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Dear Reader, 

Castle Sin is a dark suspense series.

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.

In HAWK, book 2, we meet Hawk Sinclair, the powerful Training Master, and the woman he chose as his sub, Savannah Thorne. 

A tale of love, lust and lies.

“Well, did the cat catch your tongue or am I supposed to hazard a guess?” 

She craved his Mastery.

Caught in a web of deceit and lies, Savannah Thorne was the game piece in a demented criminal’s game. Desperate to save that which was most precious to her, she was left no choice but to entrench herself in the training program at Castle Sin ... the willing prey in the claws of the powerful Training Master. 

“Make no mistake, Savannah, no matter where we are, I’ll always Dominate you, don’t ever forget that.” 

He craved her body.

Hawk Sinclair wanted her from the day she set foot on the island, but when she blatantly broke one of Castle Sin’s rules, he realized she couldn’t be for him despite the fact it seemed a call for help. Yet, his nature as a caring Dom compelled him to give in to her unspoken desperation to escape the emotional demons that chased her.

Amid their throes of unbound lust and the struggle to keep everyone at Castle Sin safe from Savannah’s past, Hawk became her safe place, and she became his home. 

Now that the Hawk had caught his prey, could he convince her to stay?

Or would her dark secrets send him spreading his wings,

To soar high into the sky,

Lost to her forever?

Editor’s Note:

Hawk tugs at your heartstrings and other ... ganglia ...

One moment, you’re hot and bothered and hoping for her release—or your own—the next your ovaries want to burst as a completely new concept is thrown into the mix, and then you want to murder a sonofa–gun who would dare to treat another human being that way. This story will have you smiling and gritting your teeth, crying, and swooning and all in more ways than you’re used to. 

Soon, your heart, too, will be pumping chocolate at the words, “Ack! Ack! Up!”  

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

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset
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Chapter One
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“Let me go, you big bully! This ishn’t Castle Sin and you have no right to ... hic ... order me around on the Mainlan’.” 

Savannah Thorne struggled against the hard hand locked around her elbow. She looked up as the Goliath of a man suddenly stopped and she stumbled into his chest. Her attempt at an immediate retreat was stemmed as he yanked her closer. His nostrils flared, and for the first time since she’d arrived at Castle Sin on the private island—The Seven Keys in Key West—she feared this man. 

Hawk Sinclair, aka Rothman as he was known as an actor, was one of the owners of the exclusive BDSM club and training facility for submissives. He never showed his emotions, much like the rest of his six cousins who were part owners in the club. To see him this furious shocked her ... to almost sobriety ... but not quite. 

“I said to lemme go,” she tried again but with a lot less vehemence and more wariness.

“For as long as you’re a trainee at Castle Sin you remain my responsibility. You will follow our rules, sub ST, especially insofar as your own safety is concerned. Or is that what this is? An attempt to get kicked out of the program and off the island?” 

“I have a name and sinche we're not on the island, ushe it!” she snapped—albeit ineffectively as her slurred speech doused her irritation. The hard glint in his eyes warned her it might not have been clever to throw caution to the wind. 

“You’re so fucking drunk; I doubt you even remember your own name. What the hell is the matter with you?”

Hawk had never been this close to losing his temper. It tampered with his restraint because he always had the utmost control over his emotions. Then he’d walked into the bar and saw the beautiful blonde woman completely sloshed. It brought back memories he’d locked away in the deepest compartment of his brain—ones that had been forbidden to ever surface. That she could reach that deep inside his mind, infuriated him.

“Shay it. I wanna hear you shay it ... jush once.” 

He pressed his face close to hers and sneered, “I don’t accommodate drunks. We're leaving and—”

“Shavannah, my name ish ... hic ... Shavannah! Say it, damn you,” she bleated and slammed her fists against his chest. 

“Is there a problem, missy?” The lanky bartender approached with another drink.

Hawk’s arms wrapped around her and held her against his chest in a strong protective cocoon. The Dom instinct was to protect and care for his sub—or trainee in her case. The power in his body and the rhythmic beat of his heart was the conduit that made Savannah lose the tenuous hold she had over her frayed emotions. The sobs started from deep within her soul as she burst into tears. 

“She had too much to drink, which, if you were a responsible bartender, would’ve noticed long ago and refused to serve her more fucking booze.” 

“Looky here, Mister, who do you think ... hey! Let go!” the man cried, his eyes wide as Hawk fisted his shirt at the front of his chest and yanked him closer without letting go of the crying woman. 

“I’m the man who’s about to beat the shit out of you if you don’t fetch this lady’s purse.” Hawk shoved him away with a disgusted snort. “Now, before I lose my temper,” he snapped when the man stood like a statue, staring at him in fear.

“Relax, Mister, I’m going,” he said and quickly went to grab Savannah’s large shopper bag from the booth where she’d been sitting most of the day drinking. 

“Has she eaten anything at all?” Hawk glared at the offending bartender who continued to loiter, barring his way. 

“Not that I can remember. Hey, you can’t just leave, what about the bill?” 

Hawk had earned the nickname in college from one of his professors because, like his totem animal, the Hawk, he always observed before acting. He studied each situation thoroughly before making any rash decisions and he approached life with skilled precision. He was no fool and didn’t hesitate to take the lead in situations. This time, he struggled to free himself from the mental block that rose as a protective barrier when he found Savannah as drunk as a skunk.

He turned on the bartender like his bird totem, swift, decisively, as he swept down onto his prey.

The barkeep retreated hastily. 

“You run a cash per order only bar, shithead. I’ve been here numerous times myself, so don’t insult my intelligence. I’m not going to tell you to get out of my way again.” 

He began to walk, grunting irritably when Savannah stumbled as he dragged her along, still crying pitifully. He picked her up and shouldered his way past the man like he was nothing more than an irritating barfly. 

“I’m s-sorry. I didn’t mean to—” Savannah hiccupped as he cut her short.

“I suggest you just shut the fuck up. My patience is hanging on a thin thread as it is.” His cold gaze cut into her with razor sharp warning. “Don’t test me, trainee. At this moment, all I want is silence. Say one more word and I’ll dump you in the goddamned ocean.” He snorted as his eyes trailed over her disheveled hair. “And I won't even blink if you drown in your drunken stupor.” Hawk made no effort to hide the disgust from his voice. 

It had been at his insistence that the employed submissives and trainees were limited to one drink at the members’ dungeons per night and one glass of wine at dinner. His cousins had all agreed. They ran a tight ship; the training was grueling, and they didn’t have the time or the patience to babysit drunk or tipsy women. In the eight years since they’d opened Castle Sin, this was the first time one of the women had become completely intoxicated. It didn't even matter that it wasn’t on the island. 

He jumped effortlessly into the speedboat waiting at the marina of the Margaritaville Key West Resort on Key West. Danton Hill—the senior of the training Doms at Castle Sin and the Security Director of the island—shook his head as he watched Hawk sit Savannah down in the backseat and strap her in. 

“Let’s go, Danton. I need to get back to my training session.” He pushed a plastic bucket into Savannah’s hands. “If you wanna barf, make sure you do it in there,” he growled before he took a seat in the front next to Danton and blithely ignored her. 

His jaw turned rigid as he listened to the sounds of vomiting before they were even halfway to The Seven Keys Island, owned by his cousin as well as his best friend, Stone Sinclair. Hawk and his five cousins combined, owned forty-five percent to Stone’s fifty-five of Castle Sin, but Stone was the sole owner of the island. He was also the Master Dom and the ruler of all the dungeons in the castle, the seven training dungeons, and three member dungeons, aptly named, The King’s Dungeon, The Dungeon of Sin, and The Royal Dungeon.

He refused to turn around and assist her. Her pitiful sobs penetrated and took him back ten years. 

“Goddammit, Vee, again? What's your excuse this time?” 

Hawk stared at his wife with growing anger. She had just come out of rehab two months ago. This time he’d believed her when she’d promised it was the last time. She claimed she’d realized she was destroying their lives, their happiness. He’d been over the moon. They’d been married for five years, and it had been anything but moonlight and roses. She’d hidden her drinking habits from him while they were dating. During the year Vee and Hawk had lived together prior to the wedding, he’d missed it due to his rigorous work schedule, juggling to fulfill the contract with Marvel Studios. Eight years earlier, he and his cousins were drawn into acting in the blockbuster series, Space Riders on a whim. Also, he and Stone had started the company, Be Secure Enterprises, at that time. 

When he’d returned from shooting a movie a year into their marriage, he’d come to a shocking realization. His wife was an alcoholic. He’d done his best to help her, to guide her, and be there for her through her first rehab stint. It had been a waste of time. She’d begun to drink two weeks after returning home. So, it continued every year; she gave in to his urgings and tried to stop. 

“You doan unnershand, baby,” she wailed in a drunken voice, rocking back and forth in their modern home in Beverly Hills. A home he’d paid millions for because it was the one she wanted ... and he hated. He would've preferred to live in the hills of Santa Monica, but it was too far away from the hustle and bustle of stardom for her. Vee thrived on it and lived the life of a spoiled, rich man’s wife. 

“No, Vee, I don’t, so why don't you explain it to me?” Hawk stood watching her, rooted to the spot in the arch leading into the grand open room. He hated the stench of imbibing, especially on a woman. The fact that this was his wife, made it twice as hard to swallow. 

“I’m shorry I dis-shappointed you. I tried, I did, babe! Pleashe believe me.” 

She looked at him with her big Bambi eyes but this time he was unmoved. He’d reached the end of his tether. He couldn’t continue like this, constantly worrying, wondering when she was going to do something stupid in a drunken state, babysitting her when she was too drunk to help herself. Intimacy in their marriage had become a chore because if she wasn't drunk, she was lethargic. The past three months had been different. He’d begun to hope ... until now. 

This was it. He’d had enough. 

“Itsh like a drug, Hawk!” She pleaded as she realized he hadn’t moved, that he stared at her with an impassive expression. “I can’t stop.”  

“No, Vee, you don’t want to stop, that’s the difference. Becoming a drug addict is a choice a person makes the first time they give in to it. You can stop but you refuse to admit how big your problem is. It’s always one more with you. One more drink, Hawk, just one more chance, Hawk. How many one mores are there going to be before you drink yourself to death?”  

Her eyes widened as she shook her head. “I’ll never go that far. I know when to sht ... hic ... shtop.”  

“No, you don’t. Look at yourself. Jesus, Vee! Is this what a woman looks like who knows when to stop?” 

“But thishh ... hic ... ish the lass time,” she said, struggling to her feet. She stumbled toward him. 

Hawk was hard pressed not to step back when the liquor fumes filled his nostrils. He reached out and placed his hand on her shoulder, keeping her at a distance. 

“Why should I believe you? What makes this time so different? You’ve been in rehab six times over the past four years. It hasn’t helped. What’s going to make you stop now?” 

She attempted a smile, but it was more a lopsided grimace as she was overcome with hiccups. Hawk cursed; he shouldered her out of the way and strode to the bar. He returned with bottled water and shoved it into her hands. 

“Drink this.” 

Her lips pulled into a disgusting sneer but one look at the anger swirling in his eyes, she conceded and took a few small sips. 

“Well? I’m waiting,” Hawk snapped impatiently. All he wanted to do was leave. To pack his bags and go. He’d had enough. 

“I went to the doctor thish morning,” she said, wringing her hands. She blinked at him with growing fear. Another attempt at a smile as she reached out to touch his chest. He remained aloof. “I’m pregnant, babe. We're gonna have a ... hic ... baby.”  

Hawk felt the punch of fury explode inside him. What should’ve filled him with unbound joy, delivered in a drunken stupor, made him see red. 

“You’re pregnant? And this is how you react? By getting sloshed? Do you even fucking know what it could do to a baby? Do you even fucking care?” 

“I know and I’m sh-orry! It wash jush so ... overwhelming ... I needed ... I had to—” 

“Had to celebrate by getting drunk. Congratulations! You just potentially caused permanent harm to our child!” 

“You’re mean,” she began to sob. “You doan even try to unnershtand.” 

Hawk didn’t attempt to stop her when she stumbled to the front door and ran outside into the night. He was too disappointed, too tired to care. He should be shouting with joy at the prospect of becoming a father but all he could think of was that she’d never be a good mother. He finally realized she’d never quit drinking. The fact that something this joyous moved her to grab the bottle instead of staying steadfast, realizing the responsibility that came with a child, was the only proof he needed. 

His body turned to stone for a brief moment when the sound of screeching tires and a scream echoed through the front door. He tore outside and ran out to the street. Vee lay in a crumpled, bloodied broken bundle in the middle of the street. Her sightless eyes looked up at the stars. 

His world crashed around him as he stared at her mangled body, tears running down his cheeks. In one blind moment of rage, he’d pushed her over the edge. 

He caused her death. 

Hers and the life of his unborn child. 

“Hold on, sub ST, we're almost there.” 

Danton’s gruff voice yanked Hawk back to the present and Savannah’s pitiful crying behind him. He cursed, kicked off his shoes and ripped off his shirt. 

“Hawk! Hey, what the fuck, man!” 

Danton’s voice drifted across the ocean as Hawk’s body hit the water with a perfectly executed dive off the speeding boat. Since the accident, the ocean was the one place where he could find solace, a little release when he felt the darkness cloud his mind with memories that tried to escape his mind. With the guilt that had been hounding him for the past ten years. 

He pushed his arms faster, cutting through the water like a motorized fan, his body was tight as a coiled spring. His chest burned but he didn’t let up, he forced himself to move forward at a speed that drowned all thoughts, all sorrow and pain from his mind. 

Everything he’d managed to keep suppressed for the past five years had burst to the surface―all because he saw the first woman since Vee who had managed to set fire to his veins, as drunk as a skunk. 

Struggling to breathe, Hawk clawed his way onward until he reached The Seven Keys Island and stumbled from the surf. He fell onto his back, trying to catch his breath. 

He had finally believed he was ready to move on. He smirked. 

“Not with Savannah Thorne, I’m not.” 

Hawk had no intention of ever becoming involved with another alcoholic. No matter how he lusted after her. 
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All Savannah wanted to do at that moment was to crawl into a dark cave and hide for the rest of her life. She had never felt this miserable and drunk. 

Good lord! What was I thinking? 

She moaned as the boat hit another wave and her stomach heaved for the umpteenth time. Bile rose in her throat, and she leaned forward, hurling into the bucket that bore witness to the many times she’d already vomited in the short time they’d been at sea.

The sob tore through her chest without forethought and then the dam burst ... again. She couldn’t stop the tears and she didn’t bother to try. Through watery eyes, she watched a tense Hawk jump up, kick off his shoes, and yank his shirt over his head. All in what appeared to be one smooth move, he dove into the ocean. 

“Oh god!” she cried in apprehension. Danton’s hoarse cry echoed in her ears as she leaned over the side, frantically searching for Hawk’s body. She sighed in relief when he surfaced a short distance from the boat and started to swim in the direction of the island, which in her estimation was still miles in the distance. His movements were confident as his hands cut into the water with what she had no doubt was fury. 

She cringed at the memory of the look on his face when he’d seen her slumped in the booth at the bar with a glass of whiskey in her hands. It wasn't the kind of expression she’d wanted to entice from him, not from Master Hawk and most assuredly not from the man, Hawk Sinclair. 

“He’s very angry at me, isn’t he?” she said in a small voice. Danton didn’t respond, and she leaned back with a sigh. Maybe it was a good thing he didn’t hear the question. She’d already made a big enough fool of herself once today. 

“Anger is putting it mildly, little one. I’ve known Hawk for eight years and I’ve never seen him like this.” 

Oh, that’s just great. I’ve managed to wake up the demon in him.

“I’m sorry. It was a stupid thing to do,” she said as he docked the boat at the recently rebuilt marina at The Seven Keys Island. It had been damaged by a missile that exploded a couple of yards into the sea. She looked back over the ocean. Her bottom lip suffered the worry as she searched for Hawk. The black speck in the distance coming closer set her mind at ease. 

“I’m not the one you should apologize to and yes, it was.” Danton secured the boat and held out his hand. “Come, let's get you inside. You need a hot bath and loads of coffee.” His gaze lifted to the man rapidly approaching. “You need to get sober and quickly.”

“Shouldn’t you go back and fetch him? He’s still miles out and must be dead tired by now.” The trip from the mainland and the fresh sea air had done wonders to sober her up. She took his hand and carefully got off the boat. She might feel better, but her body was still suffering from the shock of all the liquor she’d forced down her throat.

Danton barked a short laugh. “I value my life too much, little one. No, he needs to vent and that’s how he does it.” He took her arm and assisted her up the winding pathway toward Castle Sin. 

“What do you mean I need to get sober quickly?” she asked as his earlier words registered. 

Danton slanted a sideways look at her. “You don’t honestly believe there won't be repercussions for you leaving the island with one of our members without telling anyone, did you? Besides that, you know the rule about liquor for as long as you’re a trainee or an employee at Castle Sin.” He shook his head. “I’m afraid you’re in for more than a lecture from Master Hawk, little one. You’ll appear before all of them, and you better be prepared for the possibility of being kicked off the island.”

Savannah stumbled alongside Danton, her heart missing a beat as she listened to him. She initially came to the island because she’d been blackmailed into it by her ruthless and corrupt boss at the FBI, Decker Cooper. 

She was just relieved to know he was now behind bars but with it came a devastating problem that had crippled Savannah’s strength. Her uncharacteristic imbibing came after Decker Cooper had made it clear over the phone that morning that he wasn’t done with her and refused to divulge the information she was desperate for. 

She didn’t want to leave Castle Sin, not since she’d realized how Hawk Sinclair affected her. He was the first man who made her heart beat faster, who was the reason she could dream again at night. 

Of love, happiness, and a life without threats and ugliness. 

Decker Cooper had shattered all those dreams ... again, for the second time in her life. 
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Chapter Two
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“She was completely inebriated, Stone. As drunk as a skunk. We have the rule about drinking alcohol for a reason, and Castle Sin isn’t a fucking rehab center! If that’s why she decided to remain after that bastard boss of hers was caught, then she can swim back to the mainland for all I care.” 

Stone silently studied his cousin. They were born a few days apart and because of that grew up as close as brothers. He had been the one to keep Hawk from falling into a well of despair and guilt after Vee had died. More than anyone, Stone knew why he’d insisted on the law about alcohol at Castle Sin. 

“That’s just it, Hawk, I believe you do care, more than you’re willing to admit.” 

Stone ignored the snort of denial Hawk released. He glanced at Shane, the oldest of the cousins, who had also joined them for the discussion about Savannah’s fall from grace. 

“I’ve seen how you watch her during training sessions and you’re always close to her in the members’ dungeons. You can’t deny that your interest in her is more than that of a trainee,” Stone said firmly. 

“I look out for all of them. I’m the Master in charge of the training academy and it’s my responsibility to ensure they’re treated well and that they don’t fuck up with paid members around.” 

The fact that Hawk cursed so much was another sign of his anger. Of all the cousins, he hardly ever did. It was refreshing in a way to see the usually stoic man lose a little of his stiffness. 

“Let’s backtrack for one second.” Shane glanced between the two men. “Savannah has been on the island for four months, is that correct?” 

“Yes,” Hawk said shortly. 

“And in the entire four months, she’s never been tipsy, let alone drunk.” Shane frowned as he searched his mind. “For that matter, I think she’s one of the few women who doesn't have wine at dinner.” 

“That could only be because she prefers hard liquor. She was drinking whiskey when I arrived at the bar.” Hawk straightened in the chair. “Four months mean shit in an alcoholic’s life, Shane. I know because I lived with one for five years. Sometimes she managed to stay sober for six months and then she’d fall off the wagon. Every single fucking time.” 

“I’m not so sure about Savannah though. I asked Peyton, and according to her, she’d never seen her cousin under the influence.” Stone frowned. “Although, she did mention that the reason Savannah had fallen into bed with Peyton’s fiancé five years ago was because she was drunk at the time.” 

“She what?” Hawk snapped. 

“It’s not as bad as it sounds. Savannah had no idea he was Peyton’s fiancé. She had been on an undercover assignment for a year and Peyton never told her. He was the scumbag for not telling her and jumping into bed with a drunk woman.”  Stone noticed Hawk’s jaw going rigid. To him, this had just added fuel to the fire. 

“I’m sorry, Stone but you’re not going to convince me. If she was drunk at the time, it could be where her drinking problem began. Whatever the assignment was, it must’ve been so bad that she could only find relief at the bottom of a liquor bottle.”

“We’re making assumptions,” Shane interjected and looked at Stone. “We identified she had emotional demons from the first day she set foot on the island. I still maintain she’s hiding from or being chased by something. My gut tells me it’s not alcohol addiction.” 

“I agree.” Stone paused to ponder how to move forward with the situation. He and Peyton had just found each other, and he’d hate to cause her cousin heartache, especially if it could potentially harm their own newfound love. 

“You’re a Dominant, Hawk, and a powerful one at that. You care about the submissives you scene with, and although you have a strict hand with the trainees, we chose you as the Training Master because of your intuitive nature and your vision of what each trainee has to offer. You see the bigger picture in every situation.” Stone hesitated a nanosecond. “This is the first time I’ve seen you concentrate on petty details. That in itself should tell you something.” 

“Stone is right,” Shane said. “It’s in our nature as Doms to protect and care. We can’t just cast her out, Hawk. Not before we’ve at least given her a chance to explain herself.” 

Hawk sighed and slouched low in the chair. He leaned his head on the backrest and closed his eyes. He knew they were right, but he couldn’t get past the disappointment of finding Savannah drunk in a public place. It had immediately placed her out of his reach because of the promise he’d made to himself after Vee’s death. One he would never break. He ran a hand over his eyes. 

“Very well. We’ll talk with her but not today. I need to cool down first.” He got up and headed for the door. His body was still strung as tight as a wire. “I’m going to find a masochist who can handle my whip.” 

Shane turned to Stone once the door closed behind him. “He’s more disappointed than angry.”

“Yes, and it’s because he’s attracted to Savannah. I think, in her, he saw the kind of woman who he could move forward with, put the past behind him and finally find happiness.” Stone sighed and steepled his fingers together over his stomach. “God, why does life have to be so full of obstacles?” 

“It’s what makes the world go around,” Shane said with a grin. “And Savannah? Have you come to a conclusion about her?” 

“I’m with you on this one, Shane. My gut tells me there’s more than meets the eye.” He smiled briefly. “I have a feeling Hawk is the only Master she’ll open up to.” 

“That, I totally concur with.” Shane frowned. “Timing couldn’t be worse though. You and Hawk have to be in Hawaii next month to shoot your death scene.” 

“I thought you said it’ll only be in five months? Hawk is going to be pissed. It took hours of convincing to get him to agree to even do the two days’ worth of filming.” 

“I know but I thought the quicker you shoot that scene, the sooner you can move on. Besides, we all owe it to ourselves and our fans to end the characters properly. I know neither of you thought you’d still be acting eighteen years after the first movie, but be honest, Stone, it wasn't all bad. It brought us as family so much closer and we had some pretty good times on set.” 

“I understand your reasoning but neither of us can afford to go away for a week. Not until we have the DHS servers secured with our technology. I don’t deny anything you said, Shane but as we told you a month ago, we’ve lost the passion for acting. You and Kane have acted most of your adult lives but even you have silently been withdrawing from the limelight.”

“Yeah, we both want a more settled life. I’m too old to start a family but I’ll be damned if I grow old alone.” 

“You’re not that old. Many men have children at your age.”

“Maybe so, but I want a mature woman, not one twenty years younger than me. There’s not many of them who would want a baby at that age.” He sighed but smiled. “Let’s just finish this one movie in the right way.” 

“Don’t worry about it, Shane. I’ll get him there.”  
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The United States Penitentiary, Florence High, in Fremont County near Florence, Colorado

“Prisoner 588254, you have a visitor.” The loud growl echoed through the Chow Hall just as the inmates sat down for lunch.

“Prisoner 588254! Get your fucking ass over here,” the irate guard shouted over the rumble of voices in the dining hall. 

“Hey, asshole, are you deaf?” 

Decker Cooper shrugged off the hand on his arm. “What?” he barked and glowered at the inmate to his left. He had hoped to be placed at Florence ADX along with Gary Sullivan. At least there he wouldn't have to be surrounded by a bunch of idiots and murderers. He’d be seconded in his cell, twenty-three hours a day. Something he’d prefer over being pestered by these inmates. 

“The guard is calling you.” The man snorted. “You better get off your uppity throne, fucker. You might’ve been a hotshot FBI shithead outside, but in here, you’re just one of us.” He leaned closer. “And we don’t fucking like snobs.” 

Decker was about to get up when he received a vicious fist to the back of his head from the guard. He jumped up and turned on him with a furious growl.

“Yes? Do you have a problem, FBI Deputy Director number 588254?” he snarled sarcastically and then guffawed at his own humor.

“No,” Decker snapped. “I just didn’t hear you calling me over the noise.” 

The guard pressed his nose into Decker’s face. “You better learn to listen, fucktard, or you’re going to wish you died alongside your Mexican friend.” He stood aside. “Walk.” 

“Giving the Deputy Director privileges again?” a voice shouted from the back.

“Yeah! Fucking shithead!” Another voice sounded along with a plastic tray that hit Decker against the back of his head. He fumed but didn’t react. Instead, he sped up. The judge had refused to budge on the request of Decker’s legal team to be placed in the neighboring ADX penitentiary where he wouldn’t be exposed to inmates. ‘It was time to show the world that federal officials weren’t above the law,’ had been his response. It had been almost a month, and to date, his attorney hadn't been able to make any progress with his appeal. 

Decker faced open ridicule and hatred daily. He slept with one eye open every night, waiting on that sharpened object to be plunged into his back. As an FBI official who had played an integral role in many inmates’ arrests, he was hated on principle. He might have had power out there in the normal world; here, his life was worth zilch. If they didn’t get him out of there soon, he was going to die. 

Decker was surprised to see his mother, Dora, when he walked into the secure visitors’ room. He sat down and picked up the phone receiver. 

“What are you doing here, Mother? I told you to stay away,” he snapped without preamble. 

“And a good day to you too,” Dora returned in an acerbic tone. 

Her entire demeanor was one of disgust as she stared at her only son. She’d had such high hopes for him, but he’d thrown it all out of the window, and for what? A promise of gold at the end of another man’s rainbow. 

“I don’t have the strength for your reproach. I’m already in a fucking shithole. I don’t need you to add to it.” He shifted in the chair. “If that’s the reason for your visit, it was a wasted trip.” He got up. “I think it’ll be better if you leave.” 

“Aren’t you going to ask me how your son is doing?” Dora snapped. She snickered when he sat back down and glared at her. 

“What game are you playing, Mother? I don’t have time for shit. Say what you came to say.” 

Dora straightened with her nose tilted regally. She had worked hard to stake her claim as a woman of high class in the society of Washington DC. Something she refused to give up because her son had become greedy. 

“I’m tired of playing nanny to your brat. When is his slut mother picking him up?” 

Decker’s eyes narrowed dangerously. Dora sat back as she regarded him carefully. It was a side to him she’d never seen. It was then that she realized she actually didn’t know him that well at all. They’d drifted apart the past eight to ten years and she could never understand why. Now she knew. It was when he’d given in to the lure of power and money. It didn’t make sense though. Her family was old money and he’d inherited millions from his father eight years ago. There had been no need to lower himself and mix with the scum of the earth for more.

“My brat? What about your grandson, Mother?” 

“Oh, please. You want him in your life even less than I do.”

“I never said that,” Decker denied with tight lips.

“You didn’t have to say it. The fact that I didn’t know about his existence until a week ago says it all. Did you honestly think I’d be thrilled to suddenly be burdened with a ten-month-old baby? Did you even think, just for one moment, why you have no siblings?” she asked snidely. “I never wanted children, but I conceded to have you for your father’s sake. I’ve never yearned for another baby or for that matter, to play the devoted grandmother. I’m sick and tired of changing diapers and playing mother to your slut’s child.” 

“How do you know she’s a slut? You have yet to ask me her name,” Decker said to avoid responding to his mother’s accusations. 

“If she was anyone noteworthy, she would never have allowed you to take a small baby from her or leave him with you and not bother to check up on him. No, Decker, I’m no fool.” She squinted at him when she noticed his left eye twitch. A tell of his since he was a young boy that he was hiding something. “This has something to do with why you’re in jail, doesn’t it? You’re hedging, and you always do that when you’re hiding something ... for fuck’s sake! Don’t tell me you stole the brat! Is that it? That’s why his mother hasn’t checked up on him. How fucking stupid can you be? You made me an accessory to kidnapping!” Dora was visibly upset and banged her fist on the table in front of her.

“Calm down, goddammit. Do you want to alert the guards?” Decker looked around. He relaxed when no one paid them any attention. Visiting times for family and friends were limited to one Saturday a month. No one was allowed in without special permission. With his mother’s contacts in the judicial system, he had no doubt she’d called in a favor from one of the judges. 

“I’m not going to end up in jail for your stupidity, Decker. I want that brat out of my house.”

“He’s not going anywhere. I need you to take care of him, Mother. There’s no other way. He can’t go back to his mother. He’s my son and he’s going to grow up in that house.” He leaned closer to the thick glass separating them. “Or did you forget who owns the mausoleum you live in?” 

“I knew you’d throw that in my face someday.” Dora bristled. She’d been furious when her husband’s will had been read to find out he’d left the house in L.A. and the one in Washington DC to their son, stating that they were too big for her now that she was alone. That she should buy a condo. What crock and bull. Her, live in a condo! Over her dead body. 

“Mother, I need you to promise me you’ll take care of him.” He looked around cautiously and lowered his voice. “I need him with you. I have no intention of rotting in this shithole for the next thirty-five years.” Decker’s voice deepened.

He had been in shock when the sentence had been given. He’d be eighty-years old by the time he walked out of there. An old decrepit man. Yes, he’d conspired to assassinate the president of the United States, but the role he’d played had been minor compared to Gary Sullivan. He got a life sentence, but Decker had no intention of accepting his fate without a fight. If he couldn’t get free legally, he had to find an alternative way.

“You take care of him, Mother. He’s my ticket out of here. The only chance I have.” 

“Where is his mother, Decker? I don’t want trouble when she comes knocking on my door,” Dora hedged. She had hoped to hand over the boy soon, and now it appeared she’d be stuck with him for a long time.

“You don’t have to worry about her. She believes both my parents are dead and won’t come looking for him at the house. I made sure no one will ever find out about you or any of my properties, so you have nothing to be concerned about.” 

“Very well, but I’m not spending any more time playing the devoted granny. I’m appointing a live-in nanny and you, my son, are going to pay.” 

“Do what you wish. I don’t intend to be here much longer and then I’ll personally take care of him.” Decker got up. “If that’s the only reason you came, you’ll have to excuse me. You interrupted my lunch and I’m hungry.” 

Dora didn’t respond as she watched him walk away. She had an uneasy feeling about the baby. She might not have wanted a child, but once Decker was born, her maternal instincts had taken over and she’d loved him at first sight. If someone had taken him from her at such a young age, she would’ve moved heaven and earth to find him. 

“You’re a fool if you think your son’s mother is any different, Decker. Mark my words, she’s going to come looking for him.” 
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Chapter Three
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“Oh, gaawd,” Savannah whimpered as she tried to force open her eyes. The bright sunlight shining through the wide window almost blinded her with the searing pain that slashed through her brain. Her eyelids fluttered closed.

The aching in her skull ebbed and flowed like a cold tide, yet the throbbing pain remained constant. With another pitiful moan, she understood why it was called a hangover, for it felt like the blackest of clouds were hovering over her head with no intention of clearing. Her throat felt like sandpaper. It hurt to move. 

“Never again,” she swore as she curled under the duvet and closed her eyes. It was like the flu, only self-inflicted, which meant she'd receive no sympathy from anyone. Not that she deserved any. It might be best to stay out of everyone’s way and just sleep it off. 

She forced her mind blank and drifted off to sleep only to be woken minutes later by a grating voice, drifting toward her from a distance. She huddled deeper under the duvet, which, with an annoyed huff, was wrestled from her grasp and flung to the floor. 

“I said, get up, sub ST.” 

This time there was no mistaking the harsh order. It invaded the final remnants of sleep. 

“Final warning, sub. Get. Up!” 

Savannah opened her eyes and struggled to push upright against the headboard. She needed a moment to shed the sleep from her brain, the grogginess of drunken stupor to dissipate, to allow the visions of the night to give way to the day, to move from that which was a dream to something more fixed and real. 

She blinked up at the man towering over her, squinting as the sun’s rays through the window hurt her eyes, too bright to see the luminescent colors in the room like the backlit images of cinema screens; she tried to adjust, but the irritated man was fast losing the last of his patience. 

“Master Hawk?” Savannah cringed as her eyes clashed with his, scorching, fuming, and dangerous. Gone was the caring warmth, the color of dove feathers, with a hue so softly gray they could’ve been pencil drawn. Now, they reminded her of ashes and smoke blowing in the wind from a fire that burned everything to the ground. They were intense, raging from the heat that searing deep within his soul. He obviously still harbored the same anger towards her as when he’d yanked her from the bar.

Her breath hitched in her throat as her eyes moved over his gorgeous physique. His hands were planted low on his hips—hips that were clad in a pair of black running shorts with Nike sneakers on his feet and ... oh my ... a gloriously naked chest, muscles rippling as he spread his feet apart. 

“Staying in bed all day isn’t going to help. If you’re still not sober after sixteen hours of sleep, then—”

“Sixteen hours? Oh lord, I slept for that long?” Her gaze drifted to the large window. The sun was already mid-sky. Her grumbling stomach attested to the fact that she hadn’t eaten anything since breakfast the previous day and it was lunchtime already. 

Sleep had been the escape mechanism she had to use once Danton had escorted her to the room that she shared with three other trainees. To take a hot shower and fall into bed and sleep—the only place where she could feel safe, where life was perfect in the realm of dreams. Where she didn’t have to face Hawk’s fury ... and his disappointment. 

“Yes, and it’s time to clear your mind. The Masters wish to speak with you.” His voice lowered. “Get up, sub ST.” 

Savannah sat rooted in the bed, unable to move in the face of his anger that swirled in the darkening hue of blue streaks through the gray. It was mesmerizing and left her floundering with the emotions that always flooded her mind when he was near. The memory that of all the trainees, she was the only one he hadn’t scened with and had sex with at the end of it, felled her to the ground. It hurt to think that although she desired him with every cell in her body, he was completely oblivious to her existence. 

Except when she needed to be punished or reprimanded, then he would award her his attention. But during training sessions, he allocated one of the assistant training Doms to her. 

“You don’t like me, do you?” She cleared her throat as the words croaked from her dry mouth. His lips flattened within the surround of the neatly trimmed, short beard that accentuated his square jaw and high cheekbones. He ran his hand through his tousled hair that was longish on top and short at the sides. A look that always made her hands itch to do the same. 

Why did he have to be so attractive? If he was ugly, I might not be bothered that he ignores me all the time. She bemoaned her fate silently. 

His head tilted slightly, and he stared at her over a nose that she’d always thought had been broken a time or two. 

His heavy eyebrows drew together as his eyes slitted. “Whether I do or don’t, isn’t important. Your actions and accepting accountability for them are.” 

“Why? I know I came here under false pretenses, but I tried to right the wrongs I did. What is it about me that you hate so much?” 

“Hate indicates feelings and emotions are involved, sub ST. Both of which, I can assure you, isn’t the case. You came here to be trained as a slave.” He snorted. “I know that was a lie and yet here you still are. After you helped us to eliminate the threat you brought to our doors, you begged to stay and finish your training. Now I can’t help but wonder why. What else do you have up your sleeve?”

“Nothing! I have no other ulterior motives, I swear. All I want is to ... to find myself again,” she ended in a soft whisper.

“By pretending to be a sexual slave?” he chipped acerbically. He hated pretense, especially within the BDSM community and he never made a secret of it. If there was one thing that Savannah was not, it was a slave. “Until you’re honest with yourself about that, you’re still lying, sub ST. To yourself and to all of us.” 

“Okay! I’m not a sexual slave but I am a submissive and that’s what I want. There! I said it. Are you happy now?” 

His eyes darkened dangerously. 

She dragged in a deep breath. “I’m sorry, Master Hawk, I didn’t mean to sound disrespectful.” She gestured helplessly in the air. “I love it here. For the first time in a very long while, I feel like I found ... home.” 

“Home? You? The successful career woman who is a department head at data system analytics for the FBI? You seriously want me to believe you’re going to give that up and live here for a year and a half for a pittance of the salary you earn there?”

“After what happened, I realized how corrupt the decision makers in the Bureau can be. I’m not ... I don’t have the same passion for my job I used to. I haven’t for a very long time. I have to face reality and move on.” She lifted brooding hazel eyes to his. “This place, Castle Sin, made me feel like a human being again. I need to stay, Master Hawk, please ... I ... what are you doing?” She tried to shake loose her foot, but his grip was too strong as he pushed her feet into a pair of Puma running shoes which he’d found under the bed. 

“Wait! Let go,” she cried and bore back against his grasp as he pulled her from the bed and dragged her by the hand after him, heading for the door. “Stop! Master Hawk, where are we going?” 

“Your head needs to be clear before you face the firing squad of Masters. We’re going jogging.” 

Savannah was sidelined by the sudden shift in topic and the rapid change in his attitude. She hated that he had the ability to completely unsettle her. 

All the damn time! And the demon man didn’t even have to try. It just comes naturally. I am so screwed. Why did I beg to stay here? She moaned as she felt the heavy weight of her breasts bounce. She grabbed ahold of them. Shit ... I’m not wearing a bra!

“Jogging? I can’t go jogging like this! I’m not even wearing a ...” she huffed as she glanced at her ample breasts bobbing up and down as they descended the stairs. 

Doesn’t the dratted man realize my boobs are going to slap me in the face if I go running without a sports bra?

He stopped once they were outside. His hawkish gaze trailed over her body. A devilish smile quirked his lips. 

“You’re wearing shorts and a crop top, sub ST. Perfect attire for a brisk jog.” 

Hawk couldn’t help but admire the annoyed blush that bloomed over her heart-shaped face, coloring her cheeks a healthy rosy glow. Or the way her eyes turned from hazel to almost green as she stamped her foot on the ground. A movement that drew his gaze to her breasts, jiggling in reaction. His smile broadened. It was one of her attributes he loved. Her breasts were large but not overly so. They were perfectly round and firm in a healthy C cup by his estimation, the ideal size to fit in his big hands. From memory of seeing her naked during training and in the members’ dungeons, he knew her breasts were graced with large coral tipped nipples that when aroused, tightened into tight little stones ... like they did at this moment. That was why he was a breast man. All shapes and sizes, they were such delightful tells of a woman's desires and needs. 

Her full pouty lips pursed as she shifted her long legs, which with the sleeping shorts, appeared to go on forever. The streaks of the sun played gaily over her skin that glowed with the healthy shine of marble. The silky weight of her tousled dark blonde tresses tumbled over her shoulders to mid-back. 

There was no denying it, Savannah Thorne was a beautiful woman and her perfectly curved body packed a mean punch to his testosterone. 

Throwing caution to the wind, Savannah slammed her fists against her waist and glowered at him. She gestured toward her heaving breasts, doing her best to ignore her nipples that stood pointed at him like bullets ready to fire. 

“I’m not exactly a minion that’s tiny all over, Master Hawk. Jogging with these ... er ...”

“Bountiful tits,” he offered with a straight face.

Her stare grazed him with reproach. “I just can’t jog without proper support,” she ended with her nose tilted regally. 

Then he did that thing. She bit back an aroused moan. That eyebrow thing all the damn Masters did with such finesse and yet seductiveness that it left every single woman on the island drooling. His one brow crawled high on his forehead; his nose scrunched as he honored her with a slow, wicked smile. 

“Then you shouldn’t have overslept, isn’t that so, sub ST? You should know by now, trainees who are tardy, suffer the consequences.” 

She was still stuttering indignantly when he stepped closer and clipped a silver chain into the O-ring of the thin red leather collar she was given to wear on the first day of arrival, which they weren’t allowed to remove. He attached the other end of the chain to his wrist.

“Try to keep up, Sub ST. It would be a shame to see those pretty knees scraped and bloodied on this gravel road.” 

The chain tightened as Hawk began to jog, forcing Savannah to follow him, albeit muttering indignantly about him being inconsiderate. Since he kept a steady pace, she was glad she had continued to run daily to keep fit, otherwise she wouldn't be able to keep up with him. 

She ran lightly on the balls of her feet and soon lost herself in the steady rhythm of their shoes hitting the gravel. It didn’t take long for her to be slick with sweat, courtesy of the gallons of whiskey she’d imbibed the day before. 

Damn Dom, he’s forcing me to sweat out the booze, she realized belatedly. 

She began to pant as he sped up. Her breasts bounced with every step she took until eventually she grabbed onto them and pressed them tight against her chest. It didn’t make for a very even gait and soon the chain began to tighten between her and Hawk. 

Irrespective of her discomfort, the breezy run made her feel rejuvenated. She loved the way the sunlight tinted the sky various shades of blue and the lush greenery surrounding them offered a sense of peace. 

“Let go of your tits, sub ST, and run properly. You’re holding me up.”

Hawk’s gruff voice yanked her back to the present. She glared at him and blatantly ignored his instruction. It was damn uncomfortable to run with her boobs bouncing all over the place. He stopped so suddenly that she ran smack into him; she stumbled backward.

He turned with a thunderous frown. “I told you to let go of your tits.” 

“Look, Hawk Sinclair, you might be almighty and powerful in the dungeon and order me around, but this is our free space.” She pointed in the air around them. “You told us that on the first day. You don’t get to bark orders out here and expect me to jump at it.” She stamped her foot and planted her fists on her hips. His eyes inadvertently drifted to her enticingly bouncing bosom. “Besides, my tits are huge, and I can’t run like this. They’re too heavy,” she said exasperated, her cheeks blood red as his eyes dropped to her breasts for the umpteenth time since he’d hauled her out of bed.

“They’re perfect.” His words surprised her as he regarded her critically. His gaze was hot on her heaving chest as he took a step closer, “I agree, your tits need a little assistance.” With those words, he yanked down the tank top and her boobs popped out, shouting their joy at the unexpected freedom by tightening into hard nubs. 

“You can’t ...” She all but swallowed her tongue but before she could voice her protest, he turned to set off again.

“Make no mistake, Savannah, no matter where we are, I’ll always Dominate you, don’t ever forget that,” he clipped darkly. “Keep up, and keep your hands from your tits,” he warned gruffly.

Savannah bit her lip to keep back the snarky retort that sprang to her lips. She hadn’t missed the dark warning in his eyes and decided to be safe rather than sorry. Besides, she was still basking in hearing her name roll off his lips with such ease. She did her best to comply with his command but as they started descending a hill, she had no choice but to grab onto them again. 

He stopped immediately, indicating that he’d deliberately been running to the side of her to keep her in his peripheral vision. He awarded her a sharp look, reminding her of a hawk circling his prey just before he went in for the kill. 

“What did I tell you to do?”

“I tried!” she protested. “But running downhill, they’re ...” she bumped her fist against her chin, “you know!

“No, I don’t know,” he uttered in dark voice while at the same time struggling to curb his smile. “Come to think of it. I believe you’re a tad overdressed for your exercise regime this morning.” He fisted his hand at the front of the crop top and, with one hard movement, tore it in two. 
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