
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          kink.club.com

        

        
        
          Holly Ryan

        

        
          Published by Holly Ryan, 2022.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      KINK.CLUB.COM

    

    
      First edition. July 2, 2022.

      Copyright © 2022 Holly Ryan.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8201680992

    

    
    
      Written by Holly Ryan.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Mind Your Step, kink.club.com #1



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1

Sophia
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MY DATING LIFE WAS a dumpster fire.

Guys who always smelled like week-old salami, had the social skills of a buzzing fly, or who had zero life goals were what I had to choose from. It was slim pickings in my small suburb outside Kansas City. Maybe I should’ve moved and then been disappointed all over again. Instead, I signed up for kink.club.com.

The dating site/app claimed to have a 97 percent success rate, with most of their matched couples committing themselves to each other and claiming to be totally smitten. According to the commercials anyway, with no disclaimers at the bottom saying that the people were paid actors. And, if you couldn’t tell, it catered to those who liked to get a little kinky.

I didn’t feel like I had a lot to lose by signing up. It was free, though they only choose a select few to actually go through with the whole process. And damn, it was quite a process—mountains of paperwork, psych evaluations with trained professionals, personality quizzes that asked very specific questions about everything from diet to favorite sex position to hard limits. But the employees who showed up at my house—yep, you read that right, though I made sure no one else was home—and in my inbox always made sure I knew I could back out at any time if I felt that they were pressing a little too hard on my private life.

I knew, but I didn’t care. I found the whole process fascinating. After it was all over, they contacted me a week later saying I was a perfect candidate for kink.club. For $1500, they would proceed with finding me a match.

Fifteen hundred dollars. Money I didn’t have. Thank God for credit cards.

That had been eight weeks ago, but the contract I’d signed had specifically said they would be in touch in six with my perfect match. All my phone calls and emails were answered with an automated, “You are important to us. We value your questions and concerns.”

Yeah, not so much. I could just kick myself for falling for such an expensive scam. I couldn’t even afford a lawyer to try to sue.

One night after the late shift at the movie theater where I worked part-time, one of my coworkers invited me to the bar for a drink. So I sat there in a noisy bar on a Saturday night, the slopped butter on my uniform sticking to my skin and my popcorn smell flavoring the air. Not even that sexy combo could attract the right kind of guy. Shocking, isn’t it?

Michelle, my best work friend, bumped my shoulder. “Still no word?”

I shook my head, too tired to shout to be heard. Michelle was one of two people I’d told about my kink.club.com fuck-up. The other was my dad, whom I spilled my heart to every day at his gravesite in Heartland Cemetery. I left out the name of the website, though, for obvious reasons. If he were here, he wouldn’t have been mad, just disappointed that I hadn’t used my head more. Of course, his disappointment, whether real or imaginary, made everything so much worse.

I tipped back the rest of my beer and hiked my thumb toward the bathroom. 

Michelle nodded and smiled, her dark brown eyes conveying her sympathy that I’d gotten myself played. Better me than some other poor, innocent schmuck, I supposed. Just kidding. I’d much rather it be someone else, which made me feel guilty that I was such an asshole about all of this.

On my way to the bathroom, tables and booths filled with guys, and even some girls, turned to look. I wasn’t the hottest girl here by far, but people always seemed enamored by my hair—natural red that fell past my shoulders in soft curls. And yes, the carpet matched the drapes. I heard that question at least once a day at work from some punk kid who thought he was being cute.

Pair the hair with my blue eyes outlined in smoky kohl, my too-tight work pants that must’ve shrunk in the dryer, and my popcorn smell, and I guessed, at least to most of them, I was a looker. Or I was giving them the drunk munchies for popcorn. I sailed past them to the bathroom, avoiding any eye contact, because I was too tired to even pretend to be friendly. 

Once I’d settled myself on the pot to do my thing, my phone dinged. An email notification. Probably another ad from Sephora trying to sell me palettes of art supplies, also known as makeup to the rest of the world, because they knew I had zero money. Like an addict, I opened my email anyway.

It wasn’t from Sephora, but from kink.club. The subject line read Your Match Is... 

The air in my lungs funneled out. A cold sweat beaded from my scalp to my toes. This was it. This was really it. My finger hovered over the screen, ready to touch the ellipsis and find out who I was meant to be with.

This was a huge revelation, though, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to read who my kinky soulmate was while sitting on a toilet. The symbolism with this whole scenario seemed off somehow. But after I’d finished and washed my hands, a whole gaggle of ladies stumbled inside.

Yeah, this wasn’t the place to peer inside the rest of my life.

Out in the bar again, I grabbed my jacket off the stool next to Michelle. “Hey, I’m going to take off, okay?”

“You all right?” she asked.

“Yeah, just tired. See you tomorrow?” I would definitely tell her who I’d been matched with, but the finding out needed to be all me, alone.

“Definitely.” She rose from her stool. “I’ll walk you—”

“Say you’re not leaving,” a male voice said behind us.

We turned and two guys with sloppy grins stood—better make that swayed—to wall us against the bar.

“We’re leaving,” I said and started around them.

The guy in front of me stepped to block my way. He wore too much gel in his blond hair, and something about his face screamed future senator and political scandal. 

“Have a drink with us,” he said.

“Thanks, but we need to go.” I took Michelle’s elbow and tried again to go around them.

“One drink,” the other guy said. He had a goatee and wore a gaudy patterned shirt that almost made me forget which decade I was in.

Was this a 90s movie? Horror from the looks of it. Why couldn’t women go to a bar without being harassed? I’d come here for beer because I liked beer and I liked Michelle, end of story. I wasn’t that much of a dunce to pick up a guy here, or to be picked up on, for that matter. I had an email to open, damn it.

“Move out of our way, please,” Michelle said in her assistant manager voice.

They didn’t. 

“Move out our way, please,” the blond future-senator mocked.

Scratch that. Not a horror movie, but a horror-action movie starring two kick-ass females. 

I whipped out my phone, swiped a few times, and shoved the screen at their faces. “This is my vagina. Any questions?”

They blinked a few times, staring at the picture I was showing them, the feel-good alcohol buzz draining swiftly from their faces.

“That’s what I thought.” I grabbed Michelle, and we took off through the bar toward the exit. Color me surprised when no one followed us out.

Yes, it was an immature trick, but one that shut everything down 100 percent of the time within seconds. Seriously, the picture was horrid. I was pretty sure it was Photoshopped, but it had the desired effect.

Michelle’s laughter floated up to the night sky. “You okay to drive?”

“Yeah, I’m fine.” The email had completely doused all buzzy feelings.

“Text me when you get home.” She turned and strolled toward the bar next door where her boyfriend was about to play with his band. 

The reason we didn’t go there for beer was because they watered everything down. But maybe that bar didn’t have future senators and 90s shirts. Something to think about for next time.

When I pulled in front of the house, I put my car in park and then gripped the wheel, debating whether to peek at my phone now or wait until I got inside. No. Right now. I’d waited long enough.

I took my cell from the passenger seat, and with shaking hands, opened the email. I read it and then read it again. And again. It contained just two words, a first and last name. The name of the person I’d signed up to kink.club to forget. 

Will Lawrence.

My stepbrother.
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Chapter 2

Will
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I’D SIGNED UP ON A dare.

After cramming for finals week and then finally admitting all was lost, the guys and I went out, had too much to drink, and overheard multiple tables of ladies talking about kink.club. So we checked it out. Since I was the only single guy there, they dared me to sign up. I told them thanks but no thanks, but then Todd said he’d name a disease after me if my profile got picked. We’re all pre-med, so the things that tip us over the edge, that make us do the shit we do, all pretty much revolve around a disease being named after us. 

Pre-med—it takes a special kind of crazy.

So, I did what any single pre-med guy would do and signed up. And then totally forgot about it.

Finals week passed, and so did Christmas and New Year’s and a bunch of weeks rushing into my final semester before medical school. Then I got the email saying I’d been chosen, took even more tests, signed papers, forked over a major wad of cash, and then promptly forgot about it once again. 

Then today, the results came.

I’d been sitting on the couch surrounded by textbooks, used legal pads, and my laptop with the Turner Classic Movie channel turned low. I was old-school, like Dad in a lot of ways, even had to write my notes out longhand. That was the only way I could process everything I needed to shove into my brain. That was my spot for studying. It was also the prime location to make sure Sophia got home safely from work.

Sophia, my stepsister, the girl who’d crawled into my dreams since day one. I’d been seventeen when our parents married, and I’d had to force myself not to stare at her ever since. She was the prettiest girl I’d ever seen. I’d tried to fight my attraction to her by fucking my way through most of my high school honor classes. Also into college, but significantly less now that I was buried up to my dick in homework. I shouldn’t have wanted her as bad as I did, but there was no off switch on the things she made me feel.

So when I saw her name in the email, I sat there on the couch in the middle of an explosion of medical knowledge, and my mind blanked of everything but her. How her face had this glow about it, how her blue eyes lit up even when she was tired, how she curled her legs underneath her on the couch when she offered to quiz me. And it wasn’t just her looks that drove me crazy. She had a free spirit that made me kind of envious in my structured world, and a throaty laugh I would never get tired of hearing. Compared to all the other girls I knew, she was...effortless. Different. 

She was also my stepsister, my match according to kink.club, emotionally and sexually with a 97 percent accuracy rate. My dreams would agree. Our sexual compatibility inside my head had chapped my right hand for the last five years. Even now, thinking about her reading my name in her email made my pants uncomfortably tight. Did it excite her? Turn her on? Or was she disgusted? Had she thought about me before? And did her kinks match mine?

I’d always felt the need for control in every aspect of my life. I wanted to dominate my sexual situations, but most girls weren’t comfortable enough with themselves to submit. Would Sophia? Maybe so.

I’d never acted on my attraction for her. She’d never given any sign that she wanted me. But that wasn’t really her style. She wasn’t a flirt or an attention seeker. She was just Sophia.

So how did kink.club know how I felt about her? Yeah, they had a 97 percent success rate and I’d forked over some really personal shit about myself, but I’d never told anyone about her.

Kink.club’s match was weird. But right.

They had to know it would never work between us, though. She was my stepsister. Society turned their heads and ignored a lot of things, but not that. Which made me think they knew much more about my life than I did. Maybe our parents’ marriage wasn’t as happy as they let on, or maybe kink.club could somehow peer into the future. Fuck, I didn’t know.

A car door slammed outside. It was her. My stomach tightened. My dick hardened even more, like it always did when she was near. 

If our emails had gone out at about the same time and she’d seen it, she would know I was her match. How had she taken it?

Footsteps climbed up onto the porch. 

I was about to find out.
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Chapter 3

Sophia
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WILL WAS HOME ALONE from the looks of it, and just like it always did when it was about to be just the two of us, a warm pressure sank low in my belly. I’d wanted Will since the day Mom had introduced Jack, who would eventually become her husband, and Jack’s only son, Will. He had been a year older than me, had been always quick to smile, and didn’t flaunt his intelligence in everyone’s faces. He’d always had a straight road in front of him, a pre-planned life from points A to B. I envied that about him since I could barely plan the next five minutes.

Since that day, he’d stirred up my sixteen-year-old dreams into a hot, forbidden territory I’d never explored before. When Mom and Jack went out and left the two of us alone, I’d had to learn to control my breathing, act semi normal, and never, ever pounce on him like I did in my dreams.

And in my waking dreams. Night after night, he starred in my thoughts while my fingers or my vibrator tried to release the throbbing ache he always put there just by being him.

He was my match, even though I didn’t want him to be, but I secretly wanted him to be anyway. I didn’t know if he’d ever considered me as anything more than a stepsister. He always treated everyone with kindness, so it wasn’t anything special when he poured my coffee in the mornings, because he also poured Mom and Jack’s. I’d sometimes watch old movies with him while he studied on the couch, my whole body tuned to his every movement, but he never even glanced up.

If I knew he was my match, though, then he might know too. This would likely change things between us, for better or worse, and I honestly didn’t know which terrified me more. Would he look at me differently and see me in a different light? Would he want me as much as I wanted him?

Excitement buzzed through me at the thought. The pressure between my thighs pulsed, and I grinded my knees together and rocked forward in my seat to ease it.

We would be all alone with this knowledge between us. Warmth spread over my lap, licking heated tendrils over my skin. My mouth went dry as I gazed at the living room window with the curtain pulled across it.

Maybe kink.club had given me the permission I needed to see what could happen. No one would have to know. If Will wasn’t into it, then we would be part of that 3 percent that didn’t work out. But if I were honest with myself, that would crush me. I wanted Will. I always had. Time to see if he wanted me back.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
HOLLY RYAN

N






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





