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“What a truly enjoyable story! Cole and Sage are such incredible characters. I loved the interactions between these two as he showed her what it would be like to be his Submissive and maybe so much more. And don’t even get me started on their unreal chemistry! Absolutely sizzling! I fell in love with these two and kept hoping they would end up together. If you want to know what happens, then take a chance and enjoy the ride! I highly recommend you read this book!”

~~~~~~
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“Road Trip was an amazing and delightful read. This book is super-hot and sexy. It makes you laugh and smile and all those feelings in your lower region. A great love story between two people who got to know and understand each other, and what they wanted. Definitely a page turner, hard to put it down, I absolutely loved it.”

~~~~~~
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“Cole and Sage will set your reader on fire and scorch you where you sit! A quick read that has everything you have come to expect from this author: a drool-worthy, dominant lead, a sassy submissive to make it interesting, sizzling chemistry, a storyline with writing that makes reality disappear as you mentally sink into the pages, and at least one supporting character you will want to steal for yourself. I was emotionally caught up in the story and felt the sensual pull of the relationship alongside the pain and frustration when I couldn’t decide whether to hug or slap the characters.”

~~~~~~
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Dear Reader, 

Road Trip is the first book in an open series of standalone titles of Billionaire Bad Boy Romance novels. Filled with hot and sexy alpha males and kink, they will make you wish you were in these women’s shoes. 

ROAD TRIP

Cole Sawyer 

A self-made billionaire and a powerful Dom. A dangerous combination.

A man who had conquered his business endeavors. 

A Dom, who took what he wanted and now, he had his eyes set on her.

Sage Porter

A gorgeous redhead teaching at Sawyer Academy and a loved professor who reveled in her job. 

A woman who had a sex crush on Cole Sawyer, the gorgeous Dean who caused her ovaries to do a flaming tango whenever he flexed his muscles. 

A submissive in search of the one Dom who could break lose the shackles that bound her inhibitions.

Sassy as she was, though, she was bound to catch the eye of the feared Master Cratos at The Rouge Lounge. The night she did was the night her entire world turned upside down. 

A summer road trip forced her into close proximity with the man she admired and the Dom she had no defense against.

Would Sage be able to surmount her own past insecurities amidst the shadows from Cole’s that come back to haunt them both?

Editor’s Note:

Tale as old as time, Beauty, and the delectable Master Cratos. Oh, that isn’t how it goes? Well, color me confused because this emotional roller coaster will take you to the highest of highs and drag you down to the lowest of lows only to send you soaring again. Betrayal, heartbreak, and healing all wrapped in the tight little package of a class road trip; Sage and Cole’s story will have you smiling, cringing, and pulsing all within one breath.  

I trust you’ll enjoy this story.

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset
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Three months ago ...

“Any problems?” asked Cratos, the owner of The Rouge Lounge, an exclusive BDSM club in New Orleans at Twelvemile Point on the banks of the Mississippi. He joined the club manager, who was also his best friend, on the upper mezzanine level overlooking the dungeon below. 

“None, which is surprising, since it’s a very busy night.” Liam Flynn glanced at the tall man by his side. “I didn’t expect to see you tonight.”

“I have a meeting with a potential Security Manager for my various business enterprises.” Master Cratos rested his arms on the balustrade of the balcony and leaned forward. As a well-known and very powerful Dom in the BDSM community, he’d earned the name Cratos in reference to its meaning in Greek Mythology of divine personification of strength. “He’s also a well-known Dom in the BDSM community as a Shibari expert. He’ll be an asset to the club.”

“If he’s so sought after, why is he looking for a position here?”

They only appointed staff at the club who doubled as Doms, provided they were experienced and had a niche—a skill that would draw more members. They offered numerous demonstrations by these skilled Doms to entice interest and grow their numbers.

Cratos glanced at Liam. “Always cynical.” He took a sip of the single malt whiskey that Bella, the club coordinator who looked after him at the club, had just handed him. “Fergus McGrath is a fellow countryman of yours although he grew up in the States. He recently relocated from Los Angeles to New Orleans in support of his sister whose husband passed away and left her with two little boys and no money.”

“Well, if he’s Irish, he’s perfect.”

Cratos chuckled. His gaze sharpened on a shapely form that had just entered the dungeon adorned in a skimpy black mini skirt and a silver and black demi cup corset. He watched as the woman tossed back her hair. His eyes narrowed as the luxurious russet strands shone in the dim lights, drawing his attention to her tiny waist as the ends teased the small of her back. A sight that entranced him in a similar fashion as that of a sassy employee of his.

“Who is she?”

“Who is who?” Liam’s eyes followed his avid gaze. “The tall one?”

“Yes, the redhead with the silver and black corset.”

“She’s known in the club as Cinderella. She comes here every last Saturday of the month. The blonde with her is Devon Vale’s cousin. I’ve given them a standing visitor’s invitation, provided they pay an entrance fee and follow club rules.”

“Cinderella.” Cratos rolled the name on his tongue. A wicked smile curved his lips. “Very appropriate,” he murmured as she looked over her shoulder and he gazed upon her beautiful oval-shaped face with a rounded jaw that was surprisingly strong at the same time. Something that had enchanted him for years. He could see her pursed lips from where he stood, their plum-rich succulence begging to be kissed. In one word, she was a passion-breathing beauty. His gaze moved over her creamy skin, rounded shoulders, and slim waist to hesitate on the flare of her curvy hips before his narrowed countenance traced over her legs that climbed all the way to heaven. Lust clenched a hard fist around his cock and squeezed. She was sheer perfection, and even from a distance, he felt branded by her beauty.

Liam’s gaze shot to him. “You know her?”

“I do and she’s the last woman I ever thought would set foot in a BDSM club ... but now that I know she’s in the Lifestyle, I’ll make a point of being here every last Saturday.”

“Well, well, well,” Liam stared speculatively at Cratos, “miracles do happen. You never scene in the club and only do demonstrations on the rare occasion. The only time I’ve seen you touch a sub in here is when you identify a need that’s not being fulfilled and correct it.” His gaze sharpened as a smile twitched his lips. “It’s the first time you’re the hunter.”

“Ah, but this little snip is worth the effort, my friend. I can’t wait to bend her over my knee and spank her cute little ass.”
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Chapter One
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“You’re not serious!” 

Sage Porter glared at Cole Sawyer, the Dean of the Sawyer Academy. The distance separating them across his humongous desk was reduced by the animosity spitting from her eyes that turned their usual clear beauty to a deep, swirling emerald shine. 

He, the disreputable devil, was unperturbed in the face of her anger. He sat back in the chair and stretched out his long legs. The rat-a-tat of his fingers on the desk grated on her nerves but she bit back the snappy remark hovering on her lips. 

“How long have you worked at the university, Ms. Porter?”

As always, she was shaken by how her insides quivered as his deep grating voice flowed through her mind. It annoyed her that she became so easily unsettled under his direct cerulean stare. 

Well, hell, it’s no wonder. Since when is a computer science professor and private university owner supposed to be this hot, sexy, and gorgeously fuckable? 

Her tongue did an unconscious foray over her lips as her eyes moved over his neat short black hair. There were times it was tousled and gave him a devilish appearance. Her stomach clenched as she recalled watching him drag his hands through it when he was concentrating. Her eyes moved over his broad forehead, high cheekbones, and square sculpted jaw. His aquiline nose sat above a wide, very kissable mouth that appeared wicked, framed by his neat goatee. His cheeks were clean shaven but always had a touch of a five o’clock shadow. 

“Well?” His lips twitched upward at her intense scrutiny.

She shifted in the chair but refused to lower her eyes, no matter that she could feel her nipples tightening into hard little stones. Luckily for her, it had been cool that morning and she had slipped on a thin cotton jacket. At least it helped to keep the embarrassing effect the man had on her a secret from his too sharp gaze. 

“Three years.” She responded to the question on how long she’d worked for him

His lips twitched in amusement at her blunt response but his eyes glimmered darkly. It sent an uneasy, yet familiar shudder through her body. One she had never felt outside the walls of The Rouge Lounge, a BDSM Club she frequented once a month with her best friend, Talia Scott. It had become a monthly outing after payday, the last Saturday of every month. It was an exclusive club that only catered to paid members, but the extravagant monthly fee was too high for their professor’s income. Talia’s cousin was one of the Senior Doms at the club and they had a standing invitation, provided they paid the exorbitant entrance fee as visitors. 

“Well? Can I depend on your cooperation with the summer road trip?”

The way Cole Sawyer looked at her reminded her of Master Cratos, the owner of the club, and a Dom most of the subs feared. He had the innate ability to hone into a sub’s hidden desires and ensured she got exactly what she needed, no matter what she believed otherwise. 

Not that she had personal experience. She was too shit scared of the powerful Dom and made sure she hid when he walked around the club. 

Sage enjoyed the challenges and the relaxation BDSM offered, and that was all she was interested in. The intensity of just watching Master Cratos talking or demonstrating with a sub was way too heavy for her to deal with. For one thing, she liked to maintain some level of control in a scene. Something, she’d been told emphatically, would cost her rear end dearly if Master Cratos were aware of it. Luckily for her, he was hardly at the club on the nights they went, which suited her just fine. 

Well ... he never used to be, but over the last three months, he appeared like a phantom every time they went there. He lurked in the background soon after Talia and she arrived at the club. The first time, she’d been so startled when she’d bumped into the masked man’s chest, she’d turned tail and ran. He always wore a black face mask that covered more than half of his face, which made his appearance all the more intimidating.

“Ms. Porter,” Cole’s voice slashed toward her like the sharp crack of a whip, “I asked you a question.”

“I’m sorry. My mind wandered. What was the question?”

“I don’t like repeating myself, so I suggest you pay attention.”

“Of course,” she said biting back the words, I’m all ears, in the wake of his narrowed eyes. Everything about him suddenly spelled danger ... loud and clear. A warning tingle of unease rippled down her spine. Somehow, this side of him screamed of the very intimidating Master Cratos! 

Get a grip, Sage. High and mighty Cole Sawyer is too cold to be a caring Dom ... not in any alternate universe! 

“The road trip this summer vacation, Ms. Porter. Can I depend on your cooperation?”

“Why me? I don’t even own a motorcycle, let alone know how to ride one. For that matter, I have no desire to turn into a sticky, smelly mess at the end of every day’s drive. I’m afraid you’ll have to ask one of the other female professors on the staff. I’m not the motorcycle type.”

“Ms. Porter, am I correct in saying that you’re the only female staff member who hasn't been involved in any of the trips we’ve arranged for the students?”

“I volunteered last year to be the attending chaperone for the boat trip to Florida.” She waved her hands in the air. “It’s not my fault you chose Keisha over me.”

“Keisha hadn’t seen her parents in five years. Surely you didn’t expect me to deny her the opportunity to visit them as part of the trip?”

“That’s not ...” Sage heaved in a calming breath. Trying to spar with this man was fruitless. “I’ll volunteer to go next year but a road trip on the back of a motorcycle over a distance of god knows how many miles ... I—”

“Ms. Porter, it seems you misunderstood me. I didn’t ask you if you would attend. I am telling you; you will be the attending chaperone on the road trip this summer vacation. All I want to know is whether I can depend on your cooperation.”

“Mr. Sawyer, you have no right to force me to ...” Her words drifted off as his eyebrow twitched upward. “Look, be reasonable. I don’t rough it. I like to sleep in a comfortable bed and I refuse to shower in communal bathrooms. I’ll be more of a burden than assistance to whoever else is going, especially to the students.”

“I have full confidence in your ability to adapt to any circumstances, Ms. Porter. Insofar as being a burden to the students?” A Cheshire grin split over his face. “You were their choice for this trip.”

“What? I don’t believe you. Since when is it up to them to choose who accompanies them?”

“I decided to change things a little this year. This kind of trip requires the professors who accompany the group to be liked and trusted, because tempers flare easily when people are tired. Apart from the other two accompanying profs, you were elected unanimously.” He got up. Even with the desk separating them, he towered over her. “Let me make this as clear as I possibly can, Ms. Porter. You don’t have a choice. Either you accompany us on this trip ... or you won’t have a teaching position to return to after the summer break.”

“That’s extortion!”

Cole shrugged. “No, it’s a fact. You are going on this road trip with us and it’s not up for further debate.”

“You said ... us. Who is us?”

“I didn’t tell you? I’m personally leading this year’s summer trip. And you don’t have to worry about being unsafe on the back of a motorcycle, Ms. Porter. I’ve been riding since I was ten years old.”

“W-What do you mean?”

“You’ll be riding with me. On the back of my Harley.”

Well, fuck me. I better start looking for another job because there’s no way I’m spending a week of my summer break pressed against this man’s back!  
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“He’s such an asshole. Threatening me with my job if I refuse,” Sage railed as she stormed past Talia the moment she gained entrance to her apartment.  

Talia shook her head and closed the door before following Sage into the grand open room where she’d flopped onto the sofa. She was used to Sage fuming nonstop when she was upset. 

“I can’t believe that I thought I had a sex crush on the degenerate, lowlife ... caveman!” Sage’s hand flailed in the air. Her hands curled as she squeezed her fingers together. “I never had such an urge to ... to throttle someone.” She snorted as she looked at her hands. “Not that I’d have a remote chance to do that. His freaking neck is as thick as a damn trunk.”

“I can see how that would be a problem. Maybe a rope would do the trick?” Talia offered with an indulgent smile. 

Sage’s eyes slashed in her direction. She pushed upright and glared at Talia. “You think this is funny?”

“Hardly.” Talia sat down in a plush bucket chair and folded her hands on her lap. “Especially since I have no idea what you’re so upset about.”

“Oh.” Sage smiled sheepishly. “Our esteemed Dean Sawyer is demanding that I be the chaperone on this year’s road trip. Can you believe that? Me? The woman who sleeps on a soft mattress, wakes up with cockatoo hair, takes thirty-minute baths, blow-dries my hair every day, luxuriates over a scrumptious breakfast and needs at least ten hours of beauty sleep. How in the hell does he picture me in a road trip setting?!” she ended vehemently. 

“Absolutely preposterous.”

“See? You get it.” Sage narrowed her eyes on Talia as she noticed the tolerant smile on her face. “Are you patronizing me?” She wagged a finger at her. “This is in no way funny, Talia. He says I’ll be riding with him, on his Harley Davidson. You know what that means? I’ll be pressed against his back every day! There’s no way ... no way in hell that’s gonna happen.”

“It seems the lady doth protest too much.” Talia crossed her legs and laughed at Sage’s expression. “Come now, Sage, it’ll be fun.” She shrugged. “For one thing, at least we’ll be spending our summer vacation together.”

“What do you mean?”

“The students voted who they wanted to accompany them and I’m the other female prof lucky enough to be chosen.”

“Lucky! Don’t tell me you actually want to go?” Sage stared at her aghast. 

“I love bikes, Sage. Remember I had one in college? We went everywhere on my little Rachel Roo.”

Sage smiled in remembrance, but then her brow furrowed and the smile slipped. “That was long ago and for fun. This trip is going to be for what? One week ... two?”

Talia cleared her throat and physically prepared herself for the outburst she had no doubt would follow. “A month.”

At first, Sage didn’t respond, except for her jaw falling slack and her mouth gaping open as she stared at Talia in shock. “Please tell me you’re joking.”

“Come now, Sage. You know the summer trips usually last anywhere from a month to two. Why would this year be any different?”

“Because it’s on freaking bikes for one thing! Why anyone finds pleasure in straddling a moving object for hours, day in and day out, is beyond me.” She jumped up and started to pace. “Where is the tour going, anyway?”

“We’re taking the scenic coastal route to Tampa and then to Miami Beach. From there up to Jacksonville and Charleston before we head inland to Atlanta, Nashville, Dallas, then Houston and from there back home.”

“And that’s going to take us an entire month?” Sage brooded as she sat down again. 

“Well, of course we’re going to sleep over somewhere every night. It’s not going to be all driving eight hours a day. Don’t forget, Sage, it’s students. Dean Sawyer ensured there are many fun activities planned throughout the trip. For one thing, we’re staying over in Tampa for three nights and in Miami Beach for ten. Come on, don’t be such a sour puss. It’s going to be fun.”

“Very well, I’ll go but ...” A smile curved her lips. Her eyes sparkled as she looked speculatively at Talia. “But only if you ride with Dean Sawyer and I with whoever you’re supposed to.”

“Oh, hell no.” Talia surged upright. “I’m not swapping with you.”

“Talia, he told me if I don’t go, I won’t have a job to return to after summer break. You have to help me,” Sage beseeched her. 

“If the circumstances were different and if the professor I’m riding with wasn’t Steve Gosner, I might have.” She waved her hand in the air. A seductive smile curved her lips. “It’s my one chance to make an impression on Steve, Sage. He’s been avoiding me like the plague since he started working at the university at the beginning of the year. This is my one chance to make an impression.” She leaned back in the chair. “You’ll just have to suck it up, my friend. Besides, how bad could it be to press your pointy bits and hungry loins against the hard frame of Prof Cole Sawyer? The man is a veritable Greek God.”

“Exactly.” Sage puffed irritably. “I’m bound to make a complete ass of myself and climax every time I rub against that unmovable muscle palace when he takes corners or heaven forbid, slams on the brakes.”

Talia burst out laughing. She wiped the tears of mirth from her eyes. “We can’t have that. Therefore, we have to make sure your libido is taken care of before the trip. We’re only leaving next Monday, so it means we can still go to The Rouge Lounge on Saturday. No harm in getting one of the hot Doms there to fuck your brains out, right?”

“You’re right. I can’t think of anything better to ease the tension. A nice spanking and a good fuck is exactly what I need to prepare for the trip.”

“That’s more like it.” Talia got up and walked to the open plan kitchen. “Come, I’m starving. Let’s make some dinner.” She glanced at Sage. “Dean Sawyer isn’t an ogre, Sage. He’s actually a very nice and caring man.”

“Ha, says you. He might be all smiley and kind to you but he’s forever on my case. It seems he enjoys annoying me.”

“I wonder why,” Talia said with a bright smile. “Let’s get dinner done and then we can relax with some wine. Summer break has already started. We have a week to relax and binge watch movies before the road trip. Forget about it for now ... and Dean Sawyer.”

“You’re right. He’s not worth another sleepless night.”

Of course, it was easier said than done.
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Chapter Two
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A slither of excitement trilled down Sage’s spine as she and Talia stepped through the door. She stood quietly for a moment to soak in the ambiance of The Rouge Lounge. The amber glow of the light sconces against the stone walls welcomed them with the sound of a low bass tune thumping in time with her heartbeat as though they were one. 

It was always like this. A feeling of homecoming, of belonging ... unexplainable but true. Hazy chatter and laughter floated toward them over the soft hum of background music. The atmosphere tonight felt energized, electric, and thrilling.

“Let’s have a drink first.”

Sage followed Talia as she headed toward the bar off the entertainment area where people relaxed before or after a scene in the dungeon. 

There was something magical about being one of a crowd. More to the point, this specific group of people. She returned many smiles from members and Doms she had scened with in the past as they weaved their way through the bodies. 

Sage relaxed as the familiar feeling of easing out of the loneliness within filled her soul. She hadn’t realized how lonely she was until they’d started visiting the club. Emotional loneliness was far worse than no companionship. It was within the cocoon of a lifestyle where no one judged, but instead accepted and gave without demanding in return that she had found the part of her that had been hidden away for so long. The woman who needed to be led, to be controlled sexually, and dominated to bend and submit. Where she could let go of the harsh realities of life, of always being in control of every moment of every day, of being prepared for any unforeseen mishaps. Where she could just relax and feel, not think. Secure in the knowledge the Dom would know what it was that she and her body needed. 

Just a pity I haven’t found the one who could fully dominate my mind. That one Dom who could free me from the clutches of always needing to be in control.

Sage knew it was the reason she acted up during scenes. Why she tended to top from the bottom as the Doms called it. She offered her submission ... to a point and then she pushed back. She sighed heavily. 

Maybe one day I’ll find the one Dom who could give me what I need and crave with a burning desire. Or ... I might have to give up and admit I’m not a true submissive. 

The thought depressed Sage but she resolutely suppressed the negative thoughts. Tonight, she was going to do her best to submit fully and not interfere with the scene. She came here for one purpose. To ease the tension in her body and the need for sex in her loins. 

Come hell or high water, it was exactly what she would get. 

“Ah, my favorite cousin and her pretty friend are back,” Devon Vale, Talia’s cousin and one of the Senior Masters of the club, teased as they slipped onto the high barstools. He winked at the two women. “The usual?”

“Of course, my dear cousin,” Talia said with a sweet smile. She swiveled on the stool to stare out over the room. She prodded Sage in the waist with her elbow. 

“See anyone you like?”

Sage leaned her elbows on the counter as she scrutinized the milling crowd. She recognized many of the Doms who were regulars but noticed many new faces as well. 

“There are a lot more people here tonight than usual,” she murmured as her eyes scanned each potential Dom. 

“It’s because of the theme night. Dale says it always draws a large crowd. Must say, leather and lace are one of my favorite themes. Hmm ... now there’s a Dom I won’t mind bending over a spanking bench for.”

Sage followed Talia’s gaze. Her breath stuck in her throat as her gaze was caught and held prisoner by the glittering eyes of the humongous Master Cratos. He stood on the mezzanine level overlooking the entertainment room. He looked dangerous and debonair dressed in a black suit, pristine white shirt, and a silver tie. The black mask that covered half of his face added to the eerie glow surrounding him. His arms were folded over his broad chest and he stood with his legs braced wide apart. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t tear her gaze from his. 

“M-Master Cratos?” she managed to stammer, shocked at the feeling of anger rushing through her at the thought of him scening with Talia. 

“Well, he’s a hunk too but no. I prefer to know what the Dom I fuck looks like. I’m talking about his companion, Master Liam. He’s just too yummy for words.”

“Yeah ... totally fuckable,” Sage murmured. 

Talia glanced at her. Her eyes widened as she noticed the red tinge to Sage’s cheeks, her labored breathing, and the glazed look in her eyes. 

“What the hell ... Sage? Are you alright? What is ...” She looked up to where Sage’s eyes were glued and giggled in delight. “Well, fuck me silly. The mighty Master Cratos has set his eye on you.” She snapped her fingers in front of Sage’s eyes. “Snap out of it, Sage. Hey! Look at me.”

Sage blinked and glanced at Talia, aware that her entire body tingled. It felt like the blood in her veins was boiling and scorching her from the inside out. 

“What?” She was surprised at the croak that puffed from her lips. 

“He’s not for you, Sage. For one thing, he’s not like the Doms you usually scene with. He won’t let you decide what’s good for you in a scene. He’ll eat you whole, my friend. If I can give you advice ... run and find another Dom before he comes down the stairs.”

“Don’t be silly.” Sage finally managed to pull herself together and turned to face the bar as Dale brought their Martinis. “Master Cratos has no interest in someone like me. In case you forgot, Dale told us he doesn’t scene at the club. He only does demonstrations and punishments. Set your mind at rest, Talia. He won’t seek me out.”

“No?” Talia swiveled around and picked up her drink. She slid a look at Sage. “Why is his gaze still glued on you then?”

Sage shrugged negligently, although she couldn’t deny feeling his eyes burning into her back. It caused a flush of heat to fill her loins that presented itself in a wet patch between her legs. It shook her to the core. She was shit scared of the man. How the hell could her body react in such a wild, libidinous manner ... and from no more than a look? She pressed her thighs together, desperate to bring her libido under control and force down the flush of pheromones that had settled in a heavy throb through her lower body. 

“You’re imagining things. I’m sure he’s looking over the club in general. There’s no reason for his attention to be drawn to me.”

“Hmm ... if you say so.”

Sage chose not to respond and sipped thoughtfully, if not a little fearfully, on her drink. The one thing she’d strived to do over the past three months was avoid Master Cratos at all costs. She couldn’t recall one incident where she could’ve drawn his attention to her. Where did the sudden intense and scorching look come from? Why now?

She glanced down at her outfit and cursed. She should’ve known better than to allow Talia to talk her into wearing this see through green lace dress with matching satin demi bra and thong underneath. Every curve was on display. 

“Ladies, I’m delighted to see you at one of the club’s theme events.”

Sage started at the deep voice behind her and turned with Talia to smile at Dom Luke. He was a gentle giant and one of the few she had scened with a couple of times. 

“Seeing as we only come here once a month, we usually miss them, but we’re happy to attend at least one.” Talia dimpled. 

“Let me introduce you.” He gestured to the tall man beside him. “Dom Sam is visiting from Dallas and is a very good friend of mine. Sam, this is Cinderella and Snow White.”

Sam flashed a broad smile at the names as he gallantly took their hands and kissed them. “My pleasure, indeed.”

Sage blinked as his warm brown eyes settled on her. His eyes roamed over her body to end in an appreciative glance on her flowing auburn hair. He was attractive in a rough way. His dark blond hair was caught in a ponytail at his nape. He sported a square jaw that was a perfect setting for his wide mouth and strong nose. His body wasn’t big but she detected rippling muscles as he moved closer. 

“Have you committed to a Dom for the evening already, Cinderella?”

“No, I haven’t.” Sage smiled engagingly. He emitted an aura that enticed her. It evoked trust and a desire to please. Maybe she was bound to have more fun than she’d initially envisioned. 

He held out his hand as he regarded her intensely. The smile was gone. “Would you do me the honor and agree to a scene with me?”
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