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Chapter 1


Gemma





What in the hell was I thinking? 

My new roommate thought it would be a great idea for me to get my mind off my now ex-fiancé, Dustin. She said she knew exactly what I needed and had the perfect night out planned. I should have asked more questions. 

We're now standing outside the famous Club Red sex club in downtown Chicago. It looks more like a warehouse, but that's not what is putting me off. It's more the fact that this is where my best friend hooked up with my dad several months ago. 

She is now my new stepmother, and they are happy together. I love them both, but my dad is a member here."I can't go in there," I tell my roommate, Skye.

"Why the hell not?" She says, tucking her keys into her purse.

"Because my dad is a member here," I tell her like it's the most obvious thing in the world. Because to me, it is. There is no way I can go into the same sex club where my dad is a member.

"Well, he and Summer are going to see that new movie tonight. I verified they would not be here, so there's no reason that you can't go in there."

Summer and I were roommates before she got together with my dad, so I'm not surprised that Skye checked with her beforehand. I don't want to admit that curiosity seems to want to get the better of me. I do want to know what the allure is and why Skye is a regular member here. 

I also want to know why Summer is always raving about it. She's been telling me I should go, but I keep putting it off. 

"Come on, you read the same books I do, and I know that you're curious. I think that you're going to like it. It'll be the best rebound you can have." 

"But I don't need a rebound because I was the one to call off the engagement," I remind her.

"But you guys were together for a while, so you need a rebound." 

I don't think I need a rebound. I called off the engagement because I was more excited when my dad and Summer got engaged than I was over my engagement. That pretty much said everything.

Plus, my dad was a single dad since I was six. When my mother died, he worked his butt off and was the most amazing parent I could ever ask for. We're close, and the fact that Dustin didn't even think to ask for my dad's blessing or even talk to my dad before proposing just didn't sit right with me. 

"Look, here are the car keys. You can leave anytime you want. I've got a few people here I can catch a ride with. Just promise me you'll give it at least thirty minutes. Go in, have a drink, and look around. Check out both the first and second floors. If you don't like it, you can bolt," Skye says. 

My curiosity is definitely getting the better of me. Skye has talked about Club Red before, and I want to see what all the hype is about. So, taking a deep breath, I nod my head. Now hopefully, I'm prepared to walk in the door.

She takes my hand and guides me up to the glass doors that you can't see through from the street. I was expecting it to look like a sex club from the moment I stepped inside. But what I wasn't expecting was a clean, bright lobby that looks like it belongs in some kind of modern office building. 

Standing here, you would never know that on the other side of the big leather double doors sits one of Chicago's most notorious BDSM clubs. There's a dull thump from the music bass on the other side. By the doors, there are two men standing, while another man is guarding a small white door. It looks like a door that could lead to any simple room in any house on the other side of the wall.

"Gemma," Skye says, getting my attention.

"Here you go, dear, just fill this out," the receptionist says all sweet as she and Skye go back to talking.

Sitting down on one of the white leather chairs, I look at the form. It states that Skye is sponsoring me for a thirty-day guest membership.

We had filled out a lot of this online when we sent in my doctor's physical and the STD test I had to have, along with the proof that I am on birth control. Then I was required to fill out a series of consent and liability forms all of which they make me go over again now just to be sure. 

Reading further, there's the list of rules I have to initial next to each one. Don't interrupt other people's scenes. Stop doesn't mean stop. Red is the only code word that means stop. It goes over the club’s safe words like green means you're ready to go with the scene or happy with how the scene is going. Yellow, you're coming up to a limit or you're pushing against a limit. When you say red, the scene comes to a complete end. Consent is stressed constantly over and over again. Even having to consent to touch someone. It doesn’t matter if it’s something as simple as holding their hand.

For our protection, there are plain-clothed monitors and security members everywhere, along with security personnel who are easily identified. Many paragraphs are filled with details of what to do if a scene goes wrong, the consequences for breaking the rules, and everything in between. The more I read through the paperwork, the more comforting it is to know that there are rules in place to protect me. It makes me more secure knowing there are people in place who will ensure I’ll be safe.

Finally, I turn in the clipboard with my signatures on it, and give my ID card to the receptionist. A few minutes later, she hands me a very discrete member’s card. It's a deep red with the word ‘membership’ at the top with a member number, and on the back is a bar code. It doesn't have my name or mention of the club, so I'm guessing if it's ever found, there's no way to link me to Club Red other than in their system.

"Does she need a tour, or will you handle that, Skye?" the receptionist asks.

"I got this thanks," she says and then leads me through the simple white door, which opens into a hallway.

"Let's put your stuff in a locker in the locker room next to the restrooms. At the other end of the hall are all the security and the club owner’s offices." 

She guides me into a locker room where almost everything is white. We put our things in the locker, which takes our fingerprint as our key. It's high-tech stuff that I've never seen before.

Once everything is in our lockers, she walks us back into the lobby and through the leather doors. Stepping into the main area of the club is like entering a completely different planet. 

The room still has the old warehouse feel with cement floors, but it's a wide-open space.

"There's a two-drink maximum, but you can have all the water you want. They also have snack foods and finger foods at the bar," she says. Then she points to the other side of the room where the largest bar I've ever seen, with over twenty bar stools, is sitting.

This club does nothing small because in front of us is the largest black leather with red accents sectional coach that I've ever seen. It's so large it could easily hold over twenty people and there are large ottomans scattered in front of it big enough to hold three or four people lying down. More if they're sitting up. 

The lights are low, but as my eyes start to adjust, I take a look round. My eyes land on the stage at the far end of the room where a couple is performing. Others stop and watch for a moment and go on with their business, while some sit and watch intently. 

"The archway to the left of the bar leads to the voyeur hall. All sorts of different themed rooms are located there, and as long as the curtains are open, you're free to watch." She points to an archway to the left of the bar. 

"The second floor has themed and private rooms. Also, there's a smaller intimate lounge area where you can watch things down here, as long as the doors and windows are open." She points to the wall of glass above us. 

It reminds me of a hotel lobby I was in with my dad on one family vacation except there's no hallway and balcony. It's just a wall of glass. Some you can see into and others you can't.

"What's on the third floor?" I ask, looking at the row of glass that you can't see into at all.

"Those are the VIP suites. They're the ones who pay every month to have a private suite. The owners also have a suite up there. You can't get to that floor unless you're invited, so only worry about the first and second floors. Now, let's get you a drink because trust me, you are going to need one."

Skye pulls me toward the bar and orders me a Malibu coconut rum and pineapple juice, my go-to drink. 

I take a sip and turn on the bar stool to look at the room.

"Hey, I see a friend. You okay or do you need me to stay with you?" Skye asks.

"I'm good. I think I'm going to sit here and just watch," I tell her, motioning her off.

Taking a minute, I look around the room. There are several couples on the couch, a woman tied to the Saint Andrews cross beside the couch, and a man playing with the woman strapped to the cross. On one of the ottomans, a woman is sitting on a man's face and I can only imagine what's going on based on her look of pure ecstasy. 

People here are letting everything hang out, while others are mostly covered in lingerie. I seem to be very overdressed in my tiny skintight dress, which is less clothes than I've ever worn. I’m extremely uncomfortable in this dress with how much is showing. 

As I take another sip from my drink, a man in a suit sits down next to me.

"Are you new here?" he asks. His deep tone sends tingles across my skin.

"Yes, a friend of mine brought me as a guest. She's over there talking to some friends." I nod in the direction where Skye is. 

Turning to get a good look at the man next to me, my eyes widen. Fuck, is he gorgeous. A few gray hairs at his temples, but otherwise dark brown hair. There are some wrinkle lines at the corners of his eyes. If I had to guess, I'd say he's in his late thirties. But then again, I've always been attracted to men older than me. I think it's because they are more mature than the immature little boys that are my age. 

"Do you like what you see?" he asks, catching me off guard.








Chapter 2


Carter





Even in this light, I can tell her face flushes red. And fuck if it's not the cutest thing I've ever seen. Even my cock agrees. It’s getting hard at just the sight of the red on her cheeks.  

Normally, I don't flirt with women here. I do my business and leave, but for some reason, I just can't seem to walk away from her. 

"What's your name?" 

"Gemma." 

"Well, Gemma. I'm Carter. Do you see anything you like?" Taking a chance, I push my luck and ask her again. 

She looks around again but doesn't say anything. Finally, she nods. I'll take it. It's better than nothing. 

"May I touch you?" I don't know why I'm asking. I shouldn't want to play with her. But I know there's no way in hell I'll be able to walk away. 

Again, she nods. 

When I run the back of my finger slowly down her arm, I love the way that her breathing quickens and how her skin pebbles beneath my touch. 

"What do you see looking around the room that you like the most?" I ask, while still slowly running my finger over her arm. 

Her eyes look around the room, but they keep darting to the stage. Then she quickly looks away, as if she's embarrassed to like what she sees. 

On the stage is a sub tied to a Saint Andrew's cross and her dom is sharing her with other men. 

"Look at the woman on stage. Don't take your eyes  off of her." 

She does as I ask, which makes me even harder knowing that she obeys so sweetly. 

As she watches her nipples pebble beneath the thin dress she has on. 

"You know your safe words, right?" I ask before moving on. 

"Yes," she says breathlessly. 

"What are they?" I want to be sure. 

"Green means I'm good, yellow I'm getting close to a limit, and red means stop." 

"Good girl. What color are you now?" 

"Green," she says, and I smile. 

She has to be nervous, but she isn't letting it control her, and I will reward her for that. Still, one more question before we move on. 

"Do you want to play with me tonight?" Asking for her consent is of utmost importance to me. 

Her eyes lock with mine. She takes the time to think about it and not just throw out an answer. I appreciate that she’s cautious and careful. 

"Yes," she says, her eyes never leaving my face. 

I let out the breath I didn't even realize I was holding. The fact that utter disappointment would have filled me if she had said no is something I can unpack later. Resting my hand on her knee, I watch for her reaction as I slowly slide my hand up the inside of her leg.

Her breathing picks up and I start to wonder if the skin-on-skin contact is doing the same thing to her as it is to me. I may only be able to feel her skin with the tips of my fingers, but it's like I can feel it all over my body. My cock is hard and throbbing. As my hand slips under her skirt, she tenses but doesn't tell me to stop, so I pause, giving her time to process before I run my finger over her soaked panties. 

Something snaps inside of me, and I want to explore her. Gently taking her hand, I help her off the barstool and we walk across the room to the couch. Sitting down, I pull her onto my lap, with her back to my chest, and her perfect ass nestled against my cock. 

"What do you see that you like?" I ask while moving my hands down her sides to her hips. When she starts wiggling against me, I tighten my grip on her hips and hold her still. 

Still looking around the room, I see her staring at a couple at one end of the couch. The woman is still fully dressed, and the man is taking her roughly from behind. While her gaze is riveted on them, I let my hands continue to travel down her legs. 

I hook her legs on the outside of mine and then spread them open. She's exposed to anyone walking by, but her underwear is keeping her covered. Then, using one hand to hold her in place, I use the other to brush lightly over her panty covered clit. She moans, and I can feel the vibration throughout my body. 

Slipping my fingers inside her panties, I coat them in her juices before playing with her clit some more. 

"What about what's happening on the stage?" I redirect her attention to the new show on the stage where a woman is tied and being held down, while her partner is sharing her with several other men. 

As I slowly stroke her clit, one man finishes and the next one steps up to take his place. It’s then her pussy gushes. 

"What part of that made you so excited?" When she doesn't answer me, I halt my movements. Right away, she answers.

"Them sharing her," she says, her voice shaky.

"Is that something you'd be interested in? Being shared?" I ask as I slowly restart my movements on her clit.

"I've only read about it, but I'd be interested," she says, letting her head fall back against my shoulder. 

I play and bring her right to the edge before removing my hands and pulling her dress down to cover her back up. She lets out a whimper and lifts her head to look at me.

"The first time you cum will be on my tongue and the second time will be on my cock. If you still want this, we can head upstairs." I wait for her to make a decision.

"Yes," she says, still trying to catch her breath.

Gently, I help her stand. Then taking her hand, I lead her upstairs. We easily could have taken the elevator, but selfishly, I want to watch her climb the stairs in that dress. It's short enough that I get a hint of what's beneath it. 

When we reach the second floor, she turns to look at me. I guess she expects me to pick a room here.

"Up one more flight, baby girl," I tell her, making her eyes go wide. 

It seems her friend has given her the lowdown of what's on the third floor. At least as far as what her friend knows. One perk of owning the club is having my private room, not that I've taken advantage of it much.

Once we reach the top of the stairs, I take her hand and lead her down to my room. I open the door and step aside to allow her in then close and lock the door behind me.

"Wow. This room is amazing," she says.

But she doesn't ask any questions, and I'm glad because I'm not sure I want to answer any tonight.

She makes her way to the huge wall of windows that looks out over what's happening below and stands staring down there.

"Can they see up here?" she asks.

"No, and I can close the windows altogether if it makes you more comfortable," I tell her, not moving from my space in front of the door.

She turns to look at me, giving me a shy smile. "I think I'd like that." 

Nodding, I turn to the panel and with the push of a button, the windows turn black, and you can no longer see out of them. 

She looks around the rest of the room, taking everything in.

On one wall there's an oversized bed. There are dressers and display shelves full of things with which to play. Across from the bed is a Saint Andrew’s cross. In one corner, there's a desk that I sometimes come up to work at and get away from everybody. There's a small mini-bar with refreshments and snacks as well.

After she finishes perusing the room, her eyes land back on me.

It’s time for me to take charge. "Your safe words still work here. You say red and everything stops," I remind her.

She nods.

"Remove your dress and lay down in the middle of the bed," I say in my dom voice that has not been used in a long time.

She hesitates, and I wait to see what she does. Finally, she turns and walks towards the bed, stopping at the side. It's our first night together and she's allowed to be nervous.  But if this goes any further than tonight, she'll learn that I won't stand for any hesitation. 

Slowly she removes her dress, revealing that she was not wearing a bra underneath. Now the only thing she has on are her lace panties. 

Taking off my suit jacket, I place it on the desk. Then I unbutton my cuffs and roll up my sleeves. As I make my way to the bed, she watches my every move. 

When I’m standing beside the bed, she turns toward me and walks over on her knees, placing a hand on my shoulder. She's about to learn I'm the one in control and that means I'm not to be touched.

I take her wrists and guide her back to the center of the bed and lay her down. Then I stretch her arms out and lock them in the handcuffs that are already in place. They are ones that I had built into the bed. 

Once she's secure, I look her over. Normally I'd blindfold her, but there is something about her that makes me not want to. I like the feeling of her eyes on me and that's new for me. Not only do I want her to see me, but I want to be able to see her. 

"What color are you at, baby girl?" I ask, moving to the front of the bed. 

"Green."

"I won't ask again. It's your job to tell me if that changes. Understood?" 

"Yes."

"Sir," I add.

She catches on quickly. 

"Yes, Sir," she says.

My already hard cock pulses at her obedience. 

Climbing on the bed, I pull her panties down, while my eyes stay on her face watching for any sign she's changing her mind. All I see is desire, so I get in a position to make good on my promise. I gently run my hands up her thighs, pushing her legs open and getting the first look at her pussy, which is glistening with desire for me. That alone is a turn-on.

When I run my thumb over her clit, her body jerks against the restraints. 

Going for broke, I take my first lick of her. The tangy flavor of her is the most addicting thing I've ever tasted. Starting slowly, I tease her and slowly build up pressure and speed. 

As I lick and suck on her clit, she tenses up. When I insert two fingers into her and find the spot that makes her arch off the bed, she moans so perfectly that I want to remember the sound to get me off every time I want relief. 

My hands move up to her breasts and massage them as I continue to tantalize her with my mouth. When she moans louder, I know she's getting close, so I focus on one spot that seems to make her go wild.

When she reaches the peak of orgasm, she cries out in pleasure. But I don't stop until every last cry and pulse has been taken from her body. After it's over, she is panting heavily, unable to move or speak for a few moments. Finally, she comes back down from the high.

I slowly pull away from her body, kissing the inside of each thigh before kneeling on the bed and unzipping my pants. Then I pull out my hard-as-steal cock. Reaching into my pocket, I take out the condom I’d put in there earlier and roll it on before settling back between her legs. 

When she slides her legs up my back, wrapping them around me, and pulling me closer to her body, I take that as a sign of permission. Then I push in slowly, letting her get used to the size of me before going in deeper.

Each thrust is met with a moan from her lips and soon we are both lost in the pleasure of it all. I look into her eyes as our bodies move together and it's like nothing else I've ever experienced before.

We reach our peak together and come crashing down in a sweaty heap on the bed, both completely satisfied with our experience.

Collapsing beside her, it takes a moment to catch my breath. Then I undo the handcuffs and make sure she is covered and comfortable before getting up, disposing of the condom, and grabbing a bottle of water for her. I open it and hand it to her before climbing back into bed. 

As I watch Gemma come down, I know she's in her head. 

"Is this the part where I get up and leave?" she asks.

I smile at her innocence in all this. It’s so damn cute but also proves she is much too good for me. 

"This is the part where you let me hold you. It's called aftercare and sometimes doms need it as much or more than subs." 

She nods and relaxes as I lie on my side, pulling her into me with her back to my chest. When I wrap an arm around her, she clasps it to her.

After we hold each other for a moment in a comfortable silence, I need to know what is on her mind. It’s almost overpowering. 

"Did you enjoy what we did?" I ask. 

"Yes, very much so." 

When she speaks, I can hear the smile in her voice. The last of the tension in me fades away with her words. 

We had very little talk beforehand of how the night would go, and that just isn't like me. 

"Good. I did too." I tell her, feeling the need to reassure her.

Turning into my arms, she faces me. Then she raises her hand and gently touches my cheek. I tense, as I don't let people touch me, and for good reason. But I don't let on. I just wait to see her next move.

When a brilliant smile crosses her face, I know right then I want to see her again.

"Will you come back tomorrow? I'll put your name on the list as my guest." Later, I will analyze my feelings. Right now I just wait for her answer. 








Chapter 3


Gemma





When I search his eyes, it looks like he means it, that he wants me to come back. I sure as hell want to come back and spend another night with him. This was the most amazing night of my life and the best sex I've ever had. But there is something more between us. I can feel it.  

"Yes, I’ll come back," I say. 

We spend a few more minutes cuddling before he helps me get dressed. He hadn't removed any of his clothes other than his suit jacket. I guess he was just so worked up that he didn't want to wait and that's kind of hot.

"I'll walk you to your car." 

"Oh, you don't have to do that." I try to brush him off, but he stops in his tracks and turns to look at me. 

"I will always make sure you get where you are going safely. Neither will I allow you to walk out into the parking lot at night in Chicago alone, no matter how safe Club Red's parking lot is." 

Even though Skye boasted about how safe Club Red is, even the parking lot, I won't lie, having him there will put my already spinning mind at ease. 

"Okay. Thank you." 

He waits while I use the mirror to fix my hair. Not once did he rush me. Then, taking my hand, he walks me back downstairs and to the locker room.

"Go get your stuff. I will wait right here in the hall for you." 

Making my way to the locker room, I take a deep breath. Finally able to since I’m away from him for just a moment. I can't believe I did that. Sex with a stranger is so not me. I don't do one-night stands, though if I'm seeing him again tomorrow, is it a one-night stand? 

I guess if you are going to have sex with a stranger, this is the place to do it. Everyone is screened and clean, and it's about as safe as you can get it. Opening the locker, I get my stuff while wondering if Skye is still here or if she is already home. I guess I will find out soon.

Then I put my coat on, so I'm covered. This skimpy dress shows too much is not something that I would normally wear. 

Taking some time to clear my head, I go out into the hall. Carter is waiting for me, just like he said he would be. Once again, he takes my hand, and I wonder if hand-holding means something more here than him just helping me out to my car. 

Everyone in the lobby seems to know him. Even though they see us together, it’s as if there is an understanding not to bother him. Once outside, he seems to relax slightly. 

"Where is your car?" he asks. 

"Umm over here. It's my friend Skye's car. She let me have the keys and she got a ride home with a friend." I walk in the direction we parked in, hitting the key fob button to see which car lights up because I can't remember which row we parked down. 

He chuckles beside me as we head toward the car. He opens the door for me to get in. 

"I had a really good time tonight," I tell him. Though I’m not sure how the night is supposed to end when you have sex with a stranger at a sex club.

"I did too, and I’ll look forward to seeing you tomorrow night." He leans in, and kisses my cheek. Even that soft kiss sends tingles straight to my core.

Not knowing what to say, I smile, nod, and get in the car. Once I'm seated and my seatbelt is on, he closes the door behind me. When he steps to the side and watches me leave the parking lot, my heart races the entire time. 

A final look in the rearview mirror before pulling onto the street and I can see he's still watching me. The whole way home, my brain tries to process what is going on. I want to call Summer and talk to her, but this seems a little weird even for our relationship. What would I say? 'Hey, I checked out the sex club you and my dad met at, and I met someone too.' Yeah, I think I'll talk to Skye. 

When I got back to our apartment, thankfully, she was there and up.

"Okay, I stopped and got those cupcakes you love because I need details and it's totally a bribe. I know you were there and when I left, I saw the car was still there. SO?!" 

"I promise details, but I want to shower and change first. Then let’s open a bottle of wine, relax, and you have a deal," I say.

She lets out a squeal of excitement. 

Rushing through my shower, partly not wanting to wash off Carter's scent, but also needing to wash tonight away. That way I can start over in the morning with a clear mind. 

As the hot water cascades over my body, I think back to everything that happened. The way his hands felt on my body, the way he kissed me, and how he said he wanted to see me again tomorrow. I have no idea what that means or if this is just a one-night stand, but I guess I'll find out soon enough. 

I step out of the shower, feeling more refreshed and ready for whatever comes next. 

Once I am in my PJs, I go to the living room. Skye has moved the cupcakes to the coffee table along with a bottle of wine. 

"So, what happened? I didn't see you with anyone, but I was distracted myself." 

Not wasting any time, I tell her all the details of my night, from Carter walking up and our time in the main room to him taking me back to his room, on the third floor. Her eyes get huge when I mention the third floor, but she lets me tell the entire story. 

"Wow. Good call on the wine," she says, refilling our glasses. "I don't know who has rooms on the third floor. I just know what I was told. But if he's up there, then he's a big deal at the club. How do you feel about what happened?" 

"I honestly don't know. My mind is whirling, and I haven’t had time to process it all."

"Well, don't make any decisions tonight. Get some sleep and we can chat in the morning and see where your head is. Whatever you decide, I will support you. I'll go back to the club with you or stay home and have a movie night in. It’s your choice." She hugs me and we finish up the wine before heading to bed. 

[image: image-placeholder]I don't remember falling asleep. I tossed and turned all night, but the smell of bacon, coffee, and French toast has me wide awake now. Getting up, I walk to the kitchen to find Skye making breakfast. 

"How did you sleep?" She asks once I've had a bit of coffee. 

"Like shit." 

"I figured. Just for you, I made the coffee extra strong." 

"I think I want to go back," I say, surprising even myself. 

"By the look on your face, I'm guessing you hadn't made the decision until right now, huh?"

"Yeah, I dreamed about its last night, and I'm scared. Yet I think it's one of those things that I will always regret if I don't do it," I admit. 

"Then you are doing the right thing." 

We have breakfast and plan what I'm going to wear and what we are going to do to keep my mind off tonight. Since we both don't work today, we are thinking of going shopping. So after breakfast, we get ready to go.

Skye always takes longer than me to get ready, and as I'm waiting on her, there is a knock on the door. I open it to find a beautifully wrapped box on the ground in front of the door, but no one in sight.

The box is beautifully wrapped in shimmering gold paper, tied with velvet ribbon. I can barely make out my name scrawled in elegant calligraphy on the top. I carefully pick it up, feeling the weight of it in my hands, and take it inside. 

"Oh, wow, what did you order?" Skye asks, joining me in the living room. 

"Nothing. I wasn't expecting anything." I’m trying to rack my brain and figure out if I’ve ordered anything. 

"Maybe you got in some late-night shopping you forgot about?" I shrug and open the box. Whatever is inside is wrapped in gold tissue paper and there is a note on top with my name beautifully scrawled on top. 



Gemma,

I can't wait to see you tonight. 

I thought you could use something to wear. 

Wear this, and ONLY this.

Carter



The handwriting is masculine but neater than my own. 

"Wow. Let's see what he picked out." Skye is almost giddy with excitement. 

When I pull back the tissue paper, I find a tiny black dress. 

Whatever the fabric of the dress is, it's the softest material I've ever touched in my life. Actually, it looks like it was tailor-made to fit me. It's a simple black dress, but eye-catching with a plunging neckline that borders on showing almost too much cleavage. 

Skye is practically bouncing with excitement. "You have to try it on!" she exclaims. "I bet it'll look amazing on you."

I hesitate for only a moment with thoughts of how Carter got my address and his motives behind sending me the dress. If he had as much pull as Skye thinks he does, then he could have gotten it from the Club. Skye practically shoves me toward my room. 

As the dress slips over me, I remember he said he wanted me to wear the dress and only the dress. Since the material forms to my skin, you would see a bra or panty outline easily. But to even get to Club Red, I'll have to wear a dress over it, so everything is covered. It's not something I’d normally wear out of the bedroom. 

Opening my door, I show Skye. 

When she sees me, her jaw drops. "Holy shit, you are going to have every guy in that place drooling over you! Please tell me you will let me do your hair and makeup!" 

I agree hoping it will take my mind off things. With no need to go shopping now, we sit down to catch up on our TV shows, but they do nothing to calm my nerves about tonight. 
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