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For five years, his unforgettable kiss has fueled her darkest fantasies.

A forbidden attraction...

Cynthia Darlington won’t let her dream guy walk away again. With their five-year class reunion coming up, she can’t stop the memory of Trent Weber’s kiss—strong hands possessing her while her body yielded to his demanding touch. The call of her submissive nature confused her then, but now she understands. With Trent, she’s willing to give in to her decadent fantasies, even if only for a weekend.

A rekindled flame...

Trent can’t resist the chance to see Cynthia, but he’s not the lovesick kid he was. Watching her leave with barely a good-bye was enough humiliation for a lifetime. Yet one look at her now—her expression as sweet as ever, her body poured into a tight black dress—reignites his desire to master this self-assured, independent woman. A weekend of her submission isn’t enough. This time, he’s determined to win her heart.

This steamy BDSM romance is intended for a mature audience. It contains scenes of flirtation, hot kisses, seductive bowling, a spoiled sub, a demanding Dom, second thoughts, and second chances. It has an HEA and no cliffhanger.
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Chapter 1
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Cynthia Darlington sashayed through the hotel corridor on her stilettos, determination fueling her steps. Above the pale green carpet, a sign in front of the ballroom read “Chestnut Grove High School Five-Year Reunion.” The faint scent of jasmine laced the air.

A small group chatted at the welcome table, wearing in suits or dresses and cheap fashion jewelry, but she didn’t want to get roped into the conversation. High school had been hard, people smiling to her face while calling her a princess behind her back. She never knew who she could trust.

Without making eye contact, she scanned the table for her nametag and found it. Her gaze then wandered to the end of the alphabet. Trent Weber. So he wasn’t there yet.

If he didn’t show, her plans would be ruined.

No. If he didn’t show, she’d hunt him down. She hadn’t bought a little black dress at a boutique on Fifth Avenue so she could walk away from this party without getting the one thing she had come for. And she had come for Trent. In fact, she was looking forward to coming for him over and over tonight.

She tried to slip into the ballroom unnoticed by the women working registration, but she didn’t quite make it. “Cyn, glad you’re here!” said senior class president Denitra Washington. “Rick is inside.”

She arched her brows. “You mean Rick Ferguson?”

“Who else, girlfriend? And he looks good.”

Cyn wasn’t surprised. Looking good was what Rick did best.

“I couldn’t believe you two broke up after high school,” Denitra continued. “The head cheerleader and the captain of the football team...you seemed like the perfect couple.”

“We didn’t want to be tied down while we were at college.” Tied down. That was exactly what Cyn wanted to be. Only not with Rick. With a sly smile and a wave at her old friend, Cyn headed into the ballroom.

The bar was set up inside, to the right of the entrance. Good choice. A merlot would calm her nerves at being surrounded by people she barely knew—or knew just well enough to make the situation even more uncomfortable.

She stood waiting behind a guy whose name she couldn’t remember. Linebacker in a bespoke suit cut to fit his massive shoulders, with a diamond-studded date hanging on his arm. He pocketed the change the bartender gave him without leaving a tip, and sauntered off. Asshole.

Ordering her drink, she handed the bartender a twenty for the eight-dollar wine and told him to keep the change. His blue eyes shone, and a smile revealed his dimples.

She looked around the room, trying to recognize faces. The last time her high school friends had all gotten together had been at Trent’s parents’ house the weekend before she left for college. The night everything had changed.

She and Rick had been talking all summer about whether to see other people once she left for Columbia and him for Penn State. Ten minutes into the party, he’d said they should make a clean break. She didn’t disagree, but still, it was a kick in the gut to get dumped by her boyfriend of three years.

Trent had spent the evening taking care of her. She cried on his shoulder, and he snuck a half-empty bottle of wine out of the house for them to finish on the back deck. She was the last one to leave that night. As they stood by her Mustang in his driveway, they said goodbye, but she couldn’t bring herself to get into the car.

She couldn’t lie to herself anymore. Trent looked damn good, and she’d have seen it sooner if her loyalty to Rick hadn’t blinded her.

The tension hung between them until he backed her against the door, pressing his mouth to hers. She stilled, too shocked to know how to react. His hands skimmed down her sides and she relaxed into the kiss. Her lips parted and his tongue swirled hers, tasting of merlot.

His body pinned her to the Mustang. Blood pulsing hot in her veins, she felt his erection against her pelvis. He grabbed her wrists and held her palms flat against the car.

If Trent had asked, she would have felt too guilty to kiss him that way. Not so soon after her breakup with Rick. But she had no chance to think. He gave her body what it wanted from him, teeth nibbling lips, years of pent-up teenage desire surfacing.

All too soon, Trent stepped back. He shuffled his sneaker on the gravel driveway. “I’ll miss you. Good luck at Columbia.”

She stared at him breathlessly. Was that all it was to him? A goodbye kiss? Confusion muddling her brain, all she could say was, “Good luck at Delaware.”

If she’d been smart, she’d have called him the next day. Told him she never should have stayed with Rick so long. Now that she was free, she and Trent could be together. They owed it to themselves to find out where this thing might lead.

Instead, she didn’t see Trent again. She didn’t want to hurt Rick, jumping into bed with his best friend as soon as they broke up. So this thing with Trent had remained unresolved.

They fell out of touch during college. She was too embarrassed and confused by what had happened to contact him. Apparently, he felt the same. For the past five years, their only communication had been comments on each other’s Facebook status.

That would end tonight. Even if he didn’t show. Even if she had to drive to Delaware and find the little apartment where he was living while getting his PhD. She would fuck Trent Weber tonight.

***
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TRENT ENTERED THE BALLROOM and looked around. The zing in his heart at the prospect of seeing Cyn twisted into a knot in his stomach. That old longing burned inside, but she’d humiliated him the last time he saw her. He wouldn’t let that happen again.

She’d been nice enough to him on Facebook, but that was Cyn. She was nice to everyone, at least at a safe distance. Up close, she would be as aloof as she’d been after that kiss. She didn’t want him—she had made that clear enough five years ago. If she could be cold, he could, too.

He skimmed his hand over the tailored suit his parents had bought him for interviews his senior year of college. He couldn’t shake the memory of Cyn. Holding her against the car, immobile, and taking what he’d wanted—and she seemed to want it, too. Her body went soft at his touch, sweet moans escaping her throat. But when he broke the kiss, she smoothed her shirt and said good night, like the way her lips parted for him hadn’t been surrender. Like the way her leg wrapped around his hadn’t intertwined their souls.

Fuck that. Tonight he’d show Cyn he wasn’t that kid pining away for her anymore. 

It didn’t take long to spot her. She’d been voted Best Dressed, and that hadn’t changed. The black dress she wore clung to every curve. Even though he had more control over his erections now than he had at fifteen, Cyn’s effect on him hadn’t changed.

He sucked in a breath. A couple of hours and the first test would be over. If he could get through tonight, the rest of the weekend would be easy. Be cordial, and don’t think about what it would feel like to be inside her.

“Trent Weber!” a voice called. Bernadette Holt crossed his path. Shit. He’d been a tool to her after they’d split. Time to man up. Couldn’t walk away like she didn’t exist. Instead, he glued on a smile and kissed her cheek.

“You look great,” he said. And she did. Auburn hair cut long, green eyes sparkling, even in the dim light. The red dress showed off her boobs—the first he’d had the pleasure of experiencing. “What are you up to these days?”

“Wharton Business School,” she said in the raspy voice he remembered from late-night phone conversations or hurried fucks in the back of his parents’ SUV. “I hear you’re working on a PhD in chemistry.”

“Mr. Banji wouldn’t have believed it, the way I screwed around in high school chemistry.”

“I remember you mixing random chemicals together to see what would happen.”

“Blame that on my lab partner. Rick took the word ‘experiment’ literally.”

She nodded. “Did you bring a date?”

“A few of us decided to come stag.”

“Mine weaseled out at the last minute, the wuss.”

Trent grinned, but his heart rate kicked up. He didn’t come stag so he could hook up with Bernadette. They’d lost their virginity together, but he’d never been in love with her. He was too crazy in love with his best friend’s girl.

He touched Bernie’s arm. “I’d better find Rick. It was great seeing you.”

Without looking back, he headed off to where he’d spotted Cyn and Rick talking. With a thrill in his stomach, he caught sight of her. She looked edible. Shoulder-length dark hair, ivory shoulders he wanted to graze his teeth across. The old fantasies rushed back—fingers closed around her wrists, restraining her the way he had during that kiss. What would she think of him if she knew?

Moot point, because he’d never get that close to her again. Fool me twice, shame on me. He wouldn’t be a fool for any woman. Not even Cyn.

As he got close, she stepped forward and hugged him. He breathed her perfume, like oranges at Christmas, and imagined himself taking a bite. She held him in a long embrace, her breasts against his chest, and he had to pivot away to keep his erection from pressing into her. A knot in his chest loosened and he held her close, then remembered his resolve. As he pulled back, the accidental glide of his palm down the silky bare skin of her arm shot heat into his groin.

His throat thickened. Ever since that decadent kiss, his fantasies of dominating her had grown stronger, darker. He wanted to make her obey, and punish her if she didn’t. Her body, so pliant in his arms as he’d held her against the Mustang, had betrayed her submissive tendencies. But a middle-class kid from Chestnut Grove wasn’t good enough for the CEO’s daughter.

“I’ve missed you.” The words spilled from his lips without intent. Way to play it cool.

She stepped back and smiled, the corners of her eyes crinkling. “I missed you, too.”

With an effort to act normal, he turned and shook Rick’s hand. His friend gripped hard in his usual show of strength. The rough flex of muscle cleared his head.

“What happened with you and Jessica?” he asked Rick, pasting on a smile. “One day your mom is posting photos of engagement rings on your Facebook wall, and the next your relationship status changes to Single.”

Rick combed his fingers through his brown, wavy hair. “I’m twenty-three. I don’t know why the fuck Mom is in a hurry.”

Cyn smiled. “He doesn’t want to talk about Jess.”

“I get it. She dumped your ass.”

“No. I realized she wasn’t the one. End of story.”

Obviously, there was much more to the story, but Trent didn’t push.

“You stag, too?” he asked Cyn.

“We all agreed, didn’t we?”

“Thought you might chicken out. Women don’t like being dateless.”

She narrowed her eyes. “You don’t think I could find a date while I’m here?”

“In that dress, you’d have no trouble.” Trent looked around. “Where’s Jordan? It was his idea to come stag, and he’s not even here.”

“He’s in the hotel,” Rick said. “I saw him earlier.”

“Probably found a hot guy in the bar and got sidetracked,” Cyn said.

“That reminds me,” Trent said, “I forgot to get a drink.”

“I’ll get it,” Rick said. “I need a refill.”

Trent started to protest, but Rick strode off. Trent’s stomach tensed. He looked at Cyn, the muscles in his neck tightening. After five years, he was alone with her. He tried not to stare. She was still everything he wanted, and everything he couldn’t have. 

“It’s weird how normal this feels.” Cyn squeezed his arm. “When I saw Rick...it was such a thrill. None of that teenage pain. He looks fantastic.” Her face paled. “I mean, I’m not interested in him that way anymore. The sex between us was never...” She blushed. “Well, I’m sure he gave you all the details.”

Trent remembered. Every word. How Cyn had finally let Rick go all the way on her eighteenth birthday. How she’d gone down on him in the car while they waited for the Fourth of July fireworks. The pain had seared like hot iron in his gut.

“He talked a lot,” Trent said. “Don’t know how accurate it was.”

She nodded. The sadness in her eyes sliced through him. He grabbed her arm, hoping to comfort her. But his hand on her wasn’t gentle the way he intended. The possessiveness in him fought to the surface and took over.

She froze at his touch. It was like the night of his party, when he had grasped her wrists, aching to own her. Her eyes widened with some dark emotion—whether submissiveness or fear, he couldn’t tell. 

He let her arm drop. His heart hammered his ribcage like a boxer whaling on a punching bag. He unbuttoned his suit jacket and shoved his hands into his pockets, clenching his fists to fight back the maddening rush of desire.

With all the women he’d dated, the raw need to dominate them had been an undercurrent. He’d even acted out that fantasy with one girlfriend his senior year in college. Nothing, though, had prepared him for this ferocious urge to possess Cyn.

He wanted to drag her by her hair to his hotel room and tie her to the bed, to fuck every inch of her and leave her begging for more. This beautiful girl, whom he’d worshipped since he was fifteen...Was he crazy? Could she want it rough with him, too?

Forget about it. She’ll never be yours. The sight of her brought back his humiliation full force.

Her hand pressed his arm, and he jumped. His eyes turned back to her, catching the hurt in her expression at his reaction to her touch. Too bad, sweetheart. I’m over you. 

“Trent,” she murmured, but broke off, gaze fixed on the doorway. He turned to see Rick entering the ballroom with Jordan Callahan by his side. Jordan was tall and blond, dressed in white jeans and a blue sports coat, probably some designer thing. The two stopped at the bar.

“So that’s why Rick went for the drinks.” A smile lit Cyn’s face. “He wanted an excuse to go get Jordy. It’s sweet that he’s protective. Rick doesn’t want strange men taking advantage of him.”

“Jordan was an all-star running back. He can take care of himself.”

Her smile faded.

“Shit, I’m sorry, Cyn. He’s not that confused kid he was when he first came out. He doesn’t show you his tough side because he doesn’t have to. But he’s got one.”

Their two friends approached. Rick handed Trent a scotch, and he sucked down a gulp of the smoky liquid, a trail of fire from his tongue to his gut.

Cyn wrapped her arms around Jordan, and he kissed her mouth. “Look at you,” he said. “You are even hotter than in high school. Rick must be kicking himself for giving you up.”

“Cyn and I work better as friends,” Rick said.

Trent clenched his jaw and gritted his teeth. Three fucking years he’d fought his feelings. What would have happened if he’d made a play for Cyn the summer between junior and senior year, when her relationship with Rick had started to break down? Would she have given her virginity to him instead of Rick?

A quick contraction of muscles squeezed his skull, and his vision darkened. He knew the answer. If he’d gone for it with Cyn then, he could have had her. He’d wanted her more. She and Rick had stayed together out of loyalty and force of habit.

His stomach roiled. He had blown it, blown maybe the best chance of his life. All those nights at Rick’s parents’ house, when Rick and Jordan would go off to watch the game while he and Cyn stayed in the kitchen to talk. She’d explain the latest novel they were reading in English class to him, and he’d explain their science homework to her. She even showed him some of the short stories she’d written. They were full of romance and teenage angst, but they gave him insight into her heart. The one he remembered most was where the girl had finally slept with her boyfriend, only to realize they weren’t in love anymore. He wanted to beat the shit out of Rick after he read that one.

But if he’d made a play for Cyn while she was with Rick, he’d have lost Rick’s friendship forever. He’d never make an asshole move like that. Even kissing her right after they broke up was questionable—for all the good it had done him. She’d had one foot out of Pennsylvania and wasn’t looking back. No, things had played out the way they were supposed to. Cyn wasn’t his, and he’d have to accept that.

He stole a glance at her, and dark, hungry eyes met his. His resolve melted. If she made a move, he was done for.

***
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ANTICIPATION AND WANT gnawed at Cyn’s stomach. Trent’s animal gaze pierced her. He looked utterly civilized in his tailored suit and starched shirt, his dark hair smooth and neat. But she sensed the pheromones emanating from him, the raw scent of desire, his lean, toned muscles ready to spring with the right encouragement.

Her breath caught at the sight of Bernadette Holt weaving through the crowd. A chill rushed through her. Bernie had been pretty enough in high school, but now she was gorgeous—long legs, shiny auburn hair, and a red halter dress advertising her assets.

Prickles of pain jabbed her heart as a memory floated in her mind: Trent and Bernie kissing in the back seat of Rick’s car on a trip to an amusement park the summer between junior and senior year; the queasy feeling in her stomach, which she hadn’t yet recognized as jealousy.

The nausea came rushing back when Bernie laid her hand on Trent’s arm. Hell, no. Bernie wasn’t getting Trent tonight. She’d had her taste. It was Cyn’s turn.

Whirlwind that she was, Bernie took over the conversation, trying to set up Jordan with a classmate she thought was gay. At her side was Max Martinov, the class geek who’d made a fortune with a tech company he’d founded in college.

He’d had a huge crush on Bernie in high school, which she’d never returned but used to her advantage. She’d treated him like her personal slave back then—a role he seemed happy to continue playing, fetching her a drink to soothe her stern look.

Holy shit. Cyn stared at them, the realization dawning. She’s a Domme. And Max...

Cyn shook her head. What her classmates did in private was none of her business, and she didn’t want to know.

She clutched Trent’s arm possessively, staking her claim. Bernie could have the tall, blond, and handsome billionaire who served at her pleasure. Trent belonged to Cyn.

His gaze swept over her as a smile touched his lips. Her stomach hollowed out. She ached to kiss those lips, draw him into her mouth. Not here, though, in front of Rick. She would keep it friendly, despite the throbbing pulse of desire.

She let go of Trent’s arm but stayed close, the crush of the crowd an excuse to stand with her hips and shoulders pressed to his side. His hand idled in the middle of her back. It felt good, that quiet gesture of possession. Yes, make me yours. I want to be yours.

When Bernadette strolled off to greet some newcomers, Max trailing behind, Cyn said in Trent’s ear, “Bernie looks gorgeous, doesn’t she?”

“Not half as good as you.”

His words melted her insides like sunlight on ice. Her world narrowed until Trent was all she could see.

***
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CYN GAZED UP AT HIM, looking vulnerable and a little lost despite the determined set of her jaw. He’d seen that look a hundred times before, her open heart steeling itself against the pain. He wanted to encompass her in his arms and drive away whatever fears haunted her.

I can take care of you, Cyn. Let me love you. The silent plea echoed in his mind as his eyes drank in the curves of her heart-shaped face. The rational part of his brain yelled at him to chill, but the rest of him was gone, falling into the hot atmosphere of Venus.

She met his gaze, then shivered.

“Cold?” he asked.

“No, but I need food, or that wine will go straight to my head.” She grabbed his hand and led him to the appetizer table. Her hand was tiny and soft, almost like a child’s, and the sensation of her fingers on his skin wrapped his heart in a chokehold.

Just for tonight, he told himself, for old times’ sake. He’d enjoy this last remnant of friendship without giving anything away. After this weekend, he’d keep his distance. It wouldn’t be hard with her living three states away.

He scanned the table and his mouth watered, though whether from desire for Cyn or for food he couldn’t say. The mingled scents of kielbasa, Swedish meatballs, and honey barbecued chicken wings made his stomach growl.

He went for the meat while she loaded up on fruit and crudités. She had always been careful about her weight, but he would have to get some protein into her. That plate of roughage was mostly water—it wouldn’t keep the alcohol from heading straight to her bloodstream. The last thing he wanted was someone taking advantage of her.

Plates loaded up, they wandered back to their friends. Cyn stood next to Rick at a table, Trent at her other side. He speared a meatball and held it up to her mouth. “One bite won’t hurt you.”

She hesitated a moment before biting the meatball in half. He ate the other half, smiling at her. There was something decadent about feeding her, providing for her that way.

“Tell me about your books.”

She rolled her eyes. “You wouldn’t like them. College romance—very sexy and angsty.”

“Based on your experience?”

“The angst part, maybe.” She patted her lips with a napkin. They were red and kissable. Her gaze fell to her plate. “Truth is, I didn’t date much in college. Hookups weren’t my thing, and I didn’t meet the right guy.”

His heart somersaulted. He’d expected Cyn to get plenty of offers. It was stupid, but he was glad she hadn’t been involved with many guys.

“I thought I met the right girl,” he said, “but I was wrong.”

“Emily?”

“We were together two years. In the end, we weren’t compatible.” I wanted to tie her up, and she wasn’t into that.

“Sorry it didn’t work out.”

“I’m not.” He bit his lip. The words had flown from his mouth the instant he thought them. How could he explain? If it had worked out with Emily, he wouldn’t have this chance with Cyn. But what made him think he had a chance now? He’d never seen anyone more beautiful, not even on TV. Sure, she was being nice to him, but she’d been nice before. It didn’t mean anything.

Get a grip, loser.

“Tell me about your thesis,” she said.

He bit his cheeks. “You don’t want to hear about that.”

“I do!”

“You asked for it. Biologic alternatives to petrochemicals. Plastics made from plants.”

“Sounds interesting. Fossil fuels won’t last forever.”

He couldn’t tell if she really cared or was being polite.

“That’s the idea,” he said. “And plant-based products are potentially biodegradable. The challenge is, if we divert too much farmland away from the food supply, we could end up with a global food shortage. I’m exploring oceanic sources.”

“You mean like algae?”

“One possibility.” He smiled. Maybe she really was interested. “The fish oil pills people take? The oil originates with the plants.”

“Sounds like ground-breaking work.”

“That’s me, saving the world.”

She touched his hand, and a tingle jetted up his spine. “Don’t put yourself down because you’re smart. Smart is sexy.”

“Not as sexy as Max’s eight hundred million.”

“What, you’re jealous? You were hoping to hook up with Bernie again?”

“Bernie? No.” He shook his head to emphasize the point. “She and I haven’t been a thing since...well, we were never a thing. All we had in common were hormones and proximity.”

“I’m sure she’d love to hear you say that.”

“Ask her. She was never in love with me, any more than I was with her.”

The corners of her mouth turned down. “That’s sad.”

“I didn’t think so at the time. I was getting laid on a regular basis. At eighteen, that’s what mattered most.”

His feeble attempt at a joke fell flat. She nodded, eyes distant. He wasn’t even sure she’d heard him above the music. Which was good because, now that he thought about it, it didn’t do much for his prospects with Cyn to dis his ex. Or to talk about how much sex they’d had. Not like Cyn didn’t know, but reminding her about his past with Bernie wouldn’t help the situation.

He chewed the insides of his cheeks, reminding himself to stop thinking like Cyn was a possibility for him. He was barely holding onto control now. His dick was at war with his brain, and his dick was winning. He wouldn’t turn her down, but if Cyn wanted him, she’d have to make a move. He was done chasing the girl who had always held herself just out of reach.

What would he do if he got her alone, and those dark urges surfaced? 

Maybe she’d play along.

He pushed away the notion. He couldn’t take it if she looked at him the way Emily had when he’d suggested tying her to the bed. Like he was some kind of freak.

“I wish we’d been smarter then.” Cyn’s voice broke through his meditation. It was soft and wistful, like a song in minor key. “Girls are obsessed with love, and boys with sex. In high school, kids aren’t ready for either.”

His chest tightened. “Are you sorry? About you and Rick?”

Her gentle laugh reached his ears despite the rumbling bass of the dance music. “I’m glad my first time wasn’t with some loser who never called me again. That’s what happened to my roommate freshman year.” She shook her head. “Girls are so dumb.”

“No. Guys are jerks.”

She smiled. “Maybe a little of both?”

In the dim light of the hotel ballroom, he clutched her hand. When Cyn had moved to town sophomore year, the kids had seen her as an outsider, and that never completely went away. “High school wasn’t a great time for you, I guess.”

“It wasn’t all bad.” She grinned. “The best thing about dating Rick was getting you and Jordan as part of the package.”

“The fearsome foursome.”

“I can’t believe I ever went along with calling us that! I was so naïve—I didn’t have a clue about the double entendre.”

“Jordy was the only one who did, at first.”

“I guess he figured a ménage a quatre would be one way he could get with Rick,” Cyn said with a smile.

“Did I hear my name?” Rick leaned toward her, bumping her shoulder. Trent wanted to punch him in the chest.

“Trent reminded me about the fearsome foursome. I suggested we finally go through with it. You guys could join me in my suite.”

Rick looked at him, then back to Cyn. “Straight guys aren’t into foursomes that include other guys. In the throes of passion, their parts might accidentally bump up against each other, and they’d have to scrub themselves down with bleach.”

“You’ve thought this through,” Trent said.

Rick grabbed Jordan’s shoulder. “If we did the fearsome foursome thing—who would you want to hook up with, me or Trent?”

Jordan raised his brows. “Poor Ricky, don’t be embarrassed. You don’t have to involve Cyn and Trent. You can suck my dick any time you want.”

Trent almost did a spit-take, which would have been a terrible waste of scotch. Cyn laughed and grabbed his forearm to steady herself. Her hand traveled upward, stopping at his triceps. Instinctively, he wrapped his arm around her waist and drew her against his hip, filling his lungs with her orange-cinnamon scent. She didn’t pull away.
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Chapter 2
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Cyn sat on a chair at Chestnut Grove Lanes, a plastic-wrapped package of white socks in one hand and a pair of rented bowling shoes in the other. The fluorescents overhead were a harsh contrast to the muted incandescent light of the hotel. With the canned music playing (was that a polka?), she actually missed the DJ back at the hotel and his repertoire of five-year-old pop.

She slid off her stilettos. “Tell me again why we’re doing this?”

“Grudge match.” Rick picked up a bowling ball and judged it for weight.

“You say that like it’s an explanation.”

“The last time we bowled,” Bernadette said, “Rick kicked my ass. Now it’s payback.”

“Are we still fifteen?” Cyn wriggled her feet into the socks, and picked up the bowling shoes again. Gross. They were like the old fashioned saddle-style cheerleading shoes she’d had to wear, only uglier and smellier. They’d look ridiculous with her little black dress.

“What is your problem?” Rick asked, in answer to her sardonic comment. His eyes twinkled and a faint smile crossed his lips.

Jordan sat beside her. “Bowling is so provincial.”

“Exactly,” Cyn said. “I didn’t want to say it, but yes.”

Jordan put his arm around her. “We prefer polo.”

“On Sunday afternoon, while sipping champagne from Baccarat crystal glasses.”

“How about beer in a plastic cup?” Trent offered.

“No thank you.” She turned to Jordan. “Is it wrong that I like nice things?”

“It’s never wrong to be who you are.”

“Aw, you’re sweet. I would totally make out with you right now if you were straight.” In the corner of her eye, Trent smoothed his tie and fingered the end.

She was getting to him. Unless she was reading the signals wrong, Trent was still attracted to her. Time to up the stakes.

She rose and checked out the bowling balls, selecting a black one marbled with purple. “Someone remind me how to play this game.”

“You roll the ball down the lane and knock over the pins.”

“Thanks, Ricky, that’s extraordinarily helpful.”

She took Trent’s hand and led him to the end of the lane. “Show me. I always throw the ball wrong.”

“Okay, give me the ball—”

“No, I mean...” She stood in front of him, turning to face the pins, and maneuvered his left arm around her waist. “Use your right hand to guide mine.”

“Um, yeah. Okay.” With his chest to her back, he held on to her right wrist. Her body clenched with desire, suppressing a shudder. His breath tickled her neck.

“First, you don’t throw it. You roll it. In fact, you don’t even do that. You swing your arm toward the center mark and release the ball.” He guided her arm back and then forward. “Swing and release. Got it?”

“Mm-hmm.” She leaned back against him and said in his ear, “Swing and release.” His sharp intake of breath accompanied a rising bulge in his pants.

Oh yeah, he still wants me.

It wasn’t fair to torture him, to make him hard in public. She cantered her hips away. With his hand still on hers, she aimed the ball and let it roll from her grip.

The ball rumbled over the polished hardwood. With a hollow crack, the pins fell. A seven-ten split.

“Ooh, that’s a shame,” Rick said.

She turned, Trent’s arms falling away, and looked hard into Rick’s eyes. “Why is that a shame? I knocked down eight pins.”

“Because you won’t be able to get the spare.”

“I wasn’t going to get the spare anyway. I suck at this game.” She set her hands on her hips. “And yet you dragged me here—when I could be in a ballroom with hotel quality hors d’oeuvres instead of nacho chips and cheese sauce.”

Rick scowled. He walked up and pulled her close. It still felt natural, being cradled in his arms, looking up at those soft brown eyes, the curve of his lips.

The hint of a baby face he’d had when she met him sophomore year was gone now, replaced by high cheekbones and a strong chin. He was taller, his shoulders broader. All man.

“You never complained like this when we were dating,” he flirted.

“We’re not dating anymore.”

He ground his pelvis against hers. “You know you still want it.”

The rhythm of his body sent a flush through her, a conditioned response, more habit than desire. Unlike Trent, Rick wasn’t hard.

With a giggle, she pulled away. “You’re an asshole.” She looked into his smiling face, and a longing squeezed her chest. Rick had always made her laugh. Beneath his brash posturing, he was one of the sweetest guys she’d ever known. “I’ve missed you.”

His teasing eyes softened, glistening in the bright light. “You too.”

“Enough of the love fest,” Bernie called from the next lane over. “Someone fucking bowl.”

***
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TRENT EYED CYN, UNSURE what to make of her. When she had pressed her ass against his dick that way—she had to know what she was doing. She had to feel him getting hard. But it seemed like she was flirting with Rick and Jordan too, so he shouldn’t make anything of it, right?

Cyn was no tease. Jordan was safe, and Rick—well, she wasn’t taking any shit from him, when she’d always been docile as his girlfriend. He liked this side of her, spunky and self-confident.

It would make it that much sweeter to see her on her knees.

Damn it, where had that thought come from? Now he couldn’t get rid of the image: her kneeling, blindfolded, arms bound behind her, his cock sliding between her lips. He could hear her sweet moans as he pushed into her throat, as if they were real.

Now he was sporting wood in earnest. He looked over at Bernie, scolding Max for dripping the unnaturally orange nacho cheese onto the tabletop. Wow, that cooled him down. Bernie was beautiful—and let’s face it, a great lay—but the aggressiveness in her that he’d disliked in high school had grown with time. She bossed Max around, and he took it. Why? A guy with that kind of money could have any woman he wanted.

“You’re up,” Rick called to him.

He picked up the borrowed ball from the console. It felt off in his hands, as if the weight wasn’t balanced. Probably his imagination, since he was used to his own ball. He threw a strike, followed quickly by another. He nodded and pumped his fist.

He turned to see Cyn’s mouth hanging open. “When did you get that good?”

“I’ve always been that good, sweetheart. You never gave me a chance.”

Jordan laughed, a happy, easy, comfortable sound, like they were kids again.

Cyn strolled up to Trent, the bowling shoes looking ridiculous on her feet but the rest of her body perfection. Narrow waist and gentle curves of hips. She stood in front of him, so close that the points of her nipples nearly touched his chest. “I’m back now,” she said in his ear. “Time for second chances.”

He swallowed. It felt like she was flirting, her body near enough to grab and hold. But not here—Rick would be on top of him if he manhandled Cyn.

And that’s exactly what he wanted to do. To be rough with her while she moaned with pleasure. But what if he’d read her wrong? He couldn’t assume she was a submissive based on one kiss five years ago.

And if she was, what then? It was all he could do to contain his lust, even here. How would he maintain control if he got her alone? She brought out something primal in him. A Dom’s first responsibility was the safety of his sub, but he wasn’t sure he could keep her safe from his own dark desires.

If he hurt her...the cheap beer in his stomach swirled with the acid until he thought he might puke. At the same time, his need for her drained the blood from his brain and sent it surging to all the wrong places, leaving him dizzy. He wanted to strip her bare, tie her up, spill his cum down her throat. She’d be beautiful with ropes pressed into her ivory skin.

He pushed the fantasy from his mind. Never gonna happen. Hell, he’d be lucky to see her again after this weekend. Five years it had taken her to come back. This wasn’t her hometown, and she’d never felt comfortable here. Her folks lived in Connecticut now.

He clenched his jaw against the voice in his head, the one telling him not to blow this chance. She could be yours. But did he dare risk it?

He was letting his desire get in the way of his judgment, like he had when they were teenagers. That night at the party, when he had kissed her...it had been a stupid thing to do. She was coming off a breakup. No wonder she ran away. It was too much. And now, after five years, he was having these crazy fantasies about her, and acting like maybe she’d go along. Even if she was a submissive—they barely knew each other anymore. She probably wouldn’t trust him enough to give herself to him that way.

And if she wasn’t a submissive, she’d think he was a monster. Like Emily had. After two years together, he had trusted her with his darkest secret, and she’d rejected him.

Rick brushed by and bowled two quick frames, getting the spare. Cyn was up again. She shook her ass as she walked past.

I will lose my fucking mind if I don’t get out of here.

Cyn bowled two intentional gutter balls, apparently with the goal of pissing Rick off—at which she succeeded, if the volume of his swearing was any indication. She sat beside Trent and rested a hand on his shoulder. “You okay?”

“It’s weird,” he said, “like a time warp. Being a teenager sucked. I didn’t need a reminder of that. You’re the only reason I came to this stupid reunion.”

“You’re the only reason I came, too.”

His spine lengthened, and a thrill rose from his stomach to his heart. “Cyn.” He breathed her name as if it were a talisman.

She took his hand and squeezed it, a smile spreading over her face.

“You’re up, Trent.” Jordan’s voice broke the spell. Trent stood and bowled the next two frames. By the time he was done, Cyn was talking with Rick again, his arm around her shoulders.

***
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CYN GOT UP TO BOWL the final frame, swaying her hips for Trent’s benefit as she walked. She was past caring whether she knocked any pins down, so when she bowled a score of three between the two frames, she was happy. It was time to go.

Closing time was approaching, and the place was emptying out. The harsh lights were now dim as she made a pit stop in the ladies’ room. When she stepped back into the hallway, Max was coming out of the men’s room, and she had to stop short to keep from running into him. “Oops.” She giggled, a high-pitched nervous sound.

Max smiled and grabbed her arm. “It’s okay. Have I mentioned how great that dress looks on you?”

“Thanks. I feel better now that I’m out of those dumb bowling shoes.”

“Don’t be self-conscious. You’re a beautiful person, Cyn. I think you and Jordan are the only ones who didn’t make fun of me in high school.”

“There was nothing to make fun of. You were a late bloomer, that’s all. But boy, did you bloom. That spread in GQ was...impressive.”

He beamed, a faint blush on his cheeks. He looked so different now, but that open expression was the same ingenuous one he wore all through high school—like a kid with no pretensions, as if he were the source of the joke and not the butt of it.

“I’ve got a personal trainer,” he said, modest as always. “Otherwise, I’d never make time to work out. You know how it is. When you’re creative, you want to spend all your time doing that.”

“When I’m writing, I lose track of time. I have every intention of working out, but I look at the clock and it’s two in the morning. Fortunately, I forget to eat, too.”

He chuckled. “I read your debut. It’s awesome.”

Her ears grew hot. “Um, thanks, I’m glad you liked it.” Her voice came out thin and soft, like dandelion down floating on the breeze.

“It seemed authentic. The BDSM, I mean. You must have done a lot of research.”

“Yeah, I did, I...”

He laid his hand on hers. “You don’t have to be embarrassed. I’m in the lifestyle.”

She let out a breath. “I kind of figured. Are you and Bernie together?”

“Not yet, but I’m hoping to change that.” He squeezed her hand. “How about you? Are you involved with anyone?”

“I’ve been afraid to experiment, you know? I’m not looking for someone to play with. I want a relationship. If I go to a club, what will I have to choose from? Established Doms who’ve been through tons of subs, or newbies who might think BDSM is a synonym for abuse.”

He took out a business card and handed it to her. “I can introduce you to some people, if you like. Or if you ever want to talk, get some advice.”

“Max, I can’t bother you. You’ve got a business to run.”

He lifted her chin and looked into her eyes. “I’m not too busy for you.”

Tension drained from her shoulders. “Thank you. I’ve never been able to talk with anyone about this, except online.”

“Go to a munch. People in the lifestyle accept you for who you are. You don’t have to be embarrassed. This is our normal.”

Normal. She let that word embrace her like a warm bath. She hadn’t felt normal for a long time—maybe ever. High school had been a confusing mess, trying to do the right thing, never knowing how people would react to her. People wanted to get to know her because her family had money. But she’d had hardly any friends, people she could confide in. The only person she could be truly honest with was Jordan. The girls were jealous of her, and the guys wanted to fuck her. Jordan just wanted to be her friend.

And now, it seemed Max did, too. Obviously, someone with his submissive tendencies didn’t want to be with her. Unless...was he into group sex, where the Domme orders him to fuck someone else’s sub? Hell no, she wasn’t going there.

She slid his card into her purse. “Rick’s probably waiting.”

“Bernie, too. She won’t be amused.”

“Uh-oh. You’re in trouble.”

He smiled and laid his arm across her shoulders as they walked out. “Cyn, at its heart, BDSM is a role-playing game. Don’t take it so seriously that you can’t have fun with it.”

“Thanks. That’s good advice.”

Role-playing. She liked thinking of it that way. She could enjoy being submissive in the bedroom without it changing her identity as an independent person. The part of her she never wanted to lose.
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Chapter 3
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They pulled into the parking lot at the hotel and got out of the car. Trent stood with his hands in his coat pockets, his mind reeling. Coming here tonight had been a huge mistake. He’d told himself that seeing Cyn would be okay, that she wouldn’t have the same effect on him as in high school, but he was wrong. She was more beautiful, more poised and confident, more of everything he wanted. He ached to hold her, to wrap himself around her, to clutch her tight in his grip while he fucked her until she screamed his name over and over.

He leaned against Rick’s car and patted the top with a gloved hand. “Guys, I think I’m gonna go.” His heart hung like a rock weighing down his chest.

“Go where?” Cyn’s voice was high pitched and tight.

“Home.”

“You mean to your room?” she asked.

“No. To Delaware.”

“Why?” Her voice shook. “We had a whole weekend planned.”
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