that I’m complaining, but I’m not so sure you are an extreme masochist either.”

She noticed the flare of expectation in his gaze as he noticed the fear in hers. 

Fuck! He’s getting harder realizing he’s scaring the shit out of me. 

She didn’t know if the hollow feeling in her stomach was one of excitement or terror at the promise reflecting in his eyes. 

“I’m waiting, sub. Why are you about to be punished?”

“For topping Dom Mike.”

She felt heat unfurl all over her skin as she watched his one eyebrow crawl higher in what she could only describe as the sexiest questioning move she’d ever seen. 

“For kicking you.” Her lips flattened in defiance as his fingers curled deeper into the side of her throat. “And for being insolent toward you.”

He rewarded her with a delicious swirling and intimate caress as he delved his fingers deeper inside her. “Good girl.”

The dulcet tones of his voice reached past all her defenses to toggle loose the submissive inside her. Suddenly, she stood eager and raw in the face of his mastery, silently begging for his full domination to be unleashed upon her. 

“I assume your blatant defiance is now at an end and that you’ll accept the punishment you agreed you deserve?” His voice was as dark as the promise in his eyes. 

“Yes, Master Tiger.” She tried to soften the sharp edge in her voice but the quirk of his lips told her it had been unsuccessful. “At least I will try my best,” she admitted in response to his dubious look.

His eyes turned stormy as he began to finger fuck her and listened to the hoarse gasps escaping from deep within her. 

“I’m only going to warn you once, and let me caution you ahead of time, Cherub ... never ignore a warning I give you. The result would be detrimental to you at best.” He twisted his hand to toggle her clit with his thumb. She was helpless against the surge of lust that flooded her loins at the slow, seductive rhythm of his hand pumping into her. He pressed his face against her cheek and whispered in a deep voice, “Don’t come, little one. Not now and not until I give you permission. Is that understood?”

“Lord,” she wailed in desperation as he sped up and delved deeper inside her, ratcheting up the speed at which her climax rushed to the surface. “Please, I can’t ... I have to come.”

“You’ve been warned,” he rasped and then ... he was gone ... leaving her to lean trembling like a leaf against the wall. He gestured to the dark red door at the end of the hallway. “Shall we?”

It irked her that he sounded like a polite gentleman instead of the Dom who seemed excited at the punishment he was about to inflict on her tender behind. 

His gaze trailed over her as she pushed away from the wall. Her cheeks burned with embarrassment as she felt the teasing reminder of the tattered shorts slapping against the back of her legs and realized how disheveled she must look. She reached up to yank the demi cup top back into place but his cold warning froze her fingers from finishing the action. 

“No. As a sub, you should know never to cover what a Dom has unveiled for his pleasure.” Ava felt like a failure as he looked at her with a speculative gleam in his eyes. “Which strengthens my belief that you’re not a submissive. Not in the true sense of the word.” His mouth split into a wide grin. “It’s going to be a pleasure peeling back each layer to find what’s driving you, and once I have ... to put you back together piece by piece until the submissive emerges who will beg to be dominated by me.”

“You dream big, Master Tiger,” she snorted as she straightened her shoulders and marched past him with her head held high. It irritated the living daylights out of her that the prospect of being under his control long term sounded like heaven on earth. 

Gmphf. Get a grip, Ava Harper. Hell on earth is a better description of what he probably has in mind. 

Her bravery slipped a little when the door shut behind the big man. It was the first time she’d ventured inside a room on the second floor. She looked around the room in awe. 

The decor of the Red Room gave justice to its name. Heavy brocade curtains in red and old gold added to the allure of the room, enhanced by the throw pillows on the wine-red leather sofa and wingback chair in front of a fireplace against the far wall. It gave the room a warm, cozy atmosphere, along with the low light sconces against the walls. Her feet sank into the thick dark gold carpet that offered an added texture to the room. The double king size four poster bed stood against a dull bronze wallpaper background. Inviting and frightening at the same time, especially as she noticed the cuffs attached at the four poles. A large arch offered a breathtaking view of a bathroom with shining marble tiles and mirrors. Her appreciation came to an abrupt halt as her gaze snagged on the play equipment in the far corner of the room. A St. Andrew’s Cross, a spanking bench, and a heavy chain gently swayed from the high rafters of the roof. 

“As enticing as you look with your tits pushed up like that, I want you naked. Please be so kind as to remove what’s left of your clothes.”

“I hope you realize this outfit cost me an arm and a leg. Not to mention it was one of my favorites to wear to the club.”

“I can see why. You looked fucking hot and sexy in it.”

Ava cast a razor-sharp glare at him. The absurd man had the audacity to grin at her. She couldn’t help but stare. Her ovaries, for a change, didn’t burst into song and dance because obviously they were just as flabbergasted as she. Every inch of him embodied a bad boy—more accurately, a wicked bad boy as his smile broadened at her glazed look.

“Or do you need my assistance?”

The dry intonation ripped her out of the trance. With a curse, she yanked open the snap fastening the front of the demi cup top and allowed it to slither down her arms. She was enraptured by the glow in his eyes as he watched the chains connecting the top and shorts snag on her hips. This time she was too caught in her own embarrassment to move. She never paraded her naked body in front of any of the men she had sex with. She grew up as a tomboy and female wiles had never been in her repertoire—not to mention the voice of her overly conservative mother screeching Bible verses in her ears if she dared leave the top button of her shirt undone. 

Seeing the visual effect of his—

Holy shit is that ... good lord! Look at the size of his ... his tool! 

Her mind turned to a soup of lust as her gaze remained snared like glue on his crotch. Or more accurately, on the hard length of his arousal that was clearly outlined by the tight jeans along his thigh.

“Eyes off my assets, sub, and get naked. You’re wasting time.”

“Well, it’s not my fault you’ve got such fucking yummy assets,” she mumbled under her breath and quickly pushed the leather over her hips and down her legs. He already had too much time to think up ways to punish her. It served no purpose to give him more ammunition. 

“What was that, Shadow?”

“Just clearing my throat, Master Tiger.”

“Hmm. I don’t appreciate a mumbling sub ... except when her mouth is filled with a cock. Is that what you’re asking for?” 

She swallowed back the groan as one eyebrow did that sexy upward crawl again. It didn’t help that drool filled her mouth at the thought of sucking him off. She couldn’t help but wonder what he would taste like. A speculative gleam entered his gaze, which she countered by kicking the garment pooling around her ankles upward and watched it slap him smack dab in the face. 

Her giggle trilled through the quiet room as she watched him slowly drag the offending piece of leather and chains off his face. She swallowed her mirth as he narrowed his eyes on her. 

“Oops, my apologies, Master Tiger. I didn’t realize it would fly through the air like that. Just like ... whoosh and bang!” A fit of giggles rippled from her again as she recalled the look on his face. His lips flattened but Ava could swear there was a twinge of amusement in his gaze. Her hands fluttered in the air. “I’m sorry, Sir but ... hahaha.” She couldn’t contain her laughter, which was a strange phenomenon, seeing as Ava wasn’t the kind of person to laugh at such silly nonsense. 

Her eyes widened as he whipped the shirt over his head and blessed her with the rippling gorgeousness of his broad chest and a washboard six pack that made her breath catch. By the time his big hands came to rest low on his hips, her laughter had died completely, especially as she noticed how the muscles in his biceps rippled as he tapped his fingers against his jeans. 

Suddenly the reality of what was about to happen hit home. Those huge paws and bulging muscles were going to be used to punish her. She felt her buttocks clench in protest as he walked forward. Ava retreated step by step. 

“Stop.”

The order came from low in his throat and she instinctively responded. Her feet were rooted to the spot. She belatedly realized that she forgot to remove the thigh high stiletto boots. On the other hand, his instructions hadn’t included her boots ... right? 

While she debated in her mind, he deftly cuffed her one ankle to a welded O-ring into the floor. 

“Spread them wide.”

She instinctively obeyed and cursed as he cuffed the other ankle as well before he straightened. All amusement was gone from his face as he gruffed shortly, “Hands.”

“Oh lord,” she moaned as he cuffed her wrists to the chain above her head. Because she was so short, her body was stretched to capacity even with her going onto her toes. 

Parker slowly walked around her; a negligent finger trailed a line of scorching heat on her skin as he went.

“Have you ever heard the Russian Proverb, ‘Even pain has its joy?’”

“Can’t say that I have,” she mumbled as she yanked on the cuffs. The chains rattled overhead but other than that, she couldn’t move much, except to orbit her hips left and right. 

“I’m sure you’re familiar with the chemical formula that’s often used to describe endorphins, which to a sub is rather different than to a Dom. Personally, there are times that I find pure fun in striking a submissive for no other reason than personal gratification.”

“Like now?”

“Hmm, I’d be lying if I denied I’m looking forward to watching your flesh ripple under my whip, but first and foremost, don’t for one minute believe that it’ll make your punishment any easier ... to the contrary ...”

“Oh, believe me, Master Tiger, nothing you’ve said so far gave me the impression of that.” She grunted as she tried to move her hips out of his reach as his large palm cupped one soft cheek. She shrieked as he closed his fist and squeezed hard in response.

“Don’t pull away from my touch, sub. You don’t want to anger me.”

Ava thought it was safer to keep her mouth shut. She seemed to be exacerbating her punishment with every word she said and every move she made.

Her body trembled as he pressed against her back. His hard chest was warm and unmovable but caused her nipples to tighten even before his hands circled around her to cup her breasts. 

“Gorgeous tits you have, Shadow. I’m looking forward to sucking those succulent nipples into my mouth.” He jiggled the mounds and smiled as she moaned in response. He pressed his hips hard against her buttocks, reveling in the breathless gasp as she felt the hardness of his cock dig into her softness. His breath whispered against her temple. “Ever heard of the term Dom Rod, sub?”

“No, I haven't.” She snorted. “Although it doesn’t take a genius to figure out what it means.”

His chuckle was dark as he moved his hips left and right against her. To her amazement, she felt him swelling larger and harder. A factoid that caused her ovaries to quirk in excitement. 

“Dom Rod is the term lovingly used to describe the arousal and subsequent stiffness of a male Dom’s cock during acts of Dominance.”

“It doesn’t seem to take too much to get you in a Dom Rod state, Master Tiger,” she scoffed and puffed an aroused groan as he responded by pinching her nipples as he rammed his hard length between the crack of her ass. It stumped her that the only thing she could think of was how wonderful it would’ve felt if he’d been completely naked. 

“Soon, little one,” he cooed amusingly against her ear, annoying her with his adeptness to read her body’s reactions, not to mention her mind. “But first ... your punishment.”

She followed his large body with trepidation as he walked to snap open a large leather toy bag that sat on a wooden bench against the wall. He returned with a black and red flogger in his hand. Her eyes were glued on it. 

“This is a Katana One signature leather flogger whip, specifically designed to my specifications. I only use it for punishment because it’s a heavy whip crafted with slightly longer round cowhide leather tails ... fifty of them in total.”

She cringed at the swish of the tails before it cracked loudly against his jeans. She might like an element of pain and enjoyed impact play; the lick of pain followed by a delicious rush of pleasure, but that didn’t mean she was in any shape or form, a pain slut. It was what she needed to vanquish the never-ending thoughts from her mind, to sweep away all her worries and as a result, she could lock away the stress that constantly hounded her for days thereafter. For the first time since she’d joined the BDSM lifestyle, Ava was tempted to shout out RED before the punishment even started. 

At the first teasing touch of the leather tails against her skin, Ava’s breath hissed from her lips. It felt warm and erotic as he walked around her, the whip following his path as he circled her naked body. 

“I’m going to ask you this once and I expect an honest answer.”

“I’m all ears.” She held her breath as the words echoed back at her, expecting a harsh retaliation. It didn’t come. Instead, he surprised her with a deep chuckle. 

“Are you?” 

Her eyes flicked to his. He watched her with a twitch of those devilishly suggestive eyebrows. 

“Am I what?” She moaned as the tips of the whip trailed over her breasts to tickle the hardening buds of her nipples. 

“A submissive.”

Ava resented the question as much as she did the reaction she had to this dangerous man. She struggled against her traitorous heart that rapped out a dangerous sexual melody while searching for an appropriate response. 

“Not a question that bears answering,” she snapped, not bothering to hide her resentment. 

“I disagree.”

“Look, Master Tiger, we’re here because Master Quinlan appointed you as my punisher. Can we just get on with it? I’d still like to have a proper scene before I leave.”

“So, you came here to indulge in impact play, but from what I saw, you’re the one, who by way of Dom mind games, are in control of the whip. Am I correct?”

“I wouldn’t exactly describe it that way,” she hedged.

“Come now, Shadow. You crave impact play to use the pain to lose yourself in it. To drift off and relax. Tell me, how often have you actually achieved the level of euphoria you need to reach that feeling of floating into blissful pleasure?”

Ava lifted her eyes to his. She couldn’t help it; her resistance to this man was slowly fading. She always backed off from forceful men but there was something about him that calmed her ... drew her in and coaxed her to trust him. 

His smile was gentle with a touch of wickedness when she answered in a soft lilt, “Never.”

He stopped in front of her and leaned forward, ensnaring her in his magnetic focus that was as massive as that of his animal totem. At Castle Sin, each of the Masters was named after the animal whose spiritual totem they best represented. Of the seven cousins, Parker was the one who placed special emphasis on raw feelings and emotions in everything he did. Like his spirit animal, he had primal instincts and was unpredictable, but he inexplicably trusted in his abilities and emotions. He was passionate and dealt with life matters spontaneously by trusting his intuition and acting fast when needed

For the barest of moments, there was only her. It shook her to the core how badly she wanted to be the focus of his attention all the time. 

“I’ll give you what you need tonight, little cherub ... after the punishment.”

Well ... that didn’t last long, she bemoaned the return of the powerful Master intent on punishing her. 

“But know this, sub, when we scene, it’s my rules. I will give you, not what you want, but what you need. I will honor your boundaries and use of your safeword but within those parameters,” he pressed his face closer, “I set the pace and the outcome.” 

His tone roughened, grew dark as he captured her chin between his fingers. 

“You’ll be the submissive in every sense of the word, Shadow. Something you’ll do well to remember. With me, the bottom is never in charge.”
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Ava found her resistance crumbling under the potency of the man ... one she burned to know more about. She had never felt such an electric attraction to anyone before. The fact that she wasn’t fazed that he was on the verge of punishing her, and severely by the look of that damn flogger whip, didn’t sit well with her. 

What the devil was wrong with her? Here she stood, naked as a jaybird, another big no in her repertoire, in a private playroom—a massive no for her—and all she could think of was that she finally found the man who she couldn’t wait to fuck. 

For days on end. 

“Let’s get the punishment out of the way, shall we?” 

His hand twisted in her hair, causing a sharp burn in her scalp as he tilted back her chin. Pain hissed through her lips; her perfidious body responded to his power. There was no denying it. This was how she was wired. She came off pain ... but controlled pain. 

“So, in every scene, you belittle the Dom who goes out of his way to offer you what you want, or from what I’ve been told, demand the scene to be.”

“I wouldn’t exactly word it like that, Sir.”

“No? You want to control the outcome, sub, which means you don’t get what you need. In the process, you lie to the Dom, rob him of the satisfaction he craves during a scene. It stops now.” His voice deepened. “And let me make this abundantly clear, Shadow. No matter where you scene, you will never top a Dom again. Do you know why?”

“I’m sure you’re about to inform me, Master Tiger.” Her voice didn’t sound as sharp as she intended. 

“Because you will remember this flogging for a very long time.” His fingers tightened in her hair. “I daresay, you’ll never forget it, period.”

His heat followed him as he stepped back and released her hair. It annoyed her how lost and cold her body felt without his pressed against it. 

“For your blatant lies and topping a Dom, you’ve earned twenty strikes. For your actions toward me, an additional ten with a different impact tool.”

She heard the swish and then a whoosh of air caressed her skin moments before the whip landed with a burst of explosive fire across her buttocks.

“Fuck!” The painful gasp pulsed in her chest as she struggled to compute the raw pain that licked over her backside. 

“That was a test strike. We begin now. You will count every hit and apologize to a Dom by name for topping him.” He allowed his instruction to sink in. “Is that clear?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“I expect you to use your safeword if it becomes unbearable. Remind me what it is.”

“Red, Master Tiger.”

“Good girl. One more thing, Shadow. This is punishment. There will be no breaks and believe me, you won’t slip into subspace. You’ll feel every strike and every strand of my whip.” He slapped the strips against his jeans. The sound echoed ominously through the room. “If you miss a count or an apology, we will start from one again ... in the dungeon.”

Her head whipped around as she glared at him over her shoulder. “You're not serious.”

His grin was response enough, and with a huff, she turned her face forward. “Just get on with it then.”

Crack! Crack!

“Holy fuck!” Ava struggled to breathe. The pain seared through every shadow of her mind, curled into a ball in one corner until heat unfurled deep inside her. 

“One. I’m sorry for topping you, Dom Mike. Two. I’m sorry for topping you, Dom Ben,” she managed to grind out through clenched teeth.

For the first time ever, Ava didn’t know if she’d be able to withstand the entire punishment. He had just started and already, tears were burning behind her eyes. 

The next two connected with the insides of her thighs which dragged a hollow howl from her. To Master Tiger’s credit, he gave her a couple of seconds grace to find her voice to count and apologize before the next two struck. 

“I’m surprised, Shadow. For someone who seems to love impact tools, I would’ve thought you’d have learned long ago how to take a flogging.”

“Th-this is fucking way p-past a flogging,” Ava whimpered as Parker gave her a short respite after the tenth strike landed. 

“If you’re going to last for the balance of your punishment, stop resisting the flogger, sub. You tense your muscles, which exacerbates every strike and turns it into a painful experience.”

“I thought that was the p-purpose of being p-punished.”

“It is but it doesn’t have to be unpleasant. Take a deep breath when you hear the swish of the strips and don’t tense up, but rather welcome the energy the flogger delivers.”

“Which is easy during an erotic flogging, Master Tiger. This ... I’ve never been flogged like this before or with the kind of whip you’re using. I’m trying but I just ... I can’t.”

“The only difference is you’re not being aroused, and for once, by a Dom you can’t manipulate. Concentrate on your breathing to circulate that energy throughout your body. You can stop apologizing to the Doms. It depresses me to realize you’ve been able to top that many. The last ten is going to be the biggest test for you, little one. Ready?”

“No,” she all but wailed. 

“You know how to stop this, Shadow. Until then, don’t forget to count.”

Crack! Crack! 

“Holy fucking ... ELEVEN, TWELVE,” she screamed as the strips seared a path of fire across her buttocks. She panted and screamed at her mind to do what he said, lean into the strikes like she’d been taught ... to not tense her muscles ... and breathe.

Don’t forget to fucking breathe! 

The next four landed in quick succession. First on the soft spot where her thighs and cheeks met and then on the outside of her legs. She fisted her hands and breathed harshly but evenly, doing her best to concentrate on accepting the painful energy that was flowing throughout her body. Irrespective of the pain, it was distressing to realize how aroused she was, how wet and sticky her thighs had become over the last four hits. 

“I generally don’t enjoy corporal punishment, and it’s rare that I use it, but I have to admit, watching you writhe and thrash under my whip, punches pleasure through my body. I feel every scream in the hardening of my cock. It makes me look forward to an erotic impact scene with you.”

Crack! Crack! 

He continued in a colloquial tone, ignoring her painful counts. “Of course, that’ll only happen if you submit completely to me, little one. Then, this flogger will transcend you to a level of such eroticism, your mind will be blown, as will mine. I’m going to teach you to open your mind, to offer me the one thing every Dom searches for in a perfect submissive.”

“W-which is?”

“Trust and freedom to use her gift of subjugation in the most erotic and audacious fashion to make her soar.”

Her mind was still trying to wrap itself around the unwanted desire to do just that, to give over to him in every sense of the word when the final two strikes fell on the insides of her thighs.

“Gaawwdd! Nineteen and TWENTY!” she shouted. Her body jerked violently in the chains as she struggled to filter through the inferno of pain that turned her mind into a soup of distress. “I’m sorry for topping the Doms from the bottom. I’ll never do it again, I swear! Never again but no more! Please, M-master Tiger. I can’t take any more of that w-whip,” she begged in a sobbing voice. 

“It’s done, little one. Relax, allow the energy to ease through your body. Breathe slowly. In and out. Come, Shadow. With me. Breathe. In and out.”

His dulcet-toned voice wrapped itself around her frayed mind and immediately calmed her down. She stopped thrashing, followed his coaxing, and soon hung limply in the chains. 

“I’m going to rub some of the club’s special ointment on the welts. It’s going to sting but it’ll take the pain away and prevent any bruising.”

“Holy fuck!” Ava cried through clenched teeth as she arched her body forward to try and get away from his torturous hands running over her scorching behind. Parker was tenacious and didn’t stop until he covered every inch of skin with the soothing gel where the strips left an enticing welt. 

“There. Give it a couple of minutes to soak into your muscles and you’ll be fine.”

He circled her and stopped in front of her. To her surprise, he wrapped his arms around her, pulling her into his chest and nuzzled her throat. 

“You’re a delightful surprise, my pet. Arousal was the last thing I expected from you as a result of meeting the Tiger’s Claw.”

“T-Tiger’s Claw?” Her voice sounded small and timid but hot dang! It was heaven to be held against his naked chest and feel his large hands caress her back. So much so, that she completely forgot about the fire scorching her behind and thighs. 

“It’s what the subs at my club christened my flogger whip.”

“I can understand why.” She dared a quick peek at him as he pulled back to look at her. “And I’m not aroused. I’m in pain.”

The chuckle that filled the room slammed into her heart and slithered like a silent serpent to twine a thread around her soul. She was left completely stumped as she stared at him. She was sure it had to be illegal somewhere in the world for a man to be this attractive and have such an effect on a woman ... correction, on her! She wasn’t supposed to become mystified over a man she just met. It wasn’t in her DNA for heaven’s sake.

And let’s not forget, said man is a powerful Dom who just punished you ... severely! 

As if I need to be reminded of that! 

Ava scoffed at her inner voice while doing her best to plaster an annoyed look on her face. He was already too sure of himself. She’d be damned if she gave him more ammunition to destroy her hard-earned spinstership. 

“I don’t even need to check to know your cunt is dripping with your honeyed juices, my pet. Your tantalizing bouquet has been teasing my nostrils throughout your punishment.”

Ava refused to be goaded into responding. She had to dig deep to keep from moaning in protest when he stepped back from her. He regarded her thoughtfully.

“Since I aim to have some fun with this delectable body of yours, I decided against further corporal punishment. The ten lashes for your misdemeanors against me will be extracted from you in different ways.”

The glint in his eyes left her with an uneasy feeling in her belly. 

“Extracted how exactly?” she asked as she watched him reach up to release the cuffs from the chains but left them on her wrists. He did the same with her ankles. He plucked her from the floor—well, that’s what it felt like!—and carried her to the bed. 

“In ways I’m sure to find pleasurable.”

Ava groaned as he immediately clipped the cuffs to the chains conveniently in place at each corner of the four-poster bed, leaving her spread-eagle and open to his searing gaze. His lips twitched as he encountered the thigh high boots. 

“Do you have any idea how alluringly sexy you
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