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 Dedicated to my inner rebel—
 who saw the words forbidden romance and said,
 “Challenge accepted.” 










  
  

Chapter 1 


Skye





Club Red has always felt like a second home to me in busy Chicago. I have missed being here, but at the end of the semester, I had to focus on studying and classes. Then, I had to work my butt off at the salon to make up for the lost hours at work. 

Now I'm finally able to breathe, and Dante, a friend of mine who is a Dominant, connected me to a friend of his, thinking we'd be a good match. Neither of us is looking for anything permanent. I just wanted to have some fun over the summer break.

I've missed this place more than I expected. With Gemma deep in wedding planning with Carter, and Summer still in newlywed bliss with Knox, I've had more time to myself lately. Not that I mind, because I'm genuinely happy for them. Though I'd be lying if I said I didn't sometimes feel the sting of being left behind.

I step inside the lobby, which is bright white, almost like a clinically clean doctor's office. This contrasts starkly with the warehouse-like appearance outside. 

"Skye! I'm so glad you're back!" Rita, the receptionist, greets me.

"Trust me, no one is more excited than I am! Finals are a bitch," I sigh. 

I don't need to dive into how I didn't realize how much more work a master's degree was. I didn't really need a Master's in Business Administration to have my own spa. It was more of a fuck you to my dad, who was footing the bill. 

Enough of that, Skye. I scold myself. 

I am here to have fun and meet a possible new Dom. Thoughts of my father do not need to be mixed into this. 

"Oh, I know it! I'm only going part-time, and I can barely keep up," Rita says as she swipes my card and reads the information on my account. 

"Dante is already here." She smiles at me and hands me back my black membership card, which has the word "Member" in red and not much else on it. 

Not only is Dante a friend, he was also my first Dom. He helped me learn everything there is to know about the BDSM lifestyle. So, I wouldn't be taken advantage of; he's kept me under his protection, and he also sponsored my membership at Club Red from the start.

Despite what I may have told my friends in the past, if it weren't for Dante, I wouldn't have been able to be here at all. Dante is also introducing me to Gage tonight. We will spend some time together to see if we are a good fit, and if so, we will talk about limits and set up a time to meet. 

If not, then we go our separate ways, no harm, no foul. However, Dante has been spot on when he's matched me in the past. This time, I said I wanted to focus more on being tied up. He said he knew just the Dom, because it was his thing.

I tuck the card back into my wallet, turn toward the smaller door on the other side, and head toward the locker rooms. The locker room is clean and quiet as I stow my bag and check my appearance in the mirror. Tonight, I've opted for a simple black dress, something easy to remove but elegant enough to make me feel confident. My dark hair falls in loose waves past my shoulders, and I've put more effort into my makeup than usual.

I program the lock with my code and go out to the lobby through the large leather double doors, which are guarded by a guy who looks like he played as a linebacker in the NFL and could pick me up with one arm and think nothing of it. 

The bass of the music thrums through the walls of Club Red, vibrating in my chest as I step inside for the first time in months. This place has always been an escape, a world where I can leave stress at the door and focus on pleasure, control, and trust.

The large, twenty-something-person leather couch is the centerpiece you first see when you walk into the main room. There are couples on the couch enjoying each other out in the open. 

One woman is sitting on the couch, legs spread, with a man on his knees in front of her, eating her out like it's his last meal. Another man is on the couch with a woman bent over his knee and is issuing slap after slap on her bright red ass. These people want to be watched, and I love watching them.

I turn toward my right and head to the massive bar but don't quite make it before I hear my name. 

"Skye!"

Turning, I see Pink flashing me a grin as she walks over to me. I took some classes from her when I first joined Club Red. She helps teach women who are new to the lifestyle, and she's been here as long as anyone can remember.

"Long time no see," she says, following me to the bar. "Thought you'd abandoned us."

"Finals," I say with an exaggerated groan. "It was hell, but I survived. Figured I deserved a night of fun."

"Damn right, you do." She eyes me knowingly. "Looking for anything in particular tonight?"

Hesitating, I shake my head, smirking. "I'm meeting with Dante, who is setting up a meeting for me with someone. Thinking I might have some summer fun, maybe try bondage play."

She smiles, giving me a wink. "That sounds like fun! Enjoy yourself."

Returning her wink, I settle in on a bar stool. Then I look around the room, so I’m always aware of who is around.

Jax, the bartender, is already pouring a drink when he turns back to the counter. "Look who finally decided to show up."

"You miss me, Jax?" I laugh.

"Like a hole in the head," he teases, sliding my usual toward me. "The usual?"

"You remembered."

"Coconut rum and pineapple juice for the lady who tips well and never causes trouble. How could I forget?" 

I smile. "So, what's been happening while I've been buried in textbooks? Any good drama I missed?"

"Nothing major. That redhead on the St. Andrew Cross is on her third Dom this week. Rumor has it she has plans to work her way through the whole club just to say she can," Jax says. 

I glance over in the direction he nods. I have seen her around but never really talked to her, and I don't even know her name.  

"Couple of new members. Few suspensions for the usual reasons. That photo leak crap hit the news briefly, but Carter and the guys handled it." He lowers his voice. "Security's been tighter since then, but it's mostly behind the scenes. You waiting for Dante?"

"He's setting me up with a new Dom," I tell him. 

"And who is this new Dom you're meeting?"

"All I know is his name is Gage?" I’m trying to get more information because Jax knows everyone. 

Jax smirks. "Yeah. Good guy and he's into bondage."

Heat coils low in my belly. My last scene partner wasn't into bondage, not the way I craved it, anyway. That was fine at the time, but it left me wanting more.

We went our separate ways. I focused on school and finals. Now I'm free to play for a couple of months. When I thought about my next play partner, I knew exactly what I wanted. Thankfully, Dante could help. My other option was to ask Gemma to ask her fiancé, since he owns the club, but that would venture into the awkward category I've been trying to avoid with them. 

"Shoulda known I'd catch ya gettin' all the gossip off Jax," Dante says in his strong Irish accent as he takes the bar stool next to me.  

"Hey Dante," Jax says, heading off to make his drink. 

"Well, I had finals, and I've been away longer than I'd like. Had to catch up somehow," I smile at him.

"Ah, sure, I'm just glad you're back. Hopefully yer not doin' a runner, 'cause look, here's Gage now," Dante says, while Jax hands him his drink. "Why don't ya go have a look at the Voyeur Hall while he and I have a wee chat, yeah?"

I nod and sip my drink, trying to relax as I wander toward the Voyeur Hall. He didn't point out Gage, so I'm still not sure who he is, but I trust Dante, and I'm excited to meet him.

The lighting is dim down the hallway. Each room has a large glass window and a few chairs for viewing. I take a look into each room to see what catches my eye. The first room has a spanking scene. A woman on her knees, looking up at her Dom with pure submission written across her face. I pass by a room where a Dom is sharing his sub with another man. That has never been my thing. 

I keep walking while thinking about the texts Gage and I exchanged once Dante introduced us via text the other day. We have been texting a little bit about our limits and what we like. Just to make sure we are a good fit before moving forward. Once we agreed to meet, Dante set it up. 

The next room I walk to is the bondage room, and always a favorite of mine. The scene in front of me makes my pulse spike. The couple is mid-scene, the sub bound with perfect precision, each knot a work of art. I can almost feel the restraint, the pull against unyielding ties, the thrill of surrendering control. My fingers tighten around my glass, my pulse kicking up a notch.

"Beautiful, isn't it?"

The deep voice startles me, and I turn to find a man standing beside me, also watching the scene. He's tall, with dark hair graying slightly at the temples, and a physique that speaks of regular workouts, lean but strong. His eyes are sharp and intelligent as they meet mine.

"The trust," he continues, "is what makes it art. Not just the rope."

I nod, turning back to watch. "I've always admired people who can do that. The patterns are incredible."

"Are you into rope play?" he asks, his voice casual but with an undercurrent of something that makes my skin tingle.

"I've experimented a little," I admit. "Never anything that elaborate, though."

He keeps a respectful distance, hands in his pockets as he watches the scene. "I'm Gage, by the way."

"Skye," I reply, offering a small smile.

I turn back to the scene, watching as the Dom drags a finger down his sub's bare spine, her body arching into his touch despite the restraints.

"Think you'd like to be in her place?"

His question is casual, but there's an edge to it, an unspoken challenge.

"In private, yes," I admit. No point in pretending otherwise.

There's something about him that intrigues me, a quiet confidence, a sense of control that he carries effortlessly. Unlike some Doms who strut around the club like they own the place, his dominance feels natural, understated, but unmistakable.

We watch the scene play out for several more minutes, occasionally commenting on the technique or the dynamics between the couple. It's surprisingly comfortable standing here with him, this stranger who clearly shares my appreciation for what we're witnessing.

He steps closer to me and drops his voice. 

"I've been enjoying our conversation," he says. 

When we started texting, it had been a while since I had enjoyed a conversation outside of Club Red with a Dom. He made me feel calm and at ease, even via text. 

"Me too," I admit, which earns me a small smile. 

"I'd like to talk more and see about moving forward," he says.

I let out a slow breath, the anticipation curling low in my belly. This man has an effect on me I wasn't expecting, and one I don't normally get from other Doms. Something in the back of my head tells me to be careful. That this could be dangerous, but I don't seem to be listening. 

"And you think we'd be a good match?" I ask. 

"I think," he murmurs, stepping just a fraction closer, "we should find out."

A slow smile spreads across my lips.

"Friday night," I say. "Same time?"

His eyes darken, approval flickering across his face. "Friday."

I drain the last of my drink, my body already buzzing with anticipation. This summer just got a whole lot more interesting.

As I’m turning to leave, his voice stops me. "One more thing," he says, his voice quieter now, almost intimate. "You should know I don't share if we do this."

I arch a brow. "Neither do I."

His smirk returns, full of promise. "Good."

Walking away, my heart is pounding, while the possibilities spin in my mind. Whatever Friday night holds, I know one thing for certain: it won't be anything like I've experienced before.

One of the guards walks me to my car. As we step outside, the night air cools my flushed skin. Getting in my car, I turn on my favorite playlist and head home. As I pull into my driveway, a text comes in. 

Gage: Can't stop thinking about Friday night. Sweet dreams, Skye.



I bite my lip, excitement thrumming through me as I type back.


Me: Me neither. See you soon.


Gage: Did you make it home safe?


Me: Yes, Sir.













  
  

Chapter 2


Gage





The moment Skye walked away last night, I knew I was in trouble. Big trouble. 

She's different. There's something about her, the way she carries herself, the way she watches, the way she holds her own even in a place like Club Red that has me more intrigued than I should be.

I've played with plenty of subs. I know the signs when someone is in it for the thrill versus someone who truly understands the lifestyle. Skye understands it. And that makes her dangerous, at least to me.

This morning, I woke up early, restless, my mind still replaying our conversation. Her voice, her eyes, the way she didn't hesitate when she told me she liked bondage.

Damn it.

I roll over and grab my phone, scrolling through our texts from last night. The last one I sent was to make sure she got home safely. She responded with a simple Yes, Sir.

That shouldn't get to me the way it does.

Before I can talk myself out of it, I type out a message.

Me: Good morning, beautiful. Sleep well?



I hesitate for just a moment before hitting send. This isn't my usual approach. Typically, I maintain more distance, more formality with potential submissives. But something about Skye makes me want to break my own rules.

When my phone buzzes almost immediately with her response, I'm surprised.

Skye: Good morning. Better than I expected, though you featured prominently in my dreams.



Heat curls through me at her words. I appreciate her boldness, the way she doesn't play coy games.


Me: I'm intrigued. Care to share the details?


Skye: Let's just say it involved rope and not much else.




I can almost see her smirk as she typed that, and it makes my pulse quicken. Before I can type out a response, my phone rings. It's Hunter. I reluctantly switch focus, knowing my friend wouldn't call this early unless it was important.

"Morning," I answer, keeping my voice neutral.

"Hey, are we still on for lunch?" Hunter asks without preamble. "There's some club business we need to discuss."

"Yeah, of course. Noon at Emilio's?"

"Perfect. And Gage? You sound... different. Everything okay?"

I suppress a chuckle. Hunter has always been too perceptive for his own good. "Everything's fine. I'll fill you in at lunch."

After hanging up, I send Skye one more message before diving into work.

Me: I look forward to making those dreams a reality. Have a good day, Skye. Don't forget to drink plenty of water.



Setting my phone down, I run a hand through my hair. I should get some work done, but my focus is shot. Instead, I head to the gym, pushing myself harder than usual, trying to work off this restless energy.

No matter how hard I push myself, her face is all I see. I can't seem to stop picturing her getting turned on by our text exchange. Just the thought gets me hard, and I push myself even harder. 

Even after a grueling workout, my mind refuses to settle. After a quick shower, I dress in my usual attire for work days, tailored slacks, a crisp button-down, and a blazer. My colleagues tease me about always being overdressed, but appearances matter in my line of work. Perception is everything.

By lunchtime, I know I need a distraction, so my lunch with Hunter is perfectly timed.  We've built a solid friendship since we started working together at the club, and he's one of the few people I trust. While I get along with most of the guys at Club Red, Hunter is the one I've known the longest. He brought me in when the club opened. Now that Carter is getting married, he's been taking on more with the club, so I'm glad he has time to meet me for lunch. 

Emilio's is bustling when I arrive, the lunch crowd already filling most of the tables. It may be a hole-in-the-wall diner, but it's still pretty popular since they have the best sandwiches in the whole damn city. I get there early and grab a booth in the back so we can have some privacy. When he arrives, I'm checking emails on my phone. 

"You look like shit," he comments as he drops into the seat across from me.

One thing I like about him is that he is honest and doesn't always tell you what you want to hear. It's nice since I've found out the hard way that once people find out you have money, they become yes-men, not wanting to upset you and be pushed away from what they see as a free ride.

I smiled. "Didn't get much sleep."

"Come on, spill it. I haven't seen you this distracted in months."

The waitress comes over and takes our order before I turn back to Hunter. 

"I met someone at the club."

Hunter's eyebrows shoot up. "Really? You haven't taken a new sub in what, a year? She must be special."

"We're just talking right now," I clarify, though 'special' isn't far off. "She's... different."

Hunter studies me for a long time. "Different good or different complicated?"

I consider this for a moment. "Both. She's intelligent. Self-assured. There's a depth to her that intrigues me."

"And she's hot," Hunter adds with a grin.

"And she's attractive," I concede, accepting my drink from the waitress with a nod of thanks.

Hunter leans forward, resting his elbows on the table. "So, when are you seeing her again?"

"Friday night."

"At the club?"

I nod, taking a sip of the sweet tea. "She's interested in bondage."

"Your specialty." Hunter's expression turns more serious. "Might want to be careful. That's how Carter got roped in."

If it weren't for the smile on his face, I might think he resented Carter for falling in love and stepping back from the club a bit. But Carter is his best friend, and I can tell he's happy for him. 

"I've got time over the summer break. All you have to do is ask if you need me," I remind him. He has several of us who are willing to step up and help. 

"I will take you up on that. We've got a situation with those photos that leaked from the Virgin Auction."

My mood darkens immediately. "I thought we handled that."

"We did, mostly. The coverage died down, but we're hearing rumors that someone's poking around, asking questions. Sawyer thinks it might be law enforcement."

I swear under my breath. The last thing Club Red needs is official scrutiny. We run a clean operation, everything consensual and legal, but that doesn't mean we want cops or feds looking too closely at our membership. Sawyer is an FBI agent and a club member. He works with the founding members to help direct eyes away from the club and give us a warning of anything coming our way. 

"What does Mase think?" I ask, referring to our organized crime connection, who is also a founding member. All in all, there are ten of us on the Board right now. Mase keeps his business separate from the club, but his security expertise has been invaluable.

"He's putting out feelers, seeing if he can identify who's asking questions. In the meantime, we're increasing security, especially for events. I'm pretty sure we are still being watched. If this thing with your sub turns into more than just a scene, you need to be smart about it."

I nod, already knowing that. All of us founding members have been taking extra precautions. Being so involved with the club, we have the most to lose. 

We spend the next hour discussing contingency plans, potential vulnerabilities, and how to shore up the club's defenses without alarming the membership. By the time lunch ends, I'm mentally exhausted, but confident we've covered all the bases for now.

As we're leaving, Hunter claps a hand on my shoulder. "By the way, don't think I didn't notice you dodging my question about your new girl. Just remember what happened last time you got emotionally invested."

I tense slightly. "This is different."

"Sure, it is," he says, clearly unconvinced. "Just don't lose your head, or your heart, okay?"

I nod more to end the conversation than in agreement. Hunter means well, but he doesn't understand. What I feel for Skye after just one meeting isn't infatuation or simple lust. It's... recognition. As if some part of me has been waiting for her.

My phone buzzes as I climb into my car. It's a text from Skye.

Skye: Been thinking about tomorrow all day. Should I wear anything specific?



A smile tugs at my lips as I type my response.

Me: Something easily removed. And no underwear.



Her reply comes quickly.

Skye: Yes, Sir.



That evening, I'm reviewing research papers in my home office when my mind wanders again to Skye. I've been fantasizing about all the ways I want to bind her, the patterns I want to create across her skin, and the sounds she'll make when I push her to her limits.

But there's more to it than just physical desire. I want to know her, what she thinks, and what she feels, what drives her. It's been a long time since I've wanted that level of connection with anyone.

I reach for my phone, wondering if it's too late to text her again. It's just past ten.

Me: What are you doing right now?



Her response comes almost immediately.


Skye: Reading for work. Thrilling stuff. You?


Me: Thinking about how I'm going to tie you up tomorrow night.




There's a longer pause before her next message appears.

Skye: Now I won't be able to focus on my reading.



I smirk, satisfied with the effect I'm having on her.


Me: Good. I want you thinking about me. About what I'm going to do to you.


Skye: Tell me.




I consider how much to reveal, how explicit to be. But why hold back? I want her anticipation to build, want her wet and ready for me before she even arrives at the club.

Me: First, I'll blindfold you. You'll feel my hands on you, but you won't know where I'll touch next. I'll take my time undressing you, exposing you inch by inch.



I pause, giving her time to absorb my words before continuing.


Me: Then I'll bind your wrists, securing them above your head. 


Skye: God, Gage... I wish I could see you. Touch you.


Me: Soon. Tomorrow night, I'm going to make you come harder than you ever have before. But not until I say you can.


Skye: Yes, Sir.




We continue our exchange. The messages growing more explicit, more intense. By the time we say goodnight, I'm painfully aroused and more certain than ever that tomorrow night can't come soon enough.








  
  

Chapter 3


Skye





"You need to get out more," Summer declares, reaching for her margarita. "You're all work and no play lately." 

I roll my eyes but can't help smiling. We're at our favorite Mexican restaurant, and the three of us are squeezed into a corner booth surrounded by colorful décor and the mouthwatering scent of sizzling fajitas.

"Actually," I say, stirring my drink with its tiny straw, “I met someone. A potential new scene partner."

Gemma's eyes widen. "And you're just now telling us?"

This lunch was supposed to be about her wedding plans, not about me. I also know my friends well enough that they won't move on to the wedding talk until we are done catching up. They know me too well since they were both my roommates at one point. 

Summer's eyes light up with interest. "At Club Red?"

I nod. "Yeah. The other night. We've been texting, and we're meeting up tonight for a scene."

"Sexting, you mean," Summer says with a knowing grin.

"So why do you look like you're confessing a crime instead of talking about something fun?" Gemma asks, tilting her head.

I hesitate, choosing my words carefully. "It feels different."

That has both of them sitting up straighter.

"Different, how?" Summer asks, her tone gentle.

I take a deep breath. "Well, I’m not sure. Usually, I keep things casual, right? Scene partners are scene partners. This guy... I don't know. There's something about him. I'm more nervous than usual."

I leave out that part of my nervousness is because of the blindfolding and being tied up, which is new to me. There are some conversations I don't want to hear the details of, like what Summer and her husband, who is Gemma's dad, do at Club Red. 

It's been more of a silent agreement between the three of us to keep to the general Club Red talk, while keeping all the details of what happens inside the walls there to ourselves. 

Gemma exchanges another look with Summer before turning back to me with a knowing smile. "Is it bad if it's different?"

I frown. "I mean, I don't know. I've always kept guys at a distance. That's the whole point of Club Red, right? No emotions, no strings. My focus needs to be on finishing school."

I am admitting more than I normally do. These girls are only part of Club Red because of me. I took them because I needed to know I wasn't alone in my kinks. In doing so, they both found the loves of their lives, not just a play partner. 

"Be careful," Summer says, her tone more serious now. "Club Red is safe, but getting emotionally involved can be complicated."

She would know. Her relationship with Knox, Gemma's dad, started at Club Red and turned into something much more. At first, Gemma had a hard time with it, but now they're practically the perfect family.

"It's just play," I insist. "Nothing serious."

Summer smirks. "Sounds like maybe you're ready for something more."

I shake my head, but the thought lingers. I'm not ready. Not really. But... maybe closer than before. I'm almost done with school, which, in theory, would give me more free time. But if I plan to own my own spa before I'm thirty, I'm going to have to work even harder than I do at school.

The conversation moves to talking about wedding planning and Gemma's thoughts on it all. This is the first time we are doing any planning since her fiancé, Carter, popped the question. 

Gemma pulls out a thick binder from her oversized purse and plops it on the table with a thud. "I've been collecting ideas for years," she admits with a slight blush coloring her cheeks. It’s not as if Summer and I didn't already know this. "I know it's a bit much, but I want everything to be perfect."

Summer reaches over and squeezes her hand. "It will be. We're here to help in any way we can."

I nod in agreement, grateful for the change in topic. As much as I love my friends, I'm not ready to delve deeper into my feelings about this new guy. It's too soon, and I’m too uncertain.

"Okay,” I say. “Now, let's start with the two biggest questions: theme and location." I’m ready to dive into all things wedding-related so long as it keeps the attention off of me and keeps my mind occupied.

Gemma flips open the binder, revealing a collage of pictures and swatches. "I've always dreamed of a fairytale wedding," she says, her eyes sparkling. "I'm thinking of an enchanted forest theme, with lots of greenery, twinkling lights, and maybe even some woodland creatures."

Summer laughs. "Woodland creatures? Like, real ones?"

Gemma shakes her head. "No, no. More like cute little decorations or centerpieces. I want it to feel magical and whimsical."

I lean in, studying the pictures. "I love that idea. It's so you, Gemma. Have you thought about a venue that could accommodate that theme?"

Gemma nods excitedly. "There's a beautiful estate about an hour outside the city. It has sprawling gardens and a gorgeous ballroom with floor-to-ceiling windows, and they handle almost all of it, from food to rentals," Gemma says with a huge smile on her face.

Not that hiring people is an issue. Her husband-to-be is a literal billionaire and owner of Club Red. There is no expense he wouldn't pay to keep Gemma happy. Not to mention her dad is a billionaire in his own right, and they will both spoil her. 

"Is this the place?" Summer asks, looking at a photo in the binder. 

"Yes, look at some of their past weddings," Gemma says, holding up her phone to their photo gallery. 

This launches us into planning and getting ideas from their past weddings, and makes the time fly by.

An hour later, my phone buzzes. I glance at the screen and nearly choke on my drink.

Gage: Thinking about what you'll wear tonight. Or rather, what you won't be wearing underneath.



My breath catches, and I quickly tuck the phone away, but not before Gemma catches a glimpse of my screen.

"Just play, huh?" she teases. "Your face says otherwise."

"Oh, shut up," I mutter, but there's no heat in it.

The truth is, I'm not sure what this is. Gage feels different from my previous play partners. There's an intensity to our interactions that both thrills and unnerves me.

Gage: Don't ignore me, Skye. That's not how this works.



A thrill runs through me at his commanding tone, even through text.


Me: Sorry, Sir. Having lunch with friends. Can't exactly sext at the table.


Gage: You could if you really wanted to.




God, he's infuriating. And arousing.

Me: Behave, or I'll make you wait longer tonight.



As soon as I send it, I regret the challenging tone. This isn't how submissives typically talk to their Doms. But Gage and I haven't established our dynamic yet, and something tells me he enjoys my defiance, at least a little.

Gage: Bold words from someone who'll be tied up and at my mercy in a few hours.



Heat pools low in my belly, and I shift uncomfortably in my seat. I exhale sharply and lock my phone, ignoring the way Gemma and Summer watch me with smug amusement.

"So, what's he saying?" Summer teases.

I roll my eyes. "Nothing."

Gemma snorts. "Yeah, sure. Your face is about to combust. It's definitely not nothing."

"Have you seen those articles about the Virgin Auction?" Summer asks. 

My stomach drops. "What articles?"

Summer pulls out her phone, tapping quickly before sliding it across the table. The headline screams sensationalism: "Elite Sex Club Hosts Virgin Auction: Inside Chicago's Underground Sex Trade."

"This is bullshit," I mutter, scanning the article. "That's not what happened at all."

"You know about it?" Gemma asks, surprised.

"I wasn't there, but Dante told me about it. It was a charity event. All the women who volunteered were club members. It was about auctioning off time with a virgin. Every woman up there was there because she chose to be, could back out at any time, and was paid 90% of the bid."

"Well, the media's spinning it differently," Summer says grimly.

"Carter's been dealing with it," Gemma adds. "He says they've handled it, but it's definitely increased security at the club."

I frown, handing Summer's phone back. "Do they know who leaked the photos?"

"Not yet," Gemma shakes her head. "But they're looking into it."

An uncomfortable silence falls over the table. Club Red has always been a safe haven, a place where consent and discretion are paramount. The idea that someone violated that trust is disturbing.

"Anyway," Summer says finally, clearly trying to lighten the mood, "let's focus on happier things. Like Skye's hot date tonight."

"It's not a date," I protest automatically.

"Whatever you say," Gemma grins. "Just promise to give us all the juicy details tomorrow."

"Not happening," I laugh, grateful for the shift in topic.

As lunch continues, we chat about everything from Gemma's wedding to Summer's plans to redecorate Knox's house. It's normal, comforting, and for a little while, I almost forget about the anticipation building inside me for the next time I see him.

Almost.


      [image: ]The evening air is warm as I step out of my car in the Club Red parking lot, my heart hammering in my chest. I run my fingers down the hem of my short black skirt, smoothing invisible wrinkles. The drive to Club Red felt like an eternity, my thoughts looping over and over. Now that I'm here, the thought of turning around and leaving is even stronger.  What is it about Gage that gets to me like this? I've played with other Doms before, and have enjoyed my experiences, but nothing has made me feel this off-balance, this... on edge.

By the time I step into Club Red, the pulse of music and the low hum of conversation ground me somewhat. I walk with purpose, heading straight for the bar where Jax greets me with an amused smirk.

"Gage is already here," he says. "He said to send you straight up when you arrived."

My breath catches. "Up?"

"Third floor," he clarifies. "He has a suite there."

This is unexpected. The third floor is reserved for founding members and VIPs. I'd known Gage was a regular, but I hadn't realized he was that connected.

"Thanks," I manage, trying to hide my surprise.

I bypass the main floor and head directly to the elevator, pressing the button for the third floor and using the code Gage gave me. As the doors slide closed, I take a deep breath, trying to center myself. This is just play, I remind myself. Just a scene with a new Dom.

But as the elevator climbs, I can't shake the feeling that tonight might be the beginning of something more than I bargained for.

The elevator doors open directly into a small lobby area. Gage is waiting, leaning against the wall with casual grace. He's dressed in dark jeans and a charcoal button-down, sleeves rolled up to reveal strong forearms with a hint of tattoos. The sight of him sends a jolt of electricity through me.

"Right on time," he says, pushing off the wall and approaching me. "I appreciate punctuality."

"I aim to please," I reply, trying to keep my voice steady.

His eyes darken as he takes me in, his gaze traveling slowly from my face down to my feet and back up again. "Yes," he says softly, "I believe you do. Can I touch you?"

Club Red is big on consent, and I like the fact that he is asking about it before we move any further. 

"Yes," I say.

He offers me his hand, and I take it, allowing him to lead me down a hallway. One door has a group of men stationed outside, and I vaguely recognize Mase in the corner, his presence unmistakable. He watches, but his eyes never meet mine. He nods at Gage, and Gage nods back, but neither says a word. 

We pass several doors before stopping at one on the end. He swipes a keycard, and the door opens to reveal a spacious suite.

It's not what I expected. Rather than the dungeon-like atmosphere of the playrooms on the second floor, this is more like a luxury apartment. There's a sitting area with elegant furniture, a small kitchenette, and doors that presumably lead to other rooms.

"Drink?" Gage offers, moving to a small bar in the corner.

"Water, please," I reply, not wanting alcohol to dull my senses tonight.

He nods approvingly, pouring water for me and what looks like scotch for himself. He hands me the glass, his fingers brushing mine deliberately.

"Nervous?" he asks, his voice gentle.

I consider lying but decide against it. "A little."

"Good," he says, taking a sip of his drink. "Nerves heighten the experience."

"Before we go any further, remember your safe words?" he asks. 

I've been at Club Red for so long. They are drilled into me, but this is our first scene, so I appreciate that he is making sure and not assuming. 

"Green means I'm good, yellow means we are approaching a limit, and red means stop," I recite them.

They go both ways. A Dom can safe word out, too, though it's rare when they are the one in control. 

"Good girl." The praise sends a shiver through me.

I've never really had a praise kink, but when he tells me I've been a good girl, the throbbing between my thighs intensifies. 

He reaches for a silk blindfold on the nearby dresser and lifts it, brushing it across my cheek before whispering, "Let's see how well you follow directions."

The air crackles with energy as he guides me until I'm backed up against a wall.

As I feel the silk slide over my eyes, stealing my sight, it heightens every sensation.

If this were some guy I had just met, I wouldn't feel this comfortable being blindfolded so soon. But Dante gave me his word. He told me that Gage is a good one, plus my gut says I can trust him. I hear the soft clink of metal as he gathers what he needs. Immediately, it pulls me from my thoughts. I shudder, my entire body responding to his presence. He circles me slowly, his fingertips trailing across my bare shoulder, teasing, igniting every nerve in my body.

"Skye," he murmurs, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. "Breathe."

I exhale shakily, my heart pounding as he steps behind me, his hands skimming down my sides before gripping my hips, firm and possessive.

"Good girl. You have no idea how long I've been waiting for this," he says, voice thick with hunger.

My body trembles in anticipation.

"Tonight is about trust," he says. "About surrender. Are you ready for that?"

I swallow, then nod. "Yes, Sir."

"Good." He reaches down, brushing a strand of hair from my face. "Then let's begin."

"Remove your clothes. Then, arms behind your back," he instructs.

Again, I comply, letting my clothes fall to the floor and clasping my hands behind me.

He moves behind me, and I feel the silk against my skin as he binds my wrists together. His movements are precise, deliberate, and the pressure of the binding is firm but not painful.

"How does that feel?" he asks as he secures the final knot.

I test the restraint. It's secure but not uncomfortable. "Good, Sir."

"And your color?"

"Green, Sir."

"Excellent." His hand caresses my bare shoulder, a gentle touch that sends a shiver down my spine. "Now, let's see if we can push that a little further."

And with that, he leads me toward where I think the bed is, and the night truly begins.
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