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About This Book




Achance encounter between high school rivals leads to a night in jail. The punishment leads to love… 

When Taylor tries to rescue a damsel in distress in a bar, it leads to a brawl. It figures that the woman who got her arrested is her old high school enemy – and crush – Aubrey.  As a dominatrix at Seattle’s women only BDSM club, Taylor knows how to stay detached, but one night sharing a cell brings all her feelings rushing back. She’s been burned by baby lesbians before, but she can’t seem to stay away from the dark haired beauty who’s interested in experimenting...

Aubrey’s never been attracted to a woman before, but there’s something about Taylor that makes her want to give into her secret fantasies. When Taylor invites her to play at Club Surrender, Aubrey learns to embrace her desire for submission. But she wants more than just a play partner, she wants love.

Can she break through the Ice Queen’s exterior and prove that she’s ready for a committed relationship with a woman?

Stuck with You is part of the Club Surrender instalove lesbian romance series. Each book is a fun and steamy WLW standalone with matchmaking dommes, loving sapphic relationships, and a sweet happily ever after.








  
  
Join Reba Bale's Newsletter






Want a free book?  Join my weekly newsletter and you’ll receive a fun subscriber gift. I promise I will only email you when there are new releases, free books, or special sales you’ll want to see.  

Visit my newsletter sign-up page at https://books.rebabale.com/lesbianromance to join today.








  
  
Dedication




For Lacey, one of my favorite author besties.  Thanks for the idea.  And all the chats.











  
  
Aubrey




If you’d told me this morning that I’d end my day sharing a jail cell with my high school nemesis, I would have suggested that you lay off the pot gummies. Yet that’s exactly what happened. 

I looked up under my eyelashes surreptitiously studying my cellmate. I hadn’t seen Taylor since our high school graduation fifteen years ago. She was sitting on the cot across from me looking way too at ease given our surroundings.  Let’s just say this jail wasn’t the Hilton.

Taylor’s blonde hair was darker now, with some kind of silver lowlights, but still long and thick, falling to her shoulders like she’d just stepped off the set of a shampoo commercial.  She was dressed in a short, tight dress that hugged her generous breasts and revealed miles of shapely leg.  The shoes she wore had at least a four inch heel, way higher than anyone should be able to comfortably walk in, yet I’d watched her run from the cops in them as easily as if she were wearing trainers.

Her makeup was impeccable. Dark red lips. Smoky shadow highlighting her blue eyes with lashes that were too long and thick to be natural.  

She should have looked cheap in that outfit, yet somehow Taylor managed to pull off a cool sophistication that I couldn’t help but admire. There was something commanding about her, like she had the upper hand even though we were both here for the same reason. She vibrated self-confidence.

Feeling my gaze, her head turned in my direction, one blonde eyebrow arching. I resisted the urge to cringe like a naughty girl caught with her hand in the cookie jar. I noticed that there was a bluish bruise coming up on her chin from where I’d accidentally punched her. This time I did cringe.

“Sorry about that,” I said, waving vaguely at her face. “I didn’t expect that guy to duck, or for you to be behind him.”

One corner of her mouth lifted in a smirk.  “I didn’t expect you to throw a punch like that. I was actually coming to help you with that guy.”

“Oh, my bad.”


      ***Two hours earlier…

The bar was more crowded than I’d expected, and much louder too. I had no idea how I was going to find my date in this crowd. All I knew was that he was going to be wearing a white button down and black pants.  I looked at my phone again studying the picture of Jason from the dating site where we’d matched with each other.  Another quick look around the bar didn’t turn up any guys who looked like Jason. 

Maybe he’d seen me and left without talking to me? I’d heard this could happen sometimes on these dates, although I wouldn’t expect it to happen to me.  I was looking good tonight.  My hair was perfect, my make-up was subtle, and this dress was doing amazing things for my figure.

“Hey sweetheart.”

The voice came from my left. Turning my head slightly, I realized the guy was talking to me.  

“Can I buy you another drink?”

I turned to face him more fully, categorizing his appearance.  He was wearing dark washed jeans that were straining to cover the paunch of his belly, and the three buttons he’d left open on his light blue shirt revealed a chest that had enough hair to make a rug. I cringed internally. I hated super hairy guys. This guy had back hair, I just knew it.  When I saw the tan line on the ring finger of his left hand, I knew I needed to put a quick stop to this.

“I’m meeting someone.”

“Looks like he’s not coming,” he sneered.  “I been watchin’ you for a while now.”

My spine straightened and I gave him my bitchiest face, the one I’d perfected over years working with difficult customers in service jobs.

“I’m not interested,” I said slowly but firmly.  “Enjoy the rest of your evening.”

I turned back away and that’s when Hairy Guy made a big mistake.  He grabbed my arm, fingers biting into my soft skin, and pulled me closer to him.

“No need to be all high and mighty,” he growled. “You’re not exactly the best lookin’ chick in this bar.”

My mouth dropped open as I tried to pull my arm away. His fingers tightened.

“So I should, what? Be grateful for your unwanted attention?”

I snapped my arms downward to break his hold and without thinking about it, I pulled back my fist and aimed for his face, just like my older brother had taught me. Unfortunately Hairy Guy had good reflexes, ducking just as another person came up behind him.  My fist came into contact with a decidedly feminine face. She looked kind of familiar but before I could place her, the woman lunged for me.

“Hey!”

Adrenaline surged as we toppled onto the floor, rolling around as we struggled for control. She grabbed my hair, pulling out a nice chunk. I tried to bite her and ended up with a split lip. We both landed a few good punches until someone pulled us apart. It was two of the bouncers, I later learned, but at the time in my rage-fueled mind I thought it was another bar patron trying to cop a feel.  

One man lifted me to standing, and I threw my head backwards, grinning as my skull came into contact with the guy’s nose with a sickening crunch. I winced when I felt his blood splatter on me.

“You bitch,” he groaned. Before I knew what was happening I was on the floor again, Broken Nose Guy kneeling on my back. I turned my head in time to watch as the woman I was fighting with spun around and kneed the guy who’d grabbed her right in the balls. He dropped to his knees with a howl as she took off running.

Then I heard the sirens.


      ***Thirty minutes later we were being booked at the local police station for assault and disturbing the peace. Seated back to back in the cramped police station, the officers interrogated us from their desks. That’s when I realized why the woman looked familiar. 

Taylor Stannich was my biggest rival in high school.  We’d been the leaders of rival ‘cool girl’ groups and somehow everything we did back then was a competition. Or a battle. 

I was the valedictorian and she was the salutatorian, our grade point averages differing by less than half a point. She was the prom queen, but I was homecoming queen. She edited the newspaper, and I edited the yearbook.

But our biggest competition was boys. After Taylor stole my boyfriend sophomore year I gave her next boyfriend a blowjob under the bleachers. We both flirted shamelessly, moving from guy to guy, constantly trying to one-up each other and get whatever guy the other girl was interested in to go for us instead. 

And then there were the pranks. I’d lost count of how many days I spent in detention because I’d dropped gum in Taylor’s hair or messed with her locker or ‘accidentally’ hit her in the face with a soccer ball.

I hadn’t seen Taylor since graduation though. I’d forgotten all about her until we ended up in this jail cell. I was too embarrassed to call any of my friends or family to bail me out, deciding to stay here until we appeared before the judge in the morning. Taylor made the same choice, and now we were cellmates.

A huge yawn split my face.  God, I was so tired. I needed some sleep. Looking around, I realized there was a big problem here – there was only one cot in this jail cell. 








  
  
Taylor




What a freaking night. 

First, I’d ended up at the wrong bar. I’d meant to go to the lesbian bar across the street, intending to have a few drinks and maybe get laid. I should have just left, but instead I’d made the bad choice of trying to rescue a woman from some asshole who grabbed her.  

For my trouble I had a bruised jaw, multiple scratches, and oh yeah, an arrest record.  Also my sexy new dress was filthy after rolling around on the floor.  I’d probably have to burn the damned thing.

Realizing that Aubrey West was the reason for my terrible night was just icing on the cake. I’d hated her all the way through high school.  Stuck up little bitch.  Although with the benefit of age and experience I now realized that I’d also had a crush on her, but I didn’t know what to do with those feelings back then.  









