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Dear Reader,

This is a little different from my usual since I don’t write Daddy books but never fear, it’s filled with just as much suspense and heat. My story is a marriage between discipline delight at the BDSM club and Daddy domestic discipline, spankings, and much more! 

BLURB:

Kaden Frazer

I’m a busy man. Running a black ops recovery and crisis management company is hard work, especially since I like to be out in the field getting high on adrenaline and chasing the bad guys. What I don’t have time for is to babysit my friend's niece.

Kaden found balance in the demands of his job at Club Rouge, where he was one of the founding partners. Nothing beat the thrill of watching open defiance turn into untethered submission as pretty cheeks bloomed whenever he gave a sub... the look. What he didn’t expect was to be enamored with a woman worming her way into the club under false pretenses.

Sage Lewis

I’m done with it. Fed up. Sick and tired of overprotective men, my uncle included. I’m an FBI undercover operative who can take care of herself. I’m thirty-four-years old and have a black belt in Taekwondo, for heaven’s sake. And I don’t need a Daddy Dom... I don’t!

Getting inside Club Rouge was easy. She had an inside contact. Getting her bottom blistered hadn’t been part of the plan. Getting lost in the Dom demanding she call him Daddy... impossible! But it happened. All of it... which would’ve been fine, except now she was caught between a rock and a hard place.

A twist of fate brought them together when the case she was working on was leaked, putting her life in danger. Now, she had two battles to fight. Staying alive... and denying the man who kept insisting he was her Daddy.

I had fun writing this story, so much so, that there will be an entire Club Rouge: Louisiana Daddy series! I hope you enjoy reading it just as much!

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset
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Club Rouge, Baton Rouge, Louisiana...

“Since it’s your first time with us, please pay attention to the orientation. You don’t want to be banned on your maiden visit, now, do you?”

Good Lord, this is a sex club, but the woman sounds like a drill instructor at an FBI boot camp.

Sage Lewis kept her thoughts from showing. She was already struggling to hold on to her patience. Her uncle neglected to mention the rigmarole to get inside the club. Time wasters, she preferred to call them. It wasn’t as if she hadn’t already spent an hour on the online application just to be approved as Master Z’s guest.

Master Z? I would love to know the story behind that moniker. She smirked quietly, picturing Slade Lewis in her mind. Tall, well-built for his age—not that he was old, she quickly reminded herself. He was her father’s youngest brother, born twelve years after him, which made him forty-seven, thirteen years Sage’s senior.

More than that, why would he bother to come all the way to Louisiana for his kinky pleasures when there was an abundance of such clubs in Washington D.C.? Was he hiding his lifestyle from prying eyes? As the Deputy Director of the CIA, of course, he had to keep his slate clean, but as far as she was concerned, what a man did in his own bedroom was no one else’s business.

Yeah right, which is why you’re here, at this club, looking for dirt on none other than Congressman Beats.

Oh, shut up. We’re discussing my uncle, not the case.

Same difference, just the names set them apart.

Sage felt like bitchslapping her conscience into silence, but she couldn’t deny the truth. If Beats’ kinky lifestyle was leaked, so potentially could her uncle’s, which was the one thing she would regret for the rest of her life if it happened because of her uncle assisting her.

Except there was one major difference between Slade Lewis and Congressman Beats. Beats was completely corrupt. She already had enough dirt to bury him, but instinct warned her that she had missed a key link—one she believed would be found here.

If the owners of Club Rouge allowed in characters like Beats, it stood to reason that the bastard involved in the financial banking scandal with the congressman was here as well. Another one who used the power of their position to screw the American People. That was who she was after. Beats was nothing but a big fish in a small pond.

Sage loved her job as an FBI Special Agent in Criminal Investigation. She took very seriously the responsibility of ensuring that the civil rights of citizens were protected by fighting public corruption and investigating criminal acts by politicians and law enforcement. Going undercover and following the money and paper trails was part and parcel of the job.

Glancing around, she acknowledged that this was anything but a shady establishment. Stylish and elegant, the black, red, and silver foyer, portrayed a vision of indulgence, which she had no doubt was reflected behind the wide carved door leading to the entertainment area and the dungeon. The club was exclusive to members only, and the selection process was stringent. Since she couldn’t approach the FBI for financial assistance until she had something concrete to justify the case she was investigating, she had to dig into her own pocket to pay for the entrance fee.

Lord, I hope they refund me once I crack this case! She cringed just thinking of the phenomenal amount she had to part with just to obtain entrance for one night. One single night, and a big chunk of her savings was gone. Membership would probably take half of her annual salary!

Luckily, I have no desire to become a regular at this sort of club.

Due to her ignorance of the lifestyle, Sage had done extensive research and was comfortable she would blend in as a submissive who knew the ropes... pun intended. She smirked at the vision.

Good luck to any man attempting to tie me up!

“And you, Miss? What name did you choose?”

Sage might be ignorant about BDSM, but one look at the stern expression on the woman’s face warned her she was in the presence of a formidable Dominatrix, or Domme, as her research indicated they were called.

Digging deep into her subconscious, she searched for specks of the discussion that had been going on while her mind had wandered. Getting caught not paying attention wouldn’t look good for someone claiming to be an experienced submissive.

Sub names! She wants a name I want to use while at the club. Shit!

“Patty Cakes.”

Grasping at straws at this moment wasn’t ideal. Spurting out the first name that crossed her mind, even worse—if Mistress Winter’s response was anything to go by.

“Well, I do believe there’ll be a number of Doms here tonight who are going to enjoy you.”

Since it was the only pet name anyone had ever called her, bless your heart, Grandma, it was only natural to latch onto it. Now, she wished she’d paid attention to the orientation and picked something more subtle. Her research had shown all these kinds of clubs had one thing in common—their protocols had to be followed. Of course, since her mind had been on the case, she had missed the discussion about all the rules and requirements.

“Not a very good start to the night, Sage,” she berated herself sotto voce.

On the other hand, she wasn’t too concerned. Participating or meeting a dashing Dominant wasn’t the purpose of being there. Her only intention was to pretend to be watching scenes while instead, actively gathering dirt on Beats, in one way, by trying to get inside his head.

“Lucky me,” Sage responded with a forced grin as she realized the Domme was watching her expectantly.

“Luck would be pushing it, sub, particularly since you didn’t pay attention while I was discussing the rules and protocols. No, Patty Cakes, what I’m referring to is the brat in you. The Doms here have a love-hate relationship with that type. It’ll be interesting to see who you get paired up with for the evening.”

“Paired up? I don’t wish to be paired up. I’m only here to watch and see if I—”

“Then I’m afraid you’ve wasted your money. Tonight, is theme night and since we only invited the exact number to pair up everyone, no one sits out, or just watches. It’s Pair and Play night, my pet.” A sly smile brightened her face. “We use every application to attend this evening as a guide to find the perfect match. For your sake, I hope yours was based on your true needs. Believe me, being paired up with a sadist when you’re a newbie...”

Mistress Winter tilted her head. “So, Patty Cakes, are you leaving, or staying?”

Okay, so now I’m in trouble. The Domme’s smoldering eyes held Sage prisoner, so much so that she found herself incapable of blinking. It was an eerie feeling. As a woman who faced danger on a daily basis, could shoot like a sniper, and had a black belt in Taekwondo, she was stumped by the sudden desire to bend to that look of dominance.

Perhaps she had been naive to believe she could blend in, or worse yet, somehow play the role of an experienced submissive. If a Domme could tap into just a drop of submission frozen deep inside her, what would a powerful Dom to whom she might be attracted to wring out of her? Those fleeting thoughts were forcibly brushed aside.

Sage was unswerving, letting no one and nothing undermine the foundation upon which her resolute character rested—not even a Dominant. As a child, everyone who found themselves in her presence had commented on her nascent talent as an actress. Along life’s path, she had finely honed those thespian skills, mastering the art of improvisation. Tonight, she would call upon this particular courage.

“I’m staying, Mistress Winter.”

Of course, she was. This wasn’t the time to cut and run, wasting a one-off opportunity to get near Beats. The perfect scenario would be if she was paired up with him. Now that would make the buzzy cocktail of adrenaline and charged trepidation pulsing through her worth it.

“Wonderful.” The Domme turned to face the group. “I suggest you all read through the leaflet I gave you. We don’t want your first experience to turn into punishment, do we? I’ll give you ten minutes, and then we’ll go on a quick tour.”

Sage had no doubt that the punishment remark was aimed at her. Fully intending to avoid drawing unnecessary attention, she spent the ten-minute grace period studying the leaflet, ensuring she had all the rules down pat.

This entire night was quickly turning into something completely unexpected—being suddenly thrust into a role she never could have anticipated would require all her skill and courage to master convincingly. The novels she had read and the videos she had watched as part of her research had been enlightening. They even made her tingle all over at the conflicting aspects of domination. Stern, controlling, punishing, yet caring and loving. She hadn’t wanted to examine how aroused she had become watching and reading about erotic spankings. There was no way that having her behind slapped red would make her climax like those women had in the videos. No way! Not ever.

A trickle of awareness crawled down her spine. She didn’t have to look around to know she was being watched. She could feel it. Instinct whispered that it wasn’t Mistress Winter. This time, it was intense, filled with sizzling heat that made her shiver. In a furtive attempt to casually survey the crowd, her gaze was caught in the grip of a pair of dark eyes that sparkled like diamond dust on a moonlit night.

With just one look, Sage became transfixed by the proximity of the dark presence who enjoyed the power of those hypnotic orbs. Dressed in tight, black leather with an open vest that embraced a muscular chest, he had a swarthy masculinity that captivated her imagination. She was incapable of moving. He stood erect on legs spread shoulder-width apart, with his large hands balanced easily on each hip. Ownership and confidence oozed from his every pore, quickly spreading to wrap around her mind, infecting her thoughts, reaching in for control—demanding she give in to his allure.

Suddenly, all she wanted was to submit to the sexual whims of this man. Tied down, spanked, her hair yanked while being fucked, yes fucked, not made love to, like she was the only one that mattered. For him, she would submit to all of it—the pain, the discomfort... Her mind searched for more, but all she could produce was whatever else came with a scene.

Sage had always believed in the equality of sexual power in a relationship. Now, being pulled in by those magnetic eyes, all she could think about was that she would go down on her knees and crawl if he told her to. She wanted to be owned by him. What scared the hell out of her was not giving him power over her body but instead, that of her mind.

Complete submission.

An involuntary blink and the spell was shattered. His full mouth, gathered up into the slightest smile, briefly secured by unknown thoughts, stayed fixed at its corners while his eyes raked mischievously over her body. Then, without wasting another gesture, he turned and walked away.

“That man spells trouble with a capital T,” she murmured as her stomach began
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