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      One scorching look. One sinful night. One man who ruined me for anyone else.

      

      I wasn’t looking for anything more than a night at The Players Club to forget my troubles. But then Ford Perish crashed into my life with a body made for sin and a smoldering stare that promised things no man ever dared to offer me.

      

      When trouble at work turned into a full-blown threat, Ford became more than a temptation. He became my full-time bodyguard. My living, breathing, test of control. Living under the same roof as this infuriating man was delicious torture. He invaded my space, my mind, and my body until there was no part of me he didn’t own.

      

      The danger closing in was real, but nothing terrified me more than the way Ford touched the places inside of me I swore no man would ever reach. He didn’t ask me to be perfect. He didn’t try to fix me. He wanted the real me—the troublemaker, the survivor, the woman who needed a man strong enough to break down her walls without breaking her spirit.

      

      In the end, it wasn’t the threats that wrecked me—it was him. And somewhere between the danger and the desire I found the kind of love that didn’t hurt, but healed.

      

      Playing with Trouble is a steamy, enemies to lovers romance featuring a possessive hero, rebellious heroine, and a collision of hearts that leave them both reeling from a love they never saw coming.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Violet

      

      

      

      “You’re insane,” Andrea informed me.

      I barely blinked. She said that about me often enough that it didn’t even register as an insult anymore. “No,” I countered easily. “I just knew everything was going to be fine.”

      Andrea scoffed and shook her head, muttering beneath her breath, “A guy threatens her at work and ‘everything’s fine’, she says.”

      She continued perusing the racks of clothes at the boutique we were in, occasionally pulling something out to look at it thoughtfully before hanging it back up again. The two of us were half-sisters by blood, but Andrea was also my best friend and I was grateful that despite our tangled family drama that technically made me the product of our father’s infidelity, none of that had ever mattered to her.

      It wasn’t either of our fault that our dad had been a cheating scumbag. Andrea was a good person, and a better friend. I loved her. I even loved Madison, our older sister who lived in San Diego with her husband, Rick—my half-sister, Andrea’s full—even though I wasn’t as close with her as I was with Andrea. I was incredibly lucky with the siblings I’d ended up with, including my brother, Christopher. Even if our parents hadn’t been there for us growing up, and all of them were now deceased, we at least had each other.

      “This isn’t the first person who’s lost their head when their luck took a turn for the worse,” I pointed out. It happened all the time at the casino where I worked. “We have security guards and cameras for a reason.”

      Andrea didn’t look placated. “He still tried to punch you.”

      “And he would’ve lost his balls if he had,” I said, and meant it. “I can handle myself.”

      The guy in question had been one of the players at my poker table the night before who’d lost over fifty grand, which definitely sucked. But then he’d accused me, very belligerently, of cheating on behalf of my employers and had threatened to make me pay.

      As if I needed to cheat in order for the house to win. That was just the nature of how gambling worked. Odds were, you were going to lose more often than you won unless you had the ability to count cards.

      As the saying went, Las Vegas wasn’t built on winners.

      Andrea finally cracked a small smile. “Would your bosses have been okay with you castrating him?”

      “Eh.” I shrugged as I continued browsing through different outfits, trying to find just the right one to wear for my first night ever at The Players Club, thanks to the invitation Andrea had given to me. “I’m sure it would have been a fun story for the higher ups to spread around. Don’t mess with our dealers, they took lessons from Robert de Niro in Casino.”

      Coming from the school of hard knocks was what made me a good card dealer. Nothing rattled me. Las Vegas was a glittering playground, but it was also a pressure cooker where people lost money they couldn’t afford to spend and drowned their pride in overpriced cocktails. I’d had people sob, scream, beg, and yes, threaten me. I’d seen it all.

      But occasionally you came across a guy like the one from last night, who clenched his fists and glared and promised retribution because I’d cheated, even though there were cameras everywhere in the casino, scrutinizing our every move that would prove otherwise. He’d been an idiot, and I’d had a lot worse than some random drunken loser yelling in my face and threatening bodily harm. And if he’d dared to touch me, I wouldn’t have hesitated to defend myself with a swift kick to the nuts before grabbing his head and smashing his nose against my upraised knee. I didn’t need a knight in shining armor to protect me.

      Andrea snorted in amusement. “I think Robert de Niro could’ve learned a thing or two from you.”

      “You flatter me.” I pulled out a dress, examined it, then returned it to the rack. I wanted something truly head-turning for tonight. Something that said, I’m in the mood to play, if you dare.

      “You don’t have to overthink what you should wear,” Andrea said, practically reading my thoughts. “A lot of people in the club wear lingerie, or robes, or casual clothing. I’ve even seen a few people in sweats during aftercare.”

      “I want to make an impression. The kind that gets the right guy’s attention and tells the wrong ones not to bother because they’re not worth my time.”

      Andrea laughed. “Vi, you never do anything but make an impression.”

      I spotted a glimpse of slinky, emerald-green fabric on the clearance rack and pulled the dress out to give it a look. “Well, not all of us are lucky enough to snag one of the club’s sexiest doms on their first night like you did.”

      Andrea batted her lashes and gave me a playful “who, me?” kind of look.

      Yes, my sister had lucked out with Chase Noble…though the road getting to their happily-ever-after definitely had its ups and downs. It was a good thing he’d finally pulled his head out of his ass, because I would have had to take matters into my own hands to make him see reason. And Chase’s face was just too pretty to bruise with a sucker punch.

      “It didn’t hurt that Chase didn’t want me playing with anyone else,” she said, grinning at me.

      I rolled my eyes. “He’s such a typical alpha male. A possessive, domineering neanderthal.” And I meant that in the most affectionate way possible, considering he was going to be my brother-in-law in the near future.

      “Not always,” she said, not the least bit offended by my description of her fiancé. “He does have a few soft spots only I’m privy to.”

      “It’s certainly not his pierced dick that’s soft,” I retorted. Not that I’d seen his dick, but Andrea hadn’t been shy about sharing the wonders of his Prince Albert and Jacob’s ladder hardware with me.

      She giggled and tossed her dark, wavy hair. “Definitely not.”

      I found a nearby mirror and held the silky green dress up against myself, which was a very scant scrap of fabric, really. While Andrea had generous curves, mine were more…subdued, though I definitely knew how to highlight what attributes I did have. So, instead of something body-hugging, I wanted a dress that skimmed over my smaller breasts and showed off some skin. The hem ending at mid-thigh achieved that goal, along with the thin spaghetti straps that left most of my shoulders and arms bare and would display the colorful floral tattoo on my left arm.

      “I think this might be the one,” I said, glancing at Andrea. I’d have to try it on to be sure, but I liked what I saw in the mirror. With my blonde hair worn up to expose even more skin, and the green dress matching the color of my eyes, it would definitely turn heads.

      Andrea eyed me critically. “You’re not going to be able to wear a bra with that dress, and considering it’s about a yard of fabric, it leaves…nothing to the imagination.”

      I rolled my eyes at her. “I’m okay with not leaving anything to the imagination and oh my God didn’t you wear a slinky black dress with no bra your first time there? It’s a sex club, after all, and you just told me that people walk around half naked in lingerie.”

      “Say that a little louder, why don’t you?” Andrea hissed, her face flushing as another shopper close to us gave us judgy eyes before moving on.

      “You and Chase are at the club like every week,” I said to my sister, amused at her response though I knew most of it was due to the fact that I had little to no filter. “You don’t get to blush about it.”

      Andrea glanced around to make sure no one else was listening in on our conversation. “It’s a very upscale and exclusive club, Vi.”

      “I know,” I said, giving her a sweet smile I knew she’d see right through. “Which is why I’m buying a very nice dress for the occasion and why I’m very thankful you were able to get me an invitation.”

      The Players Club was a private and classy sex club on the outskirts of Vegas. Pure decadence according to Andrea, located in a large mansion that looked just like any other rich person’s retreat on the outside, but had been outfitted on the inside to fulfill your every sinful desire.

      I could barely contain my excitement about going. A night of debauchery sounded like exactly what I needed to blow off some steam, especially after the previous night’s fiasco at work. And, it had been forever since I’d had a satisfying one night stand.

      In all honesty, I’d never been able to quite get what I wanted from sex beyond the obvious orgasm and even that wasn’t always a guarantee. I was sure that there were men at The Players Club who could give me what I truly craved. Andrea had told me about her more dominant scenes with Chase and even though I personally wasn’t attracted to him in that way, it reassured me about the level of experience the club members had.

      “You’re welcome for the invitation.” Andrea grinned at me, our gazes meeting in the mirror. “What are sisters for, right?”

      “Getting each other laid, apparently.” I laughed, and so did she.

      I headed for the changing room and tried on the dress. Just as I hoped, it showed a lot of skin and I was okay with that. The material was slinky and shimmered in the light whenever I shifted, and the thin fabric brushed against my bare nipples, making them furl into tight peaks. It was the kind of dress a woman wore when she wanted to turn heads and get lucky. I just hoped it worked for me.

      I stepped out to let Andrea see, feeling, surprisingly, a little self-conscious. I didn’t want to appear too eager, or too slutty. “It’s not too much?” I asked her.

      “As you said, it’s a sex club, after all,” she quipped back, though her tone was much quieter than mine had been.

      I shifted, checking out my ass and the backside of the dress. “Right, but I want to look classy, and maybe a little femme fatale, too. I don’t want just anyone approaching me.”

      “So, basically you want this dress to be a warning label.” Andrea’s eyes glinted playfully. “Maybe you should sew some spikes on it so men know to approach at their own risk, and only the brave will persevere.”

      I laughed, because she wasn’t wrong.

      I knew I had a tough attitude. It wasn’t a flighty quirk. For me, it was armor. Carefully built and honed from the life I’d lived, watching my mother open the door to man after man who never stayed. Not one of them thought she was worth sticking around for.

      So I learned young not to expect anything from anyone.

      I taught myself how to survive, how to depend on no one but myself. No expectations meant no disappointment when people—friends, boyfriends, even my own damn father—drifted in for a season and disappeared or moved on like I never mattered. I could still remember, as a kid, how much that indifference had hurt.

      Most people never made it past my walls. Hell, barely anyone tried. My younger brother Christopher—same mother, different father—had been the exception, the one person I’d trusted without question. Until Andrea and Madison came into my life after discovering we were related through DNA on one of those ancestry sites.

      Even then, it had taken me time to really let them in. I’d waited for the novelty of having a half-sister wear off, but instead Andrea had relocated from San Diego to Las Vegas to get to know me better. After living together for almost two years as roommates, we’d decided to invest in a townhome together, and it had honestly been that commitment that finally allowed me to believe she wasn’t going to leave like everyone else in my life.

      But most men? They took one look at my confident strut and got a taste of my sharp tongue and assumed I was the one who liked to be in control. And sure, I could be assertive. I could hold my own in most any situation. But that didn’t make me a Domme. That wasn’t what I wanted.

      What I craved—quietly, stubbornly—was a man who could meet me where I stood and not flinch. Someone who saw the challenge and liked it. A man who wasn’t scared of my snarky comebacks, wasn’t offended by my prickly disposition, or turned off by my independence. One who didn’t feel the need to tame me or tear me down just to feel stronger and better about himself.

      I didn’t want to be conquered. I didn’t want to be softened or turned into someone’s idea of demure. That would never be me.

      But a man who could handle me, attitude and all and wasn’t threatened by my assertive temperament? One who didn’t just play with the fire but stepped into the flames like he belonged there? Yeah, that was next to impossible to find.

      “I think you look great,” Andrea assured me, bringing me back to the present moment. “Sexy enough to get a man’s attention, but intimidating enough that only the most fearless and confident will dare to express their interest. And from there, it’s up to you who you choose to play with for the night.”

      “Perfect,” I said with a succinct nod. “Then I’ll take it.”

      “I’m so excited for you,” Andrea gushed as I purchased the dress.

      She’d been gushing a lot lately, and I couldn’t blame her. Honestly, it was a relief to see her so happy after all she’d gone through the last few months. Her coworker stalked her and tried to hurt her, and it was Chase who kept her safe—although it was a close call.

      Seeing her beaming without a care in the world, happy and in love and planning her wedding after all that stress made me feel like I could relax. At least I had one sibling I no longer had to worry about. Which left me with Christopher who was always looking for acceptance in all the wrong places. He finally had a good, steady job, but considering our age difference and his past choices, I couldn’t help but be concerned about him.

      “I’m excited for me, too,” I said to Andrea about my upcoming evening, then gave her a little smirk. “Though I have to admit I’m less excited about possibly seeing you and Chase doing anything remotely sexual together at the club.”

      Andrea rolled her eyes. “We’ll get a private room. Chase isn’t into exhibitionism and he doesn’t like to share.”

      She said it with such a thrill in her voice. I knew Chase, and despite his possessive streak the man was smart enough to know if he tried being all caveman in their day to day lives Andrea would’ve told him where he could stick it. But when they played as dom and sub, he could be as possessive as he wanted. Andrea loved it.

      Personally, I wasn’t so sure. It was one thing to have a man dominate me, but the idea of belonging to one person…yeah, that took the kind of ultimate trust I didn’t have it in me to give.

      We headed out of the store, the contrast between the chilly air conditioning and the hot Las Vegas air a jarring and noticeable difference. “Lunch?”

      “Absolutely.” Andrea looped her arm through mine with a smile. “Who knows? You might get lucky like I did and find the love of your life at the club tonight.”

      I snorted a laugh. “Just because you made out like a Cinderella fairytale and found your husband at a sex club of all places does not mean that lightning is going to strike twice.”

      “Certainly not with that attitude,” she chastised me lightly. “Any man would be lucky to have you, Vi.”

      She meant it. I knew she did. But she was viewing the world through engagement ring sparkle and a happily-ever-after glow, so I gave her a pass because the truth was, I was not the easiest person to love.

      “Right now I’ll settle for a man capable of giving me a few orgasms and a night to remember.”

      She laughed and I let her believe that was all I wanted because it was easier than telling her that I didn’t believe in forever. That I didn’t trust that any man would stick around. That deep down, I didn’t think I was built for the kind of love Andrea had—warm, safe, and lasting.

      I didn’t need Mr. Right. I needed to feel in control. I needed to protect myself, because the guy didn’t matter. I mattered, and I wasn’t going to fall for someone just to be left behind when they figured out I was too much to handle—too intense, too guarded, too complicated.

      Not all of us were as lucky as Andrea and walked away with a fairytale ending. Least of all me.
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        * * *

      

      The look on Chase’s face when he saw me that evening in the slinky emerald-green dress was hysterical. He grimaced, looking like he was in physical pain.

      “Like what you see?” I teased, turning in a little circle so that the hem flared out around my thighs and the fabric rubbing across my nipples made them extend into tight points.

      Chase scowled at me, a normal occurrence when it came to our interactions. “Please put on a sweater.”

      I laughed and slid into the backseat of his vehicle. I was carpooling with Chase and Andrea, although we’d go our separate ways once we were in the club.

      Andrea and I chatted on the drive there, and we arrived a short while later. Chase typed in a personal membership code at the gated entrance before the heavy metal panels opened and he continued up to the enormous three story mansion that spread out over the expansive property.

      It was early evening, and I stared, wide-eyed, at the massive Mediterranean style structure that came into view. The club itself was…well, it was one thing to know about it, hear about it, and another thing to actually see it in person. The outside was well landscaped and tastefully maintained, which was more than I could say about some of the McMansion monstrosities I’d worked at as a dealer for private poker games.

      After Chase handed off the car to a valet, we headed inside, where I presented my invitation to a man who checked us in and gave me a rundown of the club’s rules that I’d already read through online, along with me confirming my health screening, hard and soft limits, and other pertinent information since it was my first time there.

      Once everything was approved and our personal items were secured in lockers, the three of us walked through a second door and into the heart of the club. It was like a hidden world of sin and debauchery all wrapped up in an elegant and tasteful décor of black and gold.

      Based on the interior design, I realized the house had to have been gutted at one point, with only load-bearing walls left, then reconstructed to accommodate a more intimate atmosphere. The main entry was a rounded foyer with a circular bar, and behind that were two sweeping staircases that seemed to lead to two separate areas of the house—the upper floors, where there were various private and specialized rooms, from what Andrea had told me. A medical room, a school room, a medieval torture room, just to name a few.

      I was, admittedly, a little overwhelmed—and impressed—by it all.

      Andrea put her hand on my arm, drawing my attention back to her. “Are you going to be okay on your own?” she asked me. “I can stay with you while you get more acclimated, if you want.”

      Seeing that Chase was already itching to get Andrea alone, I smiled at her. “Sweet of you to ask, but I’ve got this,” I assured her. “Go have your fun.”

      That’s all Chase needed to hear from me. He clasped Andrea’s hand in his and practically dragged her up the stairs, where I was sure I wouldn’t see them for quite a few hours.

      Now on my own, I took my time exploring the ground floor. I could feel people looking my way, and a few of those male glances lingered, but none piqued my interest. I wanted a man bold and daring enough to claim my attention, not one who sat passively waiting for me to give him permission to approach me.

      I continued on, peeking into a lounge with comfortable seating areas and a few stages that included a catwalk and stripper poles, where people were performing burlesque and kink demonstrations. On the opposite side of the house was a room that was all beds, and quite a lot of them were occupied with naked, writhing bodies—a perfect outlet for anyone with a kink for exhibitionism or voyeurism.

      Still not finding what I wanted, I strolled to the back of the mansion and out the French terrace doors, completely blown away by the sight that greeted me. The backyard had been transformed into a private paradise—lush, extravagant, and so beautiful it almost didn’t feel real. At the center stretched a glittering expanse of water, the kind of luxurious pool you saw in glossy magazines. A waterfall tumbled down sculpted rock formations, the sound soft and hypnotic. People sat on submerged stools at the swim-up bar built into the pool—some in swim wear, and others completely naked—enjoying cocktails and the fact that the blazing desert sun had finally set. There was even a grotto, the waterfall veiling its entrance and all the secrets that might lay inside.

      Considering the one hundred degree heat, the blue shimmering water looked cool and inviting and for a moment I was tempted to jump in just to see if the pool felt as refreshing as it looked.

      Before I could follow through on the appealing thought, the sound of male voices drew my attention to the right, where four men stood talking and laughing. They were all wearing swim trunks and nothing else. A couple of them had drinks in their hand, hanging out by the pool like this was a family party and not a sex club. It was all so…ordinary.

      Surprisingly, I recognized some of them as Chase’s coworkers, the same group of tall, well-built bodyguards and security experts I’d met when I’d gone indoor skydiving with Andrea a few months ago. They were all ridiculously attractive men, but there was one in particular who stood out to me. The one man who’d pushed my buttons that day and hadn’t been at all deterred by my brash personality.

      His playful arrogance had driven me up the wall, annoying as hell. Tonight though, with him standing only a few feet away, that same confidence hit me differently. It had been infuriating back then, but now all that swagger made me wonder if maybe he’d be good at pushing my buttons in exactly the way I wanted.

      Tonight, Ford Perish—tall, gorgeous, dark-haired—looked exactly like the kind of bad decisions I might be in the mood for.

      I slipped off my heels, letting them dangle from two fingers as I walked along the edge of the pool, until I was just close enough that a few of the men glanced my way. Including Ford, who looked surprised to see me.

      Our gazes locked. A rush of adrenaline surged through me, hot and reckless, like my traitorous body already knew what it wanted from him long before my mind caught up.

      “Violet?” His voice sounded startled, but the way his gaze raked over me felt anything but casual.

      “Didn’t expect to see you here,” I said, resorting to my normal flippant tone. “Or are you just following me around now?”

      Ford smirked and took a slow sip of his drink, his gaze unapologetically skimming up my bare legs, then taking in the way the fabric of my dress outlined the curves of my breasts before he met my eyes again. “If I’d known you’d show up looking like that, I would’ve followed sooner,” he drawled.

      “Flattery from you?” I arched a brow, letting a small, disbelieving smile tug at my lips. “Did hell freeze over?”

      “Nah, I just don’t mind giving credit where credit is due.” His voice dropped to a husky pitch, as though he liked the push-pull game we were playing far too much. Admittedly, it did feel like a form of foreplay between us. “You clean up nice, Trouble.”

      My brows rose. “Trouble?”

      He shrugged, drawing my gaze to his bare, tanned chest, and a little lower, an impressive six pack cut into his abs. “After our run in at the skydiving place, it seems like an apt nickname for you.”

      I snorted, cocking a hand on my hip. “You were being an insufferable asshole that day.”

      Mirth flickered in Ford’s dark brown eyes, as if he enjoyed the memory of riling me up. “And yet here you are, dressed like sin, flirting with me by the pool at The Players Club. Maybe I made an impression.”

      “Oh, you did,” I replied with mock sweetness. “The kind that makes a girl fantasize about duct tape. Over your mouth.”

      That made a few of his co-workers snicker in amusement, but Ford merely tilted his head, his stare so intentional my skin prickled with heat. “You keep talking like that, and I’m going to assume you want to be gagged and put on your knees,” he murmured seductively.

      My pulse skittered like crazy at the image that popped into my head, but I refused to let him see how much he affected me. Instead, I narrowed my eyes and did what I did best. I scoffed at him. “Cute threat, Perish. But let’s be real—” I dragged my gaze down his chest and lower, lingering at the impressive bulge in his swimming trunks before meeting his eyes again. “You couldn’t handle me if you tried.”

      Ford’s eyes darkened, as if he was seconds away from accepting that challenge. He boldly stepped into my personal space, close enough that I caught the spice of his cologne and it was all I could do to keep from reaching out to run my fingers along those tight abs.

      “Sweetheart, the only thing I’m not sure of is whether you’d beg me to stop, or beg me for more.”

      I had a feeling it would be the latter. “You’re such a cocky bastard. You honestly think you’re that good?”

      He merely smiled. “I know I am.”

      His voice was infused with confidence, and something else. Something deliberate. He was trying to bait me. I could see it in the way his gaze held mine, steady and unflinching, daring me to react. He wanted to know how far he could push before I either gave in to him or rose to meet the challenge. My body was already betraying me, but I wasn’t about to let him see me fold first.

      “You talk a big game, but I doubt your stamina matches your enormous ego.”

      “Maybe it’s time for you to find out.”

      “Tempting,” I said, as I tossed my heels onto a lounge chair, then pulled the few pins from my upswept hair, letting it fall in soft waves around my shoulders while Ford’s gaze tracked every movement. “But I’m not sure you’d survive trying to fuck me into submission.”

      He dared to smirk at me. “If you think I’m the one who wouldn’t survive, you’ve got it backwards. By the time I’m done with you, you’ll be begging me to let you come, and I’ll still be nowhere close to finished with you.”

      I gave him a taunting smile and dared to reach out and skim my index finger beneath his chin in a very insolent manner. “Careful, Perish. Overpromising is the fastest way to disappoint a girl.”

      I didn’t miss the dangerous glint in his eyes before I dove into the pool with a splash that drenched him, and the other men still standing nearby. Cool water rushed over me, a shock against the heat still simmering in my veins. When I surfaced, Ford was staring at me, mouth slightly open in shock that I’d actually jumped in with my dress on.

      Good. I loved surprising men who thought they’d already figure me out, and Ford Perish was about to find out I didn’t just tease. I ruined men who thought they could tame me.
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      Jesus fucking Christ. I still couldn’t believe that Violet was here, let alone that she’d been bold enough to dive into the pool when most women would worry about ruining their dress or hair or make-up.

      Not Violet. She was reckless, defiant, and gloriously indifferent to anyone’s opinion of her.

      She was the half-sister of my good friend’s fiancée, which should have made her off-limits. But from the second I laid eyes on Violet, I’d wanted to do filthy things to her and that sassy mouth of hers. She had piercing green eyes to match her attitude, gorgeous blonde hair I wanted to pull on, and she was the perfect size for me to haul up over my shoulder and carry off to do wicked things to her.

      And now here she was, at the club, emerging from the pool like a fucking siren—hair slicked back, waterproof make-up still intact, and her skin gleaming under the soft glow of the pool lights. She was dripping wet as that scrap of fabric that could hardly be called a dress clung to her figure, riding up her toned, tanned thighs and showing off her tight nipples.

      I gripped my glass tightly and before I could shatter it, I forced myself to hand it off to a passing server.

      “Whoops.” Violet walked over to us, water sliding down her skin, her throat, between her small but firm breasts… “Look at me, all wet…”

      She wasn’t talking to me, wasn’t even looking at me, but I had a pretty good idea of what she was doing. Every interaction I’d had with Violet, she’d been nothing but a spitfire to me. Arguing with me, scoffing, rolling her eyes. It was like she was daring me to put her over my knee.

      My cock already ached. There was honestly nothing I liked better than taming a brat, getting the submissive to give in and admit I was in control, mewl and writhe with pleasure under my ministrations after resisting for so, so long. I wanted to hear Violet beg, not because she had to, but because she needed to. I wanted her looking up at me with that bratty mouth parted, eyes hazy with desire, thighs trembling from the force of what I’d just done to her…and realize she’d picked the wrong man to provoke.

      Or the right one, depending on her attitude.

      Violet looked at one of the men that Tate and I had been talking with, some other regular at the club I recognized but kept forgetting his name. “You wouldn’t mind getting me a towel, would you?” Her hands slid over her body. “This fabric is just so…clingy…”

      Before he could respond, she plucked his drink from his hand, giving him a sultry smile. “Unless you like me wet.” She downed his drink in one go while he gaped at her.

      Naughty, confident, irritating, glorious girl.

      Violet handed the man his glass back and he cleared his throat. “I can get you that towel,” he finally said, voice rough.

      “Oh, would you?” Violet’s lashes fluttered guilelessly, and she tugged at the straps of her dress. “I would hate to take this off and have nothing else to put on instead. It would be terrible to have to walk around here dripping wet and naked.”

      Jesus Christ.

      Violet’s gaze flickered over to me, just for a moment—but I caught it. Yeah, she was trying to rile me up, but what she didn’t realize was that all she was doing was earning herself a punishment when I had her alone.

      And I would get her alone. There was no doubt about that.

      One of the other men stared at her breasts and Violet smiled at him. “Or maybe you like that I’m wet?” she asked him.

      My cock throbbed as Violet pressed herself up against the poor guy, giving him a sultry pout. He just stood there, gawking at her like a fish out of water, unsure what to do with her. I’d seen this guy around the club and knew he wasn’t the dominating sort. He wasn’t going to give Violet what she wanted. What she needed.

      But that didn’t matter, because Violet wasn’t looking for this man to give her anything. Every sway of her hips, every deliberate flick of her gaze, it was all for my benefit. She was silently challenging me, and fuck if it wasn’t working.

      “I think you like it,” Violet murmured as her hand slid down the guy’s chest and between his legs, where I could see her squeeze the bulge of his hard cock. “I think you like that I’m wet. Want to get me even wetter?”

      The guy stammered, and Violet laughed huskily, playfully shoving him away. “Nope, missed your chance.”

      Before she could torment the next guy, my patience snapped. I caught Violet by the wrist and yanked her hard enough that she stumbled straight into me, her soft, damp curves colliding with my chest. I locked an arm around her waist, keeping her pinned against my body.

      Violet laughed as she looked up at me, eyes sparkling deviously. “Yes, Ford? You need something?”

      Tate looked way too amused for all this. “I’m going to get another drink.”

      “Yeah, you do that.” My glare cut him off before I turned it on Violet, though it felt useless when my body was already betraying me. “What the fuck are you doing?”

      “Oooh, am I in trouble, Principal Ford?” she purred, smirking up at me while her hand trailed down my stomach toward the waistband of my swim trunks. “Or maybe you’re just a little cranky because your dick is hard for me.”

      She wasn’t wrong about that. My shaft was straining against the thin fabric, aching to fuck her. Before she could stroke my cock with her hand, I grabbed her wrist and secured her arm gently, but firmly, behind her back, anchoring her tighter against me. There was no fucking way I was going to let this little hellion get the upper hand.

      “Ow,” she gasped, her lush lips curving into another pout that didn’t fool me for a second. “That hurts.”

      I barked out a short, humorless laugh, tightening my grip just enough to make her squirm against me, which was both heaven and hell. “Doesn’t hurt all that much, or you’d be kneeing me in the crotch right now.”

      I was well aware of the kind of temper Violet had. Back when the stalker had been after Andrea and Chase had kicked Andrea out of his place in some kind of existential crises, Violet had made it her personal mission to make my life hell every day while I was guarding the girls’ house.

      I was pretty sure Violet wasn’t joking when she said she would use a cigar cutter on some sensitive places if the situation warranted it.

      “Well,” Violet murmured, shifting her body against mine, slow and deliberate, making me grit my teeth. “You’ve got me. Question is, what are you going to do about it?” she taunted.

      My blood roared in my ears. “I’m going to do a lot of things about it.”

      “You’d better,” she dared, pressing her hips into mine. “Or I might just strip right here, walk around naked for a bit, and see if there’s someone here who’ll give me what I want. That room full of beds looked nice.”

      That was it. The last fucking straw.

      A growl tore from my chest before I even realized I was moving. In one quick motion I had her flipped upside down over my shoulder, my arm banded around her legs to keep her from kicking out and a hand gripping her ass just because I could.

      “Ford!” she yelled furiously, clearly shocked to find herself in such a predicament, her nails digging into my backside as she tried to prop herself up. “Put me down!”

      Not a fucking chance. “Safe word is red,” I told her, giving her an out if she really wanted one as I strode away from the pool area and toward the mansion. Conversations faltered as I stalked through the crowd, Violet squirming over my shoulder, her dress riding up indecently high, but I didn’t give a damn. All I could think about was finding a playroom so I could make good on every filthy fantasy I’d had of her over the past few months.

      “You’re insane!” she hissed.

      “No,” I gritted out, tightening my hold on her luscious ass as she wriggled. “I’m done playing nice and letting you run your mouth and provoking me without consequences.”

      She let out a surprised laugh, that also sounded like a taunt. “Guess I hit your breaking point, huh?”

      “You have no fucking idea,” I growled.

      I carried her upstairs to one of the private rooms—the medical play room—relieved to find it available. Once we were enclosed inside, door shut behind us, I finally put Violet down with an irritable huff on her part, then walked to the monitor on the wall. I asked Violet for her code so I could look over her limits, and she gave it to me, telling me without words that she wasn’t opposed to us finally diffusing this sexual tension between us.

      While I made sure I wasn’t about to do anything she might be uncomfortable with, Violet glanced around the room, taking in the medical equipment, exam table, and other paraphernalia. Dim, adjustable lights hung overhead, illuminating a padded examination table. It’s leather surface was fitted with discreet straps for wrists, ankles, and waist. Beside it, a steel cart held neatly arranged instruments—speculums, clamps, stethoscopes and latex gloves, just to name a few of the things.

      There were shelves stocked with other standard sex toys, too.

      Finished perusing her limits and finding nothing that would conflict with what I had in mind, I strolled toward her.

      She arched a brow at me. “If you think I’m going to play the virgin who doesn’t know how to touch herself…” she placed a hand on her chest in a show of dramatic innocence. “Oh, doctor, won’t you please show me how to orgasm…”

      I chuckled, the sound low and dark. “That’s cute.” But she had no idea what was in store. “Strip,” I ordered.

      Violet jutted her chin out, back to her defiant behavior. “I like this dress, and I don’t really feel like taking it off.”

      Of course she wasn’t going to make this easy on me and I would have been more shocked if she’d complied. I shrugged and pressed a button that lowered the exam table so that I could easily sit on it. “Suit yourself.”

      Settled on the padded leather, I reached out, circled my fingers around her wrist, and pulled her towards me. Her eyes went wide, clearly not expecting me to be so assertive.

      “Bend over my knees,” I told her in a firm tone.

      Her eyes flashed rebelliously as she tried to extricate her hand from my strong grasp, but failed. “I don’t think so.”

      Perfect. Releasing her wrist, I grabbed her by the hair and yanked her across my lap with enough force to remind her exactly who she was playing with, and who was in charge here, and it wasn’t her. She gasped and struggled, but with my palm pressed firmly to her lower back, anchoring her and holding her exactly where I wanted her, she couldn’t get back up.

      I released her hair and flattened my hand against the back of her neck to keep her held down across my thighs, then skimmed my other palm down to the curve of her ass. I deliberately let my fingers tease between her thighs, rubbing along the wet fabric covering her pussy, and felt her body stiffen.

      “Remember those consequences I mentioned? You’re about to see how I handle little hellions like you. If you want me to stop, say ‘red’,” I warned her. “If you need a breather, say ‘yellow’. Understand?”

      I fully expected her to persist with the mouthy attitude, but she shocked me with her reply. “Yes, I understand.”

      I figured curiosity was what had her so agreeable and I didn’t hesitate to spank her hard on the back of her upper thighs, right where the short hem of her dress ended. Violet yelped in surprise, and because she couldn’t see my face, I didn’t bother to hide my satisfied smile.

      “That’s yes, I understand, sir,” I corrected her. “Or master, if you prefer.”

      She scoffed, her impudence reigniting. “You must be out of your damn mind if you think—ah!”

      Another sharp smack cut her words in half. Then another. And another. She squirmed, hips rocking despite herself, protests dissolving into breathless gasps. Her thighs clenched, while each strike stripped away the sass until only raw sensation remained.

      Watching her slide into that edge of surrender, the fight still there but tangled up in desire, was fucking beautiful. She was splayed across my lap, her back arched in a way that raised her ass up, a part of her clearly enjoying the pleasurable pain.

      I gently rubbed her oversensitive, heated skin, and gave it a light slap that made her moan. Beneath her, my hard cock ached as I gripped her hair with my fingers again and craned her head back. Violet panted, her face beautifully flushed and her nipples straining against the wet fabric of her dress.

      “Would you like to take your dress off for me now?” I asked her.

      She shook her head, still stubborn. I wouldn’t have expected anything less.

      “All right. I’m a reasonable man.” I pushed her head back down so that her cheek rested on the leather table, and shoved the hem of her dress up to her hips, exposing her ass to the cool air. “Then let’s get these panties off, since you don’t need them for what I have in mind.”

      I pulled her skimpy thong down and off, then lightly trailed my fingers up the back of her leg. I felt her shiver, right before I dipped my fingers between her thighs from behind. My fingers slid over her slick folds and my cock jerked at the feel of her wet heat. Fuck. She was already soaked.

      “All this, just from a little spanking?” I murmured, giving her clit a quick little rub that had her squirming again. “Must’ve been a while since someone took care of you.”

      “You’re—you’re not taking c-care of me,” Violet gritted out through her teeth.

      It was as though she’d taken my words literally, refusing to admit that she needed anyone for anything, least of all an orgasm, which I found interesting.

      “How close are you?”

      “I’m not,” she lied.

      “Oh, Violet.” I sighed and slid two fingers deep inside of her, hearing her quick little gasp and feeling her soft, warm cunt tighten around those digits, proving just how on edge she was. “You really have to be careful what you say around me. Because when you lie and insist you’re not close? I’ll make damn sure you stay that way.”

      “What is that even supposed to mean?”

      “It means, that if you don’t want to come, then you don’t have to,” I said in a placating tone as I pulled my fingers free and delivered a final sharp, stinging slap to her ass that made Violet catch her breath. “Not unless you beg.”

      “I don’t beg,” she insisted heatedly.

      We’d see about that, I thought, looking forward to the next phase of tonight’s lesson. I tugged her back up so she was standing, and I followed suit. Before she could regain her equilibrium or realize what I intended, I turned her around and guided her back onto the examination table and used the restraints to secure her arms to the sides, and her ankles to each corner so her legs were slightly spread. Then, I buckled the restraint across her abdomen, strapping her down tight.

      Realizing she was well and truly at my mercy, the slightest hint of unease flickered in Violet’s eyes. Not surprisingly, though, she didn’t use her safeword. No, she was far more rebellious than that, which I secretly loved.

      “Are you really going to keep pretending you’re not turned on?” I pressed a button and the table rose back up to its normal height. Another button elevated her upper body slightly to make her more comfortable. “I can see your pussy from here and you’re drenched and flushed all over. All you have to do is call me ‘sir’ and tell me please, and I’ll give you as many orgasms as you can handle.”

      Violet dared to roll her eyes. “You think that just because you smacked my ass a few times I’m going to drop to my knees in gratitude and start worshipping your cock?”

      Her words were bratty as hell, but her nipples strained against the fabric of her dress, and her hips twitched restlessly against the restraint across her stomach. She was a liar, and a beautiful one at that.

      “No, that’s the last thing I’d expect you to do,” I said, even though my cock thickened at the thought of her kneeling in front of me, her soft lips wrapped around my dick as she sucked me off. “What I do think is that you’re about to learn what happens when someone as stubborn as you can’t admit the truth.”

      I turned to the medical equipment and my reason for choosing this particular playroom. “You think you can snap your fingers and get any guy to give you exactly what you want,” I said, bringing the heart monitor closer to the side of the table and not missing the wary way she looked at the device, which gave me a bit of satisfaction. “And most men probably do let you tease them, and use them, because they don’t know how to handle a woman like you. But that’s not how it works with me. Brats don’t get to come just because they’re pretty and demanding and think that’s what they deserve. Brats get punished. Good girls, the ones who follow orders, speak to their dom respectfully, and know how to beg for what they want…those are the ones who get rewarded with orgasms. Not you.”

      She glared at me. “I don’t beg for anything I don’t want.”

      I didn’t respond to that because I had no doubt she’d be begging soon enough. I set the heart monitor up, sticking the small sensors to Violet’s chest and adhering them beneath the low cut top of her dress to record her vitals.

      “First, let’s get things calibrated.” I switched on the heart monitor and pressed the button to set up the baseline. Violet didn’t yet seem to realize what was going to happen. Her heartbeat was steady, her blood pressure average.

      “Excellent.” I hit the button again to stop the machine, then glanced down at Violet. “Now, here’s what’s going to happen. This machine is going to monitor your vitals while you’re being edged with a vibrator, which will tell me when you’re getting close to orgasm. At that point, I will stop the vibrator. I won’t allow you to come, not until you say please, sir.”

      Violet glared at me. “Absolutely not.”

      I smirked at her. “You think you can hold out? That’s adorable.”

      I walked over to one of the cabinets lined with smaller toys and equipment, taking my time before I picked out a gag. I turned back to her, holding it up so that she couldn’t miss seeing what I held. “This is so I don’t have to listen to your smart mouth and bratty remarks.”

      Surprise lit up her eyes at the gag. Then, she immediately pressed her lips together tightly, shaking her head in defiance.

      I pressed down on her chin with my thumb and forefinger, until she finally broke with a frustrated huff and opened her mouth.

      “You’re going to find it so much easier to just give in rather than fight me,” I said, fitting the silicone ball past her lips and buckling the straps snugly behind her head. “Snap your fingers for red while you’re gagged if you want to tap out.”

      Her nostrils flared, but unable to talk, she gave a single sharp nod.

      “This is how it’s going to go,” I said, switching the heart monitor back on. “If I ask you to say ‘please, sir’ and you refuse, I will continue edging you, as many times as I want until you’re ready to behave.”

      Violet’s eyes went wide for a second and I saw the monitor spike with the truth of her reaction. But just as quickly she narrowed her gaze, an obstinate fire snapping back at me.

      I grinned. Yeah, she was going to fight like hell not to break, but she didn’t know that she was up against an expert brat-tamer and I played to win.

      I slid my hand between her thighs, dragging my fingers along her slit. I groaned at the wet heat already waiting for me and savored the twitch of her hips when I grazed her clit. “You’re already fucking soaked, and you want me to believe you’re not turned on?”

      She made a muffled noise into the gag, all glare and no surrender.

      I selected a brand new vibrator with a remote and took my time sliding the thick device inside her, the toy filling her perfectly. She arched against it despite herself, wrists and ankles straining against the straps. I secured it in place with bondage tape so that there was no way she could maneuver it but would be forced to endure the pleasurable torment.

      “Every time your pulse spikes, this little toy is going to remind you who’s in charge,” I said, using a remote to switch on the vibrator and seeing her body jolt as the device hummed to life inside her. “Now, let’s see how long you last before you beg.”
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