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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

Zeke and Taylor’s story is a tale of misguided perceptions, hope, and shattered dreams.

Taylor Banks was running. And she needed a place to hide.

“I’m going to challenge fate, little one. I want you—and I'll be damned if I’m going to let you walk away from me until I've had my fill.”

Zeke Sinclair—Master Dragon to those brave enough to kneel before him—was grieving. The man who had forged him into the powerful Dom he was today was gone, and the wound refused to close. He came to the airport looking for distance from his pain. He left obsessed with a sassy, curvy stranger who didn’t have the sense to be afraid of him.

His infatuation should’ve been a fleeting distraction. It became something far more dangerous. Because the deeper Master Dragon fell, the clearer one truth became...

He wanted her more than his next breath... and she was lying to him.

He’d find out what she was hiding and peel back every secret she possessed. But the one thing he refused to do... was walk away.

“Thank you, but no thank you. I’m nobody’s lollipop to suck on until your ears pop from the sugar rush.”

Taylor was in deep. So deep that disappearing onto a secret island sounded like salvation. Her best friend Peyton Jackson lived on The Seven Keys—if Taylor could just get there. A chance encounter with one of the infamous Rothman cousins might be her only way in.

But Master Dragon's price was steep. And the conditions he set?

She wasn't sure any woman could survive them.

Caught in a war of violence, death, and betrayal, they soon discovered they were fighting the same enemy. Zeke would do anything to keep Taylor safe.

Even kill.

But would that be the final nail in the coffin of everything they could have been?

Editor’s Note:

Everyone will want Zeke to take them to subspace. The younger, softer spoken, gentler Sinclair cousin will bring out the submissive in anyone who has their embers burning. Zeke will wet your panties and raise your eyebrows as more revelations are discovered at Castle Sin. 

I trust you will enjoy this story.

Linzi Basset
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​Prologue
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20 Years ago ... 

It was the best day of his life. He’d waited for this day for years and finally, it had arrived.

“Eighteen! I’m fucking eighteen today and now big brother Shane can’t control me anymore.”

Zeke Sinclair loved his half-brother, who he’d come to worship over time. If not for him, he’d probably have ended up in juvie after their mother and his father had died in a car accident when he was the young age of ten. It had been devastating to him as a young boy to lose both parents at once. Shane, twenty-four at the time, and recently qualified as a psychologist hadn’t thought twice about stepping in and taking care of him. When Zeke had turned sixteen, he’d demanded that Shane change his surname from Clinton to Sinclair, as proof that to him, Shane was now his only family.

Because of Shane, he’d become a famous child movie star, along with all his cousins in an instant blockbuster Marvel movie series, Space Riders. It also changed the freedom Zeke had. At times it felt like Shane had him on a leash, reining him in when it looked like he might be in danger of succumbing to the lure of alcohol and drugs that were so easy to find in the movie industry.

“Well, no more. From today, I’m legit.” He chuckled. “Well, the fake IDs we managed to get are saying so at least! It sucks that drinking age is twenty-one. Lucky for me I’m a big motherfucker and no one questions my age.” He chuckled. “It also helps that I’m a celeb who people want to please. Now, no one's gonna stop me from going to clubs and getting drunk as a skunk!”

He hummed a tune as he used the cordless phone in his room to dial the number of his best friend, Roy Hughes.

“Hey, birthday boy!’

“Yep, the day has arrived! Are you ready for some fun tonight?”

Roy laughed. “Did Shane finally agree that you can have your own private party?” 

“I’m eighteen, my friend. I don’t need his permission to do shit anymore. We’re going out on the town tonight! You, me and the guys.”

“You’re a shitload braver than I would be with a big ass brother like yours, but I’m game. Where are we going?”

“We’re going clubbing. To that new club on Miami Beach. It’s time to put our fake ids to use! Tell the guys to meet us there at eight. I’ll pick you up at seven-thirty.” Zeke started at a loud rap on the door. “I gotta go. See you later.”

“Are you up, Zeke? Get your ass in gear. We’re going jogging.”

Zeke glowered at the door. “Jogging? How about wishing me happy birthday, big brother?” he growled under his breath but stomped his feet into his favorite running shoes. It was the one time of day he enjoyed spending with Shane. They ran for five miles and on the way back, spent an hour at the gym. He was fit and extremely well-built for a boy of his age. Muscled and strong, just like his brother. 

“I guess I should thank him for that.” He chuckled as he flexed his biceps. “It’s because of these babies that the chicks are crazy about me.” His grin widened as he recalled all the sexual bliss he’d experienced at the hands of much older women since the age of fifteen. Not that he complained, at least they taught him the skills to be a sought-after lover. 

“Zeke! Get your butt down here!”

“Keep your pants on, old timer! I’m coming,” he shouted as he opened the door and ran down the stairs. He stopped in his tracks in the kitchen to find Shane dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, having coffee with their cousin, Kane, and best friend, Danton Hill, who they’d known from when they were young boys. 

“Can’t say that he looks any different,” Danton graveled in his deep voice. He chuckled as Zeke cast an annoyed look at him. “Still as nippy as a Jack Russell pup, I see.” He reached out and yanked him closer with a large hand around the neck and hugged him under his big ass arm. Zeke was tall and big for his age but next to this mammoth man, he always felt like a midget. “Happy birthday, little Sinclair.”

For once, Zeke didn’t complain as he ruffled his hair, which was his pride and joy that no one was allowed to touch. 

“Can’t believe you’re eighteen, little cousin.” Kane dragged him in for a man hug as well. 

Zeke loved being part of such a close-knit family, which in his mind, included Danton. 

“Happy birthday, sport,” Shane said as he placed his arm around his shoulder. “Hopefully now you’ll start making your bed in the morning.”

“For what? I’ll only mess it up when I go to sleep again.” 

Everyone laughed at the expression on Zeke’s face. It was a regular topic of discussion. 

Shane shook his head. He gestured toward the interleading door to the garage. “I got us some chocolate croissants. They’re in my car. Go get them for us, please.”

“Geez, I’m the birthday boy and still I’m being ordered around,” he grumbled as he stomped toward the door. He looked over his shoulder as he pushed it open. “I can’t wait for the day I turn twenty-one, so I can tell you to sod off,” he said as he disappeared into the garage. 

For a moment there was no sound and then an earth-shattering shout echoed from inside. 

“Holy shit! Shane! Is it mine?” Zeke appeared in the doorway, literally jumping up and down with excitement as he pointed to the sleek black sports car sporting a large red ribbon. “You’re shitting me, aren’t you?”

Shane smiled as the three men followed him back into the garage.

“Happy birthday, little brother, and yes, it’s yours. You have proven to me you’re a responsible young man, so therefore, I trust you will take good care of it.”

“Fucking mistake if you ask me,” Danton rumbled as he watched the excited young man circle the car. “Heed my warning, young pup. If I ever find out you’re speeding, I’ll personally whip your ass.”

“You’ll have to catch me first.” Zeke ripped off the bow and got in behind the wheel. His excitement was contagious. “Come on, big brother. I’m taking you for a spin.”

“You’ll need these,” Shane said as he tossed the keys at him, which he caught deftly in the air and cranked the engine seconds later.

Danton and Kane watched as he carefully reversed out of the garage and once in the street, sped off with an exaggerated wave. 

“Mark my words, Kane. That little pup has a glint in his eyes that I remember too well from my youth.”

“Meaning?”

“He’s gonna get into deep shit.” 
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“Yo, Zeke! How about a Tequila Slammer?” Roy shouted to be heard over the loud music and the buzz of voices that gave the club an energetic vibe. 

Zeke glanced at the petite blonde girl by his side—woman, not girl. Like wherever he went, he had immediately been recognized the moment they’d entered the club, and women of all ages had been flocking around him all night. He’d lost count of the number of salacious kisses he’d received once the news it was his birthday had leaked out. 

“How about it, babe? Wanna have a drink with me?” Zeke frowned as he listened to his own voice. It sounded like his words slurred but his inebriated mind couldn’t count the number of cocktails and shots he’d had. 

“Always keep your wits about you, Zeke, no matter the circumstances. Booze might give you a punch of pleasure for a short time but it could also be your worst enemy. The moment you can’t think straight, you should realize it’s already too late.” Shane’s voice echoed in his mind but was forgotten as the seductive curves pressed against his chest.

“Only if you go to one of the private rooms at the back with me,” she cooed in his ear. 

Zeke cast a blurry look at the dimly lit hallway leading to the back. He’d seen many couples disappear down there during the course of the night. A niggling thought at the back of his mind stirred but he pushed it aside. It was his birthday and for once he was going to cast aside rules and let go of all his inhibitions. 

Fuck, I only turn eighteen once. I’m gonna enjoy it and fucking a couple of these women seems the perfect way to do it.

“The night is still young, babe. For now, let’s have another shooter and set the dance floor alight.” He took the Tequila Slammer from Roy and downed it. “Whooha! That fucker burns,” he coughed and turned to the blonde who was making a face at the taste of the drink. “Too strong for you?”

“Yes.” A visible shudder trailed down her body. She handed the small glass to him. “Why don’t you have mine?’ She smiled coquettishly. “Then we dance.”

“You got that right, babe ... the horizontal tango is my specialty,” he said with a lascivious grin. Tipping his head, he threw the scorching liquor down his throat before leading her to the dance floor. 

He was pumped and his synapses jumped like popcorn on oil. He felt a little lightheaded but so alive he could climb a mountain and shout from the top. The thumping music was like a drug that pitched him higher, until his mind buzzed with pure joy. The music moved him like he was a puppet on strings. His head mashed so hard his brain was in shutdown mode. He shrugged off Shane’s voice echoing once again in his mind. He was the man! This was his night. He yelled as he jumped up and down, his body soaked in sweat. He laughed boisterously as the strobe masked his movements, every clap of his hands like it was on pause at different moments. He knew there’d be hell to pay tomorrow, but tonight, with his friends, the alcohol kept on flowing like it was on an IV drip.

“Fuck,” Zeke mumbled as he stumbled and wrapped his arms around the blonde to stay upright and not fall flat on his face. He couldn’t remember her name no matter how hard he tried. “My head is spinning,” he slurred. He blinked furiously, trying to clear his vision. He dragged in a deep breath and almost gagged at the harsh smell of booze on himself. He struggled to keep his balance. It felt like he was having an out of body experience. His legs refused to work. Neither would his hands or fingers. His brain was sending frantic signals telling him what to do but his drunk ass body wasn’t listening. He could feel himself moving but not like he wanted it to. 

“I need to s-sit down,” he garbled as he stumbled toward the bar that seemed a mile away and felt like it was moving further the closer he got. He was swaying left and right. No matter how many steps he took, he wasn’t getting any closer to it. He clamped his lips together, realizing he must be floundering about like a drunken fool. 

“No, lover boy, you promised me a trip to the back room.” The blonde grasped him around the waist and directed him down the hallway. He had too much trouble staying upright to fight her and with his body growing heavier by the second, he slogged along with her. 

“About fucking time you got here,” a harsh voice penetrated Zeke’s mind as the door slammed shut behind them. 

“Help me get him on the bed. He’s fucking heavy,” the blonde snapped. 

“Who the fu-gh are you?’ Zeke slurred as hard hands dragged him to the bed and threw him down. He groaned as his head hit the wall. Dark spots warred with the blurry liquor-induced vision as he tried to focus on the four bodies standing next to the bed watching him. Or was it two ... he blinked. No, it was definitely four. Two women and two men. His mind couldn’t deduce what was happening but he could swear the women and the one man took their clothes off. He tried to fight off the other man as he started yanking off Zeke’s pants but it was useless. He had no strength, none whatsoever, and his inebriated mind struggled to comprehend what was about to happen as he stripped him naked.

“Fu-gh off. Get your hands of-sh me.”

The man smirked as he eyeballed Zeke’s muscled legs and hard buttocks. 

“We’re gonna make millions selling this fucking video. Young superstar celeb in an orgy—fucking and getting fucked. Marvel Studios is gonna pay big time to keep it from the public.”

Zeke heard the words but they didn’t register as he battled to fight off the zing in his ears. If he hadn’t been drunk, none of this would be happening. He’d have snapped the bastard’s arm in two and watched the bones of his ulna tear through his skin before he touched him. 

“No!” Zeke tried to scream but it was no more than a soft puff coming from his lips as the man caught his flaccid cock in his hand and stroked it. He tried to ward him off but his hands wouldn’t move. The booze couldn’t have had such a drastic effect on him, could it? However, he was too far gone to give it any thought. He desperately willed his body not to react to the seduction of the man but his body was lame; he was completely defenseless.

“Get your fucking hands off him,” a voice snarled from the door.

Zeke blinked and opened his mouth to cry out Danton’s name but his vocal cords were as numb as the rest of his body. The words still rang in Zeke’s mind—not uttered as a request but a warning. The threat was there in the gray eyes that gleamed like liquid silver across the room.

“Who the fuck are you and how did you get in here?” the man snapped. His eyes darted to the door he’d personally locked. It stood wide open with a hole where the doorknob had been. His eyes moved warily back to the huge man. He yanked Zeke by the hair in front of him and caught him in a choke grip.

“You have no business here. Get the fuck out.” His gaze moved to his cohorts that were frantically getting dressed. “Don’t just stand there! Get this bastard out of here,” he sneered as he caught Danton moving closer. “One more step and I snap his neck. We aim to have some fun with this fucker and you’re not invited.” Only a garbled cry of pain escaped Zeke’s lips when he viciously bit into his ear. 

No one saw it coming but it didn’t surprise Zeke. Because he was so big, no one expected Danton to move like a phantom and faster than lightning. One moment the bastard was biting Zeke’s ear and the next his vision was blurred by a red haze. 

“Fuck,” the man stammered as he fell back on the bed at the same time as Danton yanked Zeke from his hold. He raised a trembling hand to his head, whimpering at the warmth of the blood from his scalp flowing into his eyes. “Y-you fuck! You cut me,” he wailed as he encountered a gash that felt like it had split his brain in two.

“You’ll live. You’re not worth going to jail for, you weasel,” Danton sneered as he dragged Zeke’s clothes over his lame body. He glared at the three people cowering in one corner. “I’ve got your names. If one word of this is leaked anywhere on social media, I will come and find you and then ... I won’t be this lenient.”

Their eyes moved to the bleeding man on the bed. Half of his scalp had been ripped open. They shuddered to think what not being lenient meant.

“We weren’t at the club tonight,” the blonde woman whimpered. “I’m sorry but he offered us a lot of money.”

“What did you give him?” Danton snapped as he checked Zeke’s eyes. He was completely out of it, aware of his surroundings but comatose otherwise. 

“C-cocaine mixed with the roofie, Rohypnol,” she whispered, fearing his reaction. “B-but it was a small dose of coke,” she added quickly at his furious growl.

Danton cursed and without another glance at them, picked Zeke up over his shoulders and carried him down the hallway to the back entrance. For a novice to any kind of drug and with his body filled with alcohol, the combination could be lethal. 

By the time Danton got Zeke to the hospital, he had slipped into a coma. 
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Five days later ...

Zeke awoke as if an emergency siren had gone off in his head, as if sleeping had become a dangerous thing. His heart beat fast and he experienced the same buzzing in his brain as he had at the nightclub. Together, they were panic with jump-leads. Except his brain reacted like a flat battery,

From the merry-go-round of haphazard theories came some direction—a subtle recognition of who he was amid the clutter of thoughts zipping through his mind. His eyelids fluttered open and he blinked as the rays of sunlight penetrating the window blinded him. He looked around, completely discombobulated at the foreignness of his surroundings. 

“W-where the fuck am I?” he croaked. 

“In the hospital.”

He turned his head to meet the dove gray eyes of his brother’s best friend. 

“D-Danton? What the hell am I doing here?”

“In short, little pup—you fucked up.”

Shattered flashes of what had happened at the club bombarded his mind. He struggled to sit up but Danton’s hard hand kept him in place. 

“No, you need to rest.”

“What happened to me?”

“You got drunk, Zeke, that’s what happened and because of that you made yourself vulnerable to the sick games grown-ups play.”

“I still don’t understand.” He raised a trembling hand to his head, willing the grogginess to disappear.

“They drugged you and intended to video an orgy of you fucking and being fucked by a man and two women. Then sell it and make money off it.”

“Jesus!” He closed his eyes at the horror of what Danton was describing. Suddenly his defiance at going to the club without telling Shane lambasted him with guilt. He forced himself upright against the headboard. “Shane must be livid ... and disappointed in me.”

“He doesn’t know.”

Zeke blinked at him in confusion. “How could he not know?”

“I told him I’m taking you out on my yacht for a week for your birthday.”

Zeke felt tears form in his eyes as he stared at the formidable man. “Why would you do that for me?”

“Because Shane doesn’t deserve to have his goodness and faith in you thrown back in his face. He’ll never hear about this from me, little pup,” he straightened in the chair as he pinned Zeke with a piercing look, “on one condition.”

“I’ll never get drunk again, I promise.”

“That’s not the condition but to be expected since you’re a clever boy.”

“Then what?”

“You need to learn how to control your urges. You’ve gotten a big head because you’re a big shot celebrity.”

“That’s not—”

“Shut up and listen. You think you’re invincible and in control of yourself and your life. What happened is proof that you’re not. I’m going to train you how to draw your strength from deep within you. How to control every aspect of your mind and body.”

“H-how?”

“I’m going to teach you to be a Dominant, Zeke, and when I’m done, you’ll come out of it a better man.”

Zeke stared at him. He was aware that most of his grownup cousins were in the BDSM lifestyle but it hadn’t been something he had any interest in—mainly because he didn’t really understand what it was all about and Shane would’ve said he was too young. He trusted Danton’s judgment though and would be forever thankful that he had looked out for him that night. 

“I’ll do it.”

“Good. I need to get home and take a shower. The nurses are walking circles around me from sitting here for five days.”

Zeke watched him go, flabbergasted that he’d been out of it for so long. The knowledge that Danton had refused to leave his side filled him with such warmth, the tears started to flow. His raw voice echoed in the silent room. 

“I won’t disappoint you again, Danton. I swear I’ll make you proud.” 
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Current day ... 

Shane Sinclair stopped in his tracks as he detected Zeke standing at the edge of the Anacostia River on the marina of the Navy yard. His shoulders were slumped as he stared at the debris still floating on the surface of the boat that had exploded two weeks ago. It had been a devastating blow to the country since the President of the United States, numerous congress members, the Prime Minister of the UK, and his officials were on board. To the Sinclairs personally, the loss was felt in their own security crew that had been the special protection detail along with the Secret Service to the President, led by their best friend, Danton Hill.

His eyes drifted to the other man pacing back and forth, the despair evident in every taut movement of his limbs. Danton had been the father Ace had never known. They had stood witness when the boat went up in a ball of orange flames and to him, it must have felt like his heart had been ripped from his chest. 

Ace and Zeke had refused to leave the scene and it had been the hardest task to keep them from donning scuba gear to search the Anacostia River for the body of their beloved Danton. Due to the high level of pollution in the river, the search was focused using DIDSON and Blueview sector scans with very high frequencies. To date, they had only recovered mutilated body parts, which wasn’t surprising, since the entire boat had shattered apart with the force of the explosion. 

Shane sighed heavily. No one wanted to believe Danton was dead but from personal experience, he knew there was no way anyone on that boat could’ve survived the blast. 

His footsteps were heavy as he walked on, listening to their hollow echo as he approached Zeke. He wrapped an arm around his shoulders and stood beside him, staring out over the river. 

The turbid brown water was turning dark green in patches where the sediment that had been disturbed by the blast was settling on the riverbed. Scattered debris from the boat were still being cleared away and spotted the surface with white flurries. The water edged around them; not that relaxed way water usually does, but harshly, more like mini vortexes, almost like it was angry at the disturbance. 

“It should’ve been me on that boat, Shane.” Zeke’s gruff voice yanked his attention back to him. 

“Why do you say that?”

“I’m the one who came up with the suggestion to shadow President Grayson. I’m the one who—”

“Stop, Zeke. The only ones who are to blame are the bastards responsible for the explosion. No one could have foreseen something like this. Every nook and cranny of that boat had been searched and cleared minutes before take-off.”

“Bullshit! That explosion was caused by a fucking load of C4, Shane. It was intended to obliterate the entire fucking boat and everyone on it. How could it have been cleared?”

“We’ll never have the answer to that, little brother, but you and Ace staying here isn’t helping either of you. You’ve seen this kind of devastation before in the field. You know as well as I do there’s no chance anyone could’ve survived.”

“My brain has been telling me the same thing over and over but he doesn’t feel dead. How can I leave until I know for sure?” He glanced over his shoulder at Ace who had come to stand a couple of yards from them. “I have to be here for him. He’s suffering, Shane ... much more than me.”

Ace’s voice sounded dull and empty across the distance and they walked closer. “According to the experts, the rule of thumb is that a body will sink to the bottom within a radius equal to the depth of the water.” He ran a tired hand over his eyes. He shook his head. “I’m with Zeke on this, Shane. He doesn’t feel dead to me either.”

“If he didn’t die he’d have been severely injured and incapable of swimming away from the blast. They should’ve found his body by now, even if he managed to surface on a bank up or downstream.” Shane squeezed Ace’s shoulder. “We are all devastated, Ace but it’s been almost two weeks.” He took a deep breath. “According to the bomb experts, those closest to the epicenter of the blast would’ve been incinerated, which means there’ll be some of the people on board they’d never find any sign of. Besides, it’s going to take weeks to get DNA results from all the body parts to identify the remains.”

Ace didn’t respond but stared at the boats scouring the river.

“We both acknowledge what you’re saying, Shane,” Zeke said. “But the FBI flew in a small, unmanned submarine which is a remotely operated vehicle from their dive team in New York. They call it ROV. They’re already covering the river and combing the entire riverbed much faster than they’d been doing till now. If there’s anything the sonars missed, they’ll find it.” He glanced at Ace. “We’re staying until they’re done.”

Ace smiled at Zeke. “He always looked out for you Zeke and it warms my heart that you’re here by my side through this.”

“I owe Danton my life.”

Shane frowned at the raw quality that grafted regret and loss in his tone. “Meaning?”

Zeke’s voice deepened as he relayed what could’ve turned out disastrous and ended his celebrity status as a child actor had Danton not come looking for him the night of his eighteenth birthday. 

“He never mentioned any of this to me,” Shane said, now, more than ever saddened at the loss of such a wonderful friend. 

“He wouldn’t have. He protected me against disappointing and hurting you. He taught me an important life lesson that night, one that turned me away from the direction I had been heading in. He ended my rebellion before it began. For that, I owed him so much.” Tears filled his eyes. “I still do.”

“Very well. I won’t pressure either of you but I need you to promise me you’ll come back home once they’ve swept the river with the ROV. I’m not comfortable with the two of you out here alone in the open.”

“We’re surrounded by Federal officials, Shane, and we can look after ourselves,” Zeke assured him with a tight smile. “Why home? Aren’t we going to follow through with the sting operation on SPEONUS?”

SPEONUS, aka Special Executive Order of the New United States, was a secret U.S.-based organization involved with the insurgency and most probably behind the death of President Grayson. Their sole aim had been to usurp the presidency in a well laid out coup d’état. Be Secure Enterprises, the company all the Sinclair cousins co-owned, had been in charge of the sting operation planned for the day the bomb exploded.

“Things have changed, Zeke. We need to establish exactly who changed the entire operation from a planned coup to outright murder and why. Stone believes there’s more to Billy’s theory that there’s a clash of power in SPEONUS. We have to recoup and strategize before we act. We need to blow open the entire operation when we strike.” He glanced around the Navy Yard. “On my way over, I spoke telephonically to Robert Wade, the senior FBI agent in charge of the investigation. He indicated that they’re closing the body search as soon as the ROV sweep has been finalized by tomorrow.” He laid his arms across both younger men’s shoulders. “I understand how both of you feel. Kane and I—” He swallowed back the lump forming in his throat. “We can’t come to terms with him being dead either.”

“I’m sorry, Shane. I’ve been so caught up in my own grief I forgot that the three of you were closer than brothers,” Ace rasped. 

“Promise me you’ll come back home. As a team, we’ve always achieved much more. We all want the fucktards responsible for this.” He squeezed them tightly. “The quicker, the better.” 
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“All Passengers please note that flight AA 1249 to Key West has been delayed by at least forty-two hours due to rotation changes. The new departure time will be updated on the FIDS shortly. We apologize for the inconvenience.” 

“Well, let that be a lesson, Zeke. You could’ve been home already,” he grumbled as he checked his watch. 

Zeke had chosen to fly home via commercial airline while Ace was picked up by Stone with his helicopter. Ace had been eager to get back to his fiancée, Remy Torres, who had also come to love Danton dearly. Zeke, on the other hand, needed the time alone to come to terms with losing one of the strong pillars in his life. Being among strangers gave him time to reconnect with humanity, something he had completely withdrawn from since the explosion.

“This is fucked up,” he mumbled as he glanced around the myriad of people milling about. “I have no intention of spending two days at the airport.” 

While he waited for the updated departure time on the FIDS, he phoned the Residence Inn Hotel where the Sinclairs owned one of the penthouse apartments to accommodate their regular trips to DC. 

“Might as well cancel my ticket and get Stone to come and fetch me tomorrow morning,” he mumbled as he picked up his duffel and computer bags and stalked off toward the ticket counter. 

“This is ridiculous! Why should I pay penalties when you’re responsible for the delay in departure? More than forty-two hours for rotation changes? How stupid do you think I am?”

Zeke’s ears pricked at the husky voice of the blonde woman waving her hands in the air. His chest flooded with heat as the hoarse undertones charged his loins with pulses of hot blood. His eyes trailed over her curvy body, homing in on her round hips and ample buttocks. She was tall, even without the high heels she sported. A smile quirked on his lips. He loved fuller figured women and this little waif had just the right amount to spark his testosterone to life. Compared to him, she was still little in that she barely reached his chin, even in the ridiculous heels she wore. 

“I have to get to Key West today and you’ll make sure I get there.” This time her tone warned the frazzled airport clerk that she had reached the end of her tether. She tipped her chin back haughtily. “Without charging me an additional arm and a leg.”

“Miss, you have to understand—”

“My apologies for interrupting but I couldn’t help but overhear.” Zeke stepped forward to lean against the counter next to the woman. He smiled engagingly at the clerk. “I’m on the same flight as this lady. Correct me if I’m wrong, but since the delay is longer than the norm, should I decide to cancel my ticket, there won’t be a penalty and I’ll receive a full refund, correct?”

“That’s correct, sir.”

Zeke turned to look at the fuming woman. For a moment, he was struck mute as he drowned in the sapphire sparks of her eyes. “There you go. Cancel your ticket and book a new flight, problem solved.”

She made no effort to hide the ire at his interference. One foot tapped on the ground as her nose inched up a little higher. Zeke’s smile broadened as he felt the Dom inside him stir at her open defiance. 

“I’m quite capable of handling my own problems, thank you very much.”

“Of that, I have no doubt.” He noted with interest a shudder ripple down her body as his voice deepened. He felt the quick flick of her pink tongue over her full, pouty lips in the twitch of his cock. He leaned forward, deliberately encroaching on her private space. Her eyes flared but she didn’t retreat. “I have an even better proposition.”

Her shoulders straightened as the warmth in her eyes chilled over. With a boldness he didn’t expect, she leaned in, so close he could feel the warmth of her breath against his lips. “You can take your proposition and shove it where the sun doesn’t shine,” she all but spat at him in a sharp whisper. “If I wanted a ... a ...” She stuttered and her cheeks flared hotly as his one eyebrow crawled lazily toward his hairline. 

“Wanted a what, little one?”

She huffed irritably and took a step back before she heaved in a deep breath and stamped her foot. His gaze dropped to her full breasts jiggling in response. “I’m anything but little, you big oaf.” 

His eyes narrowed as he detected the sharpness in her voice and then they trailed lazily over her body—all the way to her red painted toenails peeking out of open toe high heel pumps and back up to linger on her heaving breasts. A muscle ticked in his jaw as his gaze shifted higher. She was exquisite, with delicate features that reminded him of the white orchid growing on the highest mountain top at The Seven Keys Island. She was beautiful—yet fragile, even though she had a little added padding to her delicious curves. He once again became lost in her eyes; like a bottomless ocean, they were pools of iridescent blue, like glittering sapphires, radiant and beautiful—perfect jewels to enhance her flawless, creamy skin. Strands of molten gold cascaded down her back and surrounded her heart-shaped face. A smile etched its way back onto his lips as her straight little nose tilted upward. It was evident she didn’t appreciate his open scrutiny. 

“Excuse me, is this going to take long? There are other passengers requiring assistance,” the ticket clerk snipped, having gained confidence since the flashing anger of the woman was now directed at someone else.

“I’m canceling my ticket and leaving in the morning on a private helicopter. You’re welcome to join me. I’m sure my cousin won’t mind dropping you off at the airport in Key West.” He leaned in and whispered, “No strings attached, Miss ... that’s the proposition I was about to make.” His grin taunted her openly. “Then again ... if you have something else in mind, I’m open to—”

“When is the earliest flight you have available to Key West?” She cut him off and snapped at the clerk. Zeke didn’t miss the way her cheeks turned a bright pink under his continued regard. 

He couldn’t remember when last he had so much fun teasing a woman. She even managed to make him forget his grief for a short time. 

“Unfortunately, many of the passengers already changed their tickets, Miss. The first available seat is on the nine pm flight the day after tomorrow, which is an hour after your current flight departs.”

“That’s too late! I have to get out of DC.” She floundered as she looked around. 

Zeke noticed her fingers wringing together and detected a twinge of fear in the blue eyes that darted at him. The dark broodiness of his gaze underlined by a desultory smile sent another shudder through her. She clasped her hands behind her back and lowered her eyes. 

His breath snagged in his throat at the implication. 

She was a submissive, unconsciously reacting to the Dominant power he exuded. It pleased the hell out of him. He leaned his hip against the counter and waited. 

“Only a seat on a chopper to Key West. That’s what you offer. Nothing else?” Her voice sounded firm and confident; the flash of fear he’d detected nowhere to be seen. 

“And dinner tonight.” He shrugged as her eyes narrowed. “I hate having dinner alone and since we both have to eat, why not together?”

She didn’t respond but turned to the impatient man behind the counter. “Cancel my ticket, please,” she lilted as she handed him her credit card for the refund. A cursory glance at Zeke showed no indication of glee from his side. His expression remained that of a friendly Samaritan reaching out to someone in need, or in her case, distress. 

It was almost two hours later before their luggage was released and they could leave the airport. Zeke hailed a cab and suggested she stay with him at the same hotel. She immediately balked at his suggestion.

“Does everything have to end up in a debate, little one?” 

Zeke’s dulcet tones sent a shiver up her spine as it combed over her and once again triggered the submissive awake inside her. It irritated her to no end that she didn’t seem to have any control over her reaction to this formidable man. One she’d immediately recognized as a Dom. 

He was gorgeous. Her eyes met his and became lost in the gunmetal gray orbs that returned her gaze unabashedly. She wondered about the sorrow she’d noticed in his eyes earlier; a melancholic veil that cloaked his expression even now. 

“I’ll get my own hotel room, thank you,” she snipped.

His chuckle caused her cheeks to flush with color. 

“I wasn’t suggesting anything else, Miss Sassy.” His smile widened as she darted a sharp look at him. “Only that we stay at the same hotel since we’ll be flying out together.”

She glanced away, overcome by her reaction to his physique. His broad shoulders tapered into narrow hips, which were encased in a pair of tight black jeans. His buns were toned, as were his thighs. He was muscular, but not bulky; a lean, contoured form that belied the strength underneath. She was tall and even though she was wearing high heels, he towered over her. 

For the first time in her life, she felt small and vulnerable next to a man, which for her was a first, seeing as she wasn’t a fragile, skinny porcelain doll. She had a fair amount of padding. Something she had come to accept as who and what she was ... until the moment his eyes had roamed over her. Then she’d wished she had the same gorgeous body as the women she had no doubt swarmed all over him. 

“Well, shall we?” Zeke held open the door of the cab and waited expectantly.

Her gaze reluctantly moved from his muscled frame to his face. His attractiveness was unmistakable. He sported a short, very neat beard, which, along with his chiseled jawline, gave him a roguish look. He had a naturally tanned, mountain man kind of look that made her knees go weak. His dark blonde hair was thick and lustrous and was neatly combed back. She could imagine his drool worthy hands running through it often. His eyes were mesmerizing as he returned her gaze from under heavy eyebrows. For the first time, he didn’t have a playful grin on his full lips but his mouth was drawn into a hard line at her hesitation. She licked her lips. She could almost feel those soft lips brushing against her own.

“Very well,” she said as she got into the cab. 

“Move over, snip.”

She shuffled over quickly and frantically pulled her skirt down over her knees as it shifted higher up her legs. Her wobbling thunder thighs were the last thing she wanted him to see. 

“Pity,” he rasped with his eyes on her legs just as she managed to cover them.

To save her from further embarrassment, she pretended not to hear and stared out of the window.

“Are you going to tell me your name, little one?”

“Miss Banks,” she said shortly.

“Hmm,” he watched her with a teasing smile. “Your parents weren’t very inventive when it came to naming you, were they? I can imagine it must be rather confusing in a crowd if someone calls you Miss and all the women respond to it.”

Her head swung sideways to shoot a razor-sharp glare at him. “Since our association is coming to an end tomorrow in Key West, I don’t see the need to be anything else but formal and polite with each other.”

“Dinner is going to be a stiff affair if I have to call you Miss the entire evening.”

“We’re having a meal together, Mr. Rothman, which I daresay will be over in an hour, therefore I—”

“So, you know who I am.” Zeke felt deflated. He never became involved or dated a woman who showed interest in him because of his fame as an actor. It was a lesson he’d learned on his eighteenth birthday. That this woman, however snippy and intriguing, was in that category was a disappointment he was tempted to ignore for the first time. 

“You’re a household name among every American family, Mr. Rothman. Unfortunately, I can’t say that I’ve seen any of your movies. I’m not into science fiction and don’t bother with it.” She shrugged. “Personally, I don’t fangirl over celebrities.” She shrugged again negligently. “Apart from their acting ability, they’re as much a normal human being as I am.”

“That’s a relief.”

“And why is that?”

“In case you missed the tabloid announcements, I’m no longer a celebrity, Miss. The Rothman cousins gave up acting in favor of living a normal life.”

Her lips fell open as she gaped at him. How the devil did she miss that? It was incomprehensible that actors as successful and popular as the Rothmans would retire at such an early stage. Even the older ones among them still had many years of acting left in them. 

“You’re kidding, right?”

“I have no reason to lie, little one.”

The smile on his face was one of wicked satisfaction as he returned her disbelieving look. It pleased him to no end that she wasn’t aware of their retirement. It proved that she wasn’t in awe of his celebrity status. 

The entire dynamics of their relationship changed within a blink of an eye. 

Zeke didn’t bother to correct himself. He’d been searching for the one woman who would knock his feet out from under him—like this little snip had done the moment she’d turned those baby blues on him. 

Oh, yes, Miss Banks, your fate is sealed. You’re mine and I’ll make damn sure you know it before we leave in the morning. 
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​Chapter Two
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“You’re playing with fire, Taylor,” she mumbled under her breath as she left the elevator of the posh Residence Inn Hotel not too far from the airport. She looked around searching for Zeke, who had courteously left the apartment to allow her time to get dressed in peace. She was still irked that he knew his presence unsettled her.

“It’s too late to complain. I should’ve just walked out of the hotel the moment we arrived.” 

She’d been suspicious upon arrival to find they had no rooms available, but then again, how could Zeke have known they’d be fully booked with government officials attending a week-long seminar at the Pentagon? Her mind drifted back at how easily he’d swayed her. 

“I’m in one of the penthouse apartments, which has four bedrooms, each with their own bathroom. It’s silly to look for a different hotel. There’s no reason why you can’t stay with me. It has a gorgeous view and is big enough so we won’t get in each other’s way.” He held up his hand when she tried to protest. “I promise to be the perfect gentleman.” 

Taylor couldn’t deny it would seem immature to deny the offer, especially since the receptionist was watching them with an animated expression. She’d given in, shaken at her own thoughts that she didn’t want him to act like the perfect gentleman. 

“Ah, there you are.”

Zeke’s deep voice yanked her back to the present and she spun around to face him. He’d changed into formal black pants, a pristine white shirt, and leather jacket. He looked good enough to eat ... and fuck.

Yep! Definitely to fuck. 

Behave Taylor. 

His eyes skimmed over her. She shifted her weight from one leg to the other under his intense scrutiny. When she’d critically regarded herself in the mirror, she’d been happy with the long sleeve dark purple dress that hugged her ample curves before it ended just below her knees. The black peep toe pumps gave her the added height she needed to pull off such a tight dress and not look like a stuffed sausage. She had been comfortable with being overweight for years but it was the first time she desired to be something different—sexy and firm, with model curves. 

It discombobulated her that he had such an effect on her. She was who she was and it had always been her motto: Accept her for that or hit the road. Why, then, did she suddenly wish she didn’t have such a demanding palate for chips, chocolates, and sugary donuts? 

“You look very chic, Miss.”

Taylor rolled her eyes and froze when a dark growl from his lips combed over her. The warning was clear and reeked of a Dominant’s reaction to a bratty sub. She forced her hands to remain by her sides, even though her biceps burned to move them behind her back in a submissive stance. 

She’d been in the BDSM lifestyle for a couple of years. Not that she was very active as such but she was a member at an upmarket club in Seattle, which she visited once or twice a month. He was the first man who triggered the natural submissive inside her to immediate attention—without even trying. She wasn’t sure if she relished in it or resented it. 

It was disconcerting to say the least.

“My name is Taylor,” she said in defense of her childish action. 

“Hmm.” His eyes narrowed as he stared at her thoughtfully. “Taylor Banks ... sounds very familiar but I can’t place it at the moment.” He took a step closer and held out his elbow in a cordial gesture. “Shall we?”

She hesitated, rather taken aback at his comment. How could he possibly know who she was? She glanced around briefly. “Where are we going? Aren’t we having dinner at the hotel?”

“They have a nice restaurant but I have the yearning for something specific. I booked a table at Antonio’s. It’s a Mexican restaurant not too far from here.” He winked at her. “A stroll in the fresh air is just what we need to build up a proper appetite.” He took her hand and hooked it around his elbow as he led her outside. “Besides, it’ll give me some time to get to know you better.”

“As I said earlier, I don’t see the need for it. Our ways will part in Key West tomorrow.”

But it won’t, will it, Taylor? 

She pushed the wayward thought from her mind. It had been a shock to come face to face with Zeke Rothman but also a blessing in disguise. At first, her integrity had kicked against the obvious solution the chance meeting offered, but the longer he pushed her to remain at his side, the thinner her resolution to walk the straight and narrow path became. He gave her an out to her dilemma and she’d be stupid to let the opportunity pass her by.

I might not have a choice in the end. She frowned at the thought. She hated deceit, but for once in her life, she would be forced to use a situation to her advantage. If only Peyton would answer her damn phone! Then I wouldn’t be in this mess. 

Peyton Jackson was her bestie from a young age and the only one who could offer her salvation—hideout on The Seven Keys Island—where she’d moved to since she fell in love with Zeke’s cousin, Stone Rothman. 

“Don’t count on it, Taylor.”

Zeke’s gruff voice yanked her attention to him. She glanced sideways at him and was startled at his stern countenance. It was evident he didn’t like her attention wandering while in his presence. 

“Count on what?”

“Walking away from me tomorrow.”

He cut off her laugh with a piercing look and spurned the attempt to withdraw her hand from his elbow by squeezing it against his body. “You believe otherwise?” 

“Let me remind you, Mr. Rothman, our agreement was dinner and a lift on your cousin’s chopper to Key West. Neither one would culminate in a desire from me to prolong our association.”

“Of course, you’re right. I stand humbly corrected.”

Taylor flashed a cynical look at him. “Just like that?”

He shrugged as he winked at her with a wide smile. Her heart skipped a beat at the wicked gleam in his eyes. 

“I’m happy to let fate pave my way.” He waited until she relaxed. “But with you it’s different.”

“Meaning?” Taylor held her breath. Of all the celebrity cousins, she’d always been partial to Zeke. Maybe because she had a preference for blonde men and there was no denying she was drawn to the magnetic pull that oozed from him. For the first time in her life, she wanted to be desired and lusted after. 

And loved. Don’t forget that. 

The thought shook her. She didn’t know the man and here she was already building sandcastles and white picket fences with him as the central focus in the vision. Something that had never featured in her future plans.

He leaned closer and whispered against her temple. “I’m going to challenge fate, little one. I want you and I’ll be damned if I’m going to let you walk away from me until I’ve had my fill.”

Within a breath, her back went stiff. She glared at him. 

“Thank you but no thank you. I’m nobody’s lollipop to suck on until your ears pop from the sugar rush.”

His face lit up with a devilish smile. 

“Just the reaction I was hoping for.”

She stopped in her tracks, forcing him to follow her lead. She was hard pressed not to stomp her foot on the pavement as he looked at her with an amused glimmer in his silvery eyes. He had turned into the devil with that gleam that sparked a shiver of fear inside her.Suddenly, she realized that with Zeke Rothman, she was in way above her head. 

“Listen to me, Zeke Rothman, and listen well. I have no interest in becoming your plaything or sex partner for that matter. Especially not to have your fill! I don’t need pity sex. I have a very satisfying sex life and you don’t factor into it.” She dragged in a breath. “You never will.”

“Good, because I have no interest to factor into your sex life.”

“What the devil is that supposed to mean? You just said—”

“I’m after much more from you, Taylor Banks.”

“Stop playing with words and—”

“We’re here. Shall we? I’m starving.”

Taylor had no option but to trot inside the restaurant as he held open the door for her. The host, Liam, as the name pin on his shirt identified him, smiled welcomingly at them. Zeke Sinclair was going to be the death of her. He was way too sharp and intelligent to cross swords with. She’d already lost too many verbal battles in their short relationship for her liking. 

Time to sharpen your talons, Taylor. Don’t let this man get under your skin. 

She was afraid it was too late for that. He wasn’t just under her skin. He’d taken residence inside her loins and was stringing her libido like a maestro orchestrating Mozart’s Molto Allegro! 
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Zeke kept the conversation light throughout the meal, intending on cracking the armor she’d erected between them. Why she, a complete stranger, held such an appeal to him he had no idea, but there was no denying the attraction he felt towards her was more than purely sexual. The husky tones of her voice found resonance deep inside him, as if it was the start of a song that played nonstop and soothed his troubled soul. The way she pronounced vowels had a slight lilt of a Northwest accent that sounded like a playful melody to his ears. He could happily sit there all day simply listening and smiling at the way it thrilled through his body.

After a satisfying starter of Margarita granita with spicy shrimp and a scrumptious main course of Yucatan-style chicken and onion stew, he sat back in the booth and stared at her thoughtfully. 

“Taylor Banks.” 

Her eyes darted to him as he rolled her name on his tongue. He searched his memory, knowing he’d heard the name before. Instinct told him she knew more about him than she was letting on. If there was one thing that Zeke hated, it was to be on the back foot. He wouldn’t rest until he equalized the playing field. Knowledge was power, and at present, she had it over him. But not for long. He had honed his mind over the years working with intricate and difficult NanoTechnology by compartmentalizing every little detail. He’d find the chamber in his brain where her name had been filed in ... before they finished dessert. 

The way she shifted in the chair under his perusal confirmed his suspicion. She was hiding something. 

They were seated in a booth at the back corner of the restaurant, secluded from the other diners by large potted plants and a glass brick wall. Of course, Zeke had specifically requested this one. He wanted an intimate atmosphere seeing as he fully intended to woo her before they returned to the hotel. Since he’d looked into her eyes the first time, he came to realize exactly how Stone and Parker had instantaneously known they’d met their soulmates. It had been like an explosion in his brain. His insides had felt like a fist was squeezing around his body, to be followed by a warmth that wrapped snugly around his heart
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