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      Rae

      “I’m sure it’ll be fine.” Famous last words, but there was no way Rae was going to admit to Domi that she was anxious about being the only single woman on the Jack-and-Jill wedding party trip to the Hideaway Resort. Her bestie was the bride, she was the maid of honor, and it was her job to make sure Domi had a great time during her bachelorette party, not spend it worrying about Rae. Especially not worrying about Rae’s single status. “We’re not doing group stuff together every day, right? And at night, I can go find a Dom to have fun with.”

      Hideaway Resort was a special destination for Kinksters—rather than a club, it was an entire island where they could indulge in their kinky sides at any time of day or night without risking judgment or misunderstandings. It had all the amenities of an all-inclusive resort, but like a kink club, it also had Doms and submissives on staff who were happy to scene with visitors. No sexual contact was required, but it was allowed. She could easily find a Dom to scene with—possibly a fellow guest at the resort or one of the Doms working there.

      Just because she’d be yearning for a very specific Dom, who was also going to be on the trip, meant nothing.

      Master Brian, who just happened to be the groom’s best man, was not for her.

      He was a Daddy Dom. She was a sub who refused to call anyone but her father ‘Daddy.’

      Neither of them was willing to compromise. It didn’t matter how attracted they were to each other; that was a barrier that couldn’t be overcome unless one of them was willing to give.

      Rae was not that person.

      Neither was Brian, apparently.

      So, they were going to be the only singles on a bachelor/bachelorette trip to a kinky island resort, and they were definitely not going to be scening with each other. They’d have to find other partners. And she’d have to work on not being jealous when she had no right to be.

      It would have been easier if she and Damian hadn’t broken up not that long ago and she’d been able to bring him with her, but it was for the best. They hadn’t wanted the same things, either, and she hadn’t been as unhappy to see him go as she should have been, which told her how deep her feelings had gone—or not gone.

      “We don’t have to spend any time doing group activities if you don’t want to,” Domi insisted, which was the topic that had spurred this particular conversation. “I’ll talk to Mitch about it.”

      “Absolutely not.” Rae shook her head, scowling at her bestie. “The whole point of this was that you and Mitch wanted to be able to do a Jack-and-Jill shower so you could enjoy being at the resort together. Not doing things separately just because you think I can’t get along with Brian for a week.”

      “It’s not that you guys can’t get along. It’s just that I don’t want you to be unhappy while we’re there.” Reaching across the kitchen table, Domi put her hand over Rae’s, her short curls bouncing around her face as she leaned forward. “I want you to have fun.”

      Rae rolled her eyes to cover up the sudden surge of emotion. She and Domi had been friends for such a long time, and it was moments like this that it really hit her hard. Because of that, she was even more determined that Domi had a good time—and to prove that she was just fine being single.

      “Stop worrying about me. It’s your wedding and your party, and it’s literally my job as your maid of honor to make sure you’re the one having a good time. Not the other way around.”

      “Is this your way of telling me you want me to be a bridezilla?” Domi snickered, giving Rae’s hand a squeeze before pulling back so she could take a sip of her tea.

      “You couldn’t be a bridezilla if you tried.” Not that Domi was indecisive, but she made it a point to take literally everything under consideration that could possibly affect anyone in her wedding party or coming to her wedding. Which was probably why she was so intent on making sure Rae was going to be okay at Hideaway. It was the one possible obstacle left. “This is my way of telling you that you’re worrying about nothing. Everything’s going to be fine, and we’re going to have an amazing trip.”

      She pushed the printed itinerary back across to Domi, who blew out a short breath. She finally looked like she might be convinced, though.

      “Well, if you’re sure.”

      “I’m sure,” Rae said firmly. “It was very sweet of you to feel like you needed to run it by me beforehand but also unnecessary. The week is going to be about you and Mitch and finding a hot Dom to do filthy, filthy things to me.”

      That made Domi laugh and relax, the rest of the fight going out of her. Thank goodness.

      Rae was speaking the truth, though. Domi had been worried about the idea of doing a whole big trip for the bachelor/bachelorette party, but everyone had reassured her and Mitch that they were thrilled to have the excuse to visit the resort. Almost everyone in their friend group had something to celebrate. Avery and Nick had just gotten engaged, Iris and Law had gotten engaged recently, and it wouldn’t surprise her to find out that Kincaid and Zach were headed that way… although things had been a little tense between them lately. But they seemed to feel that a trip to reconnect was exactly what they needed.

      Technically, Nick and Law weren’t groomsmen, but since they were connected to Avery and Iris, Domi’s bridesmaids, they’d been invited and had jumped on the chance. What kinky couple wouldn’t want to get away to a kinky island resort with their fiancée?

      Brian and Rae were there to make sure everything went smoothly for Mitch and Domi. That was her main goal for the week. She didn’t have anything to celebrate, so she was going to make sure their celebration was everything they wanted it to be. It had not been a stressful wedding planning experience so far, and Rae was determined to make sure it remained that way.

      “We’re going to have an amazing time,” she said firmly. “The itinerary looks great. The resort looks great. I am so excited to go.”

      The best part? It was the truth. Brian notwithstanding, she couldn’t wait to see what Hideaway Resort had to offer. If she was lucky, there would be the opportunity for a little vacation fling that would make her forget about him altogether.
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      Brian

      “And this is where you’ll be staying.” The little line of golf carts was slowly coming around a cul-de-sac of villas. His driver was a cute redhead named Ariel with a bright smile as she stopped in front of the pathway up to a small house. The oppressive heat of the island was enough to make him very glad for the little electric misting fan that had been handed to him upon arrival. He’d known it was going to be hot, but somehow, he hadn’t expected it to be quite this hot. It might be more the humidity than the actual heat—Maryland was humid by August, but he hadn’t been prepared for this level of moisture in the air.

      “Great, thank you so much for the ride,” he said, giving her his best smile. Which had absolutely nothing to do with the fact that right in front of him, Rae was being helped out of her golf cart by the far-too-handsome driver. Her braids were piled on top of her head to keep them off her neck and shoulders. Her dark skin gleamed bronze in the sunlight that danced over her exposed cleavage and back, and he didn’t miss the way her driver’s gaze slid over her rounded ass as she moved past him before he went to get her bags.

      “Let’s get you set up,” Ariel chirped.

      Brian yanked his attention back from Rae and her driver, who was now getting her bags from the cart. On the other side of him, Iris and Law were headed into their own villa. Their group took up the entire cul-de-sac, with Mitch and Domi in the first villa, followed by Zach and Kincaid, Rae, him, Iris and Law, and finally Avery and Nick.

      Why he had to end up next to Rae… well, what was done was done. He sure as hell wasn’t going to make a fuss about it. This trip was not about him. It was about making sure Mitch and Domi had a fun, relaxing time before their wedding. For the others, it was about allowing them to celebrate their recent engagements—or in the case of Kincaid and Zach, to hopefully work through their shit.

      He was worried about those two.

      There wasn’t much he could do about that at the moment, though. What he could do was go into his villa and not cause any issues right at the beginning of the trip, just because being right next to Rae made his skin crawl with hyperawareness of her nearness. He could deal with it for a few days. And nights.

      “Here’s the main room, then the bedroom is right over here,” Ariel said, waving her hand as she led him through the villa.

      Brian was holding his own suitcase—he didn’t care if she worked here, there was no way he was letting a woman nearly half his size carry his suitcase—as he followed her into the bedroom, setting it next to the closet. He’d unpack later.

      “Bathroom is right here, and you have a walkout to the balcony for your beach view from both the bedroom and the main room.”

      “Everything looks great, thank you,” he said honestly. The cool air inside the rooms was a relief. He wasn’t sure he’d be spending much time on the balcony, though he couldn’t help the impulse to step out and see the view… and as he did so, he saw movement out of the corner of his eye.

      Though there were quite a few lush branches of greenery in the way, that didn’t stop him from recognizing Rae… also out on her balcony. She seemed to sense him at the same time, turning her head, and their gazes clashed. Then she turned away and went back inside. Brian’s muscles relaxed. He hadn’t even realized they’d tensed until he felt them unclench.

      Dammit.

      “Alright then, if you need anything, just call the front desk,” Ariel said cheerfully behind him.

      “Thank you so much,” he said, turning back around to go inside and give her a tip. After he’d done so, he looked out the bedroom window—which just happened to be the one facing Rae’s villa.

      Just like out on the balcony, there were plenty of plants obscuring the view… but not entirely. His window looked into her main room, which had a glass door leading onto the wrap-around balcony. The curtains could be drawn, but right now, they were wide open, and if he positioned himself just right, he could see straight in through the tree branches to her balcony and past it into her villa.

      Where she was standing with her hand on the arm of her driver.

      Fuck.

      The surge of jealousy that went through him was not promising. He thought he’d gotten past this when she’d been dating Master Damian. And it wasn’t like he’d been celibate… he’d dated, too. It was just that nothing had come of any of it, and now they were both single again and here with a bunch of couples.

      Taking a deep breath, he looked up at the ceiling and let it out slowly. That was probably the real issue here. Knowing they were the only two singles, it felt inevitable they should be paired up together… but they already knew that wouldn’t work. Setting himself up for rejection again was not on his to-do list.

      He’d tried in the past. After being one of the Doms during her Introduction classes at Marquis, the local kink club they both belonged to, he’d gotten one glorious night with her. Yes, it had been a discipline scene she’d earned through bad behavior, but he’d also seen it as his chance to show her how good being his babygirl could be.

      He thought he’d done it, too.

      But the next day, she’d never texted him back after he texted her, much less picked up his calls. The next time they’d run into each other at the club, she’d acted like the night had never happened.

      Brian had gotten the message even before she’d started dating Master Damian.

      Just thinking about trying again made his chest hurt. He’d learned his lesson in the past about giving people too many chances, and Rae had already had far too many from him.

      Tearing his gaze away from her, Brian went to unpack his suitcase.
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      Rae

      What does one wear to dinner at a kinky island resort?

      Rae sifted through her suitcase. Since the weather was supposed to be hot as fuck, she’d been able to pack a lot more than she needed since no layers were needed and no cold weather clothes, which was both good and bad. Good because she had options, bad because she had too many options, and she wasn’t sure what to go with.

      Fetwear?

      A cute dress?

      Shorts and a tank top?

      Sighing, she pulled out her phone and went to the girls’ group chat to see what everyone else was wearing.

      Within a few minutes, she had her answer—cute dress.

      Okay, check.

      Digging through her clothes, she grinned with triumph as she located her blue dress with the thin straps, built-in bra, and flippy skirt. It was cute, sexy, and easy access. Not that anyone was going to be accessing anything yet, but if the group decided to go to the Dungeon section of the resort after dinner, she wouldn’t feel totally out of place. And she’d even be able to scene if she wanted to.

      The cute driver, Jose, had indicated he would be more than happy to show her around the resort if she wanted an escort. She’d gotten pretty strong Dom vibes from him, though he’d been very respectful about his offer. Not at all like the overly bossy Daddy Dom who was in the villa next to her.

      Maybe she’d find Jose later and take him up on his offer. Help clear Brian out of her head.

      If she could after that little balcony eye lock.

      Not that she was going out on the balcony again anytime soon.

      Getting dressed, she did her hair and makeup, pulling her hair back into a high ponytail so the ends brushed against her exposed upper back. Makeup was easy—natural eye and cheeks, with a lush red lip. By the time she was done, she was feeling pretty damn hot and a lot more confident about seeing Brian.

      This wasn’t her usual look, but it also wasn’t a look he’d be into. She knew that she dressed like a baby girl sometimes, but that was just her aesthetic, not her kink. She’d deliberately packed for this trip so her outfits wouldn’t be like a mating call to the solo Daddy.

      Walking out into the main room, she happened to look out the window and realized she could see into his bedroom. Not the whole bedroom, but she saw a flash of movement as he walked by the window—shirtless. She could see his shoulders, so she knew he wasn’t wearing a shirt, even though she couldn’t see the rest of him.

      Maybe he’s naked.

      Maybe you’re a perv. Stop watching him!

      She wasn’t trying to perv. She just wanted to make sure she couldn’t see too much… otherwise, she might need to tell him to close his blinds. In fact, she should probably go close her blinds just so she didn’t inadvertently give Zach and Kincaid a show at any point.

      Doing an abrupt about-face, she went back into her room and looked out the window, just to see, but the vegetation on the left of her villa must be thicker than on the right because she couldn’t see them at all. There was just less greenery between her and Brian’s villa. Because, of course, the universe was conspiring against her that way.

      Sighing, Rae closed the blinds, anyway, just for verisimilitude, before heading back out to her main room. She peeked through the window again, but there was no more movement. Turning, she tried to figure out how much of her space he’d be able to see.

      Most of it, possibly? She was pretty sure he’d have a decent view of the couch. If he looked out the window, he’d certainly see her.

      There was a curtain she could draw across the large expanse of glass if she wanted… but she didn’t. Instead, she went outside to meet up with everyone for dinner. This time, when the golf carts arrived, there were fewer of them since there was no luggage to contend with. Rae sat beside the driver—not Jose—with Mitch and Domi behind her in the first golf cart. She couldn’t see how everyone else arranged themselves.

      Driving through the resort to the restaurant was just as nice as the drive in had been. The lush greenery was everywhere, lining all the pathways and hiding most of the small villas and places they passed.

      There were some larger buildings interspersed throughout, the walls of the buildings a dark sandy color with roofs several shades darker and trimmed in blue. Ocean-blue shutters adorned the windows, just like the villas, standing out against the pale walls.

      They pulled up to one of the larger buildings.

      “Here we are,” the driver said, jumping out to help her step out. Mitch was doing the same with Domi in the back. Domi hopped out, and he curved his arm around her, pulling her against him rather than stepping away and dropping a kiss on her nose.

      Rae sighed.

      They were so fucking cute, it was stupid.

      “Okay, lovebirds, plenty of time for that after dinner,” Iris teased, coming up beside them. The pretty brunette was wearing a dress similar to Rae’s, though her skirt was a little longer and a little tighter, with slits up the sides to nearly her hips. “We need to fuel up. I’m starving!”

      Laughing, Mitch and Domi broke apart as Law came up behind Iris to corral his girlfriend. Grinning, Rae kept up with Domi, comparing notes on their villas as they went into the restaurant. It sounded like they were all the same, though as the soon-to-be bride and groom, Domi and Mitch had some extra goodies waiting for them in theirs—champagne, chocolate-covered strawberries, and a welcome basket of fruit, crackers, and cookies.

      Domi seemed happy and relaxed, which was good. Not that anything had been going wrong with the wedding planning, but it was still a huge event—though Rae suspected this trip might have been the cause of some of her stress. Domi asked about Rae being next to Brian, but Rae reassured her that it was no problem. The villas were completely private, after all.

      She didn’t mention the realization that he was able to see right into her living room or onto her balcony.

      Domi didn’t need to know either of those things.

      Their table inside was already set up with menus, and the hostess led them straight to it, a beaming smile on her face. There was nothing about the restaurant décor that hinted at it being a kink resort, but when Rae looked around at the other diners, there were signs.

      The foursome at the bar, where the men were sitting and the women gracefully kneeling at their feet, was one sign. As Rae watched, one of them reached down to feed his partner a tidbit of something.

      The couple in the corner looked like a regular, cuddling couple… other than the fact the man was wearing a leather harness and collar in lieu of a shirt.

      Not all the diners were exhibiting their kink, but enough were to make it clear this wasn’t a regular beach resort.

      Seating herself next to Domi, a frisson of awareness spread through Rae as the seat next to her was pulled out. Only one man made her react like that. It felt like the universe was mocking her as Brian sat next to her, and all the little hairs on the back of her arm stood up.

      Really? He couldn’t find a different seat?

      But no, she realized, everyone was already sitting down around them, no one noticing that the only seat left open for Brian was the one next to her. Because why should they be thinking about that?

      Gritting her teeth, Rae smiled at him as he sat down, ignoring the way her pulse suddenly sped up and the area between her legs suddenly tingled as his arm brushed against hers. There was no way she was going to say anything. It was literally the first meal of the trip. Domi was relaxed and enjoying herself, and asking him to move would make it clear that she was bothered by his presence.

      The best thing to do was to show she wasn’t bothered at all, which would also be best for making sure Domi didn’t worry about her.

      She smiled sweetly at Brian, pretending her entire body hadn’t just come alive in a way that it hadn’t been before.

      “Settled into your villa, okay?” she asked.

      He looked at her, his hazel eyes bemused.

      “Yes, you?”

      “Yup. Everything’s great.”

      “Great.”

      That was about all the small talk with him she could muster for now, so she turned her attention to the menu, thankful for the distraction.
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      Brian

      Sitting next to Rae was pure torture.

      Note to self: move faster next time so I can choose my own damn seat.

      It felt like the universe was shoving them together as the only two single people. Thankfully, no one else seemed to notice or think anything of it, but he was hyperaware of her beside him… and it was nearly impossible not to peek down the low-cut front of her dress to see the curve of her breast. He couldn’t look at her without seeing it unless he kept his gaze trained strictly above neck level. Which was hard to do when her dress’ neckline was so enticing.

      Get it together, asshole.

      Thankfully, there was plenty of group conversation to help distract him from the tempting beauty on his left—talking over the options for ordering, the server coming by to tell them the specials and take drink orders. Then, of course, once they had all their orders in, the conversation turned to talk of the week.

      Brian leaned back, resisting the urge to put his arm along the back of Rae’s chair. If she’d been any other woman, he would have. But he couldn’t. It felt too… close. Zach was on his right, and Kincaid already had his arm along the back of Zach’s chair. Brian felt scrunched in, but there was nothing he could do about it. He couldn’t spread out.

      “Tomorrow, we have our spa day, right?” Avery asked, looking across the table at Domi. She was practically bouncing in her seat. As Sous Chef and Executive Chef at the same restaurant—which was also attached to their kink club—she and Nick hardly ever got to get away together, much less for almost an entire week. Nick had his elbow resting on the back of her chair, his hand buried in her blonde hair, a fond expression on his face as he watched her profile.

      All of which made Brian even more aware of his inability to put his own arm out because he and Rae didn’t have that kind of relationship.

      Being single in a group of couples wasn’t fun. Being single in a group of couples where the only other single was someone he was desperately attracted to and couldn’t have was infinitely worse. For a whole week. At least they would be separated tomorrow.

      “Spa day for the ladies and beach day for us, right?” Brian asked. Having the first day separated from the women would be good. He could get a hold of being so close to Rae without being so close to Rae.

      “Yes. We’re thinking of doing a little volleyball,” Mitch replied, leaning forward to see past Domi and Rae. “There’s supposed to be some nets set up and equipment for anyone to use.”

      “Sounds good,” Kincaid replied. “A little friendly competition.” The heated look he shot Zach was filled with promise, and Brian wouldn’t be surprised if they had a little side bet going on tomorrow. It looked like getting away from home was already doing them some good, which was a relief.

      They made a good couple, but Zach struggled with his sexuality, not to mention his needs as a sadist and occasional Dominant. Kincaid was completely comfortable being bisexual and was always the Dominant in their relationship, so they had to find other ways for Zach to get his needs met. Brian hoped they could make things work, though, and not just because he didn’t want a shake-up in their friend group. In so many ways, they were really good together. They just seemed to be missing some essential piece that would help everything click into place. He just wished he knew what it was so he could help.

      Maybe this trip would do the trick.

      Besides, he couldn’t even help himself, so he wasn’t really in a position to be trying to help out someone else’s relationship.

      “I can’t wait for tomorrow,” Rae said, reaching over with one hand to rub the shoulder closest to Brian. “I need a massage so bad. It’s been way too long since my last one.”

      She’s not talking to you, he told his cock, which had perked up with interest at her desire for a massage. First of all, she wasn’t talking about getting her pussy massaged, and second of all, he would probably be the last person she’d accept a massage from, even if she wasn’t getting a professional one tomorrow.

      Despite his first instinct being to reach over and start massaging the spot she was rubbing, he managed to keep his hands to himself. It was something he would do for anyone… anyone but Rae. Because the opportunity for misinterpretation was high. Not to mention, if his arousal was stirring just thinking about giving her a massage, he could only imagine his body’s reaction to actually getting his hands on her again.

      Yeah.

      He had a problem when it came to her, and he was willing to admit it—there just wasn’t anything he could do about it.

      “Is there a plan for after dinner?” he asked, mostly to help get his mind off Rae’s need for a massage and the way her fingers were currently pressing into her shoulder. He could do a better job. If she’d let him.

      Which she wouldn’t.

      Which drove him up the fucking wall.

      “I think just exploring the resort,” Domi said, glancing at Mitch for confirmation. He nodded, leaning in to leer at her.

      “Exploring the resort… exploring you…” He winked.

      “I’m pretty sure you’ve already explored every inch of me,” she retorted with a roll of her eyes, though she couldn’t keep the smile from her lips.

      “I’d better make sure. Go over everything again, just in case I missed something the first time.”

      Next to Brian, Rae sighed. He glanced down at her but couldn’t see her face. She was watching Mitch and Domi, so her head was turned away from him. He could guess, though. He bet she was feeling the same yearning he was.

      Dammit.

      If only he’d been able to convince her to give him a try, to let him be her Daddy Dom, this entire trip might be very different.
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      Rae

      Dinner next to Brian had been pure torture.

      It had been hard to be right next to him among all the couples, all while thinking… what if? After sitting next to him for so long, it felt like her entire right side was tingly and extra sensitive. They hadn’t been able to avoid brushing against each other multiple times, and every time someone to the right of her had talked, she’d had to look past him to see them.

      Talk about brutal.

      Fortunately, Domi seemed to think everything was fine, so Rae knew she was covering it up well. Linking arms with Rae, Domi gave her a little squeeze as they walked into the building with the Dungeon.

      “I can’t wait to see this place,” Domi said, her eyes alight. On the other side of her, Mitch shot her a sideways glance before his apologetic gaze flicked up to Rae. She grinned back at him.

      She fully expected him to steal Domi away at some point this evening. She would be disappointed if he didn’t. And she was a big girl; she could entertain herself. She’d been going to Stronghold and Marquis long enough to be comfortable in a club situation, even if it was around strangers. Plus, she doubted all their friends were going to scene immediately.

      Playing third wheel to whoever was available was also something she’d become accustomed to.

      Everyone walked around as a group first, admiring the Dungeon. The building was huge, easily as big as Stronghold, but with quite a few differences. Stronghold was actually three floors, while the Hideaway Dungeon had two. The main floor was dedicated to the usual equipment, but there was a large hole in the ceiling where those on the second floor could look down onto the play area.

      When they went up to the second floor, they found dedicated stations for certain kinks. Unsurprisingly, Law and Iris veered toward the station where a Dom was using electricity on his submissive. That was Law’s favorite kink, and according to Iris, he was damn good at it.

      Rae went with Domi and Mitch to watch a cupping scene, but when that was over, Mitch whisked Domi away down to the first floor where they could play—though not before dropping Rae next to Kincaid and Zach, who were watching a fire play scene. She stood to Kincaid’s left while Zach was on the other side of him.

      “This looks like fun,” Kincaid murmured as the fire-whipping portion of the scene started. It was beautiful to watch, but Rae wasn’t sure she would describe it as “fun.”

      Zach apparently agreed, going by his response. “I don’t know who you think you’re going to be whipping with fire, but it’s definitely not me.”

      Beside her, Kincaid chuckled. She might be imagining things, but she thought his chuckle sounded a little strained. Before she could think too much about it, her gaze lifted to a newcomer on the other side of the scene…

      Brian.

      Watching her from across the moving strands of fire, his eyes were just as hot as the whip. Rae’s insides clenched as their gazes clashed. He was watching her rather than the scene, and for a long moment, she couldn’t look away. Eventually, she dropped her gaze, forcing herself to focus on the whipping.

      The fact he could draw her attention when something so interesting was going on was a testament to how much he affected her. And holy fuck, did she resent him for it. Dammit. He shouldn’t be able to affect her like that.

      But every time she raised her gaze and found him still looking at her, her body heated all over again, as if she was the one on fire. Honestly, it took a lot of the fun out of watching. She didn’t want to be watching. She wanted to be doing.

      Specifically, she wanted to be doing Brian.

      Get over it, girlfriend. You know it’s a bad idea.

      They wanted two different things out of a relationship. He wanted to be her Daddy Dom, and the idea of calling someone Daddy made her want to gag. She was happy it worked for other people, but it was so not her kink. Just the idea of trying to call someone other than her father ‘Daddy’ made her stomach turn over with nausea. But that was what Brian wanted.

      Needed.

      She couldn’t meet those needs, so she wasn’t going to try when the outcome was inevitable heartbreak.

      Right, because not trying is so much less heartbreaking.

      If only he would give a little on what she called him… but as far as she could tell, it was an integral part of his needs. She’d happily call him Sir. Or Master Brian. Just nothing that implied a fatherly relationship.

      She couldn’t do it.

      Which meant she couldn’t do him. Again.

      It had been hard enough walking away from him after nothing more than a play scene. She couldn’t imagine how much harder it would be after actually dating.

      The Dom running the scene finally finished, stepping up to his submissive and running his hand down her back, leaning forward to check in on her. The moment was heart-achingly intimate. It made Rae yearn for things she couldn’t have right now. Even if she did meet someone down here, it wasn’t like they could start a real relationship.

      Her mood was dipping, despite being in a kinky Dungeon resort. It was time to call it a night and get some sleep, and hopefully, tomorrow, she’d have a better outlook on life… and this trip. Especially after getting a massage. Tonight, she was tired from traveling, unpacking, and… sitting next to Brian during dinner. That’s why she was struggling.

      Yawning, she stretched and smiled at Kincaid and Zach. The audience around them was already breaking up.

      “I think I’m going to head back to my room,” she told them. “I’m more tired than I realized.”

      Immediately, both men were frowning down at her. Zach might switch for Kincaid, but it was like her statement had flicked a switch, and he’d gone into full Dom. His and Kincaid’s questions overlapped on top of each other.

      “Are you okay?”

      “Are you sure?”

      “I’m fine,” she reassured both of them. “Just tired and not really feeling up to meeting someone new and negotiating and all that. You know how it is with all the travel and everything.”

      “As long as you’re sure you’re okay.” Kincaid was still frowning, and Zach wasn’t much better. The two of them were tall, looming presences that made her feel all petite and protected, which was very nice in some circumstances, but right now, it just made her feel even more tired.

      “I’m good.” She gave them a cheeky thumbs up. “Seriously, guys. Go have fun.” She yawned again, letting her jaw stretch as she covered up with her hand, so they could see she was serious. Not that she was faking the yawn—it was very real—but she might be exaggerating it a bit.

      The two Doms glanced at each other. Yeesh. It was a good thing they were together instead of tag-teaming some poor woman. This amount of bossy testosterone would be hard to counter.

      “I don’t think you should go back to your villa on your own,” Kincaid said. “We can walk you back.”

      “Absolutely not. You guys should stay here and enjoy yourselves,” she said, crossing her arms stubbornly over her chest and shaking her head. “I don’t want to interrupt your night.”

      “It’s not an interruption,” Zach countered. “We can always come back here after. It’s not that big a deal.”

      “It’s also not that big a deal for me to go back to my villa on my own. There are golf carts right out front, with drivers. It’s not like I’m going to be all on my own. This isn’t Stronghold or Marquis; you don’t have to make sure I get out to my car okay, much less back to my villa.” It wasn’t like the clubs back in D.C.; they didn’t need to chaperone her or anything. She hated the idea of inconveniencing them, but the desire to go was getting stronger.

      They both frowned harder at her. Stubborn Doms.

      “You’re going back to the villas?” Brian’s voice came from behind her.

      Rae somehow managed not to groan. Of course, he’d come over and heard the discussion because that was how her life worked. Though the fact he’d been staring at her from across the scene should have clued her into the fact that he was paying more attention to her than he should be.

      “Yes, I’m tired and need some time to decompress, unwind, and get a good night’s sleep,” she said firmly, turning slightly to include him in the conversation without actually facing him. “Everyone else can stay here. It’s fine.”

      “I can take her back,” Brian said over her head to the two Doms, as if she hadn’t just said it was fine. “You guys stay here.”

      “Okay, great, that works,” Kincaid said at the same time Zach thanked Brian.

      Great. Decision made. It seemed like her input on what she was doing wasn’t needed at all. Thoroughly annoyed, Rae turned on her heel and stomped toward the front door.

      Freaking Doms always thinking they knew best.
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      Brian

      Following the clearly annoyed Rae out of the Dungeon, Brian couldn’t help but be a bit amused when she obviously was trying to get to a golf cart and take off without waiting for him.

      “Hold on,” he called out to the driver. “I’m headed to the same street.”

      The ‘street’ and the area in front of the building were well lit, so he had no problem seeing the glare Rae turned on him. The driver didn’t see her expression, though, so she smiled sweetly. For a moment, he thought Rae might try to tell him to take another cart, but it really didn’t make sense. One thing about Rae was she was willing to make a fuss when she felt it was warranted, but she didn’t like inconveniencing people.

      The moment passed, and she proved him right. Huffing, Rae sat down in the front seat, leaving Brian to slide onto the bench behind her. Which was fine. The important thing was that she wasn’t headed off on her own the first night in a new place. Especially a kinky place. Though they’d been carefully vetted before being able to make the reservation on the island, which was reassuring, there was always the possibility of someone behaving badly.

      Sure, there were security measures in place, but Brian intended to ensure they weren’t needed.

      “Hi, I’m Kia,” the driver said cheerfully, glancing over her shoulder at Brian to include him in her introduction. She had a similar coloring to Rae, but unlike Rae, she kept her hair in two cute poufs on either side of her head. The look suited her. “So, you two are part of the same group?”

      “Yes, we’re here for our friends’ bachelor and bachelorette party,” Rae answered her. Because he was sitting behind them, he noticed that Kia relaxed, which made him approve of her even more. He got the sudden feeling that if Rae had answered negatively, Kia would have stopped the cart immediately, and he’d have had a whole new set of problems to deal with. “He has the villa right next to mine.”

      Brian turned his head, looking out into the darkened greenery to hide his smile just in case either woman looked back. The long-suffering tone Rae was using could have been insulting, but he liked it because he liked knowing he was affecting her just as much as she was affecting him.

      He liked to torture himself that way.

      “Did you just get here today?” Kia asked.

      “Yeah.” Rae yawned, and he was fairly sure she wasn’t doing it just for effect. She was actually tired. He locked his jaw against his own threatening yawn. That shit was contagious. “I’m exhausted. We’re here for a bit, though, and tomorrow the ladies are going to the spa.”

      “Oh, you’re going to love that,” Kia enthused.

      Brian sat back against the bench, watching the lights through the greenery while the ladies chatted about the spa’s offerings. He was feeling the tiredness of travel, too, and since he didn’t have a partner to jump right into activities with, he’d already decided he wanted to leave the club and take a night to decompress and recoup. It had just been a fortuitous happenstance that Rae wanted to go at the same time.

      By the time they reached the villas, he cheerfully hopped out and wished both ladies a good night. Rae eyed him suspiciously as she got out, as if she thought he was going to say something to her.

      “Goodnight,” he said, giving her a wave before turning away.

      “Goodnight.”

      He resisted the urge to turn around as she called after him. He really was tired and planning on resting and going to bed. Rae had made it safely back to the villa. His responsibility as a fellow wedding party member ended there.

      Though he did pause at his door, waiting until she made her way into her villa before entering his own. He couldn’t entirely ignore his protective instincts, even though everything told him she would be fine.

      Which was also why, a few minutes later, he glanced through the window he knew looked into her villa. Just to check on her. What he was not expecting to see was a very naked Rae on the couch, hands on her bare breasts, legs spread, and pussy pointed straight at him. Brian froze as all the blood in his body surged to his groin, emptying his brain of all thoughts.

      What the fuck is she doing?

      What the fuck am I doing?

      Standing there like a creeper, that’s what he was doing.

      Look away, asshole.

      As if she knew he was standing there, one hand moved away from her breast and dropped down to caress her pussy. There was a roaring noise in Brian’s ears at the show she was putting on.

      Wait.

      She was putting on a show.

      Could she see him? Did she know he was watching?

      Did she want him watching?

      I shouldn’t be watching.

      He wasn’t sure she knew he could see into her villa, which meant he shouldn’t be watching. Even if it did look like she was putting on a show. Finally managing to tear his gaze away from the sight of her fingers dipping into the slick mauve folds of her pussy, Brian set his jaw and stalked to his shower. He didn’t bother trying to make it cold.

      Instead, he set it to hot and stepped in, the steam rising up around him as he grasped his cock in one hand and closed his eyes. The hot water cascaded over his skin as he began to pump, bracing himself with his other arm against the wall and resting his forehead against it while the image of her in her villa, playing with herself, played on repeat in his head.

      He knew what that pussy felt like.

      Knew how it tasted.

      His mouth watered, wishing he could taste her again.

      Groaning, Brian shuddered as he squeezed his cock tightly, his climax coming fast and hard and spilling onto the floor of the shower to be washed immediately away. If only he could wash his attraction to Rae away so easily.
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      Rae

      He wasn’t watching anymore.

      Disappointment fluttered through her.

      Though, truthfully, she wasn’t sure he’d been watching at all. Her position on the couch made it hard for her to see. But she liked the idea.

      Asshole.

      Jumping into the cart with her because she was a sub who needed a chaperone back to the villas, then acting as if he didn’t care at all once they got back here. He had barely even looked at her.

      Which had inspired her to try to make sure he couldn’t help but see her.

      And she thought he had.

      Pussy still buzzing, she got up and went into her bedroom. She’d brought her own assortment of toys for the trip because a girl never knew when she was going to need to take care of herself. Grabbing her trusty vibrator, she plopped down on the bed and got back into position.

      She could almost imagine she was still out there in the main room on the couch with her legs spread open, touching herself to tease her next-door neighbor. She could pretend he’d not only seen her but that the reason he’d stopped watching was because he was running over to her villa, determined to get his own hands on her, to be the one to make her cum.

      “Oh… fuck… Brian…” She ran the vibrator up and down between her pussy lips, buzzing the length against her swollen clit before pushing it inside her. The fluttering ears of the rabbit on the clit stimulator were currently off as she teased herself, pushing the shaft of the vibrator inside herself and stretching herself open, all while pretending it was Brian’s cock.

      Pretending he was on top of her, pinning her down to the sofa, and calling her a naughty girl for putting on such a show. For teasing him like that. Rae whimpered as her pussy spasmed around the hard toy, her hips pushing upward. She could feel her ass tingle, as if in anticipation of a spanking… but real punishment wasn’t going to be coming her way tonight.

      Instead, she could only tease herself, shuddering as her need rose higher and higher until she finally turned on the clit attachment. The buzzing vibrations on her swollen nub immediately pushed her over the edge. Rae cried out Brian’s name again as she came, writhing on the bed with the toy deep inside her. Her toes curled as wave after wave of pleasure pulsed through her, sending her nearly into overload as the intense vibrations became too much.

      Yet, it still wasn’t as good as her night with him.

      Damn him.

      Rae turned off the toy and stared up at the ceiling, panting as her breath came back to her. Her pussy spasmed around the quiet vibrator, still feeling full, satisfied, yet… incomplete.

      It wasn’t fair that she couldn’t get him out of her head. That she couldn’t forget that night and how good it had felt to be his babygirl for just a little bit. Because that wasn’t what she wanted. They weren’t going to work together.

      Sighing, she slid the vibrator out of her and started to get cleaned up for the night. Did she also walk through the main room in nothing but her bonnet? Yes, yes, she did. Though she couldn’t tell if he was watching or not. When she peeked through the window, it looked like his whole villa was dark.

      Which meant he could be standing there staring at her, and she wouldn’t even know it.

      Her skin tingled.

      Bad Rae.

      Clearly, she needed to get laid.

      Good thing she was at a kinky island resort complete with a club. The fact her brain kept bringing up Brian was likely because he was one of the few options she knew of. Sure, there had been the driver the first day, but they hadn’t really clicked, although he’d been cute.

      There would be other Doms, though. And tomorrow, she’d have the energy to actually hang out around the club and find one.

      She could have a hot island fling and get Brian out of her head completely.

      Yawning, Rae stretched and turned out the lights. The sound of a golf cart outside had her peeking to see what was going on—it looked like Kincaid and Zach were coming back now, too. They didn’t look like they’d had fun after she left, though.

      Not that she could hear what they were saying, but Zach stormed up the walk and into the villa ahead of Kincaid, who stood next to the street for a long moment, staring up at the stars. Rae chewed her lower lip as she watched. Should she go out to him? The way he was standing there, slightly slumped, wasn’t like the confident Dom she knew at all, and she wanted to give him a big hug.

      If he and Zach were fighting like this, it was only a matter of time before they broke up. Were they trying to hold it together for this trip? Or even for Mitch and Domi’s wedding?

      Her chest hurt just thinking about it.

      Just when she was about to grab a robe and go outside to see if Kincaid was okay, he gave himself a little shake and headed to his and Zach’s villa. There was no way she was going to go knock on their door—approaching Kincaid while he was outside would have been one thing—so that was the end of that impulse.

      She hoped everything was alright with them, but she also hoped whatever they had going on didn’t affect Mitch and Domi’s enjoyment of this trip. Which then made her feel horribly selfish that she was concerned about that instead of Kincaid and Zach, but… well, from what she’d just seen, it looked like they were already a done deal, even if they hadn’t admitted it yet.

      Which was going to be a bummer, regardless, but this trip was supposed to be about Mitch and Domi. She’d have to keep an eye on things, be there if either Kincaid or Zach needed someone, but also to keep it from affecting this week.

      Brian on one side, Zach and Kincaid on the other… Rae sighed as she made her way back to the bedroom. She was definitely going to need her sleep.
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