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Note to Readers



The characters in this book are unapologetic and dramatic. The scenes are steamy and the road to happily ever after maybe twisted. This book is meant for audiences 18 years old and older. A list of potential triggering themes can be violence, cheating, drug use, child neglect among other things. 







  
  
Prologue




Aubrey

There’s something suffocating about fluorescent lighting. Maybe it’s the way it buzzes just a little too loudly, flickering like it’s trying to remind me that time is passing and that I’m wasting it. 

I stare at the spreadsheet in front of me, my eyes blurring over rows of marketing analytics and client engagement stats. The same numbers I’ve been staring at for three days straight. I rub my temples, but the headache is lodged behind my eyes like it’s taken up permanent residence.

“Hey, Aubrey, we need to brainstorm ad copy for the Cummings account,” Greg says from the hallway, holding his third energy drink like a lifeline. He doesn’t wait for a response before disappearing into the conference room.

Cummings. The lawn care company. A thrilling new campaign about fertilizer and weed control.

Be still my heart.

I sigh, dragging myself out of my chair and grabbing my tablet. This is my life. Marketing Director at a small, stagnant firm with clients who are more interested in seasonal mulch discounts than innovation. My office window overlooks a parking lot, my social life consists of occasional trivia nights at a dive bar, and my last date ended with a firm handshake and a “You’re really nice, Aubrey.”

“Nice.”

Translation: Forgettable.

I return to my desk after the meeting with my spirit officially murdered by lawn care puns. The moment I sit down, my phone buzzes.

Claire 🖤:

Club Sanctum. Tonight. No excuses. Wear black. I already got you on the guest list.



I stare at the message.

Claire has been my best friend since high school. She is bold, brilliant, and utterly unfiltered. Where I was the girl with color-coded notes and perfect attendance, Claire was cutting class to attend art shows and underground raves. We were unlikely best friends, bonded by a mutual sense of mischief, and over the years, she’d only become more fearless.

She got into BDSM during college—openly, proudly, beautifully. She’d told me stories about her scenes, her Doms, her submission, like someone reciting poetry. Every time she brought it up, I smiled politely and waved it off. I wasn’t judgmental. I just didn’t think it was for me. Or maybe I was afraid that it was.

I start typing back a rejection: I’m tired, I’ve got emails to answer, I need to meal prep for the week. But my fingers pause above the keyboard.

What am I actually doing tonight?

Microwaving dinner and watching reruns? Scrolling dating apps I never message anyone on? Dreaming about something more and doing absolutely nothing to find it?

Claire always said that if I ever just saw it, really saw it, I’d understand. Maybe it’s time to find out if she’s right.

I text back two words:

 I’m in.




      [image: ]Three hours later, I’m standing outside Club Sanctum in a fitted black dress and heels that haven’t seen the light of day since a New Year’s Eve party three years ago. The building is discreet, set back behind a wrought-iron gate with a sleek black awning and a single crimson light above the door.

Claire meets me outside, grinning like she’s about to drag me into Wonderland. She’s wearing a leather corset, thigh-high boots, and her dark curls are pinned up with silver clips shaped like daggers. She looks like a warrior goddess, fierce and radiant.

“You came,” she says, practically bouncing. “I’m so proud of you. Tonight’s a social. No scenes unless you book a private room, but people will be in full gear. It’s the perfect intro.”

I nod, swallowing the lump in my throat. “Just observing, right?”

“For now,” she says with a wink.

Inside, the club is nothing like what I expected.

It’s not seedy or crude, it’s art. Every corner oozes atmosphere. Deep red velvet curtains frame black walls, golden chandeliers cast a warm, amber glow, and soft ambient music thrums like a heartbeat beneath it all. There’s a lounge area with low couches and candlelit tables, a bar serving mocktails and cocktails alike, and shadowy alcoves where people lean in close, exchanging words I can’t hear.

And the people… My God, the people. Everywhere I look, there are bodies dressed in leather, lace, and latex. Some wear collars. Some walk with canes or crops. Some are bare except for straps and confidence. I see a man leading a woman by a silver leash, her eyes lowered, her expression serene. A couple kissing in a corner while one partner wears a blindfold and cuffs. A woman in towering heels whispering something to a kneeling submissive who hangs on her every word.

It should feel voyeuristic. But it doesn’t. It feels… intimate. Sacred. My skin tingles.

Claire grabs my hand, dragging me to the bar. “You’re flushed,” she teases. “You like it.”

“I’m not flushed,” I lie.

“You’re turned on.” Her voice is teasing, but her eyes are kind. “It’s okay, Aubs. This is a safe space. No judgment, no expectations. Just curiosity and truth.”

I sip the drink she orders me, a lavender gin fizz with a sugar rim, and watch the room. My body is buzzing, my pulse a steady drumbeat in my ears. I’ve never seen desire like this expressed so openly, so unapologetically. I’ve never felt this aware of my own body in a room full of strangers.

Then I see him.

He’s standing against a pillar near the edge of the room, wearing a tailored black button-up, sleeves rolled to his elbows, hands in his pockets like he owns the air around him. He’s not flashy. He’s not even particularly trying to draw attention. But it’s impossible to look away.

His eyes sweep the crowd like he’s reading a book; curious, sharp, unreadable. When his gaze lands on me, I stop breathing.

He doesn’t smile. He just watches.

And I feel seen.

Claire notices. “Dominic Cross,” she says softly, following my line of sight. “He’s… elite. One of the best Doms in the club. Known for control, discipline, and never getting attached.”

“Good to know,” I say, but I can’t look away. There’s something about him, something coiled beneath the surface, restrained and powerful. A storm in a suit.

He nods once at me. Just once. Like an invitation.

Suddenly, I understand what Claire meant all along. This place doesn’t just titillate. It awakens. The part of me that’s been dormant for years, numbed by normalcy and boredom and a life built on predictability, is starting to stir.

And she’s hungry.








  
  

Chapter One


The Offer





Dominic

There’s something about newcomers. You can always tell. It’s in the way they walk, just a little slower, a little hesitant. Eyes wide, pretending they’re in control when every step is shaky. They cling to their confidence like it's armor, not realizing it’s already cracked. 

I see her the moment she walks in. She’s not dressed like a submissive. She’s not trying to be part of the scene. But she’s not pretending to be above it either. She’s watching, taking everything in, breathing it like air she didn’t know she needed. That’s what catches my attention. She’s not pretending. She’s… awake.

She stays near the bar, beside Claire, the club’s resident firecracker. I’ve known Claire for years. I respect her. If she’s brought someone here, it means she believes they belong. And from the way she’s talking to this woman, this gorgeous, cautious woman in black, I know Claire sees what I see. Curiosity and something deeper, hunger.

I don’t move right away. I wait. I watch her cheeks flush as she sees a woman kneeling in front of her Dom. I see the way her breath hitches when another couple walks past. His fingers tangled in his partner’s hair, the edge of a crop peeking from his coat.

She’s turned on. Not just physically but viscerally. Something inside her is cracking open. And when her eyes meet mine from across the room, the air changes. She doesn’t look away. She straightens, chin high, breath caught in her throat, but she holds my gaze. There’s no coy smile, no batting lashes. Just awareness. And a question buried deep in her eyes. Are you the one who’s going to break me open?

I push off the pillar and walk toward her. I don’t rush. Control is in the way you move, the space you claim, the silence you command. She tracks every step like she can feel my presence even before I arrive.

Claire sees me first and raises a brow. “Evening, Dominic.”

“Claire.” I nod, then shift my gaze to her companion. “May I join you?”

Claire doesn’t answer. She looks at the woman. Permission lies with her now.

The woman nods slowly, her lips parted slightly. “Sure.”

“Dominic Cross,” I say, offering my hand.

“Aubrey,” she replies, placing her hand in mine.

Her voice is soft. Polished. But I feel the tremble in her fingers. It’s not fear, it’s anticipation. The kind that sits low in the belly and waits for permission to ignite.

I hold her hand a moment longer than necessary, then release it.

“This is your first time,” I say. Not a question. A statement.

Her eyes flash, defensive, maybe embarrassed, but I continue before she can answer.

“You hide it well. But not from me.” I let the words settle. “You carry yourself with control, yes. But your pupils are dilated. Your breath has shortened. Your skin is flushed at the base of your throat. And you haven’t taken a full drink since you arrived because you’re too focused on observing.”
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