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​Warning: Read This – BDSM & Thriller
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This series contains scenes including, but not limited to, explicit graphic sex, voyeurism, exhibitionism, humiliation, ropes, cuffs, spanking, whipping, flogging, anal sex, ménage, strong language, bondage, and some S&M. Furthermore, expect controversial subjects such as unplanned pregnancy and BDSM activities.

This is a thriller/suspense combination genre and contains scenes of violence and death.

Liberties have been taken with places and notions that may resemble those of real life, such as insta-love and geographic locations. 

Please, only proceed if you are comfortable with the above!
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Dear Reader,

Please note: Punishments in these books ...  well, they aren't meant to be pleasurable and are, as their name indicates, punishing.

These stories develop over a very short time span. In real life, care should always be taken with your emotions, lifestyle, and sex. Remember: always safe, sane, and consensual.

Thank you for visiting Club Wicked Cove, my second BDSM suspense thriller series. 

In book 4 in the series, Merciful: Seth’s Revenge, Seth Harris has one mission in life—Revenge. 

Hatred consumes his every waking moment. But he is a patient man. He has hunted for two decades to annihilate the demons of his past; systematically. The end is in sight. Seth knows that the road to revenge leads to two graves—one for his enemy and one for himself. But he doesn’t care. He’s been dead inside for a long time.

Sasha Barlow has one mission in life— to find herself again. 

She has known crippling pain and betrayal. She moves to Jacksonville to put the pieces of her life together again and joins Club Wicked Cove to embark on a journey of self-discovery. 

As the Training Master at the club, Seth has his hands full with BDSM wannabes. But something about the gorgeous, red-haired siren drives him insane with lust. Sparks fly when two broken souls take a dive into a maelstrom of passion & desire.  

On the other hand, the Occhipintis continue to play a sinistrous game and stakes are higher than ever. Who is the hunter? Who is the hunted? That’s just a matter of perspective. 

Will Sasha be able to trust again? Will Seth make room for love in his life? Can two broken halves make a whole?

If only it were that simple. 

It never is.

I trust you will enjoy this dark tale of revenge driven by love for a sibling that suffered because of the desire for power.

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

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset
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Welcome to the elite, underground, BDSM escape named Club Wicked Cove.

Club Wicked Cove is a very exclusive, underground BDSM club on a farm located thirty miles outside of Jacksonville, Texas, on the banks of Lake Jacksonville. It’s a place where people go to escape and lose themselves in their own kinks and pleasure. In such a small, close-knit community, people treasure their privacy, therefore they wear masks, wigs and even colored contacts to ensure their identities remain intact.

Colt Fargo is the owner of Fargo Produce, one of the most successful farms in Texas. He is also the owner of the club, which stands on the outskirts of his farm on a separate plot of land. No one associates him with the club, which suites his need for plausible deniability. 

Club Wicked Cove is a series woven around Colt, his best friend and co-owner of the club, Nolan Shaffer, along with four of their friends, Parnell, Seth, Kent, and Raul. 

Colt’s dark past and the Occhipinti family wove an evil web around the club and its Masters. Each to be challenged in a different way as violence, sex and death scattered their paths to happiness.
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​Dictionary


[image: image]




Capito  - Understand

Cazzo incredibile - Fucking unbelievable

Come si dice? - How does one say

Dimenticalo  - Forget it

Dio mio  - OMG

Gesù Cristo  - Jesus Christ

Gesù cazzo Cristo - Jesus fucking Christ

Il Capo di Tutti Capi -  The Boss of all Bosses 

Io cazzo ucciderlo - I will fucking kill him

Jesucristo  - Jesus Christ (Spanish)

Mierda  - Fuck (Spanish)

Más de lo que esperaba - More than I expected (Spanish)

No tienes ni puta idea - You have no fucking idea (Spanish)

Pazzo   - Nuts

Schiacciamento - Crushing

Stunod  - Idiot
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​Prologue
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NOTE: Although this is a suspense thriller with an erotic BDSM twist, it is first and foremost a thriller. It is a DARK series involving mafia crimes, hate, revenge, violent acts, and deaths.

​

PLEASE NOTE: This book involves the dark traits of the American Mafia and there are details to the murder of a small child throughout the story. Please do not read this book if such content will trigger or upset you in any way.

​
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A remote village on the South-east coast of Tavu-Na-Sici island in Samoa, Palauli district.

“NO!” The horrified scream reverberated against the clay walls that surrounded them. 

They were being held prisoner in an oubliette—he’d explained to her the day they’d woken up in a roughed up, square hole in the ground; barely big enough for them to sleep in and nothing but the hard earth beneath them. The only way out was the heavy iron grid high above their heads. 

“Like those war movies you used to watch when you were little?” she’d asked, her eyes wide with fear.

He hadn’t answered, but the torture scenes that were part of those films, played in his mind. The angst had threatened to cripple him, but he kept it hidden for his sister’s sake.

The teen boy caught his fourteen-year-old sister’s hand. He gently tried to pry her fingers loose from the sharpened piece of wood she had clamped in her hand. “Let go! Please Kacie, let go,” he begged in a hoarse voice.

“I want to die! Please! Let me die,” she sobbed as she fought to keep the self-made weapon in her possession. “Please, Sethie. Please, I can’t take it anymore. I can’t stand it.”

“I can’t let you, Kacie. We’re going to get out of here. I promise you. Please, sis, let go,” he pleaded, cursing his own weakness when he couldn’t loosen her fingers. Although he was big for his age, lack of food and water had weakened him. It had been exacerbated by the torture and abuse.

“You’ve been saying that for weeks! We’re never getting out of this hellhole, Seth. Wake up! We’re going to die here and I want to die now! I’ll never ... never ...” Sobs racked her body as she begged him with tears streaming down her cheeks, “Kill me, Seth! I’ll never be able to look Mom and Dad in the eyes again. I’ll never look anyone in the eyes again. Not after ...” As she began crying hysterically, her fingers relaxed around the piece of wood. 

Seth took it from her and carefully hooked it into the waistband of his pants. He folded his arms around the small frame of his now frail sister. Gone were the chubby cheeks, the slightly overweight body. 

“Shh, Kacie, don’t cry so much. You’re going to wake them. Please, I promise you. I’ll get us out of here. We will go home!” His voice rose and trembled around the vow, as he tried to soothe her. He didn’t know how. One young, weakened seventeen-year-old boy stood no chance against an army of ruthless vigilantes. 

But I will fucking die trying. And one day, you fuckers, I will come back and kill all of you.

A noise above ground drew Seth’s attention. He ineffectively tried to quiet her sobs. “Damnit, Kacie. Shut up! You’ve woken them.”

“Kill me, Seth. I beg you. I can’t, not again! Never again. Please!”

She shrunk back against the wall as the iron grid that covered their cell, lifted. The sharpness of the flashlight blinded her where she was pressed against the wall, desperate to make herself invisible.

“Well, now. Our little whore is awake. Isn’t that dandy. Come here, slut. It’s time to play with daddy’s snake.” The vile man laughed boisterously as he reached toward Kacie.

“No! Leave her be, you fuck!” Seth screamed, hitting his fists against the man’s arm. He saw the butt of the rifle aimed at his head and twisted away with amazing speed. But not fast enough. He grunted as his vision swam for a moment when it connected with the back of his head.

“Get up here, bitch!” The man snarled. He reached in again to haul Kacie by her hair, up the makeshift ladder. Her screams echoed in the dark night.

“I hate you, Seth! Oh, god, please, let me go!”

“Forget about your God, my little whore and come service the only god in your existence. And you, you little fuck, I’m going to take your defiance out of your sister’s cunt. You think it’s only Cortez you should be scared of? You will learn not to oppose me,” he snarled into the pit as he pushed the grid closed with his boot.

Seth shook his head, trying to shake off the blur behind his eyes. Kacie’s screams continued until they turned into moans of pain and despair.

“No! I have to help her. God, please help me. I have to get Kacie out of here.” His voice was thick with anger as tears streamed down his cheeks when again, he was forced to listen to his sister’s defilement. 

He climbed up the ladder, knowing it was useless. There was no way he would be able to lift the heavy iron grid from where it was lodged into the hole. Still, he reached up and pushed, forcing back a scream of anger when it wouldn’t budge. Furiously he shoved it forward and nearly fell off the ladder when it shifted. For moments he stared at the grid with disbelieving eyes. 

It wasn’t lodged in place. The fucker had been too eager to get Kacie and he didn’t ... I have to get out!

He braced one foot against the side of the wall, and with a small prayer, shoved the iron grid forward. It moved another inch. Kacie’s screams urged him on and he kept at it until there was enough space for him to squeeze his body through.

Seth breathed hard as he slithered on the ground like a snake. Too scared of waking up someone else and preventing him from getting to Kacie. He crawled on his stomach until he reached the side of one of the crumbling buildings before he straightened. His gaze shifted toward the hut where a light was blazing. That was from where Kacie’s pitiful cries were coming.

Hugging the sides of the buildings, he ran toward it, looking around as he went. He picked up a rock with sharp edges, pulling the makeshift weapon from his waistband at the same time. It was a tree twig made from a hard piece of wood. Although the point wasn’t sharp, it could penetrate a soft part of the body.

Clever Kacie. Why didn’t I think of it myself?

“Yes, whore, that’s it. Fight me. Fight Miguel! Uh! Yea ... come on, slut! I’m close ...”

His cry of pleasure ended in a gurgle as Seth hammered the twig into the side of his neck.

“Take that, motherfucker,” he snarled, pushing it deeper, watching with satisfaction as the sharp edge disappeared into his throat. The man stumbled back, turning toward Seth, clutching the bleeding wound. His eyes were wild and furious. As he reached out, Seth sidestepped him and smashed the rock into his soft temporal lobe. Miguel crumbled to his knees. Another blow to the back of his head and he fell forward onto his face.

Seth turned to Kacie, not bothering to hide the tears when he saw her shivering body drawn into a protective cocoon. Blood seeped from between her legs. With a tenderness he didn’t know he possessed, he pulled her upright and covered her naked hips with her torn and filthy dress. Looking around, he grabbed a sheet from the bed and wrapped it around her shoulders.

“Come, sis. We have to get out of here,” he coaxed gently. “Kacie, listen to me,” he said when she didn’t respond but continued to sob. “Get up. Get up before someone else comes.” 

“I told you to kill me, Seth. I’m dead anyway. Kill me now, please,” she said vacantly.

How am I going to get her out of here if she doesn’t walk? Goddammit! 

Kacie grabbed his shoulders, shaking him as she hissed angrily, becoming more hysterical by the minute. “It’s your fault. I told you to kill me! Now look at me. Again! You let him do it to me again. I hate you, Seth!”

Seth slapped her hard. Her body jerked back. She blinked. “Seth? What ... how?”

“We have to get out, Kacie. Now! Can you walk?” Seth asked fearfully, knowing that she always had to be carried back to their hole once they were done with her. He was too weak himself to carry her.

“I’ll crawl if it means we’ll get out of here,” she said in a raw voice, holding onto him as he helped her to stand. Her eyes widened when she noticed the wounded and bleeding man on the floor.

“Seth?” 

“Forget about it, Kacie. I don’t know if he’s dead. Let’s go.” 

Seth peeked outside before he half carried Kacie with him. They stayed close to the shadows until they reached the darkness of the forest bordering the little village.

“Where are we, Seth?” Kacie asked with a heaving chest, already battling to keep up with him.

“I don’t fucking know, sis! We were in Fiji when they took us.” 

The group of vigilantes who’d captured them were mainly of Mexican origin, but he had a feeling that they weren’t anywhere near Mexico.

The forest robbed him of sight. He stumbled to a stop, trying to orientate his senses. The soft susurration of the branches felt heavy to his ears. His sense of smell was sensitized. He could detect the loam in the earth and the decomposing leaves that made the atmosphere thick. The blackness induced a sense of claustrophobia inside him that he struggled to overcome.

“It’s so dark, Sethie. I’m scared.” Kacie’s muted voice penetrated his mind. She pressed closer to his side, clamping her hand around him. 

“Hold on to me, sis. I’ll find a way out of here, I promise.” 

He began walking, praying that he would be able to keep to the narrow footpath they had stumbled upon. The dense canopy of trees obscured the skyline. There was nothing to guide them. He prayed that they weren’t going in circles and would end up back where they had begun.

They walked for what felt like hours, with Kacie dragging behind more and more as her strength began to wane. He sighed with relief when the forest thinned out to show the silhouette of a building in the distance. He forced Kacie to hunker down on her knees while he perused their surroundings. The darkness of the horizon was slowly turning lighter.

“Sis, stay here. I need to go and see if there is anyone to help us.” 

“No! Please, don’t leave me alone, Sethie,” she pleaded, clutching his hand between hers.

Seth went down on his haunches in front of her. He brushed his hand over her bruised cheek.

“You will be able to see me. I’m only going over there, but I need you to hide here in case I come across another thug like those back there. I will get us home, Kacie. I promise you.” 

The trust in her eyes made him feel ten-feet tall.

No one will hurt you again, sis. I promise you. From now on, I’ll protect you with my life. 

It didn’t take Seth long to discern that they were on a remote island. Despondency threatened to swallow him. The signs were all over the place. It belonged to the vigilantes. There was no one he could approach for help. 

He curbed the shout of joy when he noticed a boat moored against a small dock. He looked toward the spot where Kacie was waiting and waved at her, furiously gesturing for her to come to him.

“Sis, don’t freeze up on me now,” he mumbled. He was about to go and get her when he saw her running toward him. He took her hand and half dragged her behind him as they ran down the hill.

“Seth, please! I can’t ... my legs ...”

“It’s only a little further. Come, Kacie. You can do it,” he urged her on. He kept his arm around her waist to support her as they stumbled into the boat. 

Kacie stared at Seth as he fervently began to search for a key. On a small island like this, he didn’t think that they were too worried about a boat being stolen.

“Yes! Bingo!” He whispered excitedly as he found the key lying under the seat in a blue plastic holder. “Now pray it’s the boat’s key, sis,” he muttered while he carefully pushed it into the ignition.

“How are you going to drive the boat, Seth? You don’t know boats and it’s still dark,” Kacie said, shivering with fear. She would rather throw herself off a cliff than go back to that hellhole.

“Have faith, Kacie. I’ve driven Uncle Gavino’s boat before. This one can’t be that different.”

Seth glanced toward the building, relieved when there was no sign of life. The motor purred with the first turn of the key. He untied the bow line and pushed off from the dock.

Now, where the hell do I go? I have no clue where we are. Or which way to go.

Seth looked at the compass on the dash of the boat and decided to head north, praying that they would find land. He kept scouring the horizon for signs but there was nothing except ocean surrounding them.

Seth held tight to the steering wheel as he struggled to control the boat as they drove into the force of three foot swells whipped up by an oncoming gale. He leaned into the wind and felt the sting of salt spray. Through squinted eyes he drank in the sight of the cresting waves reflecting the garish light of the early morning sun through torn foam. Now in the offing, far from shore, the roar and pounding water replaced the threat of recapture with a new one—how to survive with no food or water in an open boat in the middle of nowhere. His mind was awash with worry. 

What if it turned worse? How will I get us to safety then?  

A layer of salt encrusted his eyelashes and cracked his lips. He whooped and hollered inside his mind along with the tempestuous sea, attempting to draw its raw power and strength into him.

“Goddammit. Give us a break!” He screamed into the wind, noticing that the fuel gage was alarmingly low. Seth couldn’t discount the possibility that they might die at sea.

What if we drift for days before anyone finds us?

The wind blew out over the vast expanse of the ocean. His worst fears were realized when the boat sputtered and died. 

Seth stood behind the wheel, staring dejectedly at the gentleness of the ocean. Suddenly, he felt eighty-years-old. Deathly tired, he shuddered and sat down next to Kacie, who had fallen asleep. He pulled her gently into his arms as he leaned back and closed his eyes. ​
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Two days later, they were found by an Australian fishing trawler—completely dehydrated.

“Fucking hell. They’re alive! The little buggers are alive,” the fisherman shouted to his captain, who leaned worriedly over the side of the boat.

“Let’s get them aboard. Hurry up. They don’t look too bright-eyed to me,” he said with concern. 

The young girl couldn’t have been much older than his twelve-year-old daughter. The condition of her dress and body told its own horrific tale.
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​​​​Chapter One
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Present day: Twenty-two-years later.

​Clap. Clap. Clap

The crop snapped rhythmically against the camouflage cargo pants. His bicep bulged as he lifted his hand and pushed the tips of his fingers into the front pocket of the pants. The crop hung loosely from his fingers.

Clap. Clap. Clap.

A black t-shirt hugged his honed chest like a second skin showcasing the six-pack underneath. Sasha Barlow swallowed as she watched—awed, as the broad shoulders rolled with sinewy strength. A dark green and black camo mask covered his whole face, leaving his closely cropped brown hair in stark contrast. 

Now that’s a face I’d love to see. That man is seriously yummy.

His moss green eyes stole her breath as they swept over her face, then tapered into slits as he caught her staring at him.

The familiar chatter of the other trainees faded into the background, leaving her feeling exposed and nervous as he closed the distance between them.

“You’re new,” he said. “You weren’t here for the introduction last week.” The mellifluous tone of his voice reached deep inside Sasha and plucked at a submissive chord that vibrated through her core.

Sasha was apprehensive but was willing to give it a chance. She was classed as a survivor by the powers that be―the doctors and the psychologists who had worked with her after her ex-husband, Darius’ violence had gotten out of hand. She’d never liked that reference. It had made her feel like a loser all over again; a gutless woman who didn’t have the courage to stand up to the man and say, “Enough”. 

Sasha had always been a little reserved but had never been a weak person, and she’d come to realize it had been part of her attraction to Darius—his dominant side, however distorted that had been. He’d coveted winning her over, not by being the man she fell in love with—but by thriving in the rush of power he exerted when he took the control from her, as opposed to being in a coequal relationship with him. In the beginning, it had been fun, playful even and gave their sex life a boost―until he began to abuse that power and hurt her in ways she’d never imagined. She’d been afraid that she would alienate him and lose his love if she opposed him. She became the victim of her own ignorance and naivety. 

A year of intense therapy and meditation had taught her to rebuild the self-confidence she’d lost over the two-year marriage. She was not at fault for the way he’d treated her, but it hadn’t taught her to get over her fear of intimacy, which his treatment had saddled her with. Sasha knew she had to find a way to overcome that if she ever wanted to have a life. 

She had done research on the internet, in the libraries and attended talks on dealing with the aftereffects of abuse. It was during one of those conferences that she met an oral surgeon—a woman in her late thirties. Sasha had found it easy to talk to her. She’d been sensitive and understood the difficulty Sasha was going through. 

“I see myself in you, ten years ago, Sasha. I was in the same place and it took me four years to recover.” 

“Four years?” Sasha despaired at the thought of another three years of nightmares and loneliness ahead. 

“We both know it’s going to take a lot of work to overcome the loss of faith and intimacy you once shared with a man. The experience going forward could be you subconsciously transferring those feelings to all men. I found my way through the labyrinth of doubt and guilt when I joined a BDSM community.” 

Sasha had gone home and phoned Jewel, her cousin, who was living the BDSM lifestyle. After a long discussion and deliberation, she’d made the decision to move to Jacksonville and join Jewel’s fiancé’s exclusive BDSM club, Club Wicked Cove, there. She could’ve joined a club in Orlando, but she needed to break away from the past and start over and be surrounded by people she loved.

Sasha struggled to blink back the memories as the Training Master took the final step that would place him in her personal space. She dreaded the feeling of claustrophobia and tried to control the involuntary reaction that would make her tremble. She glanced into the green, multichromatic eyes that glimmered with spectral highlights of yellow and slate gray. A blink and their beauty were momentarily shielded by a pair of long, dark eyelashes—a surprising contrast to the rest of his chiseled features. 

In that furtive glance, Sasha tripped on something foreign. A strange sensation of calm descended; peacefulness, not felt in years. When his lashes lifted, she still hadn’t recovered from the intense look. It was an empathic gaze that communicated a visceral understanding of her pain. He knew, somehow. She cleared her throat and shifted from one foot to the other. 

What was his question again? Was she new?

“Yes,” she murmured. His eyes changed color when he wove a hand through her dark, red tresses and grazed the back of her neck, making her downy vellus hair stand up. 

“Lovely,” he said, as the thick locks cascaded through his fingers. This time, the hot shard that tore into her loins and made her eyelashes flutter was his cue to explore further. His hand gently fisted a shock of hair and pulled her head back.

Sasha bit her lip and tried to tame the burgeoning lust that began to grow beneath his touch.  Soft tendrils hanging in veils, bristled against the folds of her ears and drew her scalp taut.

“Mmm,” she moaned when he pulled her up against him with a gentleness that offered her the opportunity to resist, should she choose to. He bit into her lower lip and sucked on it. A flash of heat raced down and unleashed a warm flush of essence, forcing her to clench against a suffusion of pheromones that lingered between her thighs. Oh, my god.

He traced her aquiline nose with the tip of an index finger to caress the vestigial depression beneath. He gazed at the fullness of her mouth; tempted again to taste the swollen succulence which glistened from the lick of her tongue. 

Seth pressed the pad of his thumb against her bottom lip and exposed the fleshy crimson pulp. “In here, trainee, these lips belong to me,” he whispered sotto voce, surprised by a sudden feeling of possessiveness toward the petite woman. “Don’t let me catch you chewing on them again.” He hid his amusement behind a subtle mask of indifference as he watched a ring of energy ebb and flare in the contractions of her irises. 

“No. Don’t shut them. I want to see those eyes unless I instruct otherwise. Is that clear?”

She nodded.

Crack.

“Ooowwww! Fuck that hurt!” she spat out, enraged by the pain from the crop that had stung her backside. 

“In here, you don’t nod when asked a question, trainee. It was in the material you were quizzed on. You should also know better than to glare at me, unless you want another taste of my crop?”

“No. I’m sorry.”

He stepped back. Her body quailed from the sudden disengagement when he turned to face the other trainees. Not a word was uttered. A curt glint found its full expression in his eyes at the trainees who had forgotten their place and were bantering amongst themselves with not a care to his presence. Like a domino effect, one by one, caught his gaze and pulled straight to attention. The chatter died away as they all turned in his direction.

Clap. Clap. Clap.

“You were given instructions last week when you signed up for this class. Is there anyone here who can remind us what they were?” His voice cut through the atmosphere like a sharp knife. 

“We were supposed to wait in a straight line in the present position. Ehm ... legs spread, arms behind our backs and eyes lowered.” The tall black-haired trainee next to her answered in a sugar-sweet voice.

“Then do it, now,” he snapped, irritably.

Why the hell did I agree to be the Training Master? 

He waited as the nine subs and six Doms took their positions. The redhead, who had turned his head, stood at the end of the line. Seth was drawn to her because of the resemblance to a woman who’d once managed to get inside his head.  

“I am Master Zeus. When you’re at the club, all Doms and Dommes, are to be referred to as Sir or Mistress.”

He strolled toward the end of the line with the crop snapping against his pants leg. 

“As was explained last week, Club Wicked Cove caters for an exclusive number of members who wish to remain anonymous while enjoying the freedom to explore their particular kink. Therefore, wigs, colored contacts, masks, etc. are de rigueur.  You were also told to choose a club name for yourself as part of your club identity, unless in the privacy of one of the dungeon rooms you wish to share your given name. However, you will remain anonymous in the public areas.” He stopped in front of a trainee Dom and snapped the crop on his shoulder.

“Your name.”

“Guardian,” he answered with a confident smile.

Seth Harris scrutinized each trainee. Not all would cut it. He walked down the line, quietly identifying the ones who might cause problems and those who would frizzle out. He stopped in front of the redhead and lifted her chin with the tip of the crop.

“And you, my pet?” His velvet voice was soothing. 

Sasha held her breath, suddenly not sure about the name she and Jewel had decided upon. 

“Miss Sassy,” she said, tilting her chin up, which elicited a soft chuckle from him. He turned and faced them. 

“Dominance and submission are a relationship of equality where one party gives power to the other; to offer, him or her, what they need. Whether it’s only physical or emotional, both Dom and sub get what they want out of the relationship. Some people who enter the lifestyle do so out of curiosity and don’t fully understand the dynamics behind it. If you’re here out of mere curiosity, I suggest you leave now and do some more research to see if it’s really what you want,” Seth said, looking at each of the trainees down the line. No one moved and waited with animated expressions for him to continue.

“As your Training Master, my word is law. You’re here to learn how to be a Dom or a submissive. When I give an instruction, you obey without hesitation. If you oppose me, I’ll warn you once, thereafter you’ll be punished to show you the error of your ways and teach you to take responsibility for your actions. Understood?” He waited until all of them acknowledged his question.

“You’ve all passed the tests as far as the theory and terminology of the BDSM lifestyle is concerned, therefore, I’m not going to repeat any of it. Any questions?”

“Yes, Master Zeus. Are you in a relationship?” The black-haired trainee asked cheekily.

Sasha held her breath, surprised at her own eagerness to hear his answer. He was the first man since Darius who made her insides tingle. His eyes flickered in her direction as though he knew before he responded.

“That, trainee, is none of your business,’ he said. “Now, because all of you elected to ignore the very first instruction you received, you will get a taste of punishment.” 

He pointed to the metallic strip on the floor. “On your knees on the strip, next to each other. Everyone. Doms included. Yes, before you can be a proper Dom, you need to know what a sub goes through.” He waited until everyone was on their knees. “Take off your tops or shirts. If you’re wearing a bra, remove that too.” 

A rumble of chatter was silenced by the sharp glance he aimed down the line. Mistress Moira, the assistant Training Mistress, approached with a long thin chain in her hands. Sasha noticed that numerous clover nipple clamps were attached to it as she strolled past. A small, evil smile played upon her lips.

“Now clasp your hands behind your head, don’t move and remain like that until we tell you. Silence,” he snapped at the protest that arose. 

Sasha bit her lip. Her knees were already feeling the sting of the strip digging into it. She clasped her hands behind her head, embarrassed that her nipples were taut. She cringed when she saw what Mistress Moira and Master Zeus were doing. A clover clamp was attached to a nipple of each Dom or sub that connected all of them together with a long chain. Her memory of clamps was one of pain. It had always been the tightest, plastic clothing pecks he could find. 

“Punishment doesn’t always take a corporal form such as whipping, flogging, or spanking. There are many ways to let a sub know that a Dom is unhappy. Humiliation, exhibition, forced or denied climaxes are among some of the more familiar forms. A Dom will always fit the proper punishment to an improper conduct of the sub,” he explained, as he came to stand in front of Sasha who watched anxiously as he manipulated a clamp in his hand. 

“Eyes here, sub,” he said gruffly. He brushed his fingers over her cheek and noticed the fear that threatened to make her bolt out the door.

“Trainees, just as a reminder of what the rules stipulate. In the BDSM lifestyle, as a sub, you have the control. Always remember that. Even though you are trainees, we abide by that principle. If you feel what is expected is too much, you have the power to stop it by using your safe word. Yellow, to indicate you need to talk, or red, to stop the act immediately.”

His eyes dropped back to Sasha. “Okay, Miss Sassy?” 

Sasha felt the touch of his fingertips on her cheek all the way down to her toes. By addressing her fear, he immediately set her mind at ease.

“Ready?” He waited for her soft affirmation before he rolled her right nipple between his fingers, enjoying the flare in her gaze. “Deep breath, Miss Sassy,” he cautioned.

His soothing voice was cut short by the stinging pain. The slightest pull on the chain accentuated the bite of the clamp around her nipple.

“Oh, shit that hurts,” she mumbled.

“Deep breath, Miss Sassy. Concentrate on breathing through the pain,” he instructed gently. The throbbing pulse provoked a sympathetic response in her clitoris, which stirred a dormant rebel heart.

Seth nodded at Mistress Moira as he walked toward the bar, leaving her to watch over them. The sessions were scheduled from five to eight in the evening. Where after, club members started arriving and trainees would be on duty as either waiters or club assistants, cleaning equipment after scenes and fetching tools to the Doms. 

He took off his mask after taking a seat opposite Nolan, a friend, as well as one of the owners of the club. He was slouching lazily in a sofa in the far corner, out of sight to the trainees.

“I don’t know why I agreed to do this. Just because I decided to take a hiatus from film production for a year, doesn’t mean I want to spend the time babysitting a bunch of trainees. It had been Colt’s brilliant idea so, he should be the one training them,” Seth mumbled as he took the beer, Zak, the bartender, handed him.

“Stop complaining, Seth. You’re a brilliant coach and besides, training is only three days a week. Out of all of us, you’re the one with the most patience. Besides, you know that Colt has too much on his plate with the Occhipintis—playing their Don, no less.” Nolan responded acerbically. 

Colt Fargo was Seth’s cousin. He’d been taken from his parents the day he turned sixteen, by his real father, Luca Vitale, the founder of the Occhipinti crime family, with the intention to train him as his successor. Colt resisted but circumstances forced him to capitulate and now he was the boss of the Occhipintis—Damiano Vitale. A name Luca had given him and one Colt hated with a passion.

Nolan nodded toward the entrance. “A bit much for a first punishment, isn’t it? Some of those subs might not have experienced nipple clamps before,” Nolan said with a grin. Seth merely shrugged.

“The quicker we weed out the wannabes, the better. I don’t want to waste my time with someone who doesn’t know whether they want to be in this lifestyle or not.”

Seth quaffed his beer, re-masked and with a salute, walked back to the group of trainees. This time he forced himself to pass up Miss Sassy to begin removing clamps from the opposite end, leaving Mistress Moira to sort out the others.

The rest of the session was spent discussing club rules, introducing them to the Senior Masters, Junior Masters and finally a tour of the dungeon and its accoutrements.

“That’s it for tonight. Tomorrow, we will begin your official training with a spanking session. Each of you will be given the opportunity to flagellate either a trainee sub or a Dom. After that, we’ll concentrate on different tools and techniques subs can use to deal with the sensations the pain awakens. Questions?” 

Delilah, the black-haired siren, smiled seductively at Master Zeus. Sasha was hard pressed not to roll her eyes.

“Do we get to play at all, Master Zeus? Do you, perhaps, need a sub for tonight?”

Seth’s expression didn’t change as he looked at the enthusiastic sub. “No. You’re not allowed to play for the first two weeks, and after that, only if I am happy with your progress. Any Dom who wants to play with you, needs my permission and yes, it is to ensure that the scenes are screened beforehand and not something you’re not ready for. Of course, the Senior Masters don’t need permission and might wish to use some of you for demonstrations.  Though, let me warn you. Any Senior Master has the right to punish you, so don’t believe that misconduct or transgression of the rules will be overlooked once you’re done with my sessions. In here, you’re a trainee and will be treated as such. The fun only starts when you graduate,” he said.

His disapproving glance silenced the grumbling quickly. “When you arrive tomorrow, be sure to wait in the lobby wearing only panties or underpants, in the Nadu position. That’s your homework. Find out what a Nadu position is. I want it perfect. Now, you’ve been allocated your duties for the evening. Off you go.” Seth smiled as he watched Miss Sassy glance around furtively while she dressed. 

Hm, the little redhead doesn’t seem to enjoy exhibitionism. I’ll be sure to pay attention to that. Nothing as enticing as a naked, blushing sub. 

He walked upstairs to study the trainees’ files and limit lists. 
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“So, Miss Sassy, how was your first night as a trainee?” Jewel asked as Sasha handed her a drink.

Sasha smiled. They had decided be strangers at the club. With similar features, it would be too easy to make the connection that they were related.

“I have to say, it was informative and enjoyable. Well, most of it,” she muttered as she pressed her arm against her breast which was still sensitive from the nipple clamp.

“I heard about the punishment. That’s one thing about Master Zeus. He doesn’t show leniency when it comes to punishment if it’s deserved. Although he is the best with aftercare. Ehm ... did you list your hard limits, Sash? If it’s not on there ...” Jewel asked worriedly. 

Sasha had divorced her abusive husband two years ago and couldn’t get her life back together again. She lived in fear of intimacy and rejected all invitations to go out. The bastard had made her believe that all men were cruel and that she deserved the treatment she got, loading her with blame on top of the abuse. Jewel had been overjoyed the day Sasha had phoned to discuss the BDSM lifestyle. When she made the decision to move to Jacksonville, Jewel was there to do everything she could to assist Sasha in overcoming her fears. 

“Yes, but there was nothing about knives and cutting,” she said hesitantly as her thumb unintentionally rubbed over the raised scar on the inside of her arm.

“Because hardcore BDSM is not allowed here. No blood, no knives, no cutting, no suffocation, and no fire. A Dom isn’t allowed to draw blood and could be banned if he did during a whipping or a flogging.”

“Master Zeus says that the relationship between a Dom and sub is equal. I’m not sure I understand that. How can it be equal if I give the Dom the power to whip and humiliate me?” Sasha asked hesitantly. 

Jewel searched her face and noticed a flash of fear in her eyes. 

“Firstly, Sash, all the Doms here are very experienced at knowing a sub’s needs before they themselves do. Subs innately want to submit, giving over their power to a Dom so that they don’t need to think about anything but the freedom to be themselves. A Dominant will always respect your choice to submit. The key word here is choice. A Dom and a sub relationship is built on mutual respect and trust of the other’s inherent nature as a person.”

“I understand the mutual respect and trust, but it’s still the Dom that holds the power.”

“Actually, Sasha, it’s not. In the BDSM lifestyle, it’s the sub that holds all of the power.” Jewel chuckled at the look of confusion on her face. Her expression sobered and her voice became serious. “Remember, Darius took control away from you and abused that power to hurt you. I understand you’re worried that the fear will come rushing back by submitting. And I gather you’re concerned about opening yourself up to more experiences like pain and humiliation?”

Sasha winced. Jewel was reading her thoughts like a book. “Those thoughts have crossed my mind since I walked through these doors.”

“And that’s understandable. But here, you’re in a strictly controlled BDSM environment where you have been empowered. You always state beforehand what is and isn’t permissible, how far you will let a Dom go, and when to use the safeword to stop any further action. Your limit list, remember? No Dom here will ignore that. You’re the one who makes the choice, it’s not taken away from you by force; you can stop it or walk away any time you wish. You can relax, Sasha. You will remain safe and in control of every scene.”

Sasha mulled it over. The thought of being the one in control in an intimate situation made her feel secure. It might assuage her fears and give her the confidence to be with a man again.

“Thanks, Jewel. I have a lot to learn,” she said, as they shared a smile, “but your explanation does help make me feel more relaxed.” Sasha glanced toward Master Ace—the bartender, and quickly excused herself to get back to work.

An hour later, Master Ace handed her a small tray with a tumbler of bourbon. “Please take this upstairs to Master Zeus’ office, Miss Sassy. It’s the first door on the right, off the stairway.”

Sasha stared at the tray, suddenly feeling apprehensive about being alone in the presence of the Training Master. He unsettled her—not because she feared him, but instead because he made her feel sensations that she didn’t believe she was capable of anymore.

“Are you alright?” Master Ace asked in a deep drawl. 

“Yes, I’m fine. I’ll find him,” she mumbled as she picked up the tray and made her way upstairs. She faltered when a murmur of voices and groans sounded from inside the office.

“Ah, that’s more like it, sub. Deeper, Chloe. You should know what I like by now.” 

Master Zeus’ lustful admonitions floated from the sofa as she stood in the doorway, shocked at the vision that greeted her. 

The blonde barkeep was on her knees in front of him, bobbing her head up and down. Sasha was mesmerized by the carnal scene. He was impaling her succulent mouth with his stiff cock, while enjoying watching her suppress the gag reflex trying to get him all the way down her throat.

“Oh, fuck yeah. That’s what I want, sub. Now ...” He hesitated as his eyes caught the movement in the doorway. His cock jerked in the blonde’s mouth as he spied the woman in the doorway and watched the pink tip of her tongue appear from between her pouty lips.  Sasha’s eyes were fixated on the woman sucking his cock.

“You’re fascinated, Miss Sassy,” he said with a thick voice. He felt his cock swell taut when she looked at him. “Your expression tells me you’re excited by what you see,” he said as he continued to study her reaction. 

“Thank you, sub. That’s enough for now. You may go.”

“But Master Zeus, you haven’t—”

“We will continue your lessons tomorrow, Chloe,” he said patiently. 

With a conceding mumble, she got to her feet. She turned at the door and smiled. “Thank you, Master Zeus. I appreciate you help.”

He nodded; his eyes on the redhead who hadn’t moved since she’d arrived. She stood watching him quietly. Her eyes moved over his body to stare at his cock and widened when it began to swell even more in anticipation. 

“So, Miss Sassy, have you sucked a cock before?” he asked softly, meeting her eyes as she nodded.

“Ehm, yes,” she said clearing her throat. Her eyes were drawn back to his tumescence that seemed to grow bigger with each passing moment, until it stood erect. Sasha had forgotten what sensual excitement felt like and the flush of heat in her loins, from merely watching him run his hand up and down its length, shocked her at first; until she noticed that his action seemed inviting, not threatening.  

What’s the matter with you? You hated it when Darius fucked your throat. 

She was confused from the desire that swirled inside her. She wanted to be the one to please this impressive Dom—to be mastered by him.

“And have you deep-throated before?” he asked, secretly overjoyed by her fascination with his cock.

A shadow appeared in her expression as she nodded, remembering how painful it had been in the beginning when Darius had forced himself down her throat, laughing while she gagged and vomited. 

Still, it had looked so sensual when Chloe had pleasured him.

“Yes, but not one as big as yours,” she said softly.

Seth chuckled. “Come here, sub. On your knees,” he pointed to the spot in front of him. “I’ll leave it up to you to decide whether you wish to take me that far.”

His deep voice reached into her soul with an enticement she couldn’t ignore. She placed the tray on the desk and sank to her knees between his legs.

Seth watched her while he stroked himself. “Well? Did I make a mistake, Miss Sassy? Do you want to do this or not?” he drawled.

“How ... ehm, do you want me to do this?” she queried hesitantly. At his raised eyebrows, she shrugged and said, “That sub’s hands were clasped behind her back.” 

“Ah, of course. But that sub has some experience and I have no idea about your skill level. So, for now, no. But instead, remove your top and bra again, please.”

Sasha grimaced. She had always been self-conscious about her nakedness. Especially since Darius had constantly insulted her looks.

“Do I really have—”

“Let me make one thing clear, Miss Sassy. In here, when a Master or a Mistress gives you an instruction, you follow it, unless it is a hard limit for you. I’ve studied yours and exhibitionism isn’t one of them.” 

From notations made in her file by the attorney who had interviewed her, he knew that she was recovering from some kind of abuse and had to be treated with care. Seth also knew from personal experience that she would need a strong hand to guide her through her fears. 

He waited until she nodded. Sasha pulled off her top and bra. Her nipples were swollen and taut like dark pink pencil erases.

“Beautiful. You are so perfect, Miss Sassy. A body like that should be bared, not hidden.” Seth brushed his palms over the tips. They expanded into tight nubs. He rolled her nipples between his fingers, watching as her lips opened, her breathing rushing through them in short gasps.

“Are you sure you want to do this, Miss Sassy?”

Sasha looked into the depths of his eyes and once again felt herself drawn closer. The fact that he gave her the choice, filled her with confidence and made her feel like she was the one in charge. This time, her nod was unruffled. “Yes, Master Zeus.”

“Good. Let’s start with a slow suck. Let me feel the heat of your mouth and the stroke of your tongue around my tip. You’ll know when I’m ready.” 

He didn’t move and sat watching the slight hesitation in her eyes. It had to be her choice. If she felt overwhelmed and ran out of his office, he wouldn’t be surprised. Overcoming abuse of any kind was a challenge without added pressure. He knew, better than anyone, how daunting any act of intimacy would be for her while she struggled to recover.

Sasha felt herself relax as she leaned closer. This would be the first intimate act she would participate in willingly post Darius. Not having a fist pulling her hair and forcing her face closer felt foreign. The closer her mouth came to his swollen shaft, the more she felt the desire to please this Dom who waited patiently. 

Seth’s hips lifted off the chair when her lips curled around the bulbous tip. She flicked her tongue sensually up and down the slit before she twirled it around his length as she sucked him into her hot mouth.

“Hm, that feels good, sub. Yes, like that. Keep sucking like that.” He buried his hand in her hair and gently caressed the silky strands as he guided her. He growled when she folded her hand around the base of his shaft. 

“No hands. Just your hot mouth sucking my cock,” he managed through clenched teeth. The urge to satisfy his greedy lust by hilting himself to the back of her throat tore at his waning reserve of polite engagement. He waited for the initiative to come from her. He reached for her nipples and pulled on them until moans of pleasure thrilled around his cock, shattering the last of his constraint.

“Ah, my pet, you are doing so well and making me feel weak in the knees,” he offered praise while his cock swelled from her expert manipulations.

“Are you ready to give me more, Miss Sassy? I would love to feel that tight throat of yours convulsing around my shaft.” 

Sasha had never enjoyed doing this with her ex but felt an inexplicable desire to be the reason this forceful man lost control. The rush of achievement filled her. Jewel had been right. Being in control as to how far she would go, made her feel empowered. She would be the one holding the scepter.

She nodded at him. Seth was spellbound as he watched her full upper lip give way and contour itself in a snug fit around the engorged, knobby head of his cock. Her bottom lip, with its crimson-colored pulpy interior, dribbling with slippery saliva, disappeared as she slid her tongue forward to accommodate his taut, thick shaft. Her nostrils flared as he bumped the back of her throat.

“Oh ... fuck, that feels good. If you want to stop, pinch me here.” He took her hand and wrapped it around the wrist of his hand that was buried in her hair. 

His cock jerked as she carefully pushed down and swallowed him. The sight of her, so fully impaled on his cock that he could feel the tip of her tongue lash his scrotum, nearly undid him.

“What a beautiful sight. Easy, honey. Start slowly. I’m going to lose it soon enough,” he murmured as he watched her follow his instruction. 

The spasms, as she continued to suck him, became uncontrollable. His vision blurred when he felt the pricks of a thousand needles deep inside his loins. Heat surged through his veins. His hand tightened in her hair.

“Jesus. I need to ... fuck me, little one. Now. Yes ... uhh,” he grunted as he thrust into her throat, guiding her head to take him all the way until he battled to keep control. The fingers wrapped around his wrist tightened slightly but it was just enough to force him back from blindly fucking her mouth. 

It all became too much. With his eyes squeezed shut in a last effort to hold off, he let go with an enormous groan as he ejaculated down her throat in a volcanic eruption of hot, ropey spurts of cum. He held her pressed against his crotch as his cock continued to jerk inside her throat.

A desperate squeak yanked his attention back to her. He allowed her to pull back, but he kept his cock inside her mouth.

“Suck me dry, Miss Sassy,” Seth muttered. He leaned his head back against the sofa to calm his breathing and stop the tremors that shook inside.

Sasha felt giddy with a sense of accomplishment. His hoarse voice told her that she had shaken him with her prowess. A surge of confidence flooded her as she looked into his eyes. They shone brightly as he returned her gaze with a look of shared knowledge of her newly discovered authority.

A sharp knock on the door caused Sasha to pull back, but his hand kept her in place. “I didn’t tell you to stop. Keep sucking,” he ordered before he looked up. “Hey, Master Ace. What can I do for you?”

Zak Powell chuckled when he caught a glimpse of the redhead bopping up and down.

“Nope, all is well. I wondered what had happened to my new waitress. But I see she’s otherwise occupied. I didn’t want to find the trainees wandering about where they shouldn’t be,” he said with a shrug.

“I understand. She’ll be down shortly.”

Zak nodded and disappeared. Seth smiled at the bright pink flush that covered her cheeks. Ah, my pet, you’re going to have to get used to public displays very quickly. In here, it’s what all the members enjoy.

“Thank you, Miss Sassy. You may put him away.” He enjoyed her blushing cheeks too much. Seth carefully zipped up.

He traced her lips with his thumb, contemplating her; noticing the signs of spittle still foaming around her lips and dollops that had dribbled on her breasts. He reached for a wet wipe in the side table. While he wiped her clean, he deliberated on how much pleasure she’d managed to give him. The desire to dominate her flashed in his mind. He had stayed away from D/s relationships, preferring to sample the variety the lifestyle offered.

“I enjoyed that tremendously, Miss Sassy and look forward to the next time you offer to take the initiative.”

Her eyes flared at the first compliment she’d ever received for performing such an intimate act. 
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