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Dear Reader, 

Decadent Sins is fast becoming one of my favorite series to write! These Mafia Doms are spectacularly yummy! Dominant Desire is the journey of Matteo Caruso and Jamari Hunter.

Some say I am a charmer. 

They aren’t wrong. 

Some say I am a demon. 

They aren’t wrong. 

As an ex-professional football player, and now the new owner of the Seattle Sharks, Matteo Caruso stood at a crossroads. Living a double life as a star athlete, as well as being the advisor to the Boss of The Mafia Commission, had been easy to juggle. Managing an all-stars club, however, brought new challenges. He wasn’t fazed since he loved living on the edge. All he needed to do was make a couple of adjustments. Easier said than done! 

Jamari Hunter, daughter of the previous owner of the Seattle Sharks, was fast becoming a headache he could do well without, since she refused to accept the loss of her position as the CEO of the team. 

Unlucky for her, he recognized her at a masked auction at the Decadent Sin club. True to his Dominant desires, Master Hercules taught her a lesson in submission that changed her entire view of the irritating football player who had taken away her birthright. 

Now, he had her in the palm of his hand and tightened the ropes with every meeting ... except he hadn’t banked on her getting under his skin! 

The interference of the Colombian Mafia and a local drug cartel in family business put a strain on their tremulous relationship while Matteo’s ability to keep her safe was viciously put to the test. 

Editor’s note:

What happens when you combine Alpha males and their bratty women with Mafiosos and turf wars then sprinkle in hot hot sex like it’s the main ingredient? Fiery Dominant Desires. And make no mistake, this book will dominate every desire for what you’ve come to know and love from the queen of BDSM romance.  

I loved writing this story. I hope you’ll enjoy reading it just as much! 

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset
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Chapter One
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Decadent Delights Restaurant on the Corner of Yesler Way and 2nd Avenue, across from the Smith Tower...

“IS THERE A REASON YOU’RE HAVING DINNER ON your own?” 

Matteo Caruso looked up as the guttural voice floated toward him. It wasn’t a surprise to see his cousin, Torin, since he owned the restaurant as well as the exclusive underground BDSM club, but that his sub and fiancée, Dakota Harris, wasn’t with him was an anomaly. Since she moved in with him, she had been glued to his side wherever he went outside of work. Not that he wasn’t happy for Torin but it made his own unattached status so much more pronounced. 

“Little FBI agent under the weather?” He winced at the surly tone in his voice. He was definitely more tense than he had thought to be this petty.

“No, she’s already downstairs at the club. I’m testing her patience in waiting for my attention.”

“Ah, good call. She’s too forward as a sub in my opinion.” Matteo took a bite of the decadent Moules Marinière mussel dish.

“But I’ll give you credit for cleverly changing the subject.” Torin sat down. 

“It was a stupid question. I eat to sustain life and since I don’t have a woman in my life, why wouldn’t I be eating alone?”

“True.” Torin sipped on the fiery bourbon he had ordered upon arrival. “You’re brooding over something. Your forehead is starting to form a permanent question mark. Spit it out.”

“You know me too well.” He took a sip of wine. “I only now appreciate how much effort it takes to run your own businesses and successfully hide the fact that you’re in charge of the NCS and The Mafia Commission. Juggling playing football and being your advisor for both entities was much easier than doing it now while managing the team as an owner.”

“You’ll soon get the hang of it. Remember, you’re the owner, you make the rules and set the times you need to be present to deal with management issues.”

“I thought so too but I didn’t take into account that I would have to deal with Hunter’s pesky daughter.”

“Meaning?”

“She demands to be involved in management functions.”

“It wasn’t part of the deal, Matteo. It was a clean sale and I ensured the stipulation that keeping any of the management staff, including his family, will be at your discretion.”

“Yeah, but the players are so infatuated with the little chit, I’d cut off my own nose if I spurn her completely.”

“Then offer her a management position and make sure to stipulate the functions it will involve. Don’t let the young dicks in the team lead you around by yours. You’re the owner now. In other words, your business, your rules, and you decide what is best for the team.” Torin finished his drink. “Which leads me to wonder; if everyone is so taken by her, why aren’t you? From what I recall, she’s a beautiful woman, smart, and confident. Exactly your type.”

“You know as a player I always had a rule never to become involved with anyone associated with the team, whether it be management, the groupies, or team members’ families. She falls smack center in that equation.”

“Come to NCS HQ tomorrow and I’ll help you create a position for her that will at least keep her out of your hair and allow you to concentrate on what’s important.” He stood lazily. “I’ve run businesses my entire adult life. You know you can always reach out to me if you need advice or assistance of any kind.”

“Careful, you might regret making the offer sooner than you think.”

Torin shrugged. “We’re family first and foremost, Matteo. I’ll never regret anything as far as you are concerned.” He looked around. “Place is packed with members tonight, which means the club is going to be full as well.”

“It’s the quarterly masked auction. You know how everyone loves the intrigue of betting on an unknown sub.” He smirked. “Guess your days of auction betting are over.”

“Yeah.” Torin smiled. “You might find it hard to believe but the day will come that you will meet the one woman who offers you satisfaction in all aspects of your life. I have no desire to fuck or scene with anyone but Dakota.”

“I’m happy for you but I’m far from ready to give up on variety.”

“I believed the same not too long ago.”

“Are you saying you love her?”

“Love is a word, Matteo. One I have yet to associate with any kind of feeling or what it entails other than what I feel for my newly acquired mother, Rebecca. Dakota knows what I have to offer and we’re both happy with our life as it is.” 

He nodded toward the storage room where the secret entrance to the club was. It wasn’t an illegal operation but since it wasn’t open to the public, Torin preferred to keep its location secret. 

“Join us when you’re done.”

“I’ll be down in a bit. I need a feisty sub tonight. Hopefully, there’s one looking for a proper flogging and serious fucking.”

“I’m sure there will be a couple that’ll meet your requirements.” With a salute, he sauntered off. 
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“THE NEXT OFFERING IS THE DELIGHTFUL Cleopatra.” Torin gestured at the tall, curvy woman dressed in a tight corset-type black mini dress with an Egyptian queen’s gold belt, wristbands, and a black wig with a gold headdress. She carried a gold staff in her hand as she walked onto the stage with long, confident strides. The gold stiletto Cleopatra sandals drew his gaze to bright pink painted toe nails and toned legs that were shown off by the ring buckles around her legs running up the length of her calves.

His eyes narrowed as he watched the gentle and natural sway of her hips. “What the fuck is she doing here?” he muttered under his breath as his gaze locked on the familiar intricate rose tattoo on her right shoulder.

“Who?” Razor joined him with a drink in hand as his gaze was also snared by the enticing woman on the stage. “Pity the gold mask covers most of her face. Would’ve loved to see what I’m betting on.”

“Hold your wallet on this one. She’s mine.”

Razor glanced sideways at Matteo. “Well, I’ll be damned. You know who she is.”

Matteo didn’t respond. He had watched that swing of hips, the confident tilt of chin, and legs that went on forever, for years, unable to take what his body yearned for. There was no way he would lose the opportunity to fuck this woman out of his mind once and for all. 

“I do, and as I said, she’s mine.” He smiled wryly. “For tonight at least.” His gaze remained glued on the woman standing with one hand on her hip and the other regally waving the gold staff as she waited with an expectant glimmer in her eyes as she looked out over the eager Doms. 

“Cleopatra is a new member but she’s a trained submissive and has been in the BDSM lifestyle for six years. Tonight, she’s offering a medium to hard flogging while in bondage, ending with sex.” Torin smiled when the bidding immediately started. “Hold on.” He held up his hand. “Bidding for Cleopatra starts at five hundred-thousand Decadent Sins dollars.”

To keep the auction as authentic as possible, each offer was awarded a certain value per Decadent Sins dollar, which varied from auction to auction, depending on what Torin intended to do with the proceeds. This time, he was going to donate to a welfare organization he and Matteo had set up to support child welfare. Fifty-thousand Decadent Sins dollars tonight equaled ten-thousand U.S. dollars. The members knew it was a pricey auction but since they fully supported the cause, they were all too willing to pay the price. Torin always read the participants perfectly and knew there would be a couple of Doms who would be prepared to push up the value exponentially to scene with Cleopatra. 

Matteo didn’t bother to participate in the battle to win the bid, rather he stood with arms folded over his chest until only two Doms fought for supremacy to walk away with the prize. 

His dark voice echoed over the hum of voices, laced with a tincture of boredom. “Five-million.”

Silence ensued as all faces turned to him in awe. It was the highest bid of the night and substantially more than the last one offered. Matteo wasn’t fazed. He made a point of donating to child welfare, and a million dollars to him was only slightly more than his usual annual contribution. His personal wealth was courtesy of Torin who had taught him the art of wise investing. Using this opportunity to ease his lust for the sexy, sassy, and to date, unattainable woman, was well worth paying such a steep price for. 

“Five-Million Decadent Sins dollars going once, going twice ... sold to the Werewolf Master.” 
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SINCE IT WAS A MASKED AUCTION, EVERYONE was expected to wear masks. Matteo had opted for a werewolf one, crafted from light silver plating that covered his entire upper face, leaving only his jaw and mouth exposed. Dressed in black leathers with a white silk shirt, left unbuttoned to mid-chest, he oozed a raw, dangerous appeal that had the subs salivating from the moment he had walked into the large entertainment area where the auction was held. 

“Who is the Master Wolf who won my bid?” Jamari Hunter peered curiously at the commanding figure in discussion with an even larger man at the bar. She would readily give up her newly acquired silver Spider convertible for one peek of what the silver mask was hiding—especially if he was only a visitor tonight. If he was as powerful during a scene as he appeared, she would most definitely want to know where to find him afterwards. 

“I have no idea. He looks familiar but so do half of the Doms here.” Pam Withers, a very good friend who had managed to get her accepted as a member at the very exclusive BDSM club, peered at the man in question.

“Come on, Pam! You have been a member here for two years. Surely you know which Master is which.”

“I do but during masked events, they all choose different names, specifically so that everyone maintains anonymity.”

“Surely you can hazard a guess based on his physique?” 

“Guessing will only lead to disappointment if I’m wrong. Suffice it to say from his build and confidence, he is most definitely one of the more powerful Doms here.” Pam looked around. “And since he paid such an astronomical amount for you, I daresay he’s as eager to scene with you as you are with him.” She laughed at her friend’s expression. “Yeah, I noticed you ogling him the moment he arrived. Not to mention how you strutted your stuff on the stage. I have to admit, you exceeded my expectations. I thought you’d be as stiff as a porcelain doll.”

“Well, desperate times, desperate measures. It’s been almost a year since I’ve scened or been inside a club, so you can’t blame me for wanting the best looking Dom around. Although, his giant friend isn’t to be scoffed at.” She nudged Pamela. “I should’ve offered a threesome. Now that would be a yummy introduction as a new member to the club.”

“That can be arranged, my pet, should it be your desire.”

“Oh, shit,” she moaned as the dark and grating dulcet toned voice found resonance deep inside her, toggling loose the submissive that had been dormant for too long. She pivoted with a grimace. “You weren’t supposed to hear that, Master Wolf.”

“Secret desires are meant to be explored, little one. If I hadn’t warned my giant friend off, he would’ve bid on you himself. So, if you’re up for it, I’m sure he will be happy to oblige.”

“You wouldn’t mind?”

“To the contrary. We often scene together.” 

She stood transfixed at the easy smile that crawled over his lips, and not for the first time, she wished he wasn’t wearing a mask. When a Dominant used his dark voice, they sounded different, but she couldn’t shake the feeling that there was something familiar about his physique and undertone of voice. Try as she might, she couldn’t put a face to it.

“Shall we find a booth to discuss the scene?” 

A delicious shiver coursed down her spine at the touch of his fingers around her elbow. 

“Enjoy,” Pam said with a renewed twinkle in her eyes, which was enough to indicate that she had recognized the masked Dom’s voice and knew who the elusive Master Wolf was. She would have to curb her curiosity, however, since the hard hand on her arm nudged her toward an open booth in the corner. 

“You summoned, Master Wolf?”

Jamari had just sat down when the low drawl drifted toward her. Up close the man looked even bigger and way more frightening than he had from afar. Suddenly, she wasn’t all too sure she’d be able to accommodate both men. They were clearly not the kind of Dominants who would be easy to manipulate. The thought thrilled her to no end. The danger involved in being with Doms of their nature was only surpassed by the excitement of the power she’d have in her hands while under their care. 

“Master V, please join us.”

He wore a black with gold trim Vendetta mask, which Jamari assumed was why he was Master V for the night. It was rather amusing but also showed that the owners of the club ensured there was a variety of entertainment offered. No wonder Pamela loved being a member. 

“You won the bid, surely you don’t require a witness to finalize the agreement?” 

“It seems Cleopatra has a secret desire and you know me. I’m always eager to please my sub.”

Jamari wished she could see the big man’s expression as the eyes turning to her sharpened with a darkening glow. Something told her this was a man most people feared. 

“I’m listening,” he said with a distinctive Russian accent. 

“Would you be interested in a threesome?”

“Da. I could be persuaded.” 

“Since I’m such a sharp businessman, I would like to propose that you join us for the entire scene. Of course, that means you have to cover half of the winning bid.”

“Hold on,” Jamari immediately protested. “What do you mean by joining us for the entire scene?”

Master Wolf traced the inside of her palm. He smiled as her eyes flared and her breath caught in her throat. “Have you ever been flogged by two Doms simultaneously, my pet?”

“No, and I’m relatively sure I don’t want to either.”

“Hmm,” Master V interjected. “Don’t scoff at the prospect before you even give it a thought, little one. We might flog you together but we will at all times do so within your boundaries.”

The touch of his finger on the inside of her palm was mesmerizing, setting all kinds of sparks alight inside her body. She shuddered to think how magnified an effect it would be if he was without the mask to hide his expression of pleasure from her.

“The offer was for a medium to hard flogging,” Master Wolf said as he followed the hollowed valleys between her fingers. “How about we keep it to medium throughout?”

“I ... don’t know.” She cleared her throat, completely discombobulated by the speed at which he spiked her lust with nothing more than the soft caresses of his fingertips on her hand. 

“Decadent Sins is very strict on following protocol, little one. There is always a Dungeon Monitor present at every impact scene. If you want us to stop, you use the safeword, and even should we not hear, you can be assured he will.” Master V sat down opposite them. 

“Although I can guarantee you we will know long before you do whether you have reached your limit. Since it is your first scene in the club and an auction bid, we won’t push your boundaries tonight ... well, not during the flogging, at least.”

Jamari blinked as the words drifted through her mind. She looked sideways at Master Wolf. “Meaning you will during the threesome.”

“Only because it’s a secret desire of yours. It would be remiss of us not to explore the depth and darkness of what it is you really need, my pet.” He looked at Master V. “Well, do we have a deal?”

“Only if Cleopatra agrees.”

“There you have it, my pet. The decision is in your hands.” Master Wolf folded her hand in his, completely engulfing it within a warm clasp. 

She felt small and vulnerable, yet strangely comforted and protected at the same time. It was the weirdest feeling but she saw it as a sign of what was to come with Master Wolf as her Dom for the evening. There was a glimmer in his eyes that promised more than the flogging and the threesome. She latched onto it, instinctively knowing that being fucked by him once wasn’t going to be enough. 

“I agree, Master Wolf, to include Master V in our scene as offered at the auction.”
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Chapter Two
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“WE’RE GOING TO LAVISH YOU WITH A FEAST OF perpetual pleasure and pain until you beg for mercy, my pet.” The dulcet tones of Master Wolf found resonance inside her as she followed them to the dungeon. For the life of her, she couldn’t understand why she reacted to him with such unbridled abandon—almost like she should know him but knew she didn’t. It was disconcerting, to say the least. 

She was in foreign territory, a new club, with Dominants she didn’t know from Adam, and still, she was relaxed and calm. Her instincts about people had never been wrong and somehow, she knew both of these powerful men could be trusted to take care of her as their sub for the evening. 

“Shall we?” Master Wolf smiled engagingly as he wrapped a big hand around the back of her neck. It was a sign of his Dominance but it soothed and calmed her suddenly frazzled mind as they neared the illuminated stairs in the corner, just off the entrance leading downstairs. He guided her through a high arch, which opened into a neat reception hall. The walls had the appearance of large boulder-like bricks with wooden panels and light sconces that were inviting as much as medieval and dark. A muscle house of a man dressed in a black suit, tie, and white shirt opened the heavy wood door. 

“Enjoy, Masters.”

“Oh, we intend to, Raptor,” Master V said.

Jamari had been to numerous BDSM clubs over the years but still felt the shift in the air as they walked inside the dungeon. It was like they had stepped into another world. She was immediately engulfed in the comforting smell of the dungeon ... a mixture of sex, excitement, and pain.

The smell of leather and wood was inviting and filled her with excitement. Her heart rate spiked to match the rock beat of the Nine Inch Nails song that played over the central sound system.

Like always, the erotic atmosphere overwhelmed her as she looked around. The contrast to the more modern area upstairs made her feel as if she was in a different universe. The inner sanctum of the dungeon was slightly overpowering with numerous black leather sofas strategically placed with large chandeliers overhead. It wasn’t entirely dark inside, but the lightning was low, soft, and very intimate. The dungeon sconces against the stone and wood paneled walls gave the room a soft, romantic glow, which was in total contrast to the harsh scenes that were taking place on the spanking benches; all of which were large handmade pieces of heavy wood and leather.

Master Wolf stopped in the far corner of what she assumed was the whipping chamber. It was amazing how much larger the dungeon area was than she had originally believed. 

“You offered a flogging and agreed to a double flogging by Master V and me, is that correct, Cleopatra?”

Jamari looked into his warm eyes, wishing the lighting were sharper so she could see its color. His easy smile spurred her on to answer without reservation. 

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good. We will give you the flogging but we will do it our way. Are you comfortable with that?”

“What exactly is your way, Sir?”

“We promise pleasure, pain, and eroticism, my pet. For the rest I ask you to trust us.”

“That’s a big ask, Master Wolf, especially since you are strangers to me.”

“True, but you are in a BDSM club, my pet, and since you’re an experienced sub, you know exactly what to do to end the scene.”

“My safeword.”

“Exactly. Use it and we stop. The scene ends immediately, no questions asked.” He smiled again. “The club safeword is red but you can choose whatever you are comfortable with.”

“I’ve always stuck with red.”

“Then red it is.”

Master V brushed rough fingertips over her cheek. Unlike Master Wolf, he didn’t offer a smile. She got the impression it wasn’t something that happened often. 

His voice sounded guttural, rough, like sand over steel. “Sit down on the floor and stretch your legs out in front of you, please, my pet.”

The command in his voice wasn’t to be denied and she followed his instruction without thought. Her stomach clenched as they strapped on wide ankle cuffs and then attached them to the thick chains hanging from the roof. 

“You can’t be serious.” She started at the clanging of the chains above her. She trembled with the realization that they intended to hang her upside down, spread eagle in the air, which meant she would be accessible to their floggers from all angles. 

They glanced at her. “Breathe, little one, and remember, when it becomes too much, you know how to end it.”

Jamari did her best to slow her rapidly beating heart as she stared at the straps around her ankles.

“Remember, Cleopatra, this is an erotic flogging. It’s not about pain or punishment. It’s all about pleasure ... for all three of us,” Master V’s voice floated toward her as he squeezed her hand before getting up and pressing the button for the chain pulley, slowly lifting her off the floor until she was hanging upside down. 

They quickly clipped the wrist cuffs into the O-rings welded into the floor. Master V went back to the controls and within minutes she was in the position they desired. Her arms and legs spread wide with her body stretched in a taut line. 

“Oh holy fuck,” she whimpered. She was still fully dressed but she had never felt as vulnerable as she did at that moment.

“Unfortunately, for this flogging to have the desired euphoric effect, your clothes will have to go.” 

Master Wolf’s voice was still echoing through her mind when Master V, with quick efficiency, cut her clothes from her body. She blinked as he suddenly was there and went down on his haunches to look into her eyes. He studied her intently.

“Remind me of your safeword, sub?”

“Red, Sir.”

“Since we are cognizant of the danger of hanging upside down for too long, this isn't going to be a drawn-out flogging but I promise you, it’s going to rock your world.”

Her breath hissed from her throat as he brushed his hands over her breasts, rolling the tender buds between his fingers. 

“Ohh,” she moaned as he pinched her nipples at the same time as another pair of hands feathered over her clit while two thick fingers probed at the entrance of her suddenly wet pussy. 

“Oh, lord,” she mewled as the two Doms played with her until she thrashed against the chains and rattled them in the quiet room which drew delighted applause from the crowd that had formed around them to watch.

“Relax, Cleopatra,” Master Wolf’s deep voice tugged at the submissive inside her ... this time to no effect. She swore silently. How the hell was she supposed to relax when they had her on the edge of a climax in such a short time? She started to doubt she would survive their full onslaught if this was only the beginning.

A nacreous veneer of sweat covered her body as the sensations that engulfed her became unbearable. She tried to focus on controlling her body, but the needle-sharp tingling in her nipples and the arousal that shuddered through her dragged her mind back. Her body was being overpowered and in return, controlled her mind. Her thoughts swirled in a blur and centered only on the two powerful Doms. 

“To ensure your ultimate pleasure, we’ll be using long length lambskin floggers.” He traced her cheek. “It might be easier on you if we blindfold you so you don’t tense up when you see the strips connect.”

“I prefer not, but thanks for asking.” She licked her suddenly dry lips. “Could we please just start and get this over with? This is so not what I had in mind when I offered a flogging.”

He chuckled as he straightened, catching the black flogger in the air that Razor tossed at him. 

Jamari winced at the swishing sound of the leather strips as he loosened his wrist with a couple of swings. She was mesmerized at the fluidity of his arm movement as he swiped it back and forth, snapping an intricate figure eight in the air, and twisted his wrists to swing the strips in a full circle. She shivered as two pairs of hands briefly ran over every curve of her body, ending with tantalizing sweeps over her spread open pussy.

They moved away and with a deep, “Here we go, my pet,” they started to swing the strands against her skin with soft, light caresses that only served to heat her up. They circled her, swinging the floggers in beautiful harmony. It was discombobulating to feel the continuous stinging kiss of the leather strips on her body, no hesitation in between. They landed with perfect accuracy as they ensured there wasn’t one moment that one of their floggers wasn’t in touch with her skin. It was continuous, smooth, and comforting ... until it began to sting. 

“Ohh,” she whimpered as they whipped her back, her ass, her stomach, and her thighs as they continued to circle her with slow easy steps. Her body shook as they stopped, cocooning her between their hard bodies and stroked her sensitized skin with rough hands. 

“Hmm.” The moan trickled from her throat as the friction caused the sting to infiltrate through skin and muscle to settle in a deep throb inside her loins. 

“Ah, now this is the kind of reaction that makes our patience worthwhile, isn’t it, Master Wolf?” Master V said as he pressed his face between her legs, licking her pussy, and with a growl sucked at the juices she was incapable of keeping contained. She felt her cheeks glow as he chuckled and with a gracious, “Your turn, Master W,” he stepped back and let Matteo flick his tongue deep inside to take a taste as well.

“Tasty indeed.” He retreated much too soon. “Let’s ratchet it up, Master V. She needs to be brought up.” His eyes darkened as he looked down at her. “Now, our lovely sub, we’re going to make you scream.”

They started again. This time they didn’t start slow but intensified each strike with every hit, circling her faster and soon her body twitched and jerked with every lash of the leather. 

“Oww, fucking hell,” she cried as the sting turned to a flashing burn which enticed the first painful scream to echo to the roof.

“Ah, now that’s what we wanted to hear,” Master Wolf praised as they switched tactics and swung the floggers in full circles which drove the strips against her skin nonstop, throwing her mind into complete disarray. The strikes bit the air with erotic hisses and stung into her nipples, as they both concentrated their hits at each, swelling them taut and lighting them ablaze with stinging hot pulses of surgent blood. Her mind came off the hinges waiting for every hit.

Crack! Crack! 

“Holy fuck!” Jamari cried and gasped for breath as the leather straps bit into the softness at the back of her thighs and at the same time on the inside from the front, launching hot shards of pain to stab into the firm roundness of her ass and legs. Heat engulfed her entire body. She twisted her hips, trying to escape the next strikes as they used tight snaps of their wrists to lash the sweet succulent folds of her pussy, alternating from the one to the other—uninterrupted.

“Stop! Jesus Christ that hurts!” she screamed in a husky voice as the swollen nub throbbed from the hot stings that numbed her brain. 

The din of her cries echoed through the room as their whips sang out to inflict hot kisses on her nipples and stinging bites to her clit and pussy. Her mind unraveled into a confused entanglement of pain and pleasure between the fierce lust that set her nerves on fire. The burning pain from the stinging lashes planted welts of rosy pink on her skin until finally, her screams sounded raw and desperate. She pleaded with them to end her torment and then, unexpectedly, as the final lashes fell, her body arched as heat engulfed her lower body. 

“Sweet holy fuck!” she wailed as a climax rolled through her, sweeping her to the top of a rogue wave, only to tumble her under as she struggled to breathe, unaware that they had lowered her to the floor and unchained her. 

She only came to her senses as Master Wolf sat down with her at the aftercare area, while Master V gently rubbed a cooling gel all over her flaming skin. 

“Drink, little one,” Master Wolf prodded as he pressed a bottle of water against her lips. She gulped it down, only now realizing how thirsty she was. “Enough,” he said and wrapped the blanket Master V handed him around her. “Rest and give your skin a chance to recover.” He wiggled his eyebrows. “When you scream as you are sandwiched between us, we want it to be with pleasure and not have you pass out in pain from the friction against your inflamed skin.”

They chuckled as her cheeks bloomed with an enticing shade of red. To spare herself the embarrassment, she closed her eyes, and without intending to, fell into a deep slumber, one hand fisting around Master Wolf’s shirt. 

[image: image]

JAMARI WOKE UP AS MATTEO GENTLY LAID HER on the largest bed she had ever seen. She blinked away the final remnants of sleep from her mind as she looked around. The room oozed decadence and invited her to the promise of upcoming debauchery. 

Her breath staggered in her chest as she watched the two men undress. One muscled Adonis had already taken her breath away. Watching the rippling physique of two equally strong and powerful men caused her to hyperventilate. 

My mask! Oh fuck. Did they remove ... thank God, she sighed in relief as her fingers encountered the black sash still covering her face. 

“Not to worry, little one. We will honor your request that our masks remain in place throughout the night.” Matteo sat down on the bed beside her. Suddenly it didn’t seem so big anymore and shrunk even more when Master V settled on the other side of her. 

Razor taunted Matteo with a barely-there smile. “I hope you checked that there are proper sized condoms in the drawer. Those half-sized ones most of the Doms wear would barely cover my tip.”

Matteo laughed at Jamari’s expression. “No need to be concerned, little one. Master V tends to over-size that pencil dick of his.” 

She was enraptured by the easy camaraderie and respect between them. It was evident Master Wolf had spoken the truth when he had said they often scene together, which she was sure equated to fucking a sub in a threesome.

Jamari dragged in a deep breath and did her best not to stare at the size of the two men’s packages. Seeing them naked was rather intimidating but at the same time caused a twinge of heat to slowly erode any fears she might have felt at being sandwiched between them. 

“Such silky skin. I love the remnant of the rosy glow from the flogging,” Master Wolf said as he brushed his fingers over the softness of her belly. Before the sensation registered, his lips captured hers in a tender, promising kiss. An excited whimper escaped her mouth as they began to squeeze her breasts, flicking their thumbs over the taut pebbles. Matteo deepened the kiss; their tongues dancing as Razor’s lips feathered over her collarbone with a hungry mouth to nibble the soft skin in the curve of her throat.

She secured her arms around Matteo’s neck as waves of heat rocked and swayed her between the strong musculature of their frames. 

“Oh, lord, that feels so good,” Jamari moaned, as they simultaneously sucked her nipples. She surrendered in an arch and pushed them deeper as shards of pleasure penetrated her loins. 

The mixture of sensations overwhelmed her as they gently feasted on the succulent tips, tossing her mind into swirls of sensation that flooded her body. 

“Holy ... aargh!” Jamari screamed as they softly bit into them. “Masters, please, I ... ooh.”

Just like that, they tumbled her equipoise into disarray. She squirmed and twisted in paroxysms of unbounded pleasure against them as Master V moved down her body to flick his tongue against her clit. 

“Oh, sweet lord,” she cried as they took turns to gorge on her inflamed clitoris to nudge her over the edge.

“Come ... I’m coming!” Her scream bounced off the walls as she became lost in the intoxication of climaxing; praying it would end while wishing it would last longer.

“Holy hell, that was intense,” she whimpered and then cried as a fresh supply of heat surged through her veins as Master Wolf caressed the soft swell of her stomach while Master V nudged her legs wide open. 

“This is just the beginning, my pet. As promised, we’re going to give you perpetual pleasure,” Matteo murmured against her skin. “Over and over again.”

Razor spread the soft, puffy lips open and groaned as he felt the fleshy walls of her channel give way to his tongue. He caressed the silky skin, licking at the sticky nectar that glazed his tongue. 

“Sweet baby Jesus,” she cried, spinning wildly in a maelstrom of rapture. She was raked from head to toe and broadsided by the lash of their tongues stoking her lust as they heated her core to prep her body for yet another onslaught. 

Razor pushed her hips higher as he pushed his broad shoulders under her legs to drag his tongue with decadent promise over her perineum, languidly lapping at it.

“Hmm.” Her breath snagged in her throat as he tickled the small rosette with his tongue, shaking loose a shudder of ecstasy at the unexpected caress. Matteo joined in the play and lashed at her clit, twirling his tongue around the tip before drawing the swollen delicacy into his mouth with the grace of a connoisseur.

“This is too much,” she wailed as the sensual tugs on her clit caused a hot flash to rush through her loins. She had participated in threesomes a couple of times but never before had she been this highly aroused or prepared. It completely threw her mind into a spin. 

“There can never be too much pleasure, little one,” Master Wolf whispered against her ear.

Jamari didn’t bother to try and convince him otherwise as her body shook while her heart hammered inside her as she tried to stave off the inevitable. Whitecaps of excitement and fear broke upon swells of corporeal pleasure, sweeping her high into the face of euphoria.

They destroyed the last of her inhibitions with the intensity of the simultaneous sensations, offered in double-doses. Her mind was untethered as with a carnal cry, she shuddered and with her back arching, she was hurled into carnal oblivion. 

Matteo was mesmerized by her ethereal beauty as he watched her, floating, and suspended in a state of delirium.

“Breathe, my pet,” he murmured with a smile, pleased at how relaxed and trusting she was with them. He had always wondered how she would react in a BDSM scene but never believed it was something she practiced. Now that she was here in his arms, giving all of her without any restraints, he wondered if he’d be able to get enough of her in one night. More worrying, whether he’d be able to stay away from her. 

She groaned in a drunken haze as Razor’s arms wrapped around her waist, which was eclipsed by a gasp as he gently lifted her to straddle Master Wolf.

“Oh,” she moaned as Matteo prodded the entrance of her pussy with the engorged tip of his cock, now encased in a condom.

“Ah, Master V, she’s so hot and ready for us. Easy and slow, my friend. Let me savor those satiny folds giving way to my cock.” 

Jamari was lost in the sensations of his hardness slowly filling her as he gently pinched her nipples and toggled her clit until he was fully embedded. 

“Oooh, that feels sooo good!” she whimpered, clawing at his chest as he flexed his shaft deep inside her. “Ah, shit,” she gasped as Razor dabbed a large amount of lubricant on her tight rosette. Then he was there, pushing in slowly but firmly while Matteo pulled out to allow him an easier entry. 

“Breathe, little one,” he murmured against her ear. She finally managed to draw a staggered breath as he continued to press deeper, fondling her breasts while Matteo continued tapping her clit until Razor’s taut shaft was encased inside her ass. 

“Okay, little pet?” His deep accent reached all the way inside her to set her scrambled senses at ease. 

Jamari drew a few shallow puffs, forcing her body to relax around the hard cocks that twitched with eagerness for more.

“I think so.”

Razor grabbed hold of her hips and gently pushed her down onto Matteo’s cock. 

Her low shriek echoed through the room as she panicked at how full she felt. “Oh-god-oh-god. Too big! I don’t think I’ll be able to take ... hmm.”

“Relax, my pet, and stop thinking. Feel us ... that’s all you need to do, is to feel. 

Razor dragged his cock back slowly, awakening every nerve ending inside her ass as Matteo immediately pushed back in. Sensations exploded inside her, leaving her trembling at the intense heat that engulfed her. Her skin tingled with pricks of pleasure that were as sharp as a thousand needles. A carnal moan echoed in the room as the demands of her body took over.

“I didn’t think I’d be able to...” She gasped as her mind became suffused with lust. “More, Masters. I need more.”

Matteo nodded at Razor. Spurred on by her lustful cries, they rocked her with firm, even strokes. 

The pressure inside her couldn’t withstand the onslaught and she wailed as a wave of pleasure carried her to blissful release. Jamari’s desperate cries of bliss filled the room as they continued to pound out another uncontrollable orgasm that ripped through her the moment they both climaxed with unrestrained jerks inside her.

Matteo stared into her eyes, filled with the wonder of an experience that had flung her to the edge of endurance. The air around them shifted as he felt something stir inside him. He was shaken as he experienced the connection of her soul in the quiet aftermath between action and stillness. He caressed her cheek with the softest touch, afraid to break the heady magic that he could see radiating in her eyes. 

“I can only imagine your full beauty in this moment, little one,” he said against her lips, unaware that Razor had silently dressed and left them alone. 

He cuddled her against his chest, exulting in the moist heat of her skin against his. He pressed a tender kiss against her brow as her breathing slowed and she fell asleep.
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