
[image: A picture containing text

Description automatically generated]

Book Seven

[image: A picture containing logo

Description automatically generated]

[image: Text

Description automatically generated]

A Dark BDSM Suspense Novel

––––––––
[image: ]


Copyright © 2020 Linzi Basset - All rights reserved

SHANE - CASTLE SIN #7

Copyright © 2020 Linzi Basset

Editor: Kristen Breanne

Proofreaders: Marie Vayer, Katherine Evans, Melanie Marnell, Charlotte Strickland, and Chasity Mahala.

Published: Linzi Basset & Cover Design:Sweet 15 Designs

ISBN:  9798560901479

Warning: the unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in prison and a fine of $250,000.

Linzi Basset has asserted her rights under the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988 to be identified as the author of this work. All rights reserved. This copy is intended for the original purchaser of this eBook only. No part of this eBook may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any manner whatsoever without prior written permission from the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews. 

This book is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the writer’s imagination or have been used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, locales, business establishments, or organizations is entirely coincidental. 

Warning: This book contains sexually explicit scenes and adult language and may be considered offensive to some readers. This book is for sale to adults only, as defined by the laws of the country in which you made your purchase. 

Disclaimer: Neither the publisher nor the author will be responsible for any loss, harm, injury, or death resulting from use of the information contained in this book. 

Contents

Author’s Note

What Readers are Saying

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Excerpt: Danton

Books by Linzi Basset

About the Author

Stalk Linzi Basset

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Author’s Note


[image: ]


[image: image]

Dear Reader, 

Castle Sin is a dark BDSM suspense series—the kind that will turn you inside out, yearning for more!

Castle Sin

Seven dungeons

Seven Masters

Seven times the kink.

An exclusive BDSM club offering memberships only to selected Dominants. Submissives and slaves were available for every taste. 

Personally trained by each of the Castle Masters.

SHANE - Book 7, is an edgy, fast-paced, dark BDSM suspense novel. A tale of awakened desires encased in fear and violence.

Shane Sinclair learned young that regret always came too late and with it fear resonated. Fear of making those same mistakes all over again. 

“I’m not your normal sadist, little one.” He tapped his finger against her nose. “You’d do well to remember that.”

Time brought healing and with it, the urge to unleash the devil sadist he'd kept locked inside for years. He’d found the one woman who was strong enough to feed his desires in the sassy and sensual Alexa Silver, but would he allow himself to fully unleash the beast upon her?

Only time would tell.

Alexa Silver had been drawn to the elusive Master Fox since she first set foot on The Seven Keys Island. She’d played along with his cat and mouse game for years but had all but given up hope that one day he’d realize she was it for him.  

“The question is—what are you gonna do about it, Master Fox?”

It was time to take matters into her own hands and make him see she was the kind of woman—the masochist he needed. Her only concern, did she have what it took? 

Only time would tell. 

As the two lovers strove to find a balance between their secrets and mutual trust, an unwelcome shared ghost from their past resurfaced ... one that decimated Alexa’s safe harbor at Castle Sin. Running away wasn’t an option—not again. This time, she had something to fight for.

The struggle was exacerbated by the ever-present danger of the SPEONUS Order that now sought cold blooded revenge. Would the Sinclair cousins manage to foil the Order’s attempts to bring them to their knees once again? And would those they cherished most get caught in the crosshairs? 

Only time would tell. 

Editor’s Note:

Pain! So much pain! Nipple clamps? Whips and floggers? Pffft, child’s play! Oh, no! Shane’s sexual predilections will have you holding all your sensitive bits and absolutely cringing as you secretly wonder what it would be like if he was doing THAT to you. Shane and Alexa, along with all the Masters and subs, will send you on an emotional roller coaster, laughing one second and tears burning your eyes the next, ultimately leaving your eyebrows narrowed and jaw slack. What. Just. Happened and where the **** is the next book already?

Only time would tell...

I trust you will enjoy this story.

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset.
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What Readers are Saying
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I have read every book in this series and anxiously awaited the story on Shane. Nothing could have prepared me for how incredible this story is. Yet again, this author has captivated me with her words. Needless to say, my emotions are all over the place.

[image: image]

Finally Shane and Alexa story, each book on this series are a must read but this one is amazing! The characters are the ones we loved since book one, and their interaction insert you on their reality, hot scenes pushing boundaries but always following the BDSM directive of safe, sane and consensual those scenes are so hot..... the book has everything love, mystery, humor, action, intrigue involving espionage...and I simply couldn’t stop to read it.. Linzi that end left me with my heart on my hand please let us know when the next book is coming out because can’t wait to see what will happen.
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This is an intense, dark and completely absorbing book.  The suspense in the middle is so intense I almost put it down for a breather, then I read the fishhook scene and that completely took my mind off it.  Then I got to the farmhouse scene and had to finish the book.  The ending just blew me away and brought tears to my eyes and now I have to wait.  Cruel Linzi, cruel.
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​Chapter One
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Regret always came too late, and with it, fear lingered. Fear of doing it all over again—making those same mistakes. 

“Remember, my son, regrets are a moral residue. Like something hard to remove got stuck on you when you did something against your better judgment. Walk the path of honor and integrity and you’ll never have to struggle with the consequences.” 

Shane Sinclair slumped lower in the oversized leather wingback chair strategically placed in one dark corner of the whipping chamber in The Dungeon of Sin at Castle Sin. 

He had never forgotten the words his mother had spoken. It still haunted him. He had been a young sixteen-year-old at the time and didn't fully understand what she’d meant, but he’d learned the lesson the hard way ten years later. Over the years it had festered, inculcated deep in his soul until the residue of regret had become impossible to remove, like an indelible stain on his cerebral cortex. It had taken him years to overcome the remorse and finally realize that although he’d been wrong, he had been the one in the end who had suffered psychologically as a result. Because of that, he’d stayed away from forming an emotional attachment to a woman ... fearful that he’d take the wrong road once again.

As a psychologist he should have been able to overcome any emotional compunction, right? Wrong. It was easier to guide a complete stranger through the vortex of finding their way than locating that path by himself. 

A deep sigh staggered from his chest. He smirked as he identified it was sheathed in guilt and contrition.

“For fuck’s sake, Sinclair. You’re fifty-three years old. It’s time to forget about the past and move on.”

“Having an old-timer moment, Shane?” 

He acknowledged his cousin and best friend, Kane, with a snort as he sat down on the sofa to the right of him. 

“Don’t pretend you never talk to yourself.” His eyes drifted to the stone arch leading into the chamber and locked onto the large body of the brooding man leaning negligently against it. 

“Vera was right. He’s a different man. I’m not sure I like who he has become.”

Kane followed his gaze. “Is he still refusing to go for the tests you suggested?”

“Yes. I don’t know what more I can do for him, Kane. He has always been stubborn, but since his return, he’s become a straight-up asshole.” Shane shook his head with sadness weighing his shoulders into a slump. “I never thought Danton Hill could be as uncaring, cold, and cynical as he is now.”

“And a brutal sadist,” Kane added as he watched Danton push away from the wall to amble with calculated steps through the milling members. “The subs used to love scening with him. Now, they walk wide circles around him.” He sat forward. “What the fuck?” He glanced at Shane who straightened in the chair as Danton looked their way, his gaze over the distance chilling as it mocked Shane before he strode toward a tall redhead mouthing off against Dom Michael, one of the Assisting Training Doms of the academy. 

“The fucking bastard!” Shane’s voice trilled with fury as he watched Danton wrap his hand around her throat and lift her off her feet, leaving them to dangle frantically in the air. Before the order from his brain reached his body, he was next to the couple. 

“Let her go!”

Danton cut an amused look at him. “She asked for it.”

“I said, let her go, Master Danton.” Shane’s gaze didn’t falter from the chill in Danton’s, but he was aware of Alexa Silver’s frantic mewl as she clawed at the large hand cutting off her air. “This is not how we do things at Castle Sin. Now, damn you!” His voice curled around the words coating them in a promise of violence. 

Danton smirked as he released Alexa’s throat without lowering her. She hit the floor with a sickening thud at the same time as Shane’s fist connected with his chin, driven by the fury that stained his common sense.

The growl rumbling from Danton’s throat was frightening. His eyes flashed furiously as he grabbed Shane’s shirt in a fist. 

“No, Dad.”

Danton froze at the quiet and firm voice behind him but his hold didn’t relax. He swung his head sideways. Within a blink of an eye, the demon driving him curled up and went to sleep. The fire turned to ice as he looked at Ace. He had brought him up as his own son after taking him away from his mother who had neglected him as a young boy. Ace had openly accepted him as his father and only started calling him Dad days before the bomb explosion that had almost cost him his life. 

“This isn’t you, Dad.”

There was no reproach in Ace’s eyes, no accusations or sorrow, only concern. Danton shoved Shane away and stormed out of the chamber without a word. 

“Go, Ace. We’ve got this,” Kane said as he hesitated with a concerned look at Alexa’s prone body on the floor. With a barely there nod, Ace followed Danton. 

Shane kneeled beside Alexa. He gently examined her throat. Concern that Danton might have hurt her turned his expression stoic. 

“Ohh, shit,” she moaned as her eyes fluttered open. 

“Did he hurt you, Alexa?” 

She blinked a couple of times as Shane’s guttural voice, filled with concern, brushed over her to find resonance deep inside her soul. She had been waiting for so long to hear any kind of emotion from him that for a moment, she could only stare at him.

It was annoying as hell that in the dungeon he had the ability to strike her mum with no more than a look. Worst of all—he aroused her without even trying. Every fucking time, without fail; her clenching loins attested to this fact, the moment their eyes met. It irked her that it happened now ... at a very inappropriate time.

He eased his arm behind her shoulders to assist her to her feet. 

“Talk to me. Did he hurt you?” 

Alexa blinked, amazed at the depth of gentle concern she saw in his eyes. He laid his hand lightly on her shoulder, but instead of flinging it off like she usually did, she was soothed by it. He repeated the question in a dulcet tone that completely shattered her ability to remain impassive to his closeness. The way the words rolled off his tongue calmed her more than what he actually said. It felt like she was wrapped in a blanket of his caring. 

But that’s not what she was after, dammit! She wanted more from him, and by Jove, she was done waiting. It was time she took matters into her own hands. Shane Sinclair wasn’t going to keep playing cat and mouse with her. 

“I’m okay. My throat is a little bruised, but I don’t think he caused any damage. I’m just a little shaken because it’s not how we ... Master Danton isn’t like that.”

“That doesn’t excuse his behavior.” Shane glanced around. He called Dom Michael over. “What triggered Master Danton to act like that?”

Dom Michael smiled ruefully at Alexa. It was well known that she was a sassy brat and didn’t stand back or cower to any of the Doms or Masters of the Castle, especially if she believed they had mistreated another submissive. It was why she was known as the Mother sub since every submissive and trainee on The Seven Keys Island looked up to her for guidance and protection. 

“Lady S acted disrespectfully towards me and interfered in my scene with one of the trainees.”

“Damn right, I did. You were—”

“Quiet.”

Shane didn’t raise his voice but it packed enough power to shut her up immediately. It didn’t stay the heated glare she shot at him though, which elicited a warning frown from him. 

“You seem to be begging for punishment, Lady S. I suggest you curb that natural brat of yours since you're a tad fragile after what just happened.”

“Fragile, my ass. I’ll have you know—”

“Did you require Master Danton’s assistance to handle the situation with Lady S, Dom Michael?” Shane cut her off curtly. He ignored her flashing eyes but the way he crossed his arms over his chest was a warning in itself. 

Alexa was on thin ice. 

Well, tough, Master Fox. You don’t scare me, and besides, I was a champion figure ice skater in my time. I’ll run circles around you ... and I intend pushing every button of yours tonight! 

It seemed as if the encounter with Danton had sparked the devil inside to come out and play.

“No, Master Fox. I was about to punish her when he interfered.” Michael shifted his weight. “Don’t be too hard on him. We all know what he’s been through and understand that he has a lot to deal with.”

“Abusing a sub isn’t the way to do it. You know very well we don’t allow such treatment in Castle Sin, not even from one of the Masters.” Shane slanted a warning look at Alexa. “I expect you to behave, Lady S. You’ve been here long enough to know that the way you act directly impacts how the subs and trainees do. It’s time to curb your sassiness or you’ll carry the consequences.”

He walked away without paying attention to Alexa’s loud protest. The smile on his lips was testimony to the amusement at her indignant sputtering. 

“You are not walking away from me again, Master Fox!” The next moment a spitting cobra blocked his way, arms akimbo with her head held high and her chin jutting out confidently. 

Fuck, this woman packs a punch. She’s sex on legs and I’ll be damned if I can resist her any longer. 

Shane had never been drawn to the younger subs and preferred to pay homage to older women, like Alexa, but he had been playing a game with her for months. Teasing, controlling, and using her for demonstrations but keeping his distance otherwise. It had been a strategy to draw her in, entice her into his web until he could devour her over and over. 

It just backfired. 

Big time. 

I’m the one about to be devoured. 

It was there in her eyes. She was onto him. He wondered how long she’d been aware of the game he’d been playing with her. His eyes roamed over her silky auburn tresses that shimmered in the dim light from the sconces on the wall as she tossed her head. The sunset locks captured the light in vibrant ruby hues, flowing in warm curls of lava to her mid-back.

She was the kind of woman others admired as much as they loved to hate. She was forty-six but carried an exuberance of youth with movie star looks. He’d seen many Doms stop in their tracks and stare, drooling over her perfectly curved body that she carried with confidence. His eyes flickered as he suppressed the desire to trace a finger over her flawless skin to test its smooth silk texture. Her beauty was enhanced by the intelligent and sharp mind that he loved to watch as it burst to the surface during scenes. She blinked, and as always he was enraptured by her long sooty eyelashes framing her eyes—blue—like the sky right before the sun disappeared; a dark, rich indigo, with specks of wild colors.

“I’m not?” he taunted the clipped challenge.

He smiled as he detected the anger flashing in the depths of her eyes. In short, this woman was radiant and breathtaking.

She returned his look insolently. He felt it in the pleasant throb of his cock as the promise flickering there lingered long enough to catch his attention. She boldly took a step closer and pressed her pert breasts against his chest. He was amused at the rosy color tinting her cheeks when they immediately turned to hard little stones, poking into him. 

Alexa refused to be intimidated. 

“No, Master Fox, you are not.”

A verbalized gasp rendered uncontrolled from her lips as she watched one eyebrow crawl lazily higher. 

That damn Sinclair crawl. Why are women defenseless against what it does to our libido? 

She bemoaned the way her loins tightened at the devil may care look it gave him. A challenge all on its own and one a woman like her couldn’t resist. 

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

Her cheeks darkened as a fresh wave of arousal sparked through her when she deliberately moved her breasts back and forth against his chest. 

Shane’s eyes crinkled in a dangerous warning. 

Alexa disregarded it. Without any thought of the consequences, she curled her hand around the rising turgid cock that pressed against his leathers. He didn’t move, relishing the heat that flooded his shaft; the rush of lust that overwhelmed his mind.

“No, Master Fox, you didn’t.” Her eyes turned a shade darker, shining like diamond dust as she dragged in a deep breath, leaving him completely intoxicated by her sultry voice floating through his mind with each melodious syllable. “The question is—what are you gonna do about it, Master Fox?”

Shane knew she was taunting him, trying to push him to make good on the veiled promises of the cat and mouse game he’d played with her over the past couple of months. Except ... Master Fox had no intention of being hurried or forced to act by an impertinent submissive. 

His spirit animal represented the powerful Master to a T. The fox in nature might be seen as cunning, but as a totem, he was an expert in swiftly finding his way around obstacles. He was a quick thinker and adapted instantly to act according to any situation. The one thing most subs at Castle Sin already knew was that Master Fox easily saw through deception and clever manipulation. 

Something Lady S should’ve realized by now.

“Hmm ... let me see.” He studied her with a stoic expression but inside, he was amused at her blatant effort to force his hand. “I believe the situation leads to a very specific action.” He clamped his hand around the back of her neck, leaving her no option to walk with him as he started toward the exit of the chamber. “We’ll continue this in my private apartment.”

Shane reveled in the nerve inside his Dom’s heart that responded to Alexa’s submissive vibrations reaching out to him. This was what he’d been waiting for. She was ripe for the plucking. Not only in lust but to be subjected to the full force of his Domination. 

She might as well realize from the get-go I’m not the kind of Dom to be topped. 

The thought amused him, especially in light of the excited glimmer in her eyes. Unfortunately for the sassy Lady S, her expectation of what would happen was about to be doused. 

[image: image]

“Sit down,” Shane graveled as they walked into his private apartment on the second floor of Castle Sin. 

“But—”

The dark look that he shot her way shut her up. With a mutter, she sat down on the sofa. It was the first time she’d been invited into his personal domain—a fact that thrilled her with glorious expectation. She’d been the PA to Stone, the primary owner of the island as well as Be Secure Enterprises, for years. A sub in Castle Sin even longer, but she’d never had the honor of stepping foot inside any of their private apartments. That she was situated in the one she’d been yearning to be in since the first day she’d met the silver fox, Shane Sinclair, filled her with hope for the future. 

He’d been strumming her lust and desire to be dominated by him on a personal level for months, years even. So much so that her mind was filled with visions of him during all hours, night, and day. 

Not to mention your pussy throbbing with need to be fucked by him. 

“Thoughts like that are going to get you on your knees with your ass stuck in the air to be fucked for hours on end, Lady S. I suggest you curb your lusts.”

“Why? It’s what I want.” Alexa pushed her chin outward, challenging him with a glimmering look. 

One eyebrow arched upward, giving him a sinister look. “If not for the fact that you’d suffered trauma at the hands of a Senior Master earlier, I’d be happy to oblige.”

“Be happy and oblige me then, Master Fox. I assure you; I’m not suffering any aftereffects.”

“You misunderstood me, sub. I’m not the one who will be doing the fucking. If I were to give you what you’re after, it’ll be to strap you to a fucking bench on the stage in the dungeon and inviting all the Doms to oblige your desire to be fucked.”

Alexa jumped up and marched closer, stopping toe-to-toe with him. 

“You’ve been training younger and less experienced subs for too long. I’m not foolish or gullible—something I would’ve thought you’d come to know about me over the years. Your threat doesn't scare me, nor are you fooling me, Shane Sinclair. I know you want me. The way you teased me is proof of that.” Her eyes sparked fire as she planted her fists on her hips. “I played along with your games because I found it exciting and I wanted to see how far you’d go.” Her toe tapped a melody of confidence on the floor. 

The sound of his fingers stroking over the stubble beard covering his square jaw brought a flush of heat to her loins. It was proof of how strung up and needy she was that something as inconsequential as him stroking his jaw made her all horny and wet. 

Well, he does look fucking sexy doing it. 

Yeah, there’s that. 

Even though Alexa’s attraction was more than physical, she couldn’t deny he was a gorgeous male specimen with a touch of Brad Pitt about him—not that he needed the comparison. He was uniquely attractive on his own. His silver hair seemed unruly and neat simultaneously—perfectly enhanced by his naturally tanned skin. His eyes had the same startling clarity as a mountain stream. The lineaments of his face were in perfect proportion to each other. He seemed molded from a different cast as he had an androgynous look uncommon to most people. Lacquered and enameled by the sun, he radiated energy and brio. His cheekbones appeared chiseled into shape by a master craftsman. With eyes as bright and spellbinding as lodestars, they bewitched all those who fell under his steady gaze—especially the subs at Castle Sin. 

Alexa suppressed the spark of jealousy at the thought. It wouldn’t do for Shane to know how her emotions became jumbled and twisted every time she watched him scening and fucking one of the Castle subs. 

I’ll be damned if I give him more ammunition to turn my loins into a pretzel! 

Especially since he was regarding her with a sparkle of mirth. His eyes shone like molten silver orbs inwrought in snow.

As much as he was amused by her, his stony stare hid his true feelings well. Her chest puffed up in irritation. For years she’d attempted to chip away at the armor he’d built around his emotions—to no avail, of course. She was starting to question whether she’d ever be able to penetrate the walls around his heart. 

Suck it up, Alexa. You want this man. Giving up isn’t an option. 

“Bravo, Lady S.” His gruff voice washed over her as his gaze trailed a blazing voyage up and down her body. “It seems you’ve got me all figured out.”

Alexa bit back the immediate response that sprang to her lips. His demeanor warned her that he was up to something. Her fingers curled into fists. She’d learned never to be complacent with him. He always did the unexpected. The way he regarded her told her she wasn’t going to like what he had in mind for her tonight. 

“You’ve dragged this cat and mouse game out long enough. It's time to move to the next level, Master Fox.”

“I might just do that.” His lips quirked. “But for that to happen, I need to be sure you have the strength to handle what I have in mind.” 

Her brow furrowed. “You insult me, Master Fox. I am not a whiny submissive and you know that. Like you, I have a taste for the masochistic.”

“Indeed, and yet ...” He leaned forward, encroaching on her personal space as he hissed in a dark voice, “are you ready for the dark and beastly sadist in me to be unleashed, Lady S?”

Alexa stared at him wide-eyed, wondering if it was another test or if he was trying to scare her off. He blinked and then she saw it—it was there, bold and on blatant display. The swirl of a demon sadist in his eyes—a warning—and with a start she realized, the reason he hadn’t advanced into something more with her. She knew Shane preferred to scene with masochists but he’d never shown signs of deliberate sadism. Now, she wasn’t so sure what to think. 

He cracked a short laugh. “I didn’t think so.” He took her hand. She had no recourse but to follow him down the hallway to his bedroom. 

“Don’t you dare decide on my behalf what I’m ready for, Sinclair. You just managed to surprise me, that’s all.”

“Hmm.”

The hum of his response caused a flutter of need so profound that she stood in awe of it—a desire to be the recipient of that devil scratching at his insides for release. An unexplained need to be the one to unleash the sadist he had been hiding from everyone all these years. 

Why does the thought of a sadist Shane Sinclair excite me this much? He’s a devil as he is. I can’t begin to imagine what he’d be like driven by sadistic desires. 

Alexa was stumped when the slither of fear that the thought sparked caused an unexpected rush of heat to flush her loins, turning her legs rubbery. She stumbled into him when he halted next to the bed. 

“Get naked, sub.”

Whereas Alexa would eagerly have complied had he given the order earlier, now, with the knowledge of a dark and dangerous nature, she found herself hesitating. She had never doubted her desire to become Master Fox’s submissive. He was the only Dom to have awakened her deepest darkest desires since ... her mind froze out the name that flashed through her brain. Was she about to make the same mistake she did years ago?

No! Shane is different. Even as a sadist ... he would never push me beyond what I can endure. He wouldn’t abuse me. She stared at him. Or would he? 

Suddenly, doubts assailed her. She thought she knew the elusively hunky silver fox—had deciphered all his tricks and was ready to jump feet first into the volcanic and lustful explosion that was Master Fox. 

Now, knowing he chartered a sadist that had been contained for years, he scared the living daylights out of her. 

Then why the hell am I quivering with excitement? 
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​Chapter Two
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Shane knew he had yanked the carpet from under Alexa. It was there in the uncertainty that sat shallow in her gaze. The fear she so desperately attempted to hide was evident in the trembling of her lower lip, the way her fingers plucked at the edge of the silver corset, and the uneven puffing breaths that whispered from her mouth. 

He had always had a preference for sadomasochism but hadn’t released the full force of his specific desires at Castle Sin. To him, it was important to first find the right female masochist that would complement the dynamic of a relationship between him enjoying inflicting physical or psychological pain and her enjoyment in receiving it. He had made a mistake as a young man in choosing the wrong partner—a choice that had been haunting him for years. 

Alexa Silver might not realize the full extent of her masochistic desires, but the sadistic beast inside him did—and had been clawing at his insides to have at her for years. The time had come to tease her out of the chains that held her captive and kept her from giving in to the needs and desires that flashed in her eyes every time she looked at him. 

Even if it meant he had to nudge her in the right direction. 

“Do I need to repeat myself?”

“I ... ehm, no but ...” Her gaze slid sideways—a sign of her uncertainty. “If you don’t intend to fuck me, what exactly are we doing here?”

“Exploring.”

Alexa frowned at him. “I need a little more than that.”

“We both know where we’re heading, Alexa. I’ve just shocked you with a revelation you never fully comprehended or expected, so ... this is the first step to evaluate if we’re in the same mindset.”

“I’m not scared of sadistic Doms, Shane.”

He smirked. “I’m not your normal sadist, little one.” He tapped his finger against her nose. “You’d do well to remember that.” He scrutinized her expression. “Come morning, you have to make a decision.”

“Meaning?”

“Whether you’re ready for a permanent Dom/sub relationship with me, knowing what you’ll learn through the course of the night.”

It took a second or two for his words to sink it. When it did, her slack jaw and amazed look triggered his mirth. 

“Why the surprise, Lady S? Isn’t it exactly what you’re after?”

“You want a permanent relationship with me?”

“I believe that was what I said.”

“Well, slap me silly with a wet fish,” she mumbled. 

Alexa had been dreaming about hearing those words from him for years but had come to accept it would never happen. To say she was stumped was putting it mildly.

“I’d rather use my bare hand if it’s all the same to you.”

She shot a razor-sharp look at him. “You can’t blame me for being surprised. You ...” she flicked a finger up and down to indicate his body, “the veritable loner, the one Dom of all the Masters at Castle Sin who teases while keeping himself aloof and makes it clear he isn’t interested in any kind of relationship. Short or long term.” She tilted her head. “What changed your mind?”

“You.”

“And how exactly did I manage that? Especially in light of the fact that you blatantly told me years ago to stop wasting my time trying to seduce you.”

“You weren’t ready.”

“I wasn’t ready? No disrespect, Master Fox, but surely I would know whether or not I was ready for a relationship? And believe me, I have known for years.” She snorted with feminine grace. “Let’s be honest. If anyone wasn’t ready, it was you.”

“Also true but I had always known that you are the woman I would end up with.” He traced a finger over the slope of her breasts. He smiled as her breath stammered in her chest. “I had to be sure you felt the same about me. I have no intention of making the same mistake twice.”

Her eyes flickered with curiosity. Shane sighed within. He should’ve known she was too sharp to let the slip slide. 

“Not up for discussion,” he rasped, preempting the question he knew was on her lips. He caught her chin between his fingers and tilted her head back to examine the bruises around her throat. “Hmm, only a slight discoloration.” With a gentle touch, he probed her neck. His lips turned into a grim line at her involuntary wince. “I’m taking you to the mainland in the morning to be examined.”

“That won’t be necessary. It’s a little tender, but I’m fine.”

Shane didn’t bother to debate the issue. He pushed her hands away as she attempted to stop him from unsnapping the front fastenings of her corset. 

“It seems you require assistance,” he growled. 

“Stop that. We’re not done talking.” 

“We are,” he graveled as she slapped at his hands. In response, he caught both edges of the corset and ripped it from her body. She stared at the silver garment fluttering to the carpet. “You have two choices, Lady S. Take off the skirt and thong or they’ll suffer the same fate.” He leaned closer. “Or leave ... make up your mind but do so now.”

Shane was caught in a weird dichotomy of satisfaction in watching her rip off the garments and wanting her to turn tail and run. It stemmed from an uncertainty that had been hounding him for years—and the reason why he hadn’t pushed Alexa into a relationship earlier. 

She was the first woman who managed to tease the beast inside him to explore the pleasures she offered, as much as she had—as yet unbeknownst to her—the ability to soothe it back to rest. All without him even giving in to the sadistic pleasures he desired. If after all the years of gently preparing her to accept that dark part of him failed and she walked away in the morning ... 

Shane pushed the negative thought to the back of his mind. It wasn’t in his nature to be pessimistic. He wasn’t about to start now—not when he was on the verge of finally making her his. 

None of the conflict milling inside his mind showed on his face. He had overheard the subs comparing his unyielding stare to that of a fox on the hunt ... cunning and quickly responsive. 

“On the bed.”

Alexa responded to the blunt order without hesitation and scooted onto the bed. 

“What are you ... hey! I thought you said—”

“Your problem is that you think too much, Lady S.” Shane ignored her protests as he quickly cuffed her wrists and ankles to the chains fixed at the four corners of the massive four poster bed. His eyes glimmered as they trailed over her naked body spread eagle in front of him. “Until morning, I’ll be the one doing the thinking, is that clear?”

“As crystal,” she said sourly, but there was no mistaking the excitement that sparked in her eyes. 

Shane suppressed the evil grin threatening to split his face as he prepared himself for the wrath he had no doubt she’d lambast him with when her expectation of the night ahead was obliterated.

“You are very beautiful, Lady S. Sensual—every curve a seduction to a man’s eyes. Have I ever told you that?”

“No,” she said in a hushed tone. 

He brushed the tip of his finger in a tantalizing line from her throat downwards, between her heaving breasts, over her stomach to tease the little nub playing hide and seek between the silky folds of her labia. A small tremor shimmied through Alexa under his touch and the way his eyes blazed over her body in edacious scrutiny. He felt the pleasure of watching her nipples becoming taut under his stare in the throb of his cock. Every inch of her naked body was grafted to his memory; perfect, enticing, and glowing like marble in the dimness of the bedside lamp. Her rising lust was presented in the twitching muscles of her thighs as his gaze seared over her spread open pussy. 

“Hmm.” Her throaty moan followed the pleasure that flowed through her as he tweaked her nipples, pulling and rolling them between his fingers. 

“I think it’s time I tasted your succulent charms; don’t you think?”

Alexa couldn’t respond, too caught up in the wave of pleasure of being under his seductive spell—a first for her, since he’d only used her for demonstrations to date, never to seduce. She bit her bottom lip as he sucked a nipple into his mouth.

“God, that feels so good, Master Fox,” she whimpered, shivering uncontrollably as he moved to the other nipple while rolling its twin between his fingers. Pulses of pleasure radiated through her, setting her clit to throb insistently.

“It tastes even better, my pet.” His admiration intensified the pleasure that inundated her. “Hmm, I believe I need some toys to keep you entertained,” he said in a guttural voice as he released the nipple with a pop before he disappeared into the closet.

Alexa blinked and then glared at him when he returned with the toy bag he kept on hand for use during the rare occasions he brought a sub to his apartment.

“So, you do bring subs up here.”

Shane glanced at her while rummaging through the bag, pleased at the sour tone in her voice that crackled with jealousy.

“Not often, but there are times I have the desire to feel a warm body cuddle against me throughout the night.” He shrugged. “I am a red-blooded man, after all.”

“As long as it wasn’t me.”

“You’re here now, my pet.” His gaze sharpened as he ripped open a bag and palmed an egg vibrator. “It’ll be up to you whether you’ll be the only one to feed that desire in the future.”

Insecurity dogged her at the edge of her heels. She wanted Shane Sinclair and even though she had masochistic needs, the glimmer in the depth of his eyes made her fear it might not be enough to feed the dark desires of the beast inside him.

She bore back from his touch as he spread a copious amount of lube inside her pussy.

“I’d rather you entertain me with your fingers and a certain ...” She glanced at his crotch. “Appendage than using that thing—fuck!” she ended in a huff as he pushed the large egg with one heave all the way inside her. She moaned as he tugged on the string to test the resistance.

“Perfect fit.” He chuckled at the killing look she shot at him.

“No! The egg is enough. Shane Sinclair, don’t you dare put those ... I said NO!”

“No, isn’t a safeword, Lady S. As a matter of fact, insofar as I am concerned, you’d be well advised to know that it’s a word that usually spurs me on to increase my efforts,” he said colloquially as he shoved ... he literally shoved! ... goddamned anal beads up her ass.

And not any anal beads, no, the sadist Master chose monster-sized ones that she could feel pressing against the vibrating egg inside her. She heaved as she attempted to breathe through the pain of having them shoved inside her without the usual care he showed during demonstrations.

The glowing excitement in his gaze as he watched the pain flash across her face was proof enough that the sadist Master Fox was stepping out of his gilded cage. 

“Shit,” Alexa moaned through clenched teeth as he flicked on the remotes simultaneously.

“Whether or not you agree, Master Danton’s action has upset you. The bruising is proof that he hurt you, albeit according to you, just slightly. Either way, I want you to relax so that the bruises can start healing.” 

Alexa felt the warmth of his caring smile in the quickening beat of her heart. He always had such an effect on her. She stiffened at the evil smile on his face. 

“The gentle hum of these toys is perfect to aid you. Just remember, Lady S. You're not allowed to come.”

“I assure you, Master Fox, I’ll be able to relax much quicker without it.” Her voice thinned as he cranked up the strength of the vibrations. 

“Now, now, my pet, there's no need for that glare.”

Alexa watched in disbelief as he strolled toward the hallway. 

“I have something to take care of. Behave while I'm gone.”

"You're not fucking serious!" Alexa's furious shriek chased after him. His response was a wave over his shoulder. He smirked as her husky voice shouting his name floated through his mind when he closed the apartment door behind him. “Get back here, you asshole!”

“Let’s see if you’re as strong as I believe you to be, Lady S.” His deep voice echoed back at him as he descended the stairs. “If you’re not, the bruising around your throat is gonna be the least of your troubles come morning.” 

[image: image]

Danton was nowhere to be found inside the Castle or any of the dungeons. There was only one spot Shane knew he’d find him—the lookout at the cliff over the waterfall behind the castle. 

The soft, ivory moonlight shimmered across the dark waters of the ocean in the distance—the silvery beams guiding his way. Not that he needed it. He’d roamed the island numerous times in the dark of night during times when the talons of unsatisfied sadistic needs threatened to pull him under. 

He found Danton sitting on a large boulder on the edge of the cliff, his feet dangling over the side. The way the large man sat with his back hunched reminded Shane of scenes from the movie, The Hunchback of Notre Dame. He sighed within himself, pushing the anger at war with understanding back with difficulty. 

Despair exuded from Danton in waves so strong Shane felt the pain of it reaching out to him and encapsulating his soul. 

With natural agility, he jumped onto the boulder and sat down beside him. He stared out over the torrents of silvery water pouring over the rocky edges of the mountain to swirl in a plunge pool below. It was a favorite spot to many of his cousins. They were drawn to its beauty, as much as by the danger it represented. From the bottom it was awe-inspiring, and from the top it was brutal and terrifying—deep enough to drown in—if you survived a fall.

“How is she?”

“Bruised.”

Their voices drifted in low guttural tremors through the atmosphere. They sat quietly, not looking at each other. 

“I could’ve hurt her badly, Shane—killed her even.”

The silence that followed Danton’s self-recrimination was harsher than a crack of a whip against exposed skin. He sighed heavily as he briefly caught Shane’s eyes who was shaken by what he saw. With him, Danton had never hidden his feelings. He was comfortable with him as a confidant and friend to open up—but not this time. 

His eyes were frozen over like the surface of a winter puddle, robbing them of their usual warmth. He was in there, that much Shane knew, but it was like he’d taken a huge step back from life. 

“Fuck, Danton.” Shane wished he could reach in and tell him it wasn’t hopeless, but since he had no idea what was haunting his friend, it would serve no purpose. He had come back from the ordeal of the bomb explosion empty and cold, but no matter how hard he tried to convince them otherwise, Shane knew his insides were damp with uncried tears. Since the horror of the final tour in Iraq many years ago, he always knew Danton carried pain inside, but he hid it from the world. He blinked and in that brief moment he showed vulnerability filled with such torment it rocked Shane. 

“What can I do to help you?” Shane kept his voice low. He knew better than to push but he needed Danton to know he was there for him. 

A raw grunt crawled from Danton’s lips. 

“I wish you could, but this time ...” The words hung in the air. “It’s been thirty years, but there are still days that I wake up in a sweat.”

Shane frowned at him. “The visions from the Gulf War are back?”

“They never went away, but I learned to cope. Since the bomb ... I find myself back in that hellhole, standing in the middle of chaos, watching families digging out their children from the rubble, lifeless and gray. I’ll never forget the little bodies lined up in size order like grotesque Russian dolls.” A shudder shook his large frame. “We arrived in that village a week after Saddam Hussein invaded Kuwait in the name of Arab nationalism and Islam. They bombed that entire community on pure speculation that they hid Iranian fundamentalists.” His body was strung as taut as a wire. “I can still smell them rotting in the sun and I can taste the vomit from hurling as I stumbled through the devastation. I felt lifeless then, wondering how I could still be breathing when so many innocent children were dead.” He drew up his legs and wrapped his arms around his knees. “It’s back ... the emptiness. The belief that life isn’t worth living. That I should’ve died in that explosion.”

“No, Danton. We don’t get to make that choice. It’s made for us the day we are born. All we can do is hope for the best life has to offer.”

“If that’s the best life has to offer, I’ll pass.” He fell silent as he gazed out over the ocean. Shane respected his need for thought but was concerned that no one seemed to be able to penetrate the wall of self-loathing that his soul was cocooned in. 

“Danton Hill isn't the man I thought I knew. The man he's become ... he scares me.”

Shane suddenly recalled the words Vera Thorne had said when she’d called him to tell him to come and fetch Danton. There had been more than fear in her voice at the time. She had sounded sad. 

“What happened with Vera, Danton?”

He didn’t respond for a long time. When he did, his voice was devoid of emotion. “They say we exchange beauty for wisdom as we age, and so perhaps that is a root cause of societal narcissism—in a philosophically-poor culture we lack what we need to gain wisdom and so cling to the ephemeral.” He shook his head. “I always thought I had the wisdom of a life well-lived. I had Ace, who brought balance and reason to my life. All of you, who showed me there’s beauty and pleasure in our world. With Vera ... I think I fucked up, Shane.”

“You think?”

“To be honest ... I’m fucked if I know what happened but I do know I did something to hurt her—badly.” His hands curled into fists. “For the first time in my life, I don’t




























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
TERNAT]ONAL BESTSELLINGXUTHOR

LINZI BASSET





d2d_images/image001.png
M CR)(EC





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.png
SHANE





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image005.png
INTERNATIONAL BESTSELLING AUTIOR

LINZE BASSE'Y





d2d_images/image006.png
M CR)(EC





d2d_images/image003.png





d2d_images/image004.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





