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Dear Reader, 

Club Devil’s Cove is a spin-off from Club Alpha Cove, featuring Rhone Greer and Keon LeLuc, the powerful brothers of Ruark Greer and Bracus LeLuc, 

Please note that books 1 & 2 must be read in sequence. Although the rest are stand-alone novels, featuring the protagonists involved in the series, they are best enjoyed in sequence. For easy reference, please find the blurbs of all books at the end of this story.

WARNING: Please note there is a rape scene in Chapter 17 that could be a trigger for some readers.

In His Devil’s Chains, book 5, we meet Jack Blackmore, a devilish Dom and Jordan Clark, his trial sub ... an inevitable disaster ... or was it?

“Keeping my eyes on you, Sir, just as you ordered. I don’t happen to have a rubber spine, so unless I want to slip a disc in my neck—”

Jack Blackmore was an enigma, a man who had seen enough death and destruction to last him a lifetime. As for love? Well, he’d been there, done that. He preferred his role as Master Black at Club Devil’s Cove where he called the shots with no strings attached. 

She was known as the Brat of Club Devil’s Cove. Jack couldn’t keep his eyes off her ... er ... chest. And who could blame him? She had the most stunning ‘rack’ he’d ever seen on a sub to date ... but she was trouble. Despite her affinity with him, Jack had no intention of unshackling the chains that held the pieces of his heart intact, especially since he didn’t trust her as far as he could throw her, and that was something he had no intention of doing. Not when he would much rather feast on her ... er ... charms.

“I will push your boundaries where and when I want ... just because I can.”

Jordan Clark was caught between the job and her uncontrollable desire for the devil Dom who had turned her ovaries into Olympic gymnasts every time he was near. Who could blame them? He had the physique of a Viking warrior and his ... er ... ‘tool’ was ... um ... big! She had to remember she had a job to do. He had never been part of the plan, but her inner submissive craved to be dominated by the formidable Dom. The lines quickly became blurred, and she forgot that he was the job.

While Jack and Jordan danced the tango of lust and passion on a foundation of lies, the Sixth Order struck violently. No one was prepared for the devastation wrought as the world suddenly grew dark and destitute.

One defiant choice led to torture, masks removed, truths revealed, and death came knocking.

Who lived ... and who died?

A suspenseful continuation of Club Devil's Cove.

Editor’s note:

Mystery, danger, sex, and kink all wrapped up into one hot little ... er BIG ... package called His Devil’s Chains. Action and malevolent plans will keep you on the edge of your seat as emotions run high and libidos run higher. Jordan and Jack will pull you in and hold you captive. A true guilty pleasure if I’ve ever read one. 

Wishing you all well and trust you will enjoy this story. 

Best Regards

Linzi Basset
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Club Devil’s Cove

​If you liked Club Alpha Cove - this is the series for you!

Club Devil’s Cove is situated on the secluded, private Estate of Rhone Greer at the edge of Harmony Hall Park on the banks of Broad Creek, a tributary of the Potomac River in Washington DC. His best friend Keon LeLuc is co-owner and together they built a BDSM club to offer a safe and secure environment for members to practice their kink.  

In this series, we meet Rhone Greer and Keon LeLuc’s friends, Jack Blackmore, Max Shaw, Lance Talbot, and Ethan Brodie. Under the disguise of their company, Precision Secure, they run undercover ops for the President of the United States. Along the way, we meet their friend, Governor Alex White, Mistress Pamela Seeger—who is in charge of the club’s legal aspects—Bruce Rickett, Keon’s cousin, war veteran Richard Almar, and the Club Manager, Wade Moore. Everyone as dominant and powerful as the other.

During this series of take-no-prisoners suspense novels, we come to know each of the Senior Masters—big, dominant men and their strong, sassy women, along with their kinks, as they carry on with their lives and fight against the pernicious grasp of crime syndicates, corruption, death, and violence they are exposed to.  

s Cove is situated on the secluded, private Estate Catch up on Club Alpha Cove if you haven’t read it yet. 

Click here to start reading now:

www.linzibassetauthor.com
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Crack! Crack! Crack! 

“Fuck! What was that for?” Jordan Clark squeaked. She took a precautionary step back from the mammoth, muscled body of Master Black, one of the Senior Masters at Club Devil’s Cove. The frown he bestowed upon her was as black as his name.

Why am I always in such deep shit with this man when all I want is to have him fuck me until I turn into a silly dilly?

“If you need to ask, it seems we have a bigger problem than I thought.” Jack’s deep growl flowed through her mind. It toggled the submissive deep inside her. Her shoulders slumped at the realization that, once again, she had disappointed him.

It seems I’ll never crack it as a submissive. Maybe I should just throw in the towel and give up.

Yeah right, as if that’ll ever happen. Not until you’ve got what you came here for, Jordan.

Jack frowned as he watched her fiddle with her fingers. He’d never seen this bratty sub uneasy. Her lashes fluttered to cover her eyes.

“Eyes,” he snapped irritably.

Her gaze rose to meet his. Like always, he felt peace when he gazed into their forest green depths, lighter than the moss leaves but darker than a stormy sea. It was an unsettling feeling, especially as his instincts warned him that the enticing little seductress was hiding something. The vertical lines between his brows cut deeper. “Why are you here, sub?”

One eyebrow curved upward in question. Her pulpy mouth turned into a pout. Jack knew what was coming before she opened those lips that always seemed to hold him captivated.

“Well, Master Black, if you need to ask, we have a bigger problem than I thought.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Owww! Fucking hell! That hurts,” she wailed. She gave him a reproachful glare as she rubbed the red welts on her thighs. She was beginning to hate that crop.

“Present!” Jack’s deep voice bellowed through the dungeon, drawing the other members’ attention to them.

Without thought, Jordan obeyed. She spread her legs wide and clamped her arms behind her. With her ass pushed out and her tits tilted forward, she stood in the desired position expected by a Dom when his sub awaited his attention in Club Devil’s Cove.

Jordan was miserable. Things weren’t going as planned. At first, when she’d arrived at the club, she had maintained a low profile until she realized the Senior Masters gravitated naturally toward bratty subs. She’d taken her cue from that and sassed off against every Dom who crossed her path. Pretty soon, she’d made a name for herself as the Brat of the club.

Fat lot of good that did me. He still ignores me like I’ve got the goddamned plague.

Except, of course, when she deliberately pushed the wrong buttons and the Doms called him to punish her. However, being punished all the time didn’t have the desired result. The one time she’d been brave enough to approach him and had blatantly propositioned him, she’d ended up as a piece of fucking furniture to the mighty Master Razor for daring to “top Master Black from the bottom,” as he’d called it. It had been the most humiliating night of her life. Especially when Master Black had joined them in the examination room for a demonstration and promptly used her ass as his footrest! As if that hadn’t been enough, he’d punished her by making her masturbate without spilling the three drinks on her back for glaring at him. Which of course, ended in ten strikes from his bare hand on her buttocks for failing.

Jordan held her breath as Master Black circled her. She had no idea why he’d singled her out; she had just arrived when one of the club coordinators had called her to him. He had no reason to punish her, not yet, anyway. Her breath hitched when he traced the upper curve of her breasts with the edge of the crop. The dark green corset she was wearing had been pulled tight for optimum effect and pushed her breasts upward to the point of popping out.

“Hm ... it seems these little buds are begging to come out and play,” Jack drawled. He pushed his finger into her breast, flattening it before he moved it upward, effectively forcing the demi cup of the corset down to bare her breast. He repeated the same with the other.

Jordan bit her lip, aware of how her C-cup sized breasts jiggled in response. She could feel his eyes rake over her tits which were now woefully exposed and stood brazenly naked to his gaze.

It wasn’t fair that she was so attracted to him. Not under the circumstances. He wasn’t a classically attractive man, but he had a magnetism that Jordan couldn’t resist. She’d been drooling over him from first glance. His shoulders were massive and tapered into a narrow waist and hips. She had been fantasizing about how it would feel to have his amazingly powerful thighs pressed between hers. His abs were bared by the open leather vest and rippled under her glance. Jordan licked her lips, imagining running her tongue over the strong lines of his torso.

Fuck, he looks so yummy!

A rush of sensation inflamed her loins. It wasn’t a foreign feeling—not when he was near. She always experienced pricks of lust that needled the pit of her stomach in his presence. His eyebrows rose, mocking her. It gave him such a rakish look that Jordan was overcome by the effect he had on her; something she had not bargained on happening when she’d accepted the job.

Oh god. She fought the urge to close her eyes and give over to the desire that swamped her.

Jack was one of the most popular Masters at Club Devil’s Cove. How couldn’t he be? With his striking, manly features that spoke of a man who took what he wanted. No sub was able to resist the way he turned his nonchalant gaze to anoint whoever he was looking at with the power of his presence. His high cheekbones and square jaw seemed to have been crafted by a sculptor which only added to his roguish look and was embellished by a neatly kept boxed beard. She craved to explore the powerful architecture of his shoulders under her hands as he flexed his hips into hers.

“Not tonight, sub,” Jack drawled. The amusement in his gaze yanked her from her dreamlike state. His voice sounded as if it were grating over steel, yet it was smooth and evocative at the same time. Every syllable strummed at her clit to stand at attention.

Jordan’s tongue flicked out to wet her suddenly dry lips. It felt like she’d swallowed half the Sahara Desert, for goodness sake!

“Not what?”

He flicked his fingers over her straining nipples, watching with a satisfied grin as her eyes flared in reaction.

“I’m not going to fuck you. I might never, for that matter,” he said in a pensive tone.

Jordan struggled to suppress the bloom of a chill that began to crystallize across her pinched face but hiding her disappointment from him was a moot exercise. Those damn, probing, onyx eyes of his saw everything. The widening of his smile attested to that.

“I wouldn’t bet on that, Master Black,” she said.

“Ah, let me guess. You intend to seduce me with your sultry voice and sexy body.”

“Something like that.”

Her voice had turned throaty and shot to his groin like a well-aimed arrow. She had the kind of beauty that demanded attention. He dragged his hawkish gaze over the graceful bone structure of her face that had an underlying gentleness. The way she carried herself, with grace and poise, always made him think of royalty. Her plump, rose-colored lips were pursed in what appeared to be mid-kiss. The slight hint of moisture on her lips made them glisten in the dim light. Jack had to suppress the desire to give in to the pulpy fullness of her mouth that beckoned him to lean in and take possession of it. Her emerald eyes stared back at him, and it was like they pierced his soul and derived all the thoughts and feelings he kept very close to his chest. She blinked; the different shades of green streaked through her eyes as they came alive like flickering flames. They appeared to cast a spell on him.

His eyes narrowed to crinkled slits.

Her lips curved into a seductive smile.

She tossed back her hair. The liquid-gold shimmered in the light as the long tresses tumbled over her shoulders. Without conscious thought, Jack found himself running his fingers through the luxurious silkiness; and almost like water, the strands seemed to flow over his fingers. He had the insane desire to bury his face in her hair.

Jack visibly shook away the absurd feeling. He buried the emotions that had surged through his body as he studied her, deep in the recesses of his mind.

He had not just experienced a sense of possession. Fuck no!

“We digress. I asked you a question, Emerald,” he rasped.

The color of her eyes had been the first thing that had sprung to mind when she’d been asked what her club name was. The way Jack rolled it around on his tongue to sound like a caress, caused a ripple of pleasure to undulate down her spine.

“Do I need to repeat the question, sub?” Jack drawled. The clapper of the crop lazily flicked back and forth over her nipples.

Teasing.

Hypnotizing.

Arousing.

“Ehm ...” Jordan flailed around in her mind to remember what he’d asked. It was no easy feat, especially as each caress of the hard leather over the taut nubs caused a radiant heat to flood and pool in the lateral walls of her abdominal muscles. His ever-watchful eyes exacerbated the excitement that his taunting caress elicited.

Question? Think, Jordan. Oh, yes, what am I doing here?

“I’m at Club Devil’s Cove to enjoy the pleasures all the Doms offer, Master Black,” she quipped with a sweet smile.

“All the Doms, sub?”

Jordan watched his eyebrow curve into another slow rise. She squirmed, suddenly uncomfortable with the way his eyes were boring into hers. Brooding, with such a direct glare she could swear he saw right into her soul. That, with the lazy blink of his eyelids, he acknowledged he’d known her secret. It left her feeling disconcerted and wary. The pink tip of her tongue glistened against the fullness of her lower lip.

“Of course, Sir.” She brazenly winked at him. “I mean, this club offers a variety of spice.”

“A very astute observation, Emerald.” He leaned closer, leveling a glowering look on her. “If what you claim is the truth, why is it then, sub, wherever I turn, I find you underfoot?”

Jack cocked a derisive brow as he watched her eyes take a slow journey down the length of his body. They came to rest at his size thirteen boots.

An impish smile curved her lips upward. “You have to admit, Master Black, you have some big ass feet.”

Crack! Crack!

“Oww! Fucking hell!” she cried out as Jack landed perfectly aimed strikes against each nipple.

“You are sorely trying my patience, Emerald,” he barked. His tone vibrated in warning.

The strikes to her nipples had been hard and stung the bejesus out of them, but it hadn’t hurt, not nearly as much as the hits on her thighs had. Although she did her best to ignore it, each painful throb of her punished breasts caused her clitoris to swell and turned her labia slick with moisture. She breathed in deeply, cursing the brat inside her that didn’t know when to keep the fuck quiet.

“I was only stating a fact, sir.” Her eyes did another foray to his feet and back up. Only this time, they were hijacked by the bulge at his crotch. “And I have personally witnessed that what they say about the size of a man’s feet is true.”

Jack ignored the snickering behind him like he’d ignored Lance Talbot and Richard Almar, two of his best friends, when they’d arrived to watch. He was having a hard time keeping his own face straight. Jordan Clark played the role of a brat with practiced expertise, but he had a suspicion it was all an act. At the same time, he couldn’t deny how her sassy nature excited him. She was the kind of woman who would offer the sweetest submission as a sub, while outside the club, she would be the challenge he’d always craved in a relationship.

Back the fuck up, Jack! A relationship? Where the devil did that thought come from?

“What do they say, sub?” he taunted.

“That the size of a man’s feet represents the size of his...” A red flush bloomed over her cheeks. Jack’s cock twitched as she blinked her eyes in the direction of his crotch. “You know,” she said pointedly.

“No, I’m afraid I don’t. Do enlighten us, Emerald.” Jack enjoyed her discomfort immensely. For once she was visibly squirming under his stare.

Jordan glanced around. She winced as she noticed the number of members gathered behind her.

She cleared her throat. “A man’s ... tool,” she whispered.

The group of people watching burst out laughing. Jordan’s cheeks turned beet red.

Jack rocked back on his heels. He jammed his thumbs into his leather’s pockets, his smile became harder to suppress.

“A man’s tool? What tool would that be, my pet? His hammer? His saw? I personally own numerous ... tools.”

It was refreshing to find a sub in the BDSM lifestyle who was too shy to utter the word cock. Most who frequented the club were bold and had no trouble verbalizing what they wanted.

Jack walked closer until they were toe to toe. Her breath hissed through her lips when her nipples brushed against his open leather vest. He leaned closer.

“Say it, sub.”

Jordan was mesmerized by the silver flare in the depths of his black eyes. It made them glitter like they’d been dusted with diamonds. She was overwhelmed by his closeness. The fresh ocean breeze scent of his cologne teased her nostrils, causing her loins to clench in reaction. She bit back a groan as her nipples beaded into hard stones.

Oh, hell ladies, not now! I’m sure he can feel you poking holes into his chest.

Jack couldn’t resist the temptation of her hard nipples pressing against him. He took a step back. The need to watch her sweet submission to his dominance was suddenly all-consuming. He teased the taut nubs with his palms, watching how her lips turned into a round, ‘oh’ of pleasure. He rolled the tips between his fingers and then he pinched them. Soft at first but increased the pleasure until she moaned in pain.

“I’m waiting.” 

“Cock,” she finally panted. She was already on her toes but still, he continued the painful seduction. 

“Ah, yes,” he said dolefully. His voice flowed through her. It soothed her frayed mind with soporific, velvety tones. He brushed his fingers over the red tint of her cheeks. “Finally, we have the truth.” 

“What truth, Master Black?” 

Jordan watched him warily. He was known for the unexpected. It was the first time she was the recipient of his sole attention. It was overwhelming and shattered her composure like a mirror under a sledgehammer. She wondered briefly if she would be able to walk away from this job unscathed. Her stupid heart, beating like a drum roll, told her otherwise. She never expected to be this affected by him but she should have known better. From the first day she’d looked into his dark, penetrating eyes, she’d been under his spell—without him even trying. She couldn’t resist the magnetism of his personality, his natural dominance, and his powerful presence.

I am fucked. Absolutely, totally, and royally fucked! 

He leaned in. The heat of his breath teased her temple as he drawled, “That it’s my cock you’re after. No use denying it, Emerald. I’ve seen you drool when I fuck a sub in the dungeon. Your desire is there for all to see.” 

Jordan’s eyes narrowed to slits as she detected the amusement in his gaze.

“You find my desire for you amusing, Sir?” she bit out in a cold voice.

“On the contrary, my pet, I find it very refreshing but it contradicts what you said earlier—that you’re here for all the Doms. So, why single me out?”

Her eyelids fluttered to cover her eyes.

“Did I give you permission to lower your eyes, sub? In here, your eyes will always be on me. At all times. Is that clear?”

“As crystal, Sir.” Her voice clipped in his ear as she locked her eyes on him with her chin tilted back in a move of rebellion.

Jack was amused as much as he was drawn to her cheekiness. The same overwhelming desire to be the one to bask in her sweet submission flooded his mind. He determinedly pushed away the thought. 

“Remind me to address these glares she’s been giving me later, Master Swinx,” Jack said to Lance, who stood smiling as he watched the scene unfurl.

Jack slowly began to circle her again. He traced the edge of the clapper on her skin as he walked.

“What are you doing?” he snapped when she turned along with every step he took.

“Keeping my eyes on you, Sir, just as you ordered. I don’t happen to have a rubber spine, so, unless I want to slip a disc in my neck—”

Her words were drowned by laughter that erupted from the group of people watching. A cheeky smile dimpled on her face in response.

“She’s got you there, mate,” Lance chuckled.

“Don’t move,” Jack ordered darkly. He went to stand behind her. Jordan was on the verge of swooning when he pressed his hard body flush against her soft curves. She could feel every ridge and muscle. It was difficult not to give in to temptation and rub her ass against the enticing bulge she could feel digging into her cheeks. 

His arms circled her body.

No. Not again. Oh, shit, I’m gonna make a fool of myself!

Jordan bit into her lip as his fingers began to tug on her nipples, alternating with rolling the tips. Her breathing became labored. It was a heady feeling. To be this close to him and to be the object of his attention. Not for the purpose of being punished but to test her submission to him.

“Why me, Emerald?” he breathed into her ear. “Are you that desperate to feel my cock pounding your pussy?”

Jordan sucked in a deep breath. Mainly to ban the vision his words elicited to form in her mind, but also to concentrate on him. She had always tackled a challenge head-on. Jack Blackmore had become more than the subject of her job, he’d engrained his entire persona into her mind. Even at a distance, he’d slowly hustled his way into her heart.

Oh, please, Jordan. Get a life. You, of all people, don’t believe in love at first sight.

Nevertheless, she took a huge leap of faith and said the one thing she’d felt deep inside her soul from the first day they had met.

“I can’t deny that I want to feel your ... to have sex with you, Master Black, but it’s more than that.” 

She dared a glance over her shoulder. Heat surged to her cheeks at the dark look that spread over his face. 

“Do enlighten me, my pet.” 

Jordan moaned low in her throat as every nerve ending on her body came alive from the sensual brush of his tongue tracing the scallop of her ear. He pinched her nipples when she didn’t respond.

“I’m waiting, sub.” 

“I do want you, Master Black, but I’m after more than your kisses, your touch, or your devilishly sexy body. I want your Dominance. I crave it with a lust that surpasses the desire to have you fuck me.” 

Whatever Jack had expected, that was the last thing he’d thought she’d say. He was stumped, but his expression remained impassive. He’d learned long ago not to trust words. Actions mattered and, so far, she had failed miserably. 

Yet, it was the one thing he wanted to hear her say, or rather that he wanted to demand from her with expert Domination. He turned her around with his hands on her shoulders.

“Am I correct in the assumption that what you’re after is a Dom-sub relationship with me?”

Jordan tilted back her chin and offered him the full-on blast of her earnest stare. 

“Yes, Master Black. That’s exactly what I want.” 

“You do know I have no interest in an exclusive D/s relationship, Emerald. In actual fact, in entering any kind of relationship.”

“It has been brought to my attention, yes, Sir.” 

“Yet, you’re still willing to pursue the possibility?”

Jordan returned his scrutiny with silent intensity as she weighed her response carefully.

“Yes, Master Black. My mother always told me that if you want something badly enough, you have to fight for it.”

Jack’s eyes glimmered like warm onyx in the dimly lit room.

“Why would I burden myself with a brat like you, Emerald? You forget I’ve been called to punish you more times than I care to remember in a relatively short period of time. You’re not the kind of submissive that interests me.” 

Yeah, right. Like that’s even remotely close to the truth, dickhead.

Jack’s face remained impassive, however, and didn’t reflect any of his thoughts.

“How about a trial, Master Black?” Jordan cooed in a sultry voice.

“A trial?” 

“Yes, you know, a tryout or experiment to—”

“I know what the word means, sub,” Jack cut her short. The look in his eyes warned her not to push his buttons. 

She flashed him a cheeky smile. “I’m offering a test run, Sir, for at least eight weeks. If at the end of that period, I’m not the kind of sub you desire, I’ll willingly admit defeat.” 

Jordan’s heart hammered against her chest as he considered her with dark and expressionless eyes that awakened a rush of heat inside her.

Jack’s gaze sharpened on the woman who held him prisoner with a directness that startled him. It brought a memory he’d forgotten to mind—of a woman who had a similar direct stare. Selina Parker, the woman who had taught him a very painful lesson not to trust in sweetly offered words that promised what it could never deliver. Honesty, truth, and commitment. He’d come to learn since then, women were frivolous.

His expression turned grim. 

Women made a man believe they were good enough to keep him satisfied. They used sex as a bargaining chip; believed that after a couple of good fucks, they owned you. Only to throw your trust and devotion back in your face. 

Yeah, I learned the hard way. Trust and monogamy are overrated. 

Now, he used sex as a game and so skillfully, they kept coming back for more. He only had one interest in the game of sex. It was like a checkerboard game. He only had the desire to assert his power and domination over them. Pleasure was just an added bonus that fulfilled his carnal desires. He didn’t want or need anything more. 

Nothing else. 

Ever.

“You want a test run,” he mused. His eyes were on his finger that traced her quivering bottom lip. He exalted in the obvious effect his touch had on her.  “You’re willing to follow every instruction I give you?”

“Yes, Sir, except if it’s a hard limit for me.” 

“That goes without saying.” He tapped the crop against his leathers. The rhythmic sound was hypnotizing in the background but, at the moment, Jack was only aware of the green eyes that turned smoky under his regard. “You do realize I will push your boundaries, Emerald? Hard. Just because I can.”

Jordan swallowed. She had a suspicion he would use it as a tool to push her away. She squared her shoulders. This was a battle she had no intention of losing. No matter what he threw at her. 

“I don’t expect anything less, Master Black.”

“And this ... trial, starts now?”

“Yes, Sir. Eight weeks to the day.” 

Jack watched her speculatively. He was surprised at how badly he wanted it. Even the knowledge that there was something suspicious about Jordan Clark couldn’t dampen the desire to call her his sub. 

“Four. I’ll give you four weeks.” 

“That’s hardly enough—”

“Take it or leave it.”

Jordan dragged in an excited breath. It was a victory, although not the one she’d wanted. She would just have to make sure he extended the trial.

“I’ll take it.” 

Jack turned to face the crowd of people watching them animatedly. 

“From this moment, for a trial period of four weeks, I take the sub, Emerald, as my submissive in a non-exclusive relationship.”

Damn him! He had to go and spoil the moment by voicing that stipulation publicly.

Her entire strategy was dependent on him focusing all his attention on her. She just had to make sure he didn’t have the energy to turn to all the other subs who constantly fawned over him. 

“Let’s not delay, Emerald. I have the need for a devoted pet at my feet the rest of the evening.”

Jack saw her flinch. He’d gone through her application and limit list earlier that evening. Humiliation was one of her soft boundaries.

Let’s see how far she’s going to let this go before she crumbles and tells me the truth.

If there was one thing he was good at, it was reading people. Her desire for him was forefront in her eyes, even her body tensed and trembled when he was near, but none of that could hide the brief flicker in the depths of her eyes. Jordan Clark wasn’t who she claimed to be. One way or the other, Jack was going to find out what it was she was really after.

“Go to Master Wade’s office and request that he dress you as my pet kitten. Don’t dally, sub. I’ve got club monitor duty in five minutes.” 

“Yes, Sir,” Jordan mumbled and walked toward the stairs. 

Jack smirked as he watched her drag her feet all the way to the stairs leading to the offices on the mezzanine level. 
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Chapter Two
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Max Shaw, Jack’s best friend and his sister’s fiancé, stared in bemusement after the disappearing sub. His glance swung back to search Jack’s expression.

He, more than any of their friends, knew how against relationships Jack was, especially D/s ones, which were solely based on mutual trust. He had been the one to pick up the pieces when Jack’s heart had been broken. Not that he’d done a good job at the time because Jack had come away from that a changed man. 

Hardened. Brooding and seemingly with a lack of emotional interest toward the opposite sex. 

Max experienced a surge of excitement at the thought that maybe Jack had finally met someone who might manage to breach the chiseled layer of steel chains he’d shackled around his heart for years.

“Did I hear correctly, mate?” Max asked with masked amusement in his voice. “You, the Master who vehemently shuns any kind of relationship, just committed to a D/s relationship?”

“Don’t go and chase the monkeys up the aisle yet, mate,” Jack snorted. His gaze turned pensive. “There’s something about her that triggers my suspicion, Max.” Jack shrugged with disinterest and his eyes glinted knowingly as he read Max’s expression. “You know the saying, keep your enemies close...” 

Max knew Jack too well to laugh away his concerns. Jack had the inept skill to read situations as well as he could read people. 

“I want you to do an in-depth background check on her, Max. I want to know every detail of her life. Even what she has for breakfast.” 

“Will do. Just be careful. The Syndicate got rid of their frontman, Brad Flint—the fucking traitorous bastard—because he knew too much. They knew Joanne would be able to identify him as the asshole who had her abducted. We have no idea just who or what means they’d use to get inside our ranks. What they did to Jo, is proof of the lengths they’re prepared to go to hinder our investigation to shut them down for good.” 

“Don’t worry about me, mate. I know she’s up to no good and I’ll be the one calling the shots.” 

Jack questioned whether that would hold fast as he watched Jordan walk toward him. The green corset and thong she’d worn had been replaced by a red leather lingerie harness that pulled taut her large breasts. He could feel the drool fill his mouth as he watched her firm tits bob and jiggle with every step she took. He followed the strips of leather that crisscrossed over her stomach and were connected with silver loops under her bellybutton. From there they disappeared between her legs in strappy panties.

The expression on her face was one of annoyance. She kept tugging on the furry ears that were tied around her chin. Jack’s grin widened. He didn’t bother to hide his mirth when she stopped in front of him. He did a swirling motion with his finger to which she retaliated with a sharp-edged glare but obediently turned in a circle.

“Oh!” she gasped as Jack tugged on the tail that swung from the butt plug in her ass. 

Jack held out his hand when she faced him again. She stubbornly ignored the order. 

“If this is how you obey me, we’re not off to a good start, Emerald.” There was a chilled warning in Jack’s voice.

Jordan slapped the red leather collar and chain into his palm.

“That’s better.”

He strapped the collar around her throat, all the while staring into her eyes. His grin returned when she flinched at the click of the chain he locked into the loop at the front. “There, now we’re ready to go.”

He pointed to the spot at his feet. “On all fours, my pet. You will follow me like the good kitty you are.” 

“You,” Jordan pointed to the floor, “expect me to crawl after you?” Her voice was laced with disbelief.

“A kitty only has two places in here, my pet. Either in her Master’s arms or by his feet. Seeing as I’m on my way to do CM duty, you will be at my heels.” His eyebrows formed a lazy arch toward his hairline. “Surely, you’re only too keen to please me as your Dom? Or have I mistaken your request, Emerald?”

This time there was no mistaking the heated look she shot at him. Jack was delighted by her response. If she’d morphed into a meek yes-sir-no-sir rendition of her own self, he would have ended the trial farce then and there. 

Transfixed by her beauty, he narrowed his gaze upon the pillowed mouth and moved closer, giving in to the temptation she had offered over the past month. He nibbled on her lips, enjoying the tantalizing sweetness on display. Her lips bloomed open under his; her body gravitated closer on its own accord. Jack broke the contact with a small step back. 

Jordan stumbled at the sudden loss of the hard body against hers. She blinked to bring him into focus. The amused grin was back on his lips. 

Damn him. He knows what effect he has over me. 

She simmered at her inability to keep her own emotions under wrap. One way or the other, she had better get a grasp of herself, otherwise, she was doomed and would definitely fuck up the entire operation. 

“Well?” Jack waited. Words weren’t needed. His entire body warned her she was walking a tightrope. Either she capitulated, or she was gone. She pushed the limits until his lips moved to speak before she gracefully sank to her hands and knees.

I might want him like I’ve never wanted a man but I’ll be damned if he thinks he can walk all over me. Dom or not!

Don’t forget you’re playing the role of a submissive, Jordan. You’re supposed to fall at his feet when he snaps his fingers. 

Jordan irritably pushed aside the internal soliloquy. Now wasn’t the time to ponder what she’d been struggling with since she’d walked into Club Devil’s Cove. 

Somehow, playing at being a sub had become an unspeakable desire to please this compelling Dom. She wanted to offer him her submission. She was still shaken at what had slipped from her mouth earlier, especially when she realized it had come from deep within her. It was the truth—she craved Jack Blackmore’s domination. 

“Good, Kitty,” Jack praised. He started walking, tugging on the chain when it tightened. “Do you need a little inspiration from my crop to keep moving, sub?” he asked dryly but didn’t slow or shorten his long strides. 

Jordan stubbornly kept her lips pressed shut. The hard surface of the floor wasn’t kind to her knees and it was difficult to concentrate on not getting the skin scuffed as she scrambled after him.

Crack! Crack!

“Oww! Fucking hell, Master Black,” she shrieked indignantly at the unexpected delivery of the burning sting from the crop on her exposed ass.

“You claim to be an experienced sub and yet you constantly defy the most basic expectations in here.”

Jack leaned closer. His breath was warm against her cheek as he stared into her eyes. At such close range it was disconcerting—the way those black orbs probed deep—like he was searching for answers she didn’t know the questions for.

“I’m not going to remind you again, Emerald. In here, when I ask you a question, no matter how inconsequential you may believe it to be, you will answer. Is that clear?” 

“Yes, Sir, as clear as Bohemian crystal, Sir.”

Jack felt the smile tug at the corners of his mouth. The acerbic tone, combined with the thinly veiled anger on the emphasis she placed on Sir was almost endearing. 

Almost, but not quite. 

His trial sub was going to be the subject of many hours of fun to come. For once, Jack was looking forward to sparring with a submissive who was completely under his control and who he called his own. Not that he scoffed at the honor. Every man worthy of calling himself a Dom knew that accepting such an offer from a submissive was nothing to be taken lightly. But Emerald, aka Jordan Clark, would soon realize she wasn’t going to be the one calling the shots in their relationship.

Not that there was a relationship, or ever going to be one, Jack was quick to remind himself.

Oh, no. I’m out to expose her for the fraud she is. Soon, I’ll know exactly what she’s after. 

“Do not slow me down again, my pet. I’m late as it is.” He started down the stairs leading into the dungeon and stopped to tug on the chain. “Up you go, kitten. You may walk down the stairs. I wouldn’t want those pretty knees getting hurt.” 

Jordan was annoyed enough to defy him—much to her own detriment, of course. 

“Ooh, no, Master Black. A kitty can’t walk on two legs. It would be a sin against the feline species,” she cooed. She pushed her ass higher and carefully scuttled on hands and feet down the stairs, deliberately adding an elaborate swing to her hips as she preceded him. She bit back a delighted giggle when she detected a strangled sound exploding from his lips as he followed her down. She seductively wiggled her hips a couple of times for added emphasis before she continued to crawl toward the whipping chamber. Her cheeks were glowing red as she realized that a couple of the Senior Masters were watching her shenanigans with amusement. She did her best to ignore them as she moved past them.

This time, the kitten led and the master followed. Jack’s eyes were glued to the enticing and sexy as hell heart-shaped buttocks that screamed at him to fuck her. 

“What do you say, Keon? Think Master Black bit off more than he can chew?” Rhone asked in a loud whisper. He smiled broadly as Jack’s eyes shot daggers at him.

“Yeah, he appears a little frazzled. I can’t recall that I’ve ever seen such a pinched look on his face before,” Keon said with a serious look on his face.

“Pinched look, my ass. Master Black is squeezing his nuts to keep from pounding into that kitty’s inviting ass,” Bruce interjected.

“Fuck off, all of you. This little kitty is asking for a serious spanking for continually sassing me,” Jack grumbled in passing but he couldn’t deny that all three comments hit the nail on the head. He had a hard-on of note that grew with every blatant defiance of his sub.

My sub. He rolled the words on his tongue. He liked the feel of it. More than that, he liked the rush of possessiveness and appreciation he experienced for her beauty and sensuality. 

What the fuck, Jack? Where did that come from? You’re not made for relationships. You know that. Get your fucking head out of the clouds.

“I think we should tag along, mates. This is going to turn into an interesting evening, after all,” Lance quipped.

Jack didn’t respond. He was too involved with the struggle of understanding and compartmentalizing the feelings Jordan Clark awakened inside him.

Lust, Jack. That’s all it is. Fuck her and get her out of your mind. That’s what you need to do. Yep, fuck her pussy and that delightful ass and it’ll be done and dusted. 

With the decision made, he squared his shoulders and sped up to walk ahead of Jordan. He might be able to gain control over his thoughts and his fucking wayward testosterone if he didn’t have to stare at her pink pussy and the inviting crack between her ass cheeks all the time—naked of course—benefit of the red, strappy leather panties. 

Yeah, as if that helped any.  He still couldn’t get the sight of her ass stuck high in the air as she took the stairs on all fours. His breath once again got stuck in his throat at the visual that had been burned into his mind. 

“About time you pitched up, Master Black,” Ethan said. He handed him the bright red CM band, which Jack slipped over his bulging bicep. Ethan’s eyes dropped to the pretty blonde who was rubbing her cheek against Jack’s leg. “And who is this little kitten?” 

Jack glanced down. His gaze narrowed as Jordan wrapped her arms around his leg and purred up at him. Her lips pursed into an inviting pout. His lips flattened into a thin line. He wasn’t into pet play as a rule. The only reason he’d decided on it was to push her boundaries. To show her from the beginning what she was getting herself into. But he couldn’t deny how his heart warmed at the serene look on her face. He frowned. He could’ve sworn she wasn’t a real submissive. That she’d been playing an elaborate part to gain his attention. 

Yet, at this very moment, she was all submissive. Offering her body, heart, and soul with those fluttering eyelashes that fanned over her cheeks. 

“This is Emerald. My sub.” 

Ethan choked on his breath. “You’re what?”

Jack’s face turned thunderous. All his friends were aware of his history and that he vehemently stayed away from any woman who even hinted at wanting more than a quick fuck.

“Don’t hurt yourself, Master Apollo. It’s a temporary arrangement.” He looked at Jordan. “What did you call it again, my pet?”

“A trial, Master Black,” she snapped, irritated that he kept harping on the fact that it wasn’t a real D/s arrangement.

“A trial,” Ethan said slowly. He looked between the two. A smile formed on his lips as he detected the flare of annoyance in Jordan’s eyes. “I imagine the other subs aren’t too happy about that, Master Black.”

“Nothing changes, mate. It’s not an exclusive agreement. I will scene and fuck whoever I wish.” 

“As may Emerald, I imagine,” Ethan taunted, watching with interest as a deep line slashed between Jack’s brows. 

“As long as she remembers my rule.” 

“What rule?” Jordan looked at him in confusion. So far, no rules had been mentioned.

He looked her up and down. Every inch his eyes touched sizzled in its wake. “You have given yourself and your body into my care.” He pinned her with a look as sharp as a knife edge. “Even though it’s a trial, no man touches what you have freely offered as mine unless he has my permission first,” Jack grunted in a dark voice which brought a wide smile to Ethan’s face. 

Somehow, he had the feeling it wasn’t something the mighty Master Black intended giving easily—if at all. He wasn’t any different than any of them. Once you called a sub yours, that was it, the possessive streak took over. He’d seen the glint in Jack’s eyes already.

“Anyone I need to look out for, Master Apollo?” Jack glanced around the dungeon. His expression made it clear that the topic wasn’t up for further discussion.

“So far everyone is well behaved. Just keep an eye on those two young Doms in the corner. They’re not very experienced and might hurt a sub in their eagerness to prove themselves.”

Jack nodded as he marked the two young Doms with a penetrating glance. “Did you invite them to join the Dom’s classes?”

“I have and they’ve already signed up to start next week. They’re very eager to learn.” Ethan turned to wrap his arms around Paige, his fiancé, who had just arrived. “Ready for our scene, baby?”

“Yes, my Master. It’s been too long since we’ve played with the violet wand.”

“So it has. Well, good luck, Master Black. I’ve got some electricity to ignite.” Ethan winked at him and walked off with Paige by his side.

Jack’s heart skipped a beat as he watched them go. It had been so long since he’s had that intimate connection with a woman. Too long. Having shut his mind and heart from any emotions didn’t help. 

He looked around. Rhone and Samantha gazed at each other. They had made up, but their path was still rocky at best. Keon hugged Lauren in front of him, his hands folded protectively around her small protruding belly. Their first baby was on the way.

And then Max and Joanne, Jack’s sister, arrived to add salt to the wound. They laughed and joked as they approached. The love and happiness they shared were like an invisible thread that bound them together, stronger than anything Jack had ever witnessed, especially since they were also expecting their first child. 

That was what he wanted—what his sister and best friend had. The desire for a child had been growing since he’d been on protective detail to keep the daughter of a senator safe. She was a teenager already but the bond he’d formed with her at the time had made him regret that he might never be a father. 

In the middle of his circle of friends, loneliness enveloped him. Lately, it had become like a vice on his heart, squeezing with just enough pressure to be a constant pain. It killed him every day just a little bit more, taking what was once his inner light and replacing it with a darkness that overshadowed each happy moment. That threatened to pull him into a dark void where there was only him. It had become the fuel of his dreams, the reason he struggled to go to bed at night. 

Where was the limit? Had he reached it now? Had he finally arrived at the edge of accepting that the life he had been living was nothing but an empty shell? That locking his soul from emotions had turned him into a hermit who never allowed anyone but his friends inside the walls of his home, let alone his heart.

If only he could believe in love again. If only he hadn’t―  

Stop dreaming, Jack. Life doesn’t revolve around if only.  

A painful shriek from the corner of the whipping chamber yanked Jack back to the present. His jaw turned rigid as he noticed the bloody streak over the buttocks of the sub tied to a Saint Andrew’s cross.

“Let’s go, my pet,” he prodded Jordan as he started toward the trio with long strides. The young Dom was visibly shaken as he gently tried to soothe the sobbing young woman. 

“Let her down,” Jack said. The sharp edge to his voice spurred the two young men into action. Jack picked up the sub and placed her face down on one of the sofas along the wall. He examined the dark red streak over her soft cheeks. She whimpered at his brief touch. “Easy there, little one.” 

He loosened the chain from his belt. “Please go and find Master Apollo, Emerald. I need him to attend to her.” 

“Yes, Sir.” Jordan quickly made her way to the examination room where Ethan was scening with Paige. She did her best to hide the horror that caused a constant tremor to run through her body. She’d been flogged and spanked as punishment but never with more than medium intensity. The thought of being subjected to a whip had always made her cringe. Witnessing the damage that an untaught hand could cause, made up her mind. Whipping became a hard limit in that short trip to find Ethan. 

She followed him and Paige back to the whipping chamber and stood watching silently as he and Jack attended to the sub. Their tenderness and care left her reeling. She’d often witnessed how the powerful Senior Masters of the club punished their subs, but the aftercare they gave to them had left a lump in her throat. They didn’t hide their love and dedication to the women they’d claimed as their own. Now, they offered the same gentleness even though they had no part in her distress. 

She wasn’t surprised to notice how the young Doms cringed in front of Jack when he turned to them while Ethan and Paige guided the sub from the dungeon.

“Was this a punishment, Dom Sam?” His voice was low and grating. Jordan could detect the anger that still vibrated in the deep tone.

The taller of the two men stepped forward. He shook his head. “No, it was supposed to be an erotic whipping. I don’t know how it happened, Master Black. I’ve practiced so well and I’ve never caused any of the trainee subs pain.”

“Show me.”

Sam blinked in confusion. “Excuse me, Master Black?”

“Pick up the whip and show me your swing, Dom Sam. I want to see your grip.”

Sam took the whip his friend handed to him. He looked around with a small frown, not sure what he was supposed to aim at. Jack gestured toward the St. Andrew’s cross. 

“Use the cross.” 

Sam flicked the whip a couple of times. He spread his legs and pulled back his arm. The long tail of the whip slashed through the air as he swung it forward. 

“Who trained you, Dom Sam?” Jack asked with a heavy sigh.

“I ... no one, Master Black. I’ve been training using video clips.” 

“Of a farmer using his whip on cattle?” Jack’s voice boomed to the rafters. Jordan took a step back in the wake of the anger that emanated from him. Sam flinched and hung his head.
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