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Chapter One


PUFFING ON HIS Cuban cigar, the Senator reclined in his chair, a tumbler of scotch on the rocks in front of him. He stared down the two men sitting on the other side of his desk, daring them to repeat the words that had just been uttered.

Sweating profusely, FBI Agent Seymour Fink tugged on his tie, his Adam’s apple bobbing above the buttoned collar of his shirt.

For a moment, the Senator considered retrieving his gun from his desk drawer and shooting the agent in the head, but he couldn’t risk getting blood or splatters of brain matter on his tuxedo. After all, he had an important dinner to attend in an hour and didn’t want to disappoint his wife.

He downed the rest of his drink and then shook the ice in the glass the way he’d like to shake the mobster who was fucking with him. “Tell me what you’re going to do to fix the problem,” he said calmly, unwilling to allow this minor bump in the road to waylay his plans.

There were only a few problems in the world money couldn’t solve, and this was not one of them. His men were loyal to him because he paid them to be loyal. They believed in his cause because he paid them to believe in his cause. The whole goddamned US of A was manipulated by money, making it possible for great men like him to become even wealthier.

But he was different because unlike most men, he cared more for this country than he did money.

“Do, sir?” Using the sleeve of his suit jacket, Agent Fink wiped the sweat from his brow, cigar smoke circling around his head like a boa constrictor. “I’m not certain we should do—”

“You listen to me, you little prick. There is nothing that will stand in my way.” The Senator hurled his tumbler against the wall above the fireplace, shattering the glass into a million tiny pieces. “Do you understand me? I’ve got your balls in a vise underneath my blade, so let’s try this again. What are you going to do to fix the problem?”

These agents had been instrumental in helping him to get the charges against Anthony Rinaldi dropped in exchange for the mobster’s valuable foreign contacts. A few months ago, the FBI had arrested Rinaldi for the extortion and kidnapping of Danielle Walker and, in the process, had discovered the bodies of thirteen young women buried on his property. But thanks to Agent Richard Evans and Fink, vital evidence had disappeared from the FBI’s possession, helping the judge in the case, a man all too easy to blackmail due to his expensive cocaine habit, to render his decision in dropping the charges. In exchange, Rinaldi had brokered a deal with a Congo mafia leader, and an item found exclusively in the Congo region was about to arrive in the United States. Now that the ship had sailed and all the components were successfully in place, Rinaldi’s usefulness had come to an end.

Seymour swallowed convulsively. “No one was supposed to get hurt.”

“Don’t pull that bullshit now. You knew when I approached you that lives would be lost for the greater good,” the Senator said. He handed off his cigar and nodded to the other agent, a bruiser of a man whom he’d chosen not only for his twenty years of service to this country but for his lack of empathy. Agent Richard Evans understood the risks involved in his job, the three bullets he’d taken in the chest a testament to that fact.

Evans pinched the fat cigar between his fingers and, in a flash, locked his partner’s head under his arm, pinning Fink’s hands to the table and singeing the top of one with the foot of the cigar. Fink screamed, his smaller body thrashing wildly as he fruitlessly tried to escape from his partner and the pain he was inflicting.

The acrid scent of burnt flesh overpowered the cigar’s sweet one, a smell he would forever more attribute to power.

By the time Evans released him, Fink’s skin had turned pasty white, his shirt completely drenched from his sweat. He breathed heavily, nodding. “Consider the problem solved, sir. By this time tomorrow night, Rinaldi will be dead.”

The Senator leaned back in his chair and smiled.

God bless the USA.





Chapter Two


TOURING THE DUNGEON located in the basement of a private mansion, Rachel Dawson ignored the decadent sights and sounds of sex going on all around her and kept her eye on the prize. After working her ass off to gain entrance into Benediction, the prestigious sex club owned by Cole DeMarco, she was finally here.

Sure she was the only woman in the room dressed in pants . . . scratch that. A couple Dommes or Dominatrices or wanna-be-Matrix characters were wearing black vinyl pants and wielding whips that would make Indiana Jones proud.

Although it was early in the evening and most of the upstairs fantasy rooms were still vacant, she’d gotten to play the role of voyeur as she’d observed two different scenes. The “teacher” bending the “schoolgirl” over his desk and smacking her with a ruler had titillated her, but Rachel had remained a removed observer, her body not engaged by the fantasy.

But the ménage in the other room had hit her every button as if someone had plucked the fantasy right out of her head. Three men grappled for control in a tangle of hands, mouths, and cocks on a bed of red silk. After two of them managed to pin the third to the bed, he surrendered with a look of erotic bliss as he opened his mouth and accepted a cock while his legs were spread and his hole breached by one of the largest cocks Rachel had ever seen.

She couldn’t take her eyes off the scene, imagining herself as the one pinned to the bed. Then she remembered she wasn’t at Benediction to fulfill her fantasies or to act as voyeur. She was there to do a story about BDSM, and for that, she needed to go to the dungeon.

Unlike the fantasy rooms, the dungeon was packed. In here, the sights, smells, and sounds of passion and pain seduced her senses. The potent scents of leather, musk, and sweat teased her with the promise of sex. Everywhere Rachel looked, people indulged in their kinks without judgement or recrimination. She had read all about BDSM, done plenty of research online, and spoken to her friends, but nothing could have prepared her for what it would be like live and in Technicolor.

Her mouth grew dry at the sight of a naked woman suspended from the ceiling by rope and flowing white sheets, twirling as if she was an acrobat in a circus act.

Who had bound that woman? Was he here tonight? She studied the space, equal parts relieved and disappointed that she didn’t find him.

Some of the BDSM stereotypes were in full force and effect on this Friday night, but as she looked around, she noticed a few people dressed casually in T-shirts and jeans. Surprisingly, it wasn’t as easy as she expected to determine if a person was a Dominant or submissive. Considering two of her closest friends were submissives and members of this club, she shouldn’t have been surprised. Neither one of them fit the profile of what Rachel imagined when she heard the word submissive. That was only one of the many reasons she’d decided to do an exposé on the southeast Michigan BDSM scene.

“Where is Cole?” she asked Danielle, her escort for the evening. “I thought you said he was down here.” Even though Cole had married her friend Danielle a couple of months ago, he hadn’t agreed to give Rachel a full-access, no-question-barred interview until last week. Apparently, he hadn’t completely trusted her.

She rolled her eyes. Yeah, whatever. She was a reporter. What did trust have to do with anything? Facts were facts and the story always came first. If he didn’t have anything to hide, he shouldn’t worry.

“I lied,” Danielle said, rubbing her pregnant belly. In her second trimester, she was just starting to show. “I figured if I didn’t take you down here first you’d spend the entire time in Cole’s office doing the interview.”

Stopping to watch as one woman had her boot kissed by the naked guy kneeling at her feet, Rachel tossed her long black hair over her shoulder and smiled. She’d look awesome dressed in leather with a whip in her hand. She sighed. Tonight wasn’t about her sexual needs. It was about work. It was always about work. And that’s just the way she liked it.

Never willing to show weakness, Rachel tried not to flinch at the sudden cracking sound of the whip being wielded. “I would’ve come down to the dungeon eventually. After all, I’ve been waiting a long time to see it.” Ever since she’d covered the murder of submissive socialite Alyssa Deveroux more than a year ago.

Jaxon, the widower, had been the prime suspect and a longtime member of Benediction. After Rachel followed him and his attorney, Kate Martin, around for several days, she found she actually respected Kate. Somehow when it was all over, they became friends, Rachel’s first since childhood. Most women were offended by Rachel’s blunt and often tactless comments, but not Kate. Rachel had found a kindred soul in Kate, a tough woman who wasn’t afraid to get her hands a little dirty for the sake of her career.

With Kate into the BDSM lifestyle now and a member of Benediction along with her boyfriend, Jaxon, Rachel had been waiting for the opportunity to learn what really happened here. The exposé seemed like the perfect opportunity to do some exploring of the alternative sexual lifestyle.

Danielle commandeered Rachel by the elbow and led her away from the whip scene as if she sensed Rachel’s discomfort. “If you had come for the open house last winter, you would’ve seen it a lot sooner.”

They didn’t go far before a scene caught Rachel’s eye. On the floor, two women wearing nothing but black collars, cat ears, and long tails licked and rubbed up against each other as a man reclined on the couch and patted them on their heads. She’d read about pony and puppy play, but kitten play was a new one. She found it odd that the man wasn’t participating in the scene other than to caress the top of their heads and watch.

Ready to explore some more, she continued walking through the dungeon. “I had a bigger story to work on that night.” Mobster and ex-Benediction member Anthony Rinaldi had been arrested for kidnapping Danielle and her stepmother, as well as the murders of thirteen young women. All the local reporters were following up different angles and salivating for an exclusive. If she was ever going to land a prestigious investigative reporter position in New York, Rachel had to find something to wow them and prove she was more than just a pretty face. Just because she had big breasts didn’t mean she deserved any less than the men who found their way to the coveted investigative reporter spots in the New York or California television markets.

“It was your choice to forgo the chance at seeing Benediction in order to cover the Rinaldi case,” Danielle said, bringing them to an area with loveseats and chairs.

“Come on, the arrest of Anthony Rinaldi was the story of the year.” Rachel winced, realizing how harsh she sounded. After all, Danielle had been one of his victims. “No offense.” She shrugged one shoulder. “I had to cover it. But now I’ve got the time to do this exposé the justice it deserves, and in order to do that, I need to know everything that goes on here.”

Danielle harrumphed. “Knowing the kind of reporter you are, I doubt there’s a kink or fetish out there you haven’t come across in your research.”

She scanned the room, checking to see if there was anything here other than the kitten play that she didn’t recognize. Nope, nothing she hadn’t seen on the Internet.

A petite Asian woman spanking another woman over a bench.

Another woman using a cane on the buttocks of a very large man who wore a spreader bar between his legs and a metal ball stretcher around his purplish-red scrotum. Ouch, that looks painful. Rachel grimaced and quickly turned away.

A beautiful redheaded woman was on her hands and knees, a fucking machine plowing her pussy with a giant dildo as a leather-clad man stood over her and watched with a stern expression.

Sprinkled throughout the space were a few different flogging scenes, but one in particular caught her eye. The man held a flogger in each hand, raining the falls in a figure-eight pattern onto the woman’s reddened back. Light moans flew from her mouth as she arched up to meet the strikes, the couple completely in tune with one another.

Her gaze continued to bounce among the various scenes, until she spotted him.

Holding dark ash-colored rope taut between his hands as he talked to a woman wearing a latex dress that just barely covered her nipples, he appeared completely in his element. She must have said something that amused him because he threw back his head and laughed. Rather than the suit and tie she normally saw him in, he was wearing ripped jeans and a simple black Henley. Since she’d last seen him a couple of months ago, he’d grown out his light brown hair from the buzz cut. The half-naked woman raked her fingers down his shoulder, drawing Rachel’s attention.

Had his arms always been that sinewy?

As she answered Danielle’s question about her research, an unfamiliar flurry of butterflies whipped around in her stomach. “I like to be thorough. And since I barely sleep, I have plenty of time to do some reading at night,” she said, ripping her gaze away from him. Just the sight of the damn man gave her indigestion. She sucked in a quick breath to kill those pesky insects wreaking havoc on her insides.

Her hands covering her stomach, Danielle plopped down in one of the oversized chairs. “You need to do something other than work.”

Working was as vital to Rachel as breathing, but it wasn’t the only thing she did. It was just the most important. “I do. I go out with you and the other freaks for drinks every Thursday night.” A group that also included Gracie, Lisa, and Kate.

“Other than that. You don’t have any hobbies, you never date—”

Rachel perched on the arm of Danielle’s chair. “I don’t need to waste my time dating when I can have sex whenever I want.” Her cell phone had a list of men’s names to rival any little black book, every one of them available to her at a moment’s notice.

“That’s probably true, but when’s the last time you slept with someone just for the sake of having sex and not because you need some information for a story you’re working on?”

Rachel sunk her teeth into her bottom lip as she mentally went through her sexual Rolodex. Huh, maybe Danielle had a point. “Jacob Parkman, ten years ago. His parents played bridge with my parents every Sunday, and while the rest of my family was outside playing in our yard, Jacob and I were ridding ourselves of our pesky little V-cards.” Last thing she heard he was a precious-gems jeweler and had five kids with one on the way. She smiled, remembering him fondly. He was a good man, but not for her. “That was two minutes of foreplay and eighteen seconds of intercourse I’ll never forget.”

Danielle’s jaw dropped. “You lost your virginity while your parents were at the house? Are they ultraliberal or something?”

She laughed. “No. Just oblivious.”

Without looking, she felt a presence standing directly behind her, her body humming as it always did whenever he was in the same vicinity.

Danielle looked over Rachel’s shoulder with a wicked twinkle in her eye. “Logan, you remember Rachel.”

Rachel had met Logan a year and a half ago through their mutual friend Kate. Having just finished her report about a mother who killed her two kids and then stored their bodies in a freezer, Rachel hadn’t been in the mood to socialize. But she hadn’t wanted to disappoint Kate, so she’d gone out anyway.

Rachel had heard only good things about Logan and was eager to meet him. But after Kate had introduced them, he ignored her most of the evening, acknowledging her only to argue with her on every little comment she made. After an hour of it, she’d decided to keep her mouth shut, not wanting to ruin her friend’s night. She’d spent the rest of the evening observing the way Logan smiled at Kate . . . spoke to Kate . . . lit up for Kate.

That night, she’d realized Logan was in love with Kate.

And that he didn’t like her.

She stood and faced him, ready to try to play nice. She gestured to his hands. “Still playing with ropes I see.”

“Still pretending you’re not curious about them.” His expression didn’t change, but she heard the smirk in his voice.

“I’m not curious. I got over playing cops and robbers when I turned seven.” She tossed her long hair over her shoulder. “And by the way, I always did the tying up.”

He chuckled. “Of course you did.”

“Why would you say ‘of course’?”

He inched closer, the spicy musk of him reaching her nose. “Because you’re a control freak.”

She crossed her arms and took a step toward him, so close she had to tilt her chin up to look into his copper-colored eyes. “If the shoe fits . . . ”

He tossed the rope onto the small end table beside Danielle’s chair and wrapped his hand around the top of Rachel’s arm, the heat of his fingers searing her skin. “No, there’s a difference between me and you.” He lowered his voice. “I find serenity in control while you wouldn’t know serenity if it bit you on that finely shaped ass of yours.”

He let go of her and she stumbled back into the chair. If she wasn’t mistaken, there was a compliment blended in with that insult. Reminded by his comment of how she kept her ass finely shaped, she turned from Logan and nudged Danielle on the shoulder. “I do too have a hobby. I do Pilates five days a week. So there, I do something other than work.”

Danielle rose from the chair. “It doesn’t count if you’re on your cell phone the whole time.”

“I bet I could teach you how to relax,” Logan said from behind her.

She twirled around, raising her eyebrow. “You gonna let me tie you up and gag you? Because that would definitely put a smile on my face.”

Laughing, Danielle walked away, giving her a little wave. Traitor.

He chuckled, the sound of it low and deep, which for some reason created a warm, syrupy sensation throughout her body. “Not a chance. But an hour with me, your bones would turn to liquid and you’d have the best night’s sleep of your life.”

“All from a little rope?”

“No,” he said, backing her up against the wall. He caged her in, his right hand resting above her head and the other stroking her hip. “From the heart-pumping, thigh-clenching, eye-rolling orgasms I’d give you while you were bound and gagged.”

Her breath stalled in her chest as the image he suggested flashed before her eyes, threatening to steal the tightly reined control she kept on herself. Then she remembered most men were full of shit. Plenty of others had promised to rock her world in the bedroom and not one had ever succeeded. “Pretty cocky, Soldier Boy. Too bad there’s no way you’ll ever get to deliver.”

He lowered his head, his lips hovering dangerously close to hers. “Afraid to try, Tiger?”

Afraid? She’d gone skydiving. Swum with sharks. Interviewed serial killers. “What are you, twelve? If I decide to try something, it’s because it will help with the story I’m working on and not because of your not-so-subtle manipulation.”

He frowned. “I take it you’re still planning on doing the exposé, huh? I know Cole agreed to an interview, but he’s never going to allow a news crew inside Benediction or speak on camera for you.”

She didn’t believe in the word never.

She pushed him back with her hands on his chest, allowing them to linger long enough to feel his muscles ripple under her palms. “That’s because he doesn’t understand how this will benefit those who engage in the BDSM lifestyle. The majority of Americans view it as a dangerous perversity, and that’s because it’s kept secret. Knowledge is power. If it were brought out into the open, people would see some of it already finds its way into their own bedrooms.”

His jaw tensed, his lips tightening. “You may have fooled your boss into believing that angle of yours, but you’re not going to fool Cole and you certainly haven’t fooled me. Sex sells. You want to do this story to boost your own career, not to help the BDSM community.”

What was wrong with a woman fighting to become the best in her field? She was so sick of men telling her there was something wrong with her because she didn’t do relationships or seek a husband. As if the fact she was closing in on thirty years old should scare her into wanting more with a man than just a one-night stand. The men she fucked got an orgasm, and she got information. In the ten years since she’d left her parents’ home, a few men had tried to tame her, but she was out the door before they could get their pants zipped. No one would ever turn her into a spineless woman like her mother.

Realizing her hands were still on his chest, she let them drop to her side. “Can’t a girl do both? After all, true altruism doesn’t exist. I could be like all the other reporters and uncover the true danger of the underground debauchery, but instead I’m planning on showing a positive view of it.”

He grabbed her wrists and brought them over her head. “How can you do that without experiencing it firsthand?”





Chapter Three


RACHEL’S HEART BEGAN to race, excitement thrumming through her veins. “I’m here, aren’t I?”

“Just walking the floors of Benediction doesn’t make you a part of it. Until you surrender, you’ll never understand the truth of the lifestyle.”

“You’re making quite the assumption, Soldier Boy.” She brought her knee up to the level of his crotch and pressed it against him as a threat. “Maybe I’m the one who likes to be in control.”

He glanced down at her knee before smiling and shaking his head disbelievingly. “I’m sure you tell yourself that, Tiger, but that’s only because you’re not strong enough to surrender.”

“What’s wrong with being the Dominant?”

His smile disappeared, his expression growing serious. “Nothing if that’s what fulfills you.” He released his grip on her wrists, and in an odd display of what she would believe was tenderness coming from a different man, tucked a strand of her hair behind her ear. “But don’t you want to know what it’s like on the other side? I promise, I’ll keep you safe. You can even keep your clothes on.”

She could count on one hand the people she trusted completely, but since Logan would never jeopardize his friendship with Kate, she at least trusted him not to harm her.

Besides, wasn’t that why she was here? She wanted to know what it was like to be a part of this world, what drew her friends to this lifestyle. She didn’t get off on pain, and she couldn’t imagine enjoying submission, but bondage fascinated her. Some of the photos she’d seen of Japanese rope bondage were absolutely beautiful, more artistic than sexual.

And if she was honest with herself, she wanted to know what Logan did to earn him a bondage bunny fan club.

Rachel eased her knee off his dick and lowered her leg to the floor. “Fine. I’ll try it. For the story. Will you talk me through it? Explain what you’re doing?”

He blinked a few times as if he wasn’t sure he’d heard her correctly. “Will I be explaining it to Rachel the woman or Rachel the reporter?”

How could she answer when she didn’t know herself? She took a step back, needing some distance from him in order to maintain a clear head. “Does it matter?”

He smiled as if he knew what she was doing. “I thought you were braver than that, Tiger.”

Logan may have left the US Army, but it had left its mark on him. He stood like a soldier at attention, his spine tall and his shoulders rigid. In the heat of the moment during one of their many banters, she’d lobbed the nickname “Soldier Boy” at him, to which he’d thrown back the nickname “Tiger” at her.

“Why do you call me Tiger?” she asked.

His tongue swiped across his lower lip, leaving it glistening. “Tigers are cunning, ferocious . . . with cutting claws and a razor-sharp bite. They go after what they want.” Taking away the precious space she so desperately required to stay in control, he inched closer.

That’s how he saw her? As a dangerous predator?

She moved to push him away, but he trapped her wrists in his hands.

His gaze burned into her. “But they’re also sleek and stunning creatures who are fighting to survive just like all the other animals in the wild jungle.”

Although she was dressed, she felt completely exposed, as if he could see straight into the heart of her. And that terrified her. If he could scratch underneath her surface with such ease, what would happen if she ever let her guard down with him? Was her desire to feel his ropes on her worth the risk?

Yes. After all, she was apparently a tiger, and tigers were brave.

She puffed out a breath before admitting the truth as to which Rachel he’d bind tonight. “Both. I’m doing this mostly for the story, but I’m doing it for me as well.”

A slight smile played at the corners of his lips. He picked the rope off the table and grabbed his duffle then, taking her by the elbow, brought her over to part of the dungeon that wasn’t being used.

Her gaze fell onto the wooden spanking bench. She hoped he wasn’t thinking of putting her over that thing.

He squeezed the crook of her arm lightly. “We’re not going to do anything other than bondage. I just chose this area because it was empty. Sadomasochism and discipline aren’t my kinks. I tie women up and give them so much pleasure, they think they’ll die from it.”

The idea was hot, but she knew he was full of shit. Yeah, an orgasm was nice, but it was a minute of pleasurable tension followed by a few seconds of pulsing. Nothing to write home about. She smoothed her fingers over the rope, surprised by its softness. “And what about your pleasure? Do you fuck the women when they’re tied up?”

“Occasionally, but it’s not about the sex. My pleasure comes from the power of having her at my mercy and from holding her trust in my hands.”

It was on the tip of her tongue to ask if merely holding her trust in his hands gave him an orgasm, but when he began sliding the rope over his hands, she became distracted.

“Any health concerns I should know about? Circulation problems? Any issue with claustrophobia or anxiety?”

“No physical or mental health issues,” she said, wondering if he was this invasive with all the women he played with. And according to her friend Gracie, Cole’s former slave, he played with a lot.

He folded the rope into two pieces. “This is hemp rope. I’m going to do a basic breast bondage.” He came up behind her and gripped her shoulders tightly. “I want you to get a sense of what it feels like.”

His hands skated down to her upper back and then circled her torso, sliding around her rib cage, just under her breasts. She held her breath, the view of his large, capable hands on her body stirring up those darned butterflies in her belly again. Realizing if he moved his thumbs just a bit he could flick her nipples, a shot of arousal coursed through her, sending her pulse soaring.

His cheek whispered across her own as he leaned over her shoulder. “You okay? Your heart is racing.”

“Yeah,” she said, remembering to breathe. “My heart’s always fast.”

She felt his lips tug up in a smile against her cheek, but he didn’t call her out on her lie. He also didn’t touch her nipples, but instead returned to her back as he pulled the rope toward her spine. Then, before she could recover, his hands were above her breasts and she sucked in a breath, her nipples stiffening almost painfully.

This wasn’t happening. She couldn’t be attracted to Logan Bradford. The ex-soldier now defense attorney was the opposite of what she needed in a man. It didn’t matter that he was sexy with a body that she’d like to strip and lick from head to toe. He was also arrogant, condescending, and too damn dominant. So why was she suddenly slick between her legs?

His motions stopped and she heard him take in his own ragged breath. “Do you want more?”

Her breasts felt swollen and heavy, more sensitive, the lace of her bra almost abrasive to them and her tingling nipples. She could barely manage to get her mouth working in order to answer. “Yes,” she choked out, her voice sounding raspy.

Why was her body responding this way? Was it because of the rope? Would she become aroused if anyone tied her up like this?

He picked up his duffle and, with his hand splayed along her lower back, directed her toward a different part of the dungeon. Until a few minutes ago, she’d been an observer, eliciting little attention from the members, but with the ropes adorning her breasts and Logan making a silent claim over her with his hand on her, she drew plenty of interest. While some of the members looked upon her with lustful appreciation, she didn’t miss the spark of jealousy in the eyes of a couple of bleach blondes whom she’d wager were part of the unofficial Logan Bradford fan club.

As a reporter, she was used to having people watch her, but the television separated her from the audience. In here, she couldn’t avoid their reactions, and judging by the dampness of her panties, she liked it. What did that say about her? Did she have a kinky side?

Logan stopped her in front of a mirrored wall and turned her to it. He stood behind her, the heat of his body warming her back. “Look at yourself. You’re beautiful.”

In all the times she’d stared in the mirror, she’d never seen herself like this. Her skin was flushed, pink staining her cheeks, and the pupils of her brown eyes were dilated. The long strands of her dark hair draped over the rope, framing the sides of her breasts, which strained against her red blouse. Because the ropes lifted them better than any bra she’d ever worn, her jutting nipples pointed high and tight.

“Keep looking at yourself in the mirror. Watch while I bind your legs,” Logan said, his eyes catching hers in the mirror. He grabbed more rope from his bag and then kneeled in front of her, his head level with her breasts.

Heat surged through her. If her hands had been free, she might have given in to the urge to lay them on his chiseled cheeks or run her fingers through his short brown hair.

A burst of panic caused Rachel’s heart to race. She wouldn’t become another member of his bondage bunny fan club. Allowing him to tie her up may answer her deep-seated curiosity about bondage, but it didn’t mean anything more. It couldn’t mean anything more. She wouldn’t let it.

A look of concentration befell him, his brows pulled down and his tongue pressing against the inside of his cheek. He folded the rope in half and looped it around her waist then peered up at her. “I need you to sit for the next part.”

Because she didn’t have use of her hands, he helped her sit, placing one hand on her hip and one on her back, supporting her weight as she lowered herself to the floor. Once she was settled, he slowly glided his fingers up her ankle and over her calves. Chill bumps popped up on her arms as she let out a puff of air through her parted lips.

His eyes locked on hers, and he slid his hands between her thighs, stroking his thumb back and forth. “Open your legs for me.”

He crawled between and spread them wide, placing her feet flat on the floor. Without clothes, this position would’ve been obscene, her pussy open for anyone to see. Even dressed, she felt vulnerable. She didn’t want to enjoy being out of control, but she couldn’t ignore the way her body was responding to Logan and his ropes. Thank goodness he had no idea how wet she’d gotten since he’d begun touching her.

“I’m going to do an open-leg crab position on you called Kaikyaku Kani.” He bent her legs, pushing them toward her chest. He separated the two pieces of rope and ran one down the length of each leg before wrapping it around her thigh and shin three times.

Heat snaked to her pussy every time his skin brushed across hers. Her position stretched the fabric of her panties so that it rubbed against her clit, and a slow pulse in her core had her aching for relief. She burned to touch herself to relieve that ache, but with her hands bound behind her, she was powerless to do it.

Kneeling, Logan busily and methodically worked between her thighs, only inches from her pussy. Could he smell her arousal? Was binding her arousing him?

He crossed the rope from one end to the other and tied it with a hitch. He rocked back, taking his hands away from her body. Breathing heavily and looking down at the floor, he clenched and unclenched them, over and over. Then he shot to his feet and rummaged through his bag, coming back and kneeling before her once again, this time with a long pink vibrator in his hands.

“Rachel?” His eyes locked onto hers as he swallowed hard. “Can I use this on you? I’ll honor your limits and use it over your clothes.”

It wouldn’t work. It never did. As aroused as she was, she still wouldn’t reach climax unless she rubbed her clitoris with her own fingers, and even then, there was only a fifty-fifty chance it would happen. She was a freak. Did she really want Logan and the rest of Benediction to know she couldn’t orgasm?

Then again, did it really matter what anyone thought about her?

“Yes,” she said, deciding she was too aroused to pass on the chance of an orgasm. “You can use it on me.”

Logan didn’t take his eyes off her as he flipped on the vibrator. The toy’s buzzing sent a chill racing down her arms, and although she hadn’t thought it was possible, her nipples beaded even tighter than before. Logan’s gaze dipped to her chest. His nostrils flared as he moved closer to her and laid the tip of the vibrator on her nipple. Her pussy clenched around nothing, and a loud moan spilled from her lips.

He lazily brushed the vibrator over her nipple, back and forth, before moving to the other nipple and doing the same. She tried to close her legs, tried to pull her hands free, but she was immobile. Completely at his will unless she told him to stop.

She didn’t want him to stop.

Their gazes locked and his lips inched closer to hers. He dragged the vibrator down her belly toward her waiting pussy, and she cried out when it rolled over her clit. He teased her, running it all the way down her spread slit before sliding it up again. With each pass of the toy across her clit, she felt herself edge closer and closer toward climax. The muscles inside her pussy tightened, her legs trembling.

Teasing her, he hovered his lips over hers, his warm breath mingling with her own. She wanted his mouth on hers. Wanted to know if he tasted as good as he looked. What would it take for him to kiss her?

“Please,” she whispered, pleading with her eyes.

His own hooded eyes darkened, his irises swallowed by his pupils. He cupped her cheek in his hand, skimming his thumb over her desperate lips. His mouth inched closer to hers, and she closed her eyes, ready for him.

“Sir Logan?” A voice she instantly recognized as her friend Gracie’s broke the tension and popped the odd spell she was under.

Rachel’s arousal slid away, taking any chance of orgasm with it. What had she been thinking? Thank goodness Gracie had interrupted.

Logan’s lips tightened into a straight line, and before he turned toward Gracie, he gave her a look that told her they weren’t finished. “Gracie, we’re in the middle of a scene.”

“Anthony Rinaldi is here,” Gracie blurted out.

Logan grew rigid, his hands balling into fists. “Where is he?”

A different and more familiar kind of excitement pulsed through Rachel. How the hell did Rinaldi get out of prison? He’d been held without bond, and his trial wasn’t for another two months. If she hurried, she could get the story on the air before any other reporter learned about it.

Gracie’s eyes were wide with worry. “Outside the front entrance with Master Cole and Adrian. I think they could use your assistance, sir.”

“Gracie, please help get Rachel out of the ropes. Since it was her first time, I didn’t tie the knots tight.” His eyes flashing a warning, he pointed his finger at Rachel. “Do not follow me outside.” Before she could protest, he dashed away, leaving her behind and treating her as if she was a helpless little girl. Which, in these ropes, she kind of was.

Grinning widely, Gracie knelt and quickly worked to untie the knots. “So you and Logan, huh? I knew there was something going on. Every time you were together, I could practically see the sparks flying.”

She raised her brow. “All we ever do is argue.”

“Exactly,” Gracie said as she untied Rachel’s leg. “It’s like foreplay for you two. He’s a lawyer. He loves to argue. And you’re . . . well, you’re you. You need someone who will challenge you. Logan won’t let you get away with the shit you pull on the guys you typically date.” She bit her lip, her head tilting as if she was pondering something deep. “I never considered it before, but I think a Dom is just what you need.”

“I don’t need a Dom, Gracie. I’m not into kink,” she said, disregarding the past few minutes as a fluke. “Tonight was about getting firsthand experience for my exposé on BDSM. Nothing more.”

Talking a million miles a minute about her concern that Rinaldi was here to hurt Cole and Danielle, Gracie finished untying her. Rachel threw off the rope and gave Gracie a quick peck on the cheek before racing across the dungeon and hurrying up the staircase to the main floor. Thanks to Gracie’s quick hands, she wasn’t far behind Logan.

Somehow without checking, he knew it was her. “There’s no story here, Rachel.”

“Are you kidding me? Rinaldi’s out of jail. That’s an eleven o’clock top story, and I’ve got an exclusive. No way am I going to miss the opportunity.”

At the top of the stairs, he stopped and turned, blocking her way. “Cole will never allow cameramen to get past his gate and onto his property.”

Anger suffused her. “I don’t need my crew. All I need to do is find out how he got out of prison and why he’s here. This is my career, Logan. It’s what I do.”

“Do it and you’ll likely lose your chance for an interview with Cole.”

She held her ground, squaring her shoulders and looking Logan straight in the eye so he’d know how much this meant to her. “I’m willing to take that risk.”

He clenched his jaw. “Well, I’m not. You’ll only get in the way.” He leaned toward her, getting in her face. “I see you out there and I’ll make certain Cole throws you off the property. For good.” He stormed off, heading toward the entrance of the club at the front of the mansion.

The hell she’d stay inside. She hadn’t backed down from a story yet, not even when her life was on the line. She’d stared down the barrel of a shotgun of a disgruntled landowner, waded through sewage to find environmental dumping by a Fortune 500 company, and braved a pack of pit bulls during a raid on a dog-fighting arena. Placing her life on the line was the least she could do to keep the world apprised of the injustices.

With Rinaldi at the mansion, she had her chance to break the biggest story of the year. No way would she stay inside and cower like a prepubescent girl at her first dance.

Rachel climbed the last steps and went in the opposite direction of Logan. While she wasn’t glad Rinaldi was here, she was grateful his arrival had interrupted her scene. If Gracie hadn’t shown when she had, who knows what would’ve happened between her and Logan. His unfair view of her and his threat to have her permanently banned from Benediction confirmed he was wrong for her. No one, especially Logan, would prevent her from achieving her dreams. From this point forward, she’d stay as far away from him as she could.





Chapter Four


PASSING THE GROUP of members milling around the entryway of the club, Rachel tried to recall the layout of the house from the tour Danielle had taken her on earlier in the evening. Logan would be watching to make sure she didn’t follow him out the front door. She needed to find an alternative exit. Going through the garage would draw too much attention, since she’d have to open it in order to get outside. But in the den, there was a sliding glass door that led to the backyard of the home.

She strolled into the room and smiled, trying to pretend she belonged there, even though she didn’t fit in any better with this crowd than she had with those in the dungeon. Dressed in formal wear, the mingling guests drank champagne and chatted with each other as if they were at a black-tie affair rather than a sex club.

As she made her way through the space, averting her gaze so as to not invite any conversation, she recognized some of the guests as prominent members of the metro Detroit political and judicial system. Danielle and Kate hadn’t been kidding when they’d told her she’d run into a few familiar faces. No wonder everyone at Benediction had to sign a confidentiality statement. She checked out the colored bands on their wrists to see what kink they were into, wondering what the green and blue ones meant.

Keeping her head down so that no one would recognize her and ask questions about why a nonmember reporter was roaming the rooms of Benediction without supervision, she edged her way to the door and stepped out into the night, breathing the spring air into her lungs.

Even from the back of the house, she could hear the angry voices coming from the front. She slunk around the perimeter of the home, staying close to the walls, until she reached the driveway by the garage.

A beautiful garden filled with ruby and white flowers, small blooming trees, and fat green bushes lined the front of the house. Avoiding the floodlights, she tiptoed behind one of the bushes and crouched down, slipping her hand into her pants pocket for her cell so that she could text her news crew and record Rinaldi. Coming up empty, she patted the other side, clenching her teeth when she remembered she’d left it in her purse at Benediction’s coat check.

Staying low, she peered around the bush, spotting the arguing men. Flanked by Logan and his bodyguard, Adrian, Cole stood toe-to-toe with Anthony Rinaldi. She surveyed the area, sure she’d see a couple of Rinaldi’s own men somewhere in the vicinity. Despite having spent the past several months in prison awaiting trial, he was still considered the head of the Rinaldi crime family.

Anthony Rinaldi looked surprisingly well for a man who’d spent his past months behind bars. His gray hair was cut short, and he’d lost some weight that his petite body really couldn’t afford to lose, but if she didn’t know better, she could’ve believed he’d come straight from a month-long stay at a luxury spa. How did he get out and why was he here?

“Your membership was revoked when you kidnapped my wife and the Feds uncovered the bodies on your property,” Cole said, not yelling, but loud just the same. “I’m not sure how you managed to get past the gate, but I can assure you I will make sure it doesn’t happen again.”

Rinaldi didn’t appear at all intimidated, his smile almost friendly. “All charges have been dropped, and I received a wonderful apology from the governor himself. I was set up for those crimes.”

Cole’s hands clenched into fists, and Rachel was sure it was taking everything he had not to beat up the man who’d planned on torturing and murdering Danielle. “I don’t know how the hell you managed that, but regardless, you’re not welcome here. If you want your money back—”

“Keep it.” Rinaldi spread his arms out wide. “After I sue the government for false imprisonment, I’ll start my own sex club. One with a real dungeon.” He grabbed his crotch. “That way, when your pretty bride gets tired of you, I can show her how a real man fucks.”

Growling, Cole lurched forward and grabbed Rinaldi by the collar, holding his fist back, prepared to punch. Adrian intercepted, pulling Cole off Rinaldi. “Cole, let him go. It’s not worth it. You have a family to think about.”

“Yeah, well, I don’t,” Logan said, stepping forward and punching Rinaldi in the mouth. “That was for Danielle. And this is for Kate.” Before Rinaldi could recover, he punched him again, this time in the nose. Rinaldi fell to his knees, blood pouring down his chin and dripping onto the driveway. “If I ever see your face again, you’re a dead man.”

Rinaldi coughed and spit blood onto Logan’s shoes. “Fine, I’ll go. But you’re the dead man, Logan Bradford. Enjoy your last few hours, because you just signed your death warrant.” He stumbled as he got to his feet while Cole, Logan, and Adrian turned to go inside.

She remained hidden, watching Rinaldi begin the quarter-mile walk down the driveway toward the gate. Where were his car and bodyguards? The back of her neck itched, her intuition telling her there was more to the story here.

She had to follow him. She darted from her position behind the bush to the shallow woods that edged the length of the driveway. Staying on the grass, she remained twenty paces behind him, listening to him mumble and curse under his breath about his ride. He staggered as if he was under the influence of drugs or alcohol. Had he been like that before Logan had hit him
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