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      Chase Noble always seemed unattainable…until one night with him at the Players Club changed everything.

      

      I’ve wanted Chase for years, but much to my frustration, he’s always considered me off limits. When I walk into the Players Club with one goal in mind, to find a man who will give me what I need, it’s the maddeningly dominant, possessive (and I soon discover, pierced) Chase who refuses to allow any other man to touch me. He gives me a night I’ll never forget, a taste of what is possible, and I want more. With him.

      

      But Chase is a man with a dark past and secrets, and even though we come to an agreement, where I’m the student and he’s the teacher, he insists this is all it could ever be. That he’s not capable of anything more.

      

      Just as things begin to heat up between us, someone starts leaving me cryptic messages and watching my every move. Chase insists I move in with him so he can protect me, and the moment I do, our undeniable chemistry ignites into something deeper than either of us expected.

      

      Soon, his protection isn’t enough. I want all of him—his body, his heart, and his trust. And this time, I’m not letting him go without a fight.

      

      Playing with Forever is a steamy romance with high stakes tension, a possessive alpha hero, and a love worth fighting for.
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      Biting my bottom lip, I glanced at my reflection in the decorative, floor length mirror propped against my bedroom wall, taking in the slinky black dress and strappy heels I’d chosen for my evening of debauchery. Thin spaghetti straps held up the light, silky fabric, while the material caressed my figure in a way that was meant to accentuate my curves. I could have worn a strapless bra, but decided to go without because tonight was all about being daring, taking chances, and embracing those bad girl tendencies I’d suppressed for too long.

      I shifted to check out my backside, and the movement caused the dress’s fabric to brush across my bare nipples, making them furl into visible stiff points. Instead of being self-conscious, I felt sexy and confident. I was young, and my breasts were still high and firm and perky, so why not enjoy that benefit while it lasted?

      This wasn’t just an evening out at a club or a casino. I had done that plenty, especially since my breakup with Heath two months ago. No, tonight’s adventure was hopefully going to show me everything I’d been missing.

      After years of wishing and wondering, I was finally going to The Players Club, thanks to the invitation my older sister, Madison, had given me. Her and her husband, Rick, were members of the exclusive club in San Diego, but I’d moved back to Las Vegas where I’d been born and raised. About a year ago the owners, Mac and Dean, had opened a second club on an estate in Summerlin, just a short drive away. I was beyond ready and excited to see, learn, and experience everything the club had to offer.

      With a combination of nerves and excitement dancing in my stomach, I grabbed my small purse and headed into the living room. As soon as I did, my half-sister, Violet, looked up from where she was reading a book on the sofa, her eyes widening in surprise at the dress I’d chosen to wear, because it was more risqué than I’d normally opt for.

      Violet was the reason why I’d moved back to Las Vegas two years ago. After Madison and I had submitted our DNA to an ancestry site on a whim, we’d discovered, much to our shock, that we had a half sibling. I’d been the one to tentatively reach out to Violet, only to learn that our deadbeat—and now deceased—father had been having an affair with Violet’s mother while our own mother had still been alive, and she’d been a product of that tryst.

      Shockingly, despite our vastly different personalities, we’d become fast friends, and wanting to establish a true relationship so I could get to know Violet better, I’d made the decision to return to Vegas. After I’d secured myself a job at an advertising agency, we’d moved into an apartment together at first, and since housing was so affordable in the area, after a year of paying rent, we’d decided to buy a condo together as a mutual investment.

      “Okay, what do you think?” I asked her, giving a little twirl so she could see the full effect of the outfit. I’d pulled my dark hair back into a sleek ponytail, and the ends brushed my shoulders when I turned. I could easily picture a man tugging on that thick rope of hair with his strong hands, and the thought made me shiver in anticipation of that possibility.

      Violet grinned. “Damn, you’re definitely going to turn heads as soon as you walk in the place.”

      That was exactly what I wanted to hear, and my self-esteem increased with my sister’s compliment.

      Violet, too, was already dolled up, wearing a head turning, body hugging red metallic dress with a dip in the front low enough to expose a good amount of cleavage and showed off the pretty floral tattoo on her arm. Her overall look was very much retro vintage glam—a Rockabilly fashion style she loved and embraced. She’d piled her silky blonde hair on top of her head in a stylish updo, giving her a more sophisticated look.

      But instead of accompanying me tonight, she was about to leave for work as a poker dealer in one of the high end casinos on the strip. Her spiky black heels were on the floor next to the sofa, looking dangerous, a perfect match for the tough attitude and street smarts she’d developed growing up in a not-so-great neighborhood on the outskirts of Vegas.

      “Okay,” I said, exhaling a deep, fortifying breath. “I think I’m ready to do this.”

      Violet dog-eared a page in her book—because she was a heathen who refused to use a bookmark— and stood up, sliding her feet into her heels as she eyed me with sparkling green eyes and a gregarious grin. “All I can say is, eat your heart out, Heath.”

      “Are you kidding me?” I said with a caustic laugh. “Heath would have a coronary if he knew what I was about to do.”

      Violet smirked in agreement. “Well, then it’s a good thing the prudish bore is a thing of your past.”

      I had to agree. The truth was, despite our initial attraction, Heath and I had been incompatible in the bedroom. He was a nice, dependable guy, but all during our six months together our sex life had been dull and uninspiring . . . which eventually made it a tedious chore and not something I looked forward to. While I was sure there were plenty of women who’d appreciate the soft, tentative, missionary sex that Heath preferred, it had left me unfulfilled and unable to orgasm.

      I could remember all the times I’d lay in bed after sex, Heath asleep and satisfied while I stared up at the ceiling wishing that there had been more. Something a little harder, a little rougher—I wished he’d flip me over onto my hands and knees and fuck me from behind while smacking my ass, or pin me down on the bed and drive into me until I was tender and sore from being fucked good and hard. I wanted to be ravished and blissfully ruined by the time we were done, instead of disappointed and frustrated.

      I’d tried talking to him about the situation, opting for honesty, open communication, and expressing my desires, instead of harboring them. I’d suggested roleplaying as a start to ease us both into the experience, and even bought some toys for us to try out—leather cuffs, a flogger, a vibrating wand, and even a cock ring for him. I’d honestly been hopeful, that maybe by me initiating things it would give him the freedom to let loose, that he might enjoy exploring fantasies and being primal and dominant with me.

      Yeah, that plan had completely backfired. Instead of excitement, he’d been appalled and told me that kind of perverted sex was for sluts and whores. I’d been shocked, hurt, then royally pissed off with his attitude and insinuation that what I desired was abnormal. Seeing my reaction, he’d tried to back-peddle and apologize, but the damage had been done.

      I’d packed up my things from his apartment that night, along with my new perverted toys, and ended our relationship. Surprisingly, Heath had tried to grovel his way back into my good graces, but I knew I would always want and need more than he would ever be able to give me.

      Which was why tonight’s invitation to The Players Club from my sister Madison was such a gift—and her way of supporting me after I’d confessed the reasons for my break-up with Heath. That a part of me craved a dominant lover who pushed my boundaries and satisfied those salacious needs I could no longer ignore.

      Madison assured me that there was nothing shameful about my inclinations and had decided it was time to let me figure out my kinks at The Players Club, hence the invitation. This was my chance to explore and test my limits in a safe place where I wouldn’t be ridiculed for those darker proclivities, or that little slice of pain I’d always secretly wanted to add into the mix of pleasure.

      With both of us ready for our evenings ahead, we walked toward the front door, my gaze once again drawn to my sister’s very sexy dress. “By the way, I can’t believe they’re asking you to work in that outfit.” Normally she wore black trousers, a white blouse, and a brocade vest with the casino’s emblem on it.

      Violet shrugged as she dropped her cellphone into her purse. “It’s a private poker game in the casino’s penthouse suite with high rollers. They like to look at pretty things while mulling over the cards in their hand. If my boss wants to pay me extra to get sexed up and be some distracting eye candy, I’m happy to do it. Besides, it helps with the tips. So long as they keep their hands to themselves, I’m good.”

      “I know you’re more than capable of breaking fingers if someone gets too friendly, but I worry about you.”

      She rolled her eyes at my concerned tone. “The last thing you need to worry about is me,” she said, then gave me a pointed look. “You’re the one going to The Players Club. And, for the record, I’m envious as hell.” She flashed me a grin. “I expect all the sordid details tomorrow.”

      “Of course,” I said, then let the tiniest of nerves take hold. “I just hope I don’t stick out like a sore thumb, being a newbie and all.”

      “Trust me,” Violet drawled as we exited our townhouse and she locked the door behind us. “I don’t think you’re going to have any problem finding someone to take care of you tonight.”

      The idea of a man whispering in my ear let me take care of you made a full bodied shiver course through me. “I’d rather keep my expectations low. Be pleasantly surprised. Maybe all I do tonight is mingle and meet some potentials.”

      “Do not waste your night at the Players Club by over thinking things,” Violet said, almost chastising me for my thoughts.

      I sighed. “I know. You’re right. I just don’t want to get my hopes up, only to be disappointed,” I said, because if I was truly being honest with myself, I was pinning my hopes on finding a dominant, confident, alpha personality who would make all those lust-fueled fantasies of mine a reality. . . and wouldn’t consider me perverted for those desires.

      Violet stopped on the sidewalk where both of our cars were parked at the curb, and glanced at me in that perceptive way of hers. “Look, I know you well enough to know what you’re thinking after the shitty things Heath said to you. But the beauty of a place like The Players Club is that most everyone is there for the same reason. Which is to explore and indulge in all their dirty, kinky, depraved predilections in a safe, consensual space where no one is going to judge or ridicule them for their unconventional sexual practices.”

      I smiled at her, my anxiety ebbing. “You’re right. Again.”

      “I usually am,” she replied cheekily. “Just leave your inhibitions at the door, follow your instincts without overly analyzing the situation, and be honest about what you want. Then, let the good times roll with some hot stud who is capable of giving you the kind of experience you’re there for.”

      After that last little pep talk, Violet waved me off as she got into her car and headed to work. I slid behind the wheel of my vehicle and followed the directions on my phone to a private gated community in Summerlin, completely in awe at what I encountered when I arrived at the address’ gated entrance—an enormous three story mansion that spread out over an expansive property, the magnitude of the Mediterranean style structure matching the size of at least five houses put together.

      It had been built in a discreet and secluded location up on a hill overlooking the city, and there was no doubt in my mind that I was eyeing a multi-million dollar piece of real-estate. Despite the grandeur and exclusivity of the place, nothing gave away from the outside what went on inside. It just looked like another beautiful mansion among other equally huge, luxurious estates.

      I had to scan my invitation at the fancy, high-tech security system at the gate, and once it beeped its approval, the heavy wrought iron panels opened, allowing me entrance. I navigated my way along the wide paved lane that gave way to a circular drive in front of the house where I handed my car over to a valet.

      Excitement and nerves buzzed through me as I headed up the polished steps to the courtyard, my heels clicking on the terracotta tiles as I approached the entrance. I couldn’t hear anything from the outside—no music, no voices, or screams of pleasure, I thought in amusement. I was sure that the neighbors down below had no idea of all the debauchery that went on inside this building. It made it all feel even sexier, the secretive, hidden nature of it.

      When I reached the doors, they opened automatically for me and I stepped inside, with the same doors gently closing behind me, enfolding me into the house like the wings of a butterfly. Like I’d entered a cocoon.

      I’d stepped into a foyer with soft lighting, and immediately a young man was at my elbow to check me in. He was extremely good looking, but also looked like he bench pressed elephants in his spare time. I was sure that if anyone tried to put a toe out of line, this guy would make sure they regretted it.

      “Member code or invitation?” he asked, clearly not recognizing me as a regular member, and scanned the latter from my phone when I presented it to him. “You can put any of your personal items that you don’t want to worry about in one of those lockers,” he said, pointing out a sleek black panel, that upon closer inspection was sectioned off as a discreet wall of lockers. “And no cell phones past this point, please. We can’t allow pictures.”

      “Of course.” Madison had told me to expect that, and I secured my purse into one of the cubbies, locking it with a code so there wasn’t a key to worry about.

      He passed me an iPad, on which was a list of club rules I already knew but as a first timer needed to sign off on in person. There wasn’t anything surprising. There was a two drink maximum, and a reminder of the club’s safewords and hand signals to security if needed. And no drugs allowed, of course.

      I’d filled out all the pre-approval information online, along with a required blood test for health reasons and to rule out any issues, and completed another document with my hard and soft limits. I was told there were screens imbedded in every room of the house that allowed a person to peruse their partner’s boundaries before the fun began, which could also prompt any discussion that needed to be had for clarification.

      After signing all the forms, the man took back the iPad and opened another door. “Enjoy your evening.”

      The sound proofing on this building was amazing, because the moment I stepped through that door, it was like I was in a whole other world.

      I was now in what must have once been some kind of large grand entrance foyer, back when this was an actual house and hadn’t been gutted for renovations. They’d kept the grand staircase, but a large circular bar had been set up around it. Bartenders worked, while behind them people could head up the set of stairs to the right or left, where there seemed to be private rooms.

      All along the walls were intimate booths. To my right was a doorway into what looked like a public sex room, filled with beds, in what had once been a dining or sitting room. To the left through another doorway was a room with a lounge and a stage where people performed—burlesque, extreme kinks, sex shows.

      There was music, but none of it was so loud it was overwhelming. The lighting was tasteful. The walls, at least in this room, weren’t done up in the traditional red but in black with gold accents. It was possibly the classiest room I’d ever been in—and it was a sex club.

      Dean and Mac had clearly spared no expense with this second club, and from what Madison had told me, their wives, Jillian and Stephanie—who owned Fantasy Bedrooms and Interior Designs, and where Madison worked for them, as well—were responsible for all the aesthetics and décor, including the various special custom themed playrooms.

      Feeling almost giddy at finally being here, I headed straight to the bar to grab a drink, deciding I’d take my time and see who might approach me. Who I could flirt with and who might give me those dominant vibes I was searching for.

      The moment I ordered my mojito and glanced back into the lounge area where another show was starting, I saw him. The one man who had the ability to make my entire body light up in ways that left me breathless and restless and irritated all at the same time.

      Chase Noble…because of course life liked to tempt and tease me with what I wanted, but couldn’t have.

      He sat with a small group of men and his brother, Austin, who I also knew and recognized. Part of what I found so annoying about Chase was that if I didn’t know the guy, I would already be trying to get his attention in a place like this because he embodied all those traits I found irresistible. Muscular body, bad boy tattoos, and alpha tendencies with dark hair and dark eyes. Even wearing a crisp white dress shirt with the sleeves rolled up to showcase the artistic ink on his arms, and nice black slacks, he still had that rugged, brooding, assertive look about him.

      I eyed him from across the room, reassuring myself, not for the first time, that Chase was not my type—at least not in personality, which was moody and reserved. Okay, maybe it was more that I wasn’t his type, which meant he couldn’t be mine…and I’d be lying if I said that knowledge didn’t hurt. Yeah, he’d made it pretty damn clear he didn’t want anything to do with me…for the past six years, in fact.

      I knew Chase through Madison. His parents, Jillian and Dean, were one of the co-owners of the original Players Club in San Diego, and now this one. By association, Chase was a part of Madison’s world because she worked with his mother, and I also knew that Chase was now employed at the Noble and Associates security firm here in Vegas that had opened up a few years ago. We were all intertwined, however tangential.

      When I’d first met Chase at a barbeque at my sister and Rick’s, I’d felt such a thrill and the kind of infatuation that set butterflies fluttering in my belly. Chase was so gorgeous, and he’d had this enigmatic air about him after having recently been discharged from the Navy. At the time, through my twenty-one-year-old eyes, I could’ve sworn I’d seen him looking at me with a spark of interest.

      I’d clearly been wrong, or maybe my lack of maturity at the time had shown and been part of the problem. I couldn’t pinpoint any one thing, but by the end of that barbeque, it had been clear that something had changed and shifted between us. That what might have started as a mutual attraction had somehow, someway, turned one sided.

      Since then, he’d been polite but cool and distant every time we met, even as Madison and Rick’s other acquaintances greeted me warmly. Chase made it almost feel like I didn’t exist for him, and that indifference stung. I couldn’t even figure out a way to ask him, or say look, let’s bury whatever hatchet this is and play nice, okay?

      Over the years, I’d come to realize that Chase was infuriating that way because he never did anything that I could truly call out. Just little things that got under my skin and made it clear that he was avoiding me whenever we were in the same vicinity, and keeping me at arm’s length…and I had no freaking clue why or what I’d done to cause his dismissive attitude.

      Annoyed by this unexpected and unwanted surprise, I lifted my chin in determination, because I wasn’t about to let the presence of Chase Noble ruin my evening. I’d come to the Players Club with a singular goal in mind, and that hadn’t changed. There were plenty of other attractive men around, and I put on a sultry smile as one approached me.

      The night was young, and before it was over, I was determined to find myself that thrilling, dominant partner I craved to play with…even if that man wasn’t Chase Noble.
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      I knew it would sound insane to anyone outside of our family and friend group, but I was genuinely just at The Players Club to have a drink and hang out. Oh, sure, maybe if the right woman caught my eye I’d have some fun, too. I certainly wasn’t opposed to releasing a little tension. But I was there first and foremost to catch up with friends and co-workers in a more relaxed atmosphere, including my brother, Austin. It was always nice to spend casual time with him outside of the hectic pace of the office.

      We were sitting in the lounge area, the guys discussing one of the security cases that had just wrapped up while the next show began onstage—a demonstration on Shibari techniques, which wasn’t my thing, but it was always interesting to watch a skilled rigger tie up his partner with intricate knots in pleasurable ways.

      That’s when I saw Austin, who was sitting to my left, shift his gaze to someone, or something, behind me. The knowing smirk on his lips definitely didn’t bode well for me.

      “What’s that look for?” I asked, taking a sip of my bourbon.

      Austin gave me a full-fledged grin. “I just see someone I recognize. You’ll never guess who.”

      “If you say Mom, I’m going to strangle you.” It was always a possibility, considering my parents owned the joint with my dad’s best friend, Mac, and they all frequented the club when they were in Vegas visiting.

      My brother grimaced. “Jesus, if mom and dad were here, then I wouldn’t be. That’s just way too fucking weird. But, I guarantee someone far more interesting is here tonight. Take a wild guess.”

      Clearly, he was goading me. We were two years apart, and he’d been doing annoying shit like that since we were kids. I had always been the more serious one, even before I enlisted in the Navy and that stint had changed my mental disposition and temperament, while my brother had opted for college. Despite being close in age, our personalities couldn’t be more opposite, and Austin had always enjoyed pushing my buttons to get a reaction out of me. The guy was lucky I loved him.

      “Austin, please,” I said on an annoyed sigh. “I’m not playing this game.”

      “I can really make it a game if you want,” he quipped, his eyes returning to whoever it was that had caught his interest to begin with. “I spy with my little eye…”

      “Oh for fuck’s sake,” I groaned, and looked at the other guys sitting around our table, hoping for a little support. “Please, someone, make him stop.”

      “You think we can stop him?” Ford asked me, laughing because he’d seen this sibling rivalry and just how relentless Austin could be. “That drink you’re sipping must be a lot stronger than you realize if you think any of us have that kind of influence over your brother.”

      Jaw clenched, I flipped him off. I’d known Ford and the other guys at our table for a couple years now, since I’d moved to Vegas to help open the new branch here for Noble and Associates security firm. I hadn’t expected Austin to tag along with me, of course, but I supposed that was just how it was. Younger brother chasing after big brother. Even after all these years.

      “I’m not the one you need to stop,” Austin said, more serious now as he nodded over my shoulder. “He is, and you’d better do something quick, before it’s too late.”

      I frowned, then followed my brother’s gaze because now I was admittedly curious to know what the fuck he was talking about. Shock rippled through me when I saw that none other than Andrea Corbin was here.

      Oh, fuck no.

      My stomach tightened and heat flooded straight to my dick with a surge of lust. I hated how I couldn’t stop my body from responding every time I saw her, and it didn’t help that she was wearing a short, body-hugging black dress that showed off her perky breasts, highlighted her curves, and exposed way too much damn skin.

      Normally, she wore her hair down in loose waves, but the fact that she’d pulled those strands back into a sleek ponytail made me feel a little primal, especially in a place like this. I could easily imagine wrapping my fist around that silken rope, completely controlling her as I forced her onto her knees and did unspeakable things to that lush mouth of hers while she looked up at me with those bright blue eyes, all while swallowing my cock like a good fucking girl.

      What the hell was she doing here? Everyone who knew Andrea described her as a bit demure, hardworking, and practical. Someone who kept their head down and stayed out of trouble. But from the moment I first met her, I’d seen that daring spark in her eyes, and it made me think maybe Andrea was someone who liked dancing with fire. That was a dangerous notion for someone like me who liked to deliver the heat in ways that would undoubtedly singe every single one of her sensibilities.

      I’d known six years ago that I wanted her. Visions of stealing all that sweetness and innocence and making her sob with pleasure, or whimper from the carefully administered pain I inflicted, made my dick throb. The idea of her begging please, sir, another, as I used one of my toys on her, while I corrupted her, was the hottest thing I’d ever imagined in my entire life.

      That was exactly why I had to stay away from her. I wasn’t a man that people would describe as demonstrative or emotionally engaged, and I preferred it that way. After the shit I’d endured in the military, I’d learned to keep my feelings locked down tight, for my own sanity. Sex, physical release, was easy, but I was smart enough to know that I wasn’t cut out for any kind of a committed relationship, or even marriage…and girls like Andrea eventually wanted those things.

      And ultimately, Andrea was the sister of someone I knew and respected. There was no way I would ever start something with her, only to inevitably disappoint her and potentially cause tension and friction in our extended friend group. Which was why I’d spent the past six years trying to keep my distance from her, even at the expense of making her dislike me. It was safer that way.

      Andrea’s light laughter yanked me out of my dark thoughts, forcing my attention back to her and the man who was flirting with her. My jaw clenched before I could stop it. I knew that my brother could see my response, but I couldn’t hide my reaction. Someone as guileless as Andrea had no business being in a club like this. She probably had zero idea how to handle what went on in this place…what depraved men like me did in the playrooms that were equipped with implements that delivered equal pain and pleasure.

      Someone had to do the right thing and tell her to cut her losses before she got in way over her head.

      “You look like you’re having a stroke,” Austin said, his tone amused.

      My dick of a brother was enjoying this—my annoyance and the tension this situation was causing me. He was one of the few people who knew why I’d deliberately maintained an aloof attitude with Andrea, because the last thing I’d ever want to do was lead her on, or make her believe I was a forever kind of guy, despite how much I wanted her.

      I glared at Austin, finished off my drink, then stood up. I didn’t know or recognize the guy Andrea was with, but that didn’t matter to me and what I was about to do. As I strode over to the two of them, I told myself I was protecting her. Trying to keep her safe and from making a mistake she’d regret later. Logically, I knew what she did here was none of my business. Illogically, I was about to insert myself into a situation that would undoubtedly piss her off.

      It was a chance I was willing to take, because the thought of her fucking anyone in the club tonight was raising my blood pressure to alarming levels.

      The man said something to Andrea, flashing her a charming grin as he dared to run the back of his knuckles down the side of her neck. As I neared, I caught the last of his words to her. “…I’m thinking one of the themed playrooms upstairs could be fun. What do you say?”

      I spoke before Andrea could. “I say, unless you’d like to walk out of here with a few broken fingers, I’d suggest you don’t touch her again,” I replied, startling them both with my sudden appearance. “She’s with me.”

      The man immediately dropped his hand back to his side, and they both glanced at me. Him, a bit warily, which I was used to considering the intimidation factor of my size. I was taller than him by a few inches, broad shouldered, and solid muscle compared to his much slighter build.

      The man put his hands up in that classic sign of surrender. “My apologies,” he said quickly, and I nearly rolled my eyes at his timid reaction. “I had no idea.”

      Andrea’s lips pursed, her eyes flashing with annoyance at me before she shifted her gaze back to the other man. “I’m not with him,” she insisted.

      The man looked thoroughly confused, apprehensive, and unsure how to proceed.

      “What can I say, she likes being a brat,” I said with a shrug and crossed my arms over my chest. “It’s a little game we like to play, and we both know where that bratty behavior of yours leads, don’t we, sweetheart?”

      She narrowed her gaze at me, infuriated at my interference. “Go to hell, Chase,” she snapped.

      That fiery attitude of hers made my dick hard. I was almost disappointed that this wasn’t real, that I wasn’t going to whisk her away to a private room to dole out the kind of punishment that would make her bare ass red, while she cried out an apology for being so mouthy.

      “Look, I’m not into couple drama roleplaying, so I’m out,” the guy said, clearly not the confrontational type, because he walked away from Andrea without a backwards glance.

      She stared after him, looking frustrated that he hadn’t fought harder for her, but then she straightened, squaring her shoulders as she glared at me. “What the fuck was that, Chase?” she demanded angrily.

      I ignored her question. “I didn’t know you were a top,” I said instead, purposefully provoking her, when I should have been leading her toward the exit.

      Her jaw dropped open, then closed again. “I’m…I’m not a top,” she sputtered, clearly flustered—which I had to admit I found adorable.

      I was impressed that she understood the meaning of being a top, but her denial only pushed me to goad her a bit more, because I was enjoying this encounter far more than was wise. “Well, he’s clearly as submissive as a puppy, so where would that put you in that dynamic, had you gone off to one of the playrooms with him? I’m guessing with him on his hands and knees, and you holding the crop.”

      Her fingers visibly tightened around the drink she was holding, which judging by the mottled mint leaves inside the glass, looked to be a mojito. “I’m not a domme,” she said, but I already knew that.

      This woman in front of me was dying to be submissive, to have a man take her in hand and bend her to his will. To claim her, as that dipshit who’d just walked away from her hadn’t had the balls to do. I’d been living this lifestyle for six years, since the age of twenty-five, and all the signs were there. That defiant, daring attitude was like cat nip to a dominant man like me, who enjoyed having the upper hand and saw that rebellion as a challenge.

      She finished the last of her drink, then turned around and headed to the bar, dismissing me. I followed, because obviously I was a glutton for punishment when it came to her.

      “How did you get in here?” I asked.

      She set her empty glass on the counter and rolled her eyes at me, something I wouldn’t have tolerated under different circumstances, or if we’d been in a playroom alone together. “I broke in through the underground tunnel,” she deadpanned, and when I gave her a disbelieving look, she continued with her snark. “Oh, wait, you didn’t know there was a secret passageway that doesn’t require an invitation?”

      I braced an arm on the bar counter, the corner of my mouth twitching with the urge to grin, of all things. It actually took real effort to keep my tone and expression neutral. “Oh, I’m aware. I just prefer to walk through the main doors like a civilized person.”

      Aggravation rolled off of her in waves. “Do you think you’re funny?”

      “A little bit,” I admitted.

      She looked completely exasperated with me. I’d created this tense situation between us purposefully, for the sole reason to make sure I didn’t cross any lines with her. Our encounters over the years had been brief, my attitude always cool and distant. Whenever we’d been in the same room together, I’d walked away, avoided her, and I should have done so now but the thought of another man swooping in and doing anything with her was unacceptable.

      I had to get her the fuck out of here before I lost my mind and did something incredibly stupid…like drag her off to one of the rooms to finally give in to the urge to slake my lust with her, in her, until she was completely and utterly mine.

      While I was mentally contemplating all the ways I wanted to wreck her, she stepped closer and stabbed me in the chest with her finger, her eyes flashing a combination of fury and frustration. “What gives you the right to interfere with my evening here, anyway?” she demanded to know.

      “That was me, saving you from making a big mistake,” I replied. “So, you’re welcome.”

      Andrea’s brows shot up. “I didn’t know that I’d been assigned a babysitter. Did Madison put you up to this?”

      Ahh, so her older sister was the culprit who’d given her the invitation, which made sense considering Madison, and her husband Rick, frequented the club in San Diego. “No, but she’d thank me if she knew I’d stepped in. That guy has no clue what to do with a brat like you.”

      She scoffed. “Oh, and you do?”

      As soon as I arched a brow, indicating that oh, yes, I most definitely knew exactly how to discipline a little hellion like her, her entire face flushed with realization before she jutted her chin out.

      “Well, I can’t remember signing anything that said I needed a vetting process or some kind of dom-sub matchmaker, and I’d know if I did because I read that form pretty thoroughly. I did, however, read something about how to let the staff know if a creep is bothering you.”

      I held her gaze and called her bluff. “Then go ahead. Signal.”

      Andrea huffed out a deflated breath. “You know, I think it’s your arrogance that annoys me the most.”

      “Oh, you have a list?”

      She nodded. “A very long one. I rearrange it sometimes when I’m bored on a rainy day. Nothing like a good burning hatred to keep life interesting.”

      Andrea threw every one of her words out at me like a challenge, and she had no idea how badly I wanted to grab her and spank her and tease her until she gave in and called me sir and begged me for mercy. She didn’t back down from my rebuttals, she just jabbed right back, having no idea what kind of bear she was poking. Our entire interaction had my cock twitching hot and heavy between my legs, had me aching to see just how beautifully she’d submit to me.

      “You look good,” I told her, because I was in danger and needed to hurry up and end this conversation before things really got out of control. “I’m sure that dress will look even lovelier hanging up neatly in your closet at home.”

      Andrea frowned at my comment, her forehead puckering as she tried to make sense of what I meant. “Are you telling me to…take my dress off? Because the line is it would look better on my bedroom floor.”

      Oh, yes, it would. I couldn’t argue that. “I’m telling you to go home and change into something comfortable,” I replied, trying to reason with her. “Watch some trashy TV. Enjoy some ice cream. You don’t belong here.”

      Andrea bristled and waved her hand to the bartender for her second—and last—drink. “I belong here just as much as anyone else. In fact, I was doing just fine until you showed up and scared that guy off.”

      “If he was worth your time, he would have stayed calm and handled me instead of tucking his tail and running off.”

      “I don’t think you realize what you look like when you’re being all…” Andrea waved her hand up and down at me. “You know.”

      I grinned, unable to stop the look of amusement before it formed. “Actually, I don’t know. Enlighten me.”

      Andrea shook her head, causing that enticing ponytail to brush across her bare shoulders. “You’re insufferable, and I’m here to have a good time. I can handle myself. I’m not a child.”

      Before I could catch myself, I let my gaze drag down the length of her body, then back up again until I was staring into her vivid blue eyes. “Trust me, I’m very aware of how adult you are.”

      “Great.” She gave me an overly perky grin and picked up the drink that the bartender delivered to her. “I’m glad we can agree on something. Now, if you don’t mind, I’m off to enjoy whatever the club has to offer.”

      As soon as she walked off by herself, I saw enough male interest in the room to spur me into action. I pushed off the bar and caught up to her before any other guy could approach her. Gently grabbing her arm, I brought her to a stop, ignoring the look of annoyance she shot my way and the way she stiffened at my touch.

      “What?” she snapped irritably.

      I sighed. “You really are going to be stubborn about this, aren’t you?”

      She stared into my eyes, and as I watched, that defiance ebbed, and she swallowed hard before replying. “I’m here for a reason, Chase, and I’m not leaving until I experience…”

      She caught herself before she could finish her sentence, but the flash of insecurities I saw in her eyes softened my attitude toward her. “Experience what, Andrea?” I prompted.

      I didn’t expect her to give me an answer when I could see that whatever she was holding back was so personal, so I was shocked when she did reply.

      “I want to know what it’s like…to have a man dom me.”

      The honesty, the vulnerability, was unlike anything any other woman had ever shared with me. Her reasons for wanting this went deeper than just the thrill of being tied up, or paddled, or any other number of Dom/sub scenarios. This felt like a deep seated need for her, and that was something I could relate to and understand…even if I hated the idea of Andrea experiencing all those firsts with another man.

      I knew telling her to leave again was just going to piss her off, make her more rebellious and possibly push her toward an I’m going to prove you wrong stance. The last thing I wanted was her to be in the wrong headspace, and I wasn’t about to give someone as innocent as her to the wolves prowling around the club.

      “Tell you what,” I said, softening my tone. “Why don’t I show you around, give you a proper tour of the place, and see if any of the men I know who are good, well-trained doms are in tonight and available so you don’t end up with an amateur.”

      Skepticism etched her expression, not that I could blame her, considering my one eighty in attitude. “You would do that for me?”

      I nodded, telling myself this was nothing more than a professional courtesy, even while everything else in me balked at the thought of handing her off to any other man. “Yes. To ensure your first time is handled by someone experienced and capable.”

      She studied my expression a bit longer. “Is this your way of offering a truce between us?”

      The corner of my mouth twitched, because it was clear she was calling me out on my standoffish behavior over the past six years. “Yes.”

      She smiled, so sweet and trusting, all animosity between us gone for now. “All right, then. Lead the way,” she said, passing off her unfinished drink to a waiter.

      I offered her my arm, and Andrea slipped her hand into the crook of my elbow as I guided her out of the lounge, as if she were my play partner for the night…which she was not. I caught sight of Austin, and almost laughed at the comical look of shock on his face as he watched the two of us exit the room together. I could relate, because if someone had told me I’d be escorting Andrea around The Players Club as well as finding her a competent dom to play with for the night, I would have told them it would only happen if hell froze over.

      Yet, here we were, no longer sniping at one another, with Andrea trusting me to select a proficient man to pop her BDSM cherry. Unfortunately, I had ulterior motives in mind. If she wasn’t going to leave the club of her own accord, I’d just have to give her a different kind of incentive to make her reconsider.

      As I guided her to our first destination, on the way I could have easily identified at least five men that I knew personally who would show her an easy and professional initiation into the world, acquainting her with the basics, and give her a memorable and pleasurable experience.

      I ignored every single one of them, along with the looks of interest they sent in Andrea’s direction. In fact, I was fairly certain my expression told them to fuck off, considering they didn’t bother asking for an introduction to the new girl in their midst.

      Instead, I took her immediately to the public sex room, since there was always an orgy going on in there. I hoped if anything was going to unsettle Andrea, it would be the kind of raw, unrestrained fucking that went on in this section of the club. I wasn’t into that kind of exhibitionism myself. I enjoyed focusing on my one partner too much to share, but I didn’t judge anyone’s kinks.

      Once inside, I heard Andrea’s breath catch as she stared at the various positions and stages of undress as I led her along the perimeter of the room, where other people watched the sexual display, or fucked while being voyeurs to all the shameless debauchery unfolding in front of them. Andrea didn’t squirm or seem uncomfortable. Just curious. Fascinated, even.

      Her maturity impressed me. That was a point in her favor, but wouldn’t help me with my end goal with her. I’d have to bring out the big guns.

      “This way,” I said, redirecting her attention. “I’m not seeing any of the more experienced doms in this area.”

      There was a door that led upstairs to more rooms, if you didn’t want to pick your way through the bodies to take the grand staircase behind the bar. I opened it and ushered Andrea through and up the carpeted steps to the second floor.

      On this level, all the public rooms had windows you could peer into. I stopped us at one of them, where people were already engaged in a scene. A woman was tied up to a St. Andrew’s Cross and taking a hell of a flogging, her shrieks loud even with the sound-absorbing walls.

      I paused, letting Andrea take in the scene. I was sure she’d hear the screams, see the red, welted, crisscross marks all over the woman’s body, and call it a day.

      Over on another one of the benches, a submissive was strapped down and being fucked hard and relentlessly, begging for the man to stop, sobbing as her dominant thrust into her like a jackhammer while pulling on her hair and smacking her ass, which was already bright red.

      I knew that it was all play—the partner had a safeword she could use if she really didn’t want to be so forcefully fucked, or the pain got too intense. The club was a safe place for a lot of people to engage in consensual non-consent roleplay. Even if that wasn’t the type of scene we were watching, many submissives would instinctively say ‘no’ or ‘stop’ without really meaning it, just out of instinct. Safewords were a way to make sure there was no confusion.

      But Andrea probably didn’t know that. She was new to this. What she saw and heard was a woman begging for the man to stop, and watching as the person fucking her ignored that request. That had to affect her, make her pause and consider what she was here for.

      Andrea’s hand tightened on my arm and she made a noise in the back of her throat, and I glanced at her. Her eyes were a little wide, but she didn’t look afraid. She looked… intrigued. There was absolutely no fear on her face. No apprehension.

      Fuck. Not what I was hoping for at all.

      “Looks like Jordan is already busy,” I said, making an excuse to move on.

      In the next room, which was medical themed, a woman and her submissive were already getting into blood and needle play. Aha. Now this would be sure to scare Andrea off.

      The submissive’s legs shook a little as she lay on the table, strapped down, whimpering as she let her mistress slide needles in under the first layer of skin. It wasn’t anything I hadn’t seen before, but I could understand why it would be rather intense for a first timer to witness.

      I snuck a peek at Andrea to gauge her reaction. She bit her bottom lip as she watched the scene, but again, she displayed no trepidation or aversion to what was happening in the room.

      “Is this one of those things you need to be certified on before they let you do it?” she asked curiously.

      “Yes,” I said, surprised she’d remembered that from the club rules.

      We moved on, this time finding a couple engaging in electrostimulation. The woman was tied to a bed, spread-eagle, while her partner used a violet wand on various parts of her body to deliver a stream of electricity, the intensity ramped up high enough that the woman’s skin rippled with every touch. The man dragged the tip over one of the woman’s nipples, and her back arched as she cried out from the sensation. Beside me, I felt Andrea’s entire body jolt in response, as if she’d been on the receiving end of that stimulating voltage.

      “It’s pretty intense, yeah?” I asked, hoping that this was finally her tipping point that had her running toward the exit.

      “Very,” she agreed, and looked up at me, her eyes not filled with the concern or fear I’d been anticipating, but a surprising flash of irritation. “I know what you’re trying to do, Chase. You’re trying to scare me off, but I didn’t come here tonight without being prepared or knowing what I want…”

      Andrea’s voice faded as a woman’s moan caught her attention and she glanced over my shoulder, her eyes widening. I turned, curious to see if something had finally pushed her too far. I followed her line of vision to an open area, where another woman was secured to a St. Andrew’s Cross, her dom edging her, alternating between using his hand and a vibrator between her legs to increase the pleasure. He took her right to the brink, then denied her the release, again and again.

      “Please,” the woman begged, her whole body shaking with the need to climax. “Oh, god, please, I’ll do anything, just let me come, please…”

      He started again, and I could tell by her high-pitched cries she was so close to orgasm—but right at the precipice, the man stopped all stimulation. The woman sobbed in desperation.

      Edging was one of my favorite things to do to my partner, and my cock stirred a little on instinct. When I looked back at Andrea and saw her reaction, my dick hardened the rest of the way.

      A dark pink flush of arousal colored her cheeks as she stared at the duo with a desire that was visceral. Her pupils were blown wide as she watched, entranced by the scene. Her full lips parted, and I could have sworn I heard a soft, low moan escape her throat. Through the thin fabric of her dress, I could see her hardened nipples, and I couldn’t miss the rapid way her chest rose and fell with each breath she took.

      Jesus, Christ. She wanted to be dominated, badly, and I understood that craving for a particular kind of sexual kink more than most. Pain was my pleasure, but I also wasn’t immune to the exhilaration of pushing a woman to her limits, to seeing how much she could handle before I let her come apart. Imagining Andrea in that scenario, with me in control and her helpless to do anything more than accept what I doled out, made my blood run hot in my veins.

      Knowing I was probably going to hell for what I was about to do, I stepped behind Andrea, sliding an arm around her waist and pulling her backside flush to my body. She gasped, her hands touching my arm as she instinctively sank back against me, then deliberately rubbed her ass along the hard length of my cock, tempting and teasing me.

      I’d tried my best to make her see reason, but I knew that Andrea was on a mission and there was truly nothing else I could do to dissuade her from finding another man to give her what I was capable of providing. The thought of anyone else touching her, or fucking her, was no longer an option for me. If she played with anyone tonight, it was going to be me.

      I splayed a hand low on her belly, and her head fell back against my shoulder, her hips rolling in a silent plea for my fingers to traverse lower, to slide between her legs and stroke her pussy the same way the man in front of us was making his submissive squirm.

      “Chase,” she whimpered, sounding a bit delirious. “I want…I need…”

      She was so caught up in the lust coursing through her body that she couldn’t even get the words out. “I know exactly what you need,” I murmured into her ear. “Better than you do. Why don’t I take you to a private room and show you?”

      She nodded jerkily, and didn’t even hesitate to give me exactly what I wanted, which was her. “Yes, please.”
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