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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

Kane and Rose’s story is one of deceit, despair, and vengeance.

"It is said that a woman who has found her true Master has no control over the command he has over her inner submissive." His voice dropped an octave. "Just like yours just did."

Altered by a cruel twist of fate, his life had been forever changed. Could he ever learn to love again?

Kane Sinclair—Hollywood royalty to the world, Master Bear to the chosen few behind Castle Sin's walls—was done with the spotlight. Sixteen years of self-castigation. Sixteen years of guilt over the only woman he'd ever loved and lost. He could walk away from acting. From the lies. From the past.

What he couldn't walk away from... was her.

Rose Lovett arrived at Castle Sin's training academy soft, curvy, and bratty enough to make a saint sin—and Kane was no saint. The chemistry between them was undeniable. The magnetic pull, inexplicable. He told himself she was a distraction. His body knew she was something far more dangerous.

"So, that's what the sprinkling of silver at your temples means. You do know loss of memory is a sure sign of dotage."

She was haunted by the lies of her past and the love of a man she could never forget.

Rose came to Castle Sin under the weight of a double-edged promise—one she was beginning to fear she'd never survive keeping. For five months, she successfully evaded the formidable Master Bear. But the moment his gaze locked on her, she knew she was finished. He could twist her body and unmake her mind in ways no man ever had.

Under his ruthless scrutiny, her secrets refused to stay buried. And when Master Bear finally uncovered the truth...

The demon inside him broke free.

She could have been his future... if the ghosts of their past would only let him forgive.

Editor Note:

This just tugs on your heartstrings, and so many other parts. A slight veer off the normal paved path, this story takes you on a ride (don’t we all wish literally) of mental, emotional, and physical stimulation that will have you wishing Master Bear would pay you a visit. Sprinkle that with the nostalgia of their past and the prayer for their future, and you won’t be able to put this book down...unless you pass out. 

I trust you will enjoy this story as much as I did creating it.

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset
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“The answer is no, Cleopatra. I’ve had my fun and I’m going to bed.” 

He sighed. He could be a bastard ... at times. Something he readily admitted to himself. That in itself wasn’t a big deal but there were times that he deliberately fed the dark demons inside his soul. Then he didn’t give a fuck who was on the receiving end of those beasts demanding relief from the emptiness inside his soul—that dark void. A never-ending swirling vortex that consumed everything, left him feeling nothing. Desolate. Sweet fuck all to subside in his hollow soul that crept in the shadows. 

Lately, he’d been drawing back from people more and more because its emptiness had become so all-consuming it threatened to drown him. 

“But Master Bear, I have so much energy left.” Cleopatra slid closer to the brooding man at the bar. She had been left breathless after the devastating scene with him in The Dungeon of Sin, and still now, long since his aftercare had finished, her entire body sizzled. He, on the other hand, had smiled at her, patted her chin, and walked away. Like he hadn’t just fucked her until she passed out. Her loins throbbed for more, and tonight, she wasn’t allowing him to deny her like he had done with every sub who begged to spend the night with him. 

It was a known fact that many of the full-time employed submissives had tried to get under the elusive older Master’s skin. He exuded confidence and a high-octane power that acted like a magnet. The fact that he was mountain-man rough and attractive, not to mention he fucked like a stallion, made him even more alluring to women of all ages. 

“I can make your bed less lonely, Master Bear. I’d love to repay you for the earth-shattering climax you just gave me,” she cooed in his ear as she pressed against his side. Her hand stole over his stomach, inching towards the bulge in his leathers. 

“Did I give you permission to touch me, sub?” 

Cleopatra froze as his dark voice timbered through her. She glanced at him as she retracted her hand which started to tremble from the glacial look in his eyes. She’d forgotten about his cast in steel rule—never to touch without permission—in her eagerness to prove she’d be the one to win him over. Master Bear was known as one of the easy-going cousins of the seven owners of Castle Sin, an exclusive BDSM club on the privately-owned, The Seven Keys Island, in Key West—until you rubbed him the wrong way. 

“I apologize, Master Bear. I never meant to be disrespectful,” she murmured with lowered eyes and stood in the Castle Sin present position with her hands behind her back, feet spread apart, and her shoulders straight with tits pushed forward. 

Kane Sinclair felt listless. The demonstration he just had with Cleopatra had been intense and ended in an explosive climax. Not that it mattered. He still felt charged. His cock at half-mast was an indication that yet again, he hadn’t achieved the mind-blowing climaxes he used to with ... 

“Fuck,” he cursed the unwanted memory searing through his mind, like a burning ember that just wouldn’t die no matter how hard he had tried over the past sixteen years. He turned his gaze to the petite blonde submissive, waiting on his wrath. 

“What’s your position here at Castle Sin, Cleopatra?” His voice slashed like the cutting edge of a knife through the air. She visibly trembled and licked her lips nervously. 

“I’m an employed submissive, Master Bear.” 

“Yes, and that means you’re here to serve whom?” 

Her chin lowered an inch more, her voice into a whisper. “The paying members of Castle Sin, Master Bear.” 

“Then I suggest you go back to The Dungeon of Sin and do just that.” 

Kane didn’t feel anything at the surprise that flashed in her eyes. He didn’t appreciate manipulative submissives, those who tried to top from the bottom, like Cleopatra subtly attempted. Sometimes getting old was a fucking nuisance. Every submissive and trainee was careful not to sass him and Shane, the oldest two of the seven Sinclair, aka Rothman, cousins as they were known in Tinsel town as actors. Probably because they had the reputation of dishing out harsh punishments. 

That was part of the bullshit listlessness he felt. He loved brats, cheeky subs who weren't scared to push his boundaries, willing to take a chance, no matter the repercussions. That was the kind of challenge he missed. Training the Doms and submissives fulfilled him to an extent but on a personal level, he had yet to hit the mark. 

Like Stone and Hawk had with the two cousins, Peyton, and Savannah, whom they’d fallen in love with. Cheeky as they come and challenging their mighty Masters fearlessly. 

“Do you mean ... aren’t you going to punish me, Master Bear?” Cleopatra asked with a mixture of fear and excitement in her voice. 

“No, I’m not, but if you insist, I’ll ask Master Fox to take care of it in my stead.” 

Cleopatra’s wary gaze flickered to Shane Sinclair, the oldest of the cousins, who sauntered closer. She retreated a couple of steps. Master Fox was the one Dom she walked circles around. His reputation of wielding two whips simultaneously in both hands was well known. 

“That won't be necessary, Master Bear. Thank you for choosing me for the demonstration. I had a lot of fun.” 

Kane didn’t respond. She quickly made herself scarce as Shane reached the bar and slipped onto the barstool next to him. He didn’t look at Shane as he sipped on the rich, dark flavor of the single malt McMillan whiskey he’d been nursing for a while. 

“Where’s your mind at, Kane?” Shane studied him for a moment. He didn’t miss the rigid line of his jaw or the impassive expression. “Even during the scene, you made the sub fly, but I got the impression that you weren’t in it. Not like you’re supposed to be.” 

“You’re right. I shouldn’t have done the demonstration.” His eyes drifted to the couple to his right. Peyton Jackson, Stone’s sub, faced off against him, her foot tapping in frustration as she stabbed a stiff finger against his chest. 

Stone’s deep rumble reached their ears. “Ah, Petals, I love it when your bratty mouth lands you smack in the middle of punishment.” 

“I guess I’m tired of floating between subs.” Kane shrugged as he turned his attention back to Shane. “Since Stone and Hawk found their proverbial birds of a feather, I’ve felt myself searching.” He glanced at Shane. “I want what they have, Shane, and not just any permanent sub, the kind of woman they found—cheeky, bratty, and challenging. That’s what I’m after.” He sighed. “Besides, I can’t allow the past to keep haunting me. I’m fucking tired of walking the path alone.”  

“I’ve waited over sixteen years to hear you say that.” Shane squeezed his shoulder. “Neither of us ...” Shane swallowed visibly as he found his mind floundering into chambers that had been off limits for an equal number of years. “We’re too fucking old to compete with these young studs.” 

“Old, my ass. In case you haven’t noticed, we're the only Masters every sub here, no matter their age, tries to lure to their bed for the night.” 

“There’s much to be said for experience.” Shane chuckled. “Is that what Cleopatra was after?” 

“What else?” Kane swallowed the last of his drink. “You know what’s the worst of it, Shane? Of becoming so entrenched with our acting careers, fame, and fortune?” He tapped his finger on the counter, indicating a refill before he looked at Shane. “Being fatherless. I’ve always wanted children, a daughter, and a son ... for that we’re too fucking old. No woman over forty will be willing to have a baby and I’m not interested in younger women ... not as a wife.” 

“It’s the same void I feel. A wife and children.” Shane’s voice sounded whimsical. He accepted the drink the bartender handed him and took a sip. “You know we only have ourselves to blame. Instead of using the time between movie productions to find someone, we buried ourselves in the war zones accepting covert black ops.” 

“It was the only way I could cope ... and forget.” Kane’s eyes filled with sadness. “I suppose it was watching that bastard, Decker Cooper, who caused Savannah so much pain, burn to death that unchained the memories and this feeling of ... I don’t know ... need.” 

“It had to be done. He’d have found a way to avoid jail again and he would've continued tormenting Hawk and Savannah,” Shane said silently. 

As the oldest cousins of the family, they took protecting and caring for them and their loved ones very seriously. No one had been there for them all those years ago and they’d sworn to keep their family safe. Decker Cooper was the scum of the earth who had enriched himself with human trafficking. It was at his hands that Savannah Thorne, Hawk’s sub, had ended up as a sex slave for a year to the feared leader of the Russian Bratva. He had to pay, and they made sure he would never hurt anyone again. Neither of them felt any remorse for the horrid death they’d bestowed on the man. It had been deserved. 

Kane nursed his drink between his hands. “But it was too quick. He should’ve died a slow torturous death.” 

“At least he suffered until his dying breath.” Shane hesitated briefly, knowing why torching, and watching the bastard burn alive had been haunting Kane. “Have you ever visited her grave?” 

For a moment, the question hung heavy between them. 

“For what? It’s not as if that’s where her body is buried. It’s an empty fucking coffin, Shane. No. I didn’t attend the funeral and I’ll never go to the grave.” Kane got up. His expression turned somber. “And let’s not fool ourselves. We didn’t go searching for a woman because we never got over losing the ones we had.” 

“In my case, I was the fool.” Shane got up and caught Kane’s eyes with an earnest look. “Narine would never have wanted you to be alone for this long. It’s about time, Kane. Way past time.” 

“I’m done for the night. I’m going to—” 

“Oh, hell no. You’re coming to the dungeon with me. Who knows, there might be one of the trainees or subs we’ve overlooked that might be perfect for either of us.” 

“Who are you trying to fool, Shane? You want to check if Stone’s PA is playing tonight.” Kane chuckled and forced the tiredness off his shoulders as they walked toward The Dungeon of Sin. 

“You can’t deny Alexa looks rather scrumptious on a Saint Andrew’s Cross.” Shane’s eyes glimmered. “I have a feeling about that one, Kane. She tickles something inside me that I haven’t felt in a long time.” 

“So, go for it.” 

“Soon ... for now, I’m enjoying playing cat and mouse too much.” 

Kane laughed as they entered the Torture Chamber, and he found his eyes searching the room. He was startled when he realized what he was doing. 

“Fuck me,” he grunted. 

“What?” Shane looked around and followed his gaze that was riveted on a scene in the far corner. “Sub RL? What’s ... ah! I see,” he smiled. “So, you already found what you sought.” 

“I only just realized that I search for her every time I walk into one of the dungeons. It’s like my eyes automatically zoom in on her, like my mind connects with her before I know where she is.” 

“She’s a beautiful woman, and if I recall correctly, mid-forties? Perfect age for you.” 

“Hmm ... problem is, the moment I walk into a room or approach her, she clamps shut and runs in the opposite direction. She hardly ever looks directly at me, and I get the impression she deliberately avoids getting close to me.” 

“Well, unfortunately for her, as of tomorrow, she won’t have a choice. She’ll be up close and personal in your training dungeon for a month.” 

“Perfect timing, I’d say,” Kane chuckled. “You find your little mouse, Shane. I’m going to mosey over there and see what the fuss is all about.”

Eyes turned to watch Kane as he strolled through the Torture Chamber. A regular occurrence, as the subs were magnetically drawn to the powerful Master who exuded confidence by his mere presence. He was the perfect portrayal of the bear totem, his spiritual animal. Always equanimous, he reflected qualities of emotional strength and fearlessness. Everyone was in awe of the subtle way he projected it to others. He had become a grounding force for many subs over the years as he guided them to find their inner submissive, embrace it, and become the best they could be. 

“Just what gave you the right, sub? No wait, you’re not a submissive of the club, you’re still a trainee, according to the red band on your wrist.” The irate voice of a Dom Kane didn’t recognize, grated in his ears as he approached. His eyes narrowed as sub RL slammed her fists on her hips and tossed back her hair. 

Blatant disrespect, sub RL? You should know better by now. 

His gaze followed the luxurious curtain of chestnut tresses tumbling down her back. She was the kind of woman that other females of all ages loved to hate. She was forty-four, if memory served him correctly, but she had the exuberance of youth enhanced by her poise and a sexy strut that exuded confidence. She was tall, probably five-foot-seven, and a little on the plump side but with a perfectly curved body and gorgeously rounded hips that he’d witnessed made many Doms stop in their tracks and stare. He halted a couple of steps behind her, accessing her profile as she turned her head to the Dom scowling at her. His fingers itched to trace the line of her high cheekbones, to feel if her skin was as smooth and silky as it looked in its flawless perfection. Apart from the small laugh lines around her eyes, she didn’t show any signs of her age. Her breathtaking beauty was enhanced by the intelligence and confidence she always radiated, which was the conduit of his attraction to her. 

Her rosy lips glistened as she licked them once, pursed the fullness into a pout and took a deep breath. 

“I might be a trainee here, but I’ve been a submissive for a long time and I’m not an idiot.” 

Kane’s ears pricked as she openly sassed the angry Dom. Her voice had a scratchy roughness that caused his cock to twitch delightfully. His instincts about Rose Lovett had been spot on. This was the kind of woman for whom he’d been searching.

“You are indeed if you think I’m going to stand for a sub talking to me like that,” the Dom sneered. 

“I don’t care but I’ll not stand by and allow this scene to continue.”

“Really?” The Dom turned to the small gathering of people behind him. “Did someone hear this sub use her safeword? No, she didn’t and—”

“Because she’s in too much pain to even think! Anyone can see that sub is in distress.” Rose pointed furiously toward a woman on a spanking bench, crying pitifully. Her naked buttocks were covered in vicious red streaks.

Kane’s curse exploded into the atmosphere as his gaze found the target of her stiff finger. All attention centered on him. He rushed forward and with two economic yanks, the sub was loose. He assisted her upright and held her shivering form against his chest. 

“I’m sorry, Master Bear, I should’ve used my safeword, but I couldn’t get out a word. I was too shocked and in so much pain.” She gulped back a sob. “We agreed on a medium flogging not ... not what he did.”

“It’s over, Violet. I’ve got you.” His deep voice soothed even the people who had gathered once the spectacle began.

“Master Bear, is it? Well, I demand to punish this trainee for interrupting my scene, not to mention her blatant disrespect toward me.”

Kane turned to face the fuming man, his expression stoic as he stared at him. The Dom puffed up his chest and straightened his bulky form as he met Kane’s brown eyes that glimmered like sunlight shining through whiskey.

“You don’t deserve respect,” Rose all but spat in his direction. Her eyes fell to the floor the moment Kane’s head turned in her direction.

“We’ll discuss this matter in my office.” Kane looked around in search of Dom Evans, one of the senior Doms and training managers at Castle Sin Training Academy. He gestured to him. “Dom Evans, please take care of Violet. I’ll be back to check on her in a bit.”

Kane brushed the tears from her cheeks and smiled encouragingly at her. “Dom Evans will rub some arnica and the Castle’s special soothing gel on to give you some relief.” He frowned in thought. Violet had been an employed submissive at the Castle for the past ten months. She was well liked and had five years of experience behind her. “Was anyone present when you discussed the scene, Violet?”

“Yes, Master Bear. I requested Dom Danton to be there, seeing as I don’t know this Dom and I felt I needed some reassurance.”

“Good girl. Now, go with Dom Evans.” Kane turned to the irate man who steamed angrily as he watched Evans pick Violet up and carry her toward the aftercare area. “I don’t believe we've met?” The distrust gathered like clouds before a thunderstorm in Kane’s eyes as he stared at him unflinchingly. 

They were very strict about visitors. Only an exclusive member could request to sponsor a guest. Even then, they were first screened, and a background check ran before permission was given.

“I’m Dom Gunther Locke from Tampa.” His nose inched higher to indicate he deemed himself to be a man of importance. 

“Who is your sponsor, Dom Gunther?” Kane’s voice grated darkly from his lips. He didn’t appreciate people riding high on personally induced self-importance. 

Kane’s hand snaked out to catch Rose’s arm as she tried to edge unobtrusively away from the scene. She froze as his fingers wrapped around her elbow. Her surprised gasp floated toward him. It was a musical melody that offered him immense pleasure. Sub RL wasn’t as unmoved by his presence as he’d believed. He dragged her against his side. 

“Senator Martin,” Dom Gunther crowed with another flash of blustering opinionism. 

“Shall we go?” Kane started to walk. His hand tightened around Rose’s arm as she hung back. He flicked a warning glance over his shoulder. “Is there a problem, sub RL?”

“No, Master Bear. I just don’t see why I need to accompany you.”

“Then you’re in bigger trouble than you could imagine,” he rasped. 

“Me? Why the devil am I in trouble? I’m not the one who—”

Rose all but swallowed her tongue as he turned on her and she walked slam bang into his hard chest. Her hands spread out to push away from him. Her breathing faltered, her muscles locked, and she couldn’t move, no matter how hard her brain screamed at her to.

Damn, he’s so warm. How can he be this warm all over? 

Kane held out his hand and clicked his fingers. Jenna, a club coordinator, placed a thin chain in his palm. She always served him when he was in attendance at the member dungeons. 

“Hands behind your back, sub RL and make sure they stay there.” He clipped one end of the chain into the O-ring of the red leather collar all trainees wore. The other end he attached to a loop of his pants. It irritated him that she didn’t look at him but kept her gaze centered on his chest. “Keep up, my pet, and I suggest your mouth stay shut unless I specifically ask you question. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Sir,” Rose snapped to attention, her eyes flared as she clamped her hands behind her. 

Crack! Crack! 

“Freaking hell ... oww,” she wailed as his huge paw connected with her ass. She had no idea how he even managed to reach seeing as he stood facing her. 

“What did you call me, sub RL?”

Her cheeks bloomed red, and she couldn’t even pretend it had been a slip of the tongue. It had been deliberate. An attempt to ...

What? An attempt to make a complete ass of yourself, Rose? Not to mention a freaking scorching ass as reward! 

“I’m sorry! I meant Master Bear,” she squealed and stepped out of reach as his hand rose threateningly when she didn’t respond quick enough. 

“What’s the hold-up?” Gunther Locke sneered behind Kane. “I came here to play and—”

Kane took off, ignoring the complaining man, with Rose tagging along behind him, muttering all the way about his inconsideration for not shortening his steps. 

“You’re ratcheting up the punishments, sub. I suggest you zip your lips and quickly.” 

Kane stopped next to Stone where he was overseeing a whipping demonstration by one of the assistant training Doms. 

“I have a situation with a visiting Dom. Apparently, Senator Martin is his sponsor. Know anything about it?”

Stone’s eyes flicked to the man approaching. “Yes, but the condition was that he had to be accompanied by Senator Martin at all times. Do you need me to take care of this?”

“No, I’ll handle it. Please ask Senator Martin and Danton to join us in my office.” He looked around. “Find out who the Dungeon Monitor on duty in this section is, Stone. If he had been doing his job, this wouldn't have gone as far as it did.” 

“I agree. I’ll take care of it.” 

Kane continued toward his office, leaving Rose no choice but to jog to keep up with his long strides. He sat down behind the desk and tugged on the chain.

“Down. On your knees next to my chair, please.”

Her eyes widened as he pointed to a spot next to him. He noticed that she still managed to keep from looking directly at him when she said in an indignant sputter, “You expect me to sit on the floor like a ... like a ...”

“A well-behaved pet.” His voice sounded as smooth as silk. “Yes, sub RL, I do.” The wicked smile quirking his lips was in reaction to her delightful brattiness, exactly what he’d been missing from other subs and trainees of Castle Sin. 

To Rose, it was anything but a pleasant smile and it promised all kinds of Dom retribution. Just thinking of the punishment scenes she’d witnessed from him, made her legs crumble and she plopped onto her knees without any attempt at grace. 

“It’s a good thing you’re in my training dungeon as from tomorrow. It seems you have a lot to learn about decorum and elegance.”

She opened her mouth to snap at him but the timely arrival of Dom Gunther saved her from plunging herself deeper into trouble. 
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“Please take a seat, Mr. Locke.” 

Gunther Locke sat down. He shifted uncomfortably under Kane’s intense regard and looked around the room. In Rose’s opinion, it was to avoid the cold, unflinching stare from the formidable Master Bear. She’d witnessed many submissives edging out of harm’s way when he was on the warpath.

Kane's eyes were bewitching; it was as if their roasted-coffee-bean rim had diffused into a cream hued iris—mixing until it was the color of sun-dried beechwood. She’d noticed them change hues in tandem with his moods. His direct gaze was a sign of the confidence that oozed from his persona.

Rose turned her head slightly and darted an unobtrusive look at Kane. His mahogany hair had a tousled look that she loved so much. She’d seen him drag his hands through it often enough to know it was how the devil-may-care style was born. Usually brushed back, the locks now fell over his broad forehead, which tapered into a square, sculpted jaw and high cheekbones.

Gawd, he’s so attractive. Just being near him makes me all hot and bothered. 

Rose fisted her hands and tightened the muscles in her thighs to contain the rush of heat that shot south and settled in a spicy bouquet between her legs even she could detect. She wished she could clamp her knees together because as an all-powerful Master, Kane would have no problem sniffing her arousal. She discarded that thought at birth. On your knees in Castle Sin meant shuffle into the Nadu position and stay there. She had no intention of eliciting punishment from him. Not from Master Bear ... she couldn’t afford to. The further she stayed away from him, the better. 

“Well? Let’s get this over with, shall we? I wish to get back to my scene,” Gunther snapped. He crossed his arms over his chest. 

Rose was hard pressed not to laugh at the subconscious act of raising a barrier from Kane’s continued regard. She dared a more direct look this time.

His aquiline nose tilted regally, which sat above a full, very kissable mouth amid a neat stubble beard that gave him a rugged look—like an uncut diamond—a very desirable one.

It’s such a pity he’s off limits to me.

She suppressed the thought as it pierced through years of ironclad control into the deepest chambers of her heart. Pain sliced through her body. 

Don’t open that door, Rose. Do. Not. Open. It!

She pressed her lips together and forced her mind back to the present as Kane’s deep voice flowed through her, calming, and imparting a glow inside her. She latched onto the feeling like a starved animal.

“We’re waiting on your sponsor and the Dom who was present during the negotiation of the scene with sub Violet,” Kane said colloquially.

“What the fuck for? I thought we were here to discuss the attitude of this disrespectful trainee,” Gunther exploded. 

Rose stiffened, nibbling worriedly on her bottom lip. She had been hugely disrespectful, but she couldn’t stand by and watch how he disregarded Violet’s obvious distress and continued to flog her with cruel enjoyment. 

She glanced at Kane to assess his mood but got sidetracked as her gaze found the crows’ feet at his temples and the lines under his eyes that told of laughter, of warm smiles and affection. Another pain seared through her heart. Focus, Rose! She wished she could trace the deep vertical lines that edged between his brows and drew his face into a permanent frown. It stemmed from more than advancement in age but painted a picture of some hardship in his life. The few lines on his forehead didn’t diminish the energy and power he exuded. If she didn’t know he was inching toward fifty-two, she’d have thought him to be in his mid-forties. 

“Be assured that I’ll personally address sub RL’s disrespect ... and no,” Kane continued when Gunther opened his mouth to protest, “I don’t need you to elaborate. I arrived at the time and was privy to the entire conversation.”

Rose cringed at the dark edge that crept into Kane’s voice. She lowered her eyes quickly as he slanted a sideways look at her. She had disregarded one of the main rules of the member’s dungeons—to immediately call the Dungeon Monitor or one of the Masters.

Danton Hill walked in after a brief knock on the door. He was the security director of The Seven Keys Island and Be Secure Enterprises, the Global security company the seven Sinclair cousins owned. He was also the senior training Dom of the training academy. Senator Martin followed close on his heels. They sat down at Kane’s prodding. 

“Senator Martin, you were awarded permission to sponsor a guest this evening with the specific provision that he accompanies you at all times inside the dungeon,” Kane said through thin lips. Although his body and posture were completely relaxed, his eyes shot daggers between the two men. 

“I’m not a child that needs to be kept on a leash,” Gunther snapped. 

Eckard Martin slanted an annoyed look at his sister’s brother-in-law. He should’ve followed his gut instinct and said no. He never liked Gunther Locke and he trusted him even less. 

“I suspect you don’t understand, Mr. Locke. You’re here as a concession only because Senator Martin is a member of good standing at Castle Sin. This isn’t an open club. We keep it exclusive and by invitation only for a reason and have very strict rules for any visitors.” 

“My apologies, Master Bear. I went for something to drink from the bar and got stuck in a conversation with a friend. The intention wasn't to be gone long, but ...” another annoyed look at Gunter, “I told him to wait at the reception area until I was back. What happened?” 

“Dom Danton, please explain what agreement Dom Gunther made with sub Violet.” Kane sat back in his chair; the chain of the leash slithered to the floor as he unclipped it from his belt. He placed his hand at the back of Rose’s neck, caressing the softness of her skin with small circling motions. It pleased him to feel her stiffening under his touch, even more so when an uncontrolled shiver trailed through her frame. 

“Violet agreed to an erotic, medium impact flogging over a spanking bench. She also insisted to be untied,” Danton said. 

Kane straightened. His gaze bore into Gunther who once again shifted uncomfortably. “So, you totally disregarded the agreed scene, Mr. Locke,” Kane deep voice rumbled from his chest. 

“Dom Gunther,” he snapped. 

“A Dom in Castle Sin takes care of the submissive he scenes with and he honors the agreement he made with her. You, sir, did neither. Violet was tied down so tightly she couldn’t move and to make matters worse, you went beyond a hard impact flogging to brutal. That isn’t the action of a Dominant.” 

“Now, look here—”

“I suggest you shut up, Gunther.” Eckard’s acerbic tone cut him short. “Violet is a sweet young sub and I’m sorry she had to suffer because of his brutality. How is she?” A concerned frown marred his forehead. 

“She’ll be fine. We’re taking care of her. Needless to say, Senator, the sponsorship for Mr. Locke is herewith withdrawn. He won't be allowed back inside Castle Sin’s dungeons or on The Seven Keys Island.” Kane leaned his elbows on the desk. His eyes darkened warningly. “I’m sorry it cuts your evening short, but I want him off the island immediately.” 

“I understand.” Eckard got up. He glowered at Gunther. “Get up. We’re leaving.” 

“I’m not going anywhere. I came here to ... Hey! Let me go.” 

Gunther was caught off guard by Kane who yanked him out of the chair by the neck of his shirt. He’d moved around the desk so fast, Gunther didn’t have time to get out of the furious man’s way. 

Kane pushed him toward the door. 

“I didn’t ask or give you a fucking choice. You’re not welcome here.” Kane pressed his face into Gunther’s. “Let me give you a fair warning, Gunther Locke. Say one word about this club, any of us or the patrons, and I’ll make your life utter hell. Do you understand?” 

Gunther stumbled as Kane dragged him down the hallway, across the enormous entrance hall and pushed him through the front door. “Yes, I understand,” he mumbled as Eckard jabbed him in the side. 

“I’m sorry for the unpleasantness, Master Bear. Be assured, I’ll think twice before I sponsor family again.” 

Kane nodded and watched the two men leave with a morose expression on his face. He hated Doms who took advantage of the trust a submissive placed in them by offering her subjugation. The Gunthers of the world weren’t Dominants, they weren’t even men; they were fucking cowards. 

He turned back toward his office. A movement at the top of the majestic staircase caught his eye. 

“Freeze, sub RL.” He didn’t raise his voice and he wasn’t even sure she heard him, but she turned into a statue, her hand resting on the balustrade. 

All trainees were robbed of their identity during the training period and called by their initials. It was done specifically to draw the line of them developing expectations from any of the training Masters or Doms. They’d learned their lesson early on when Castle Sin’s Training Academy was launched. 

“Get back down here.” The order was given in the same even tone. His lips twitched as Rose’s chin dropped in dejection. He waited patiently until she turned and started to descend. “On your knees, please.” 

She shot a disbelieving look at him. Her mouth opened but when Danton, who leaned negligently against a wide arch leading into the Gathering Hall, cleared his throat in warning, she sank to her knees. Her low grumbling complaint floated toward them. 

“Speak up, trainee, I can’t hear you if you mumble,” Kane continued to taunt her. 

“I said, Master Bear, crawling down a flight of stairs is a sure-fire way to break something,” Rose clipped. 

“Hm, I think the stairs are sturdy enough to withstand your slight weight as you go, sub RL, and should you manage to break one in the process, not to worry, we’ll fix it.” 

Her head snapped up. “When did you morph into the court jester, Master Bear? I assure you, I don’t find your remark humorous in the least.” She shot a chilled look Danton’s way when he barked a short laugh. 

“Speed it up, sub, you’re wasting my time. On the other hand, don’t. It’s a rather sexy sight watching your ass jiggle as you descend.”

“Jiggle! Are you saying I’m fat, Master Bear?”

Kane frowned as he detected a tinge of self-castigation tremble in her voice. She wasn’t model thin and perhaps had a layer of added padding, but she was in no way fat. The black mini skirt paired with a tight sapphire blue corset, which pushed her gorgeous breasts upward for an enticing view, emphasized every sensual curve of her body. She was seduction, pure and simple, from the bottom of her feet to the top of her head but her reaction warned him that she was sensitive over her weight. His face darkened. It was something he’d put an end to ... and quickly. 

“Did you hear me say that, Dom Danton?” He kept his eyes on hers, detecting the red blush blooming bright over her cheeks as she reached the bottom of the stairs. He pointed to a spot in front of his feet. Her lips thinned but she dutifully crawled closer.

“Nope. Far as I recall, you said sexy and I have to concur; fucking hot, Master Bear.” 

Rose didn’t take kindly to being discussed like she wasn't even there and didn’t think twice about getting to her feet once she reached Kane. His voice grated a warning in her tender ears. 

“Did I tell you to stand?” 

“Freaking hell,” she muttered and sank back onto her knees.

“Good girl.” 

She felt her ears heating with pleasure as his deep voice washed over her and she basked in his praise.

“Now, you may stand.” 

Before she could help herself, she slanted a furious look at him, intending to blast his ears with her discontent ... and froze as their gazes clashed. Her legs turned to rubber and try as she might, she couldn’t gather the strength to get to her feet. Kane stared at her with an expression akin to shocked surprise, which rapidly morphed to suspicious anger. She bit the inside of her cheek and quickly lowered her eyes. This time, he would have none of it. He pinched her chin between his fingers and forced her head backward, but she adamantly kept her gaze locked on his chest. 

“Eyes,” he snapped. He could feel his skin tighten around his frame that felt like it was about to shudder into shreds. It didn’t help to brace himself. The moment her eyelids drifted upward, he got hit with the same debilitating blast of shocked disbelief like moments before. He’d looked into these eyes before, many times and loved how they turned smoky just before she screamed out her climax. They were like a blue flame on water and encapsulated all the passion inside her in their crystallized, ice beauty.

“Fuck.” He shook his head and closed his eyes to ban the vision of the auburn-haired woman from his mind. He cleared his throat that suddenly clogged up. He sounded hoarse as he spoke. “You have unusual eyes.” His fingers traced the outline of her lower lid. “Do you have any siblings with similar color eyes?” 

“I ... ahem.” Rose struggled to breathe in the face of the torment she could read in the now stoic man’s eyes. “No, Master Bear. I’m an only child and my cousins on my father’s side take after their Latina mother. They have very dark eyes.” She whimpered as his fingers tightened on her chin. “D-do you know someone with the same color eyes?” Her voice sounded breathy as she prayed that he didn’t notice how badly she trembled. She sighed in relief when his hand fell, and he turned away. 

“No ... not anymore.” The words were uttered so softly, Rose had difficulty hearing them. 

“I’m sorry, Master Bear.” She swallowed hard as she stared at his stiff back. Her mind raced to find a way to steer his thoughts from her eyes.

“For what?” 

“I’m wearing colored contact lenses. I’ve got very dull gray eyes and ...” She shrugged and offered him a wry smile. “I apologize for bringing back memories you preferred to forget. I—oh!” she gasped as he spun around and wrapped his hand around her throat. He yanked her to her feet and up close.

Rose knew better than to claw at his hand and kept as still as possible in the face of his anger. 

“You should be, sub RL. It’s the kind of memories I ...” His nose tilted regally as he exhaled slowly. The instantaneous transformation was breathtaking. One moment he was lost in a sphere of a painful past and the next, she was faced with the fearsome Master Bear. 

“It’s time for your punishment,” he clipped coldly. 

“But I had justification for what I did! That man ...” Her voice dwindled and evaporated in her throat as his eyes narrowed. His fingers tightened, forcing her to go onto her toes. Her breath wheezed from her lips as the position pushed her breasts against his hard and so very hot chest. They immediately puckered into hard little nubs. 

“What were you supposed to do, sub RL, the moment you realized something was amiss?” 

“Call the Dungeon Monitor or one of the Castle Masters.” 

“Instead, you chose to allow his torment of Violet to continue until you gathered enough courage to intervene, am I correct?”

Rose stared at the immovable man, his words castigating her with a similar sharpness as that of a whip against her back. She licked her lips as she cast her mind back to the scene. 

“Oh no, you’re right. Had I gone to fetch someone sooner, she’d not be ... oh god, I’m so sorry,” she whispered as realization struck. 

“No, sub RL, not yet ... but you will be.” His hand loosened from around her throat. He caught the chain that was still attached to the red collar and dangled between her breasts. He wrapped one end around his fist. His lips curved in a smirk as he glanced at the high stilettos she wore as he took off toward the Dungeon of Sin. 

“Keep up, sub. I’m not stopping and if you stumble and fall with those ridiculous stilts you’re wearing, you’ll crawl the rest of the way.”

“As if I have a say over what I wear to the damn members’ dungeon,” Rose muttered under her breath as she hastened to keep up with his long strides. 

As trainees, they were expected to attend in the three member dungeons, either as coordinators, waiters, or assist the Masters with demonstrations. Castle Sin provided their outfits, not that she didn’t like what was offered; it was in very good taste and expensive, but because she was tall, she never wore high heels. But Madam Cherrie hadn’t paid her any mind when she tried to explain it to her the first time she’d selected Rose’s outfit. 

“High heels shout out sexy and fuck me silly and that, dear trainee, is your purpose as a submissive at Castle Sin. To entice, to be pleasing to the eye, and to make the Doms salivate.” 

Madam Cherrie had been at Castle Sin for the past six years and was employed as the fashionista who personally designed all the outfits. She had amazing talent and a good eye to fit each of the submissives and trainees to enhance their postures and bring out their best features. Pity she was also a shrew and the self-appointed overseer of the trainees when the Masters weren’t around. Unfortunately for Rose, Madam Cherrie seemed to have her knife in for her and went out of her way to make her life miserable.

“Fat lot it’ll help me to entice the Doms if I break a fucking ankle in the process.” 

She was so engrossed in her own thoughts that she didn’t notice Master Bear come to a halt and bumped smack bang into his back.

Rose was mortified to be caught inattentive in the presence of a Master. She tried to step back from him, she really did, but her legs wouldn't move. Probably because her libido spiked to overdrive the minute she made contact with his hard, muscled physique and felt herself immersed by the heat emanating from him. It infused through her skin to spark an eruption of heat inside her loins she hadn’t felt in many ... many years. 

“Is this an attempt to seduce me into not punishing you, sub RL?”

“Would it work?” Rose cursed the little devil on her shoulder that poked its sharp tail at her and evoked the response from her lips. She shivered as he took a step forward, taking the heat she’d been basking in with him. He turned and slanted an amused look at her. 

“It might, if not for the fact that I would expect you to turn tail and run.” He leaned closer to tilt up her chin. “Like you’ve done every time I get close to you since you arrived here.”

Rose was startled. She hadn’t thought he would notice. Not with the large number of trainees presently at the academy. 

“Of course, I noticed, Rose.” He grinned as her eyes flared, surprised that he could read her mind so accurately. 

Good lord, how could he make my name sound so sexy, almost like he was caressing it with his tongue. 

She swallowed the drool forming in her mouth as the cogs in her brains scrambled to find a viable excuse for trying to avoid him around every nook and cranny of the Castle. 

“I didn’t think you’d remember my name,” she lilted lamely, her eyes dropping from his intense regard. She bit back a groan as she found herself staring at his lips. 

The coil inside her loins tightened. His lips made the light in the dungeon seem a little bit darker as it became her sole focus. The world tilted as he leaned in with a wicked promise scrawled on his cupid’s bow. Her stomach turned over as her mind raced to that forgotten place deep inside her soul that had been locked away, encased inside a steel box for years. 

“Your eyes are begging for it, sub RL, and if you ask nicely, I might concede.” His breath brushed like a hot breeze over her lips. “Do you want me to kiss you, Rose?” 

“I ...” Her eyes flicked briefly upward to clash with his. No! Say no! You fucking say no, Rose! Her tongue did a quick foray over her bottom lip. “Yes, Master Bear,” she said in a breathy voice. What the fuck, Rose? Are you completely out of your mind? 

Rose heard and agreed with every order her subconsciousness shouted at her, but common sense refused to prevail as it lost the battle against the demand of her ovaries urging her on. 

“Please kiss me, Master Bear.” Her voice turned husky as she reached toward his face to touch the softness of his lips. She felt the effect of their warmth connect with her mind to send it swirling in a sensual state of intoxication. 

His eyes flared and narrowed. Rose dragged in a painful gasp as she lowered her hand. Master Bear had one rule that had been made abundantly clear on the day of their arrival. Not to be touched, ever, unless he gave permission, which according to the permanent subs, he never did. 

“I’m sorry, Master Bear,” she said with obvious regret at the loss of the heat under her fingers, “I didn’t intentionally disregard your rule, it’s just ... I couldn’t resist.” 

“Hmm ... so am I,” he said caustically as he took a step back. “If not for that I might have given you what you asked for.” 

He pointed at the bondage chair on the raised platform in the center of the Torture Chamber. “If you behave and take your punishment like a good little sub, I still might.” His eyebrow did what the subs referred to as the Rothman twitch, seeing as all seven cousins had perfected the sexy move. It crawled higher on his forehead, giving him a much younger and oh-so-badass-look. 

“It’s up to you, sub RL.” He reined her in with the chain until she stood tits-to-chest with him. His eyes homed in on her lips, glistening from her tongue making a desperate attempt to alleviate their sudden dryness. 

“Personally, I’d be very disappointed to lose out on tasting these pretty, rosebud lips.” 

His eyes clashed with hers, stealing her breath as she watched the lightness of his warm brown eyes darken with swirls of midnight blue specks. 

“The eyes are the gateway to the soul, Rose, and the lips are the same thing for the body. They’re softness, passion, and the promise of sweetness to come.” 

He brushed his finger over her bottom lip, softly, like the wings of a butterfly and then harder with a rough intensity that robbed her of any thought. 

“Are you going to give me a peek into your passion and sweetness, little dove?” 

“Yes, Master Bear,” she said on a puff of breath. She found it difficult to breathe, his closeness too much for her frayed mind and overcharged libido. She needed space ... between their bodies so that she could start thinking straight and remember what she was doing there in the first place. She flicked a sideways look at the intimidating chair. “What’s my punishment going to be?” 

During their initiation week, all the dungeon equipment had been demonstrated. This was a high back bondage chair. The side arms had been removed which meant her hands would be cuffed overhead to the heavy O-ring on the back panel. The chair didn’t have an actual seat. It consisted of two red leather padded sections upon which a sub’s legs rested that could be moved sideways, giving the Dom access to any part of the sub’s lower body. It also had a height adjustment, depending on what the devious Master had in store for her. 

The fact that it was on a platform in the center of the vast room, boded ill for Rose. It could only mean that her punishment was going to be public. Of course, it would be, seeing as her action was in full view of everyone in the room. What worried her more was that in similar situations to this, it was customary to involve the other Masters in the execution. 

“Ah, glad you asked, sub RL. Suffice it to say, after this, you would think twice before disregarding one of the key rules of the Castle Sin dungeons.”
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Great, Rose, just fucking great. 

She had managed to avoid being the focus of Master Bear for close to five months and individual punishment for as long ... now here she was. She’d landed both ... at the same time! 

“I don’t like repeating an instruction, sub RL.” 

Kane’s brusque tone brought her attention back to reality and the frowning man who regarded her with dire warning flashing in his eyes. She had to hustle to climb the stairs to the raised platform and not fall flat on her face as he yanked on the chain to drag her closer. She struggled to keep her composure. She couldn’t afford a faux pas, not this early and most assuredly not before she’d at least attempted to honor the promise she’d made. 

Yeah, only it’s easier said than done. I had no idea how devastating being close to him would be. It’s been years ... why does he still affect me this much? 

It wasn't just being close to him physically, it was the essence that his strong presence exuded. She felt his gaze like the searing heat of a scorching midday sun on her face, which threatened to expose the emotions she so desperately strived to hide. She held her breath as adrenaline surged through her, setting her pulse vibrating over every inch of her body. It was like this every time she felt his eyes on her, even over a distance ... and the reason she endeavored to stay out of his way. 

The fear that he might recognize her ... the woman he used to know ... underneath the mask that was now Rose Lovett. 

That had been the reason she never looked directly at him. Her eyes had an unusual blue shade of crystal ice, with a ring of jagged hazel surrounding the pupils and was as rare as hens’ teeth. She regretted not wearing the gray color contacts she always did but she hated the way her eyes itched, so, she’d taken them out after the training session ended. She just prayed he believed the excuse she’d offered.

“Where is your mind, sub? It sure as hell isn’t here, with me, in this moment.” 

“Well, what do you expect, Master Bear? Punishment isn't exactly the way I thought I’d end my night in the Dungeon of Sin.” 

Kane didn’t bother to hide his mirth at her surly retort. The rich tones of his deep chuckle stirred to life the feelings she’d been fool enough to believe hadn’t just been dormant but gone and forgotten. 

Oh, fool be me. Goddammit! I should never have come here. 

“I don’t suppose it was, my pet. Unfortunately, as you’re aware, in here, for every action there’s a reaction, which usually doesn’t end the way the sub intended.” His lips twitched again. “As one of the older and experienced subs of the lifestyle, I’d have thought you knew that by now.” He patted the padded leg rests of the chair. “I want you on the chair, sub RL, naked if you please.” 

Rose shifted her weight from one leg to the other. Her stomach rolled as she glanced everywhere but at him. She’d never resented piling on the additional pounds during the four months she’d mentally prepared herself for Castle Sin as much as she did at this moment. An emotional eater, she’d found solace in pastries and all the decadent dishes she usually avoided. She’d been naked during training and group punishments, but it hadn’t bothered her then. This was different. She’d be under his scrutiny. Every bulge and fold would be on display to his fastidious gaze. Kane Rothman had always been a man who appreciated beauty and perfection and she was anything but—not at this stage. 

“Do I have to be naked, Master Bear?” she asked with a slight quiver in her voice. 

Kane didn’t miss the rose-colored blush blooming over her cheeks as he stared at her. He’d seen her naked a couple of times and she’d never appeared uncomfortable. He racked his mind to recall whether voyeurism was a limit for her. It wasn't, therefore, her attitude annoyed him. 

“I’m not the kind of man who wastes my breath by saying things I don’t mean. Being naked in public has never bothered you before. Why the sudden resistance, sub?”

Rose knew
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