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          SILVER

        

      

    

    
      South Fucking Carolina.

      If she’d made a list of places where she would have expected to find one of the most badass rock gods the world had ever known, South Carolina would have been toward the bottom of that list. Especially somewhere like Charleston, with its rainbow-colored homes and adorable little shopping districts. It wasn’t that she had anything against South Carolina, specifically, it was just so… cute.

      But there he was, lounging in a booth in one of the south’s premier kink clubs, an easy smile on his face as if he didn’t have a care in the world.

      As if he hadn’t given her the most spectacular night of her life, dropped an emotional nuke on their friendship by telling her he’d been in love with her since fucking high school, and then fallen off the face of the Earth for several months.

      Bastard. Dickwad. Jerkface.

      That was what she’d taken to calling him in her mind ever since she’d gotten word that he’d taken off on a ‘sabbatical’ and would be unreachable for the foreseeable future. But the rest of the world knew him as Elias ‘Ice’ Turner, lead guitarist for Deviant Whispers, the band he’d founded back in high school with his best friend, Adrian ‘Ace’ Alvarez.

      Rounding out the band was Crash, who they’d brought on to replace their original bassist right before they’d signed their first major deal. And last but not least, her. Their drummer extraordinaire, Amanda Sterling. Or Silver, as she preferred to be called by most people. That pipe dream of a band had grown and changed over the years to become one of the greatest rock groups of all time.

      If she did say so herself.

      His hair was longer now, and had reverted to its natural dirty blonde instead of the salon-perfect icy white she’d gotten so used to seeing over the years. That, combined with the beard he’d grown out made him almost unrecognizable, even to her. Which was probably intentional on his part. Unlike Ace, their lead singer and Silver’s asshole of an ex-boyfriend, Ice preferred to fly under the radar when they weren’t touring.

      Still, it was a bit of a shock to see how much he’d changed since she’d last seen him. It wasn’t just the physical changes, like the beard and the scraggly hair and the new tattoos she could see peeking out from under his unbuttoned flannel—the flannel itself was new, too—but there was an edge to him she didn’t recognize. He’d always been a bit cold and aloof, hence his nickname, but something was… different.

      Wrong.

      Even from a distance, she could see it. Feel it. And she was woman enough to admit that wrongness was making her more than a little hesitant to approach him.

      But she was on a mission. The rest of the band was relying on her to get Ice back to California, pronto, so she was going to get herself up out of this booth, march her ass over to him, and tell him what was going on.

      As soon as she finished her whiskey.

      “Can I get you anything else, sugar?”

      Tearing her eyes away from Ice, Silver forced herself to smile for the pretty waitress. Lottie, as her name tag said, barely looked old enough to drink the whiskey she’d served Silver half an hour ago with a bright smile and a thick Southern drawl that whispered of old money despite the fact she was working as a waitress in a sex club.

      Not that Club BDE wasn’t a gorgeously upscale sex club. Half of the top floor, which Silver had confined herself to for the time being, served as a small restaurant complete with fully stocked bar. Plush booths lined the restaurant half of the floor, and a look over the railing revealed an array of kinky fuckery taking place on the bottom floor in what she’d heard referred to as ‘the pit’.

      St. Andrew’s crosses, spanking benches, and even a set of stocks were strategically placed around the pit so that no matter where you were seated you could observe what was happening downstairs. Vivian, the adorable receptionist with the mermaid-colored hair, had also explained that there were themed rooms along the other half of the top floor that could be reserved for any length of time if a couple had a particular fantasy they were looking to live out.

      All in all, it wasn’t the worst place to be stuck drinking really fantastic whiskey while stalking her best friend. She’d still rather be back in California, tucked away in her cozy mansion, sulking about the fact that the two men who claimed to love her were currently her greatest sources of heartache. But this was a decent alternative, all things considered.

      Lifting her half-empty tumbler, Silver smiled. “I think I’m good, thanks.”

      “You sure?” Mischief twinkled in the pale gray of Lottie’s eyes as she twirled a lock of dark hair around her finger. “The stuffed mushrooms are delicious. Or I could send a drink over to the hot viking you’ve been staring down all evening.”

      Silver jerked her gaze back up to Lottie from where it had drifted back toward Ice’s table during their conversation. “I have not been staring him down.”

      “Uh-huh. Well, if you want to send him something to let him know that you have very definitely not been watching him all evening, I’d be happy to assist.”

      Heat crept into Silver’s cheeks. “Have I really been that obvious?”

      “Nah.” Lottie grinned. “Nobody else can really see you, I just noticed because I’ve been watching you.”

      Ah, fuck. She should have known it wouldn’t take long for someone to recognize her. “Oh?” Silver kept her tone casual, despite the unease creeping up her spine.

      It wasn’t that she minded being spotted ‘in the wild’ as some would say. This just wasn’t the best timing for a fan meet-and-greet.

      “Not like, in a creepy way,” Lottie rushed to assure her. “It’s just that it’s not every day we get a woman coming in here all by herself. Even the Dommes usually buddy up if they don’t have a partner already. So I find you a bit fascinating, if you don’t mind me saying so.”

      Not a fan then, which was both a relief and a disappointment. “Well, I’ve heard such good things about this club, I figured it was safe enough to come in alone.”

      That much was true, at least. Everything she’d heard about Club BDE had been absolutely glowing, other than the whispers of an underground sex auction that had been illegally run out of the club up until a couple months ago. But that had apparently been done without the knowledge or consent of the club owners, and the Elliott brothers had shut the whole mess down rather quickly.

      Other than that minor hiccup, the club had a spotless reputation, so Silver hadn’t even thought twice about showing up without an escort. She’d also spent the last few years occasionally playing with strangers at her club back in California, and she’d learned a thing or two during that time about dealing with unwanted advances from overeager Doms.

      “Of course you’re safe here.” A hint of insult colored Lottie’s voice, as though she couldn’t believe anyone would ever imply otherwise. “My Daddy would be absolutely beside himself if he thought a woman didn’t feel safe in his club.”

      Daddy. That was the other thing she’d heard about BDE. Nearly all of the Doms in this club identified as Daddies of one type or another.

      Was Ice a Daddy now? The thought had her stomach twisting in a not-altogether- unpleasant way. Though she’d never heard him refer to himself that way, it was oddly fitting. He’d always been looking out for her, taking care of her, even when she’d been with Ace. Forcing her to eat before shows, shoving water at her between sets, making sure she got at least some sleep while they were on the road.

      She hadn’t realized how much she’d come to rely on him constantly checking up on her until he’d disappeared. And it was a bit of a kick in the ass to realize the man taking care of her like a proper Dom should wasn’t the man she’d been in an on-again, off-again relationship with her entire adult life, but rather the man she considered her best friend.

      That probably should have been her first clue that her relationship with Ice was more complicated than she’d realized.

      “Your Daddy?” Silver asked, her brain belatedly catching up with what Lottie had just said. “Braden Elliott is your Daddy?”

      Everything about Lottie seemed to light up from the inside. “He is. He’s probably wandering around somewhere if you’d like to meet him.” Lottie glanced from side to side before leaning in and dropping her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “He and The Viking are good friends, if you want me to get you an introduction.”

      Jesus, how long had Ice been here? According to the Horsemen, he’d spent a week at Club Apocalypse right after he’d left California. Had he gone straight from Arizona to South Carolina? How had he even heard of this place? She hadn’t known Club BDE existed until a few days ago, after she’d spent a solid two weeks on the phone calling around to every kink club in the country trying to find her wayward bandmate.

      The answer to at least some of her questions seemed to be standing right in front of her. “Really?” Silver let her eyes go wide. “So he comes here often? The Viking, I mean.”

      That mischievous twinkle sparked in Lottie’s eyes again. “Every night since I started working here, and I’m pretty sure he was a regular before that.”

      Before Silver could push for more information, a man stepped up to the table, the sharp lines of his face softened only somewhat by the warm smile curving his lips. She recognized Braden Elliott from his picture on the password-locked website for the club, but if she’d had any doubt who he was, it was put to rest when he slipped an arm around Lottie’s waist and pressed a kiss to her cheek before returning his attention to Silver. “Miss Sterling. I hope you’re enjoying your first visit with us.”

      “I am.” A lump formed in her throat when Lottie dropped her head onto his shoulder in a gesture of such easy affection it made Silver ache to watch. “You have a lovely club, Mr. Elliott.”

      “Call me Braden, please. And thank you. Vivian told me you turned down a tour. Is there anything specific you’re interested in that I could assist you with?”

      “She’s interested in your friend,” Lottie whispered loudly. “The hot Viking sitting with Mr. Stone.”

      The disapproving look Braden sent Lottie’s way nearly had Silver shrinking down in her seat. She’d been on the receiving end of that look before and it never boded well for the recipient.

      “Charlotte, you know better than to gossip about our patrons.”

      Lottie’s bottom lip puffed out in a pout. “It’s not gossip! It’s… intel.”

      “Whatever you want to call it, you know better. Don’t you have other tables that need your attention, little girl?”

      “Yes, but none that are as interesting as this one.”

      Despite his attempts to look stern, Braden’s lips twitched with clear amusement. “Go, unless you’d rather spend your shift with your skirt up around your waist so everyone can see how pretty your bottom looks in pink.”

      With a quick glare for her Daddy, Lottie hurried off to the next table. Braden took the opportunity to slide onto the bench across from Silver, his expression shifting from playful to serious in a way that had butterflies dancing in her stomach. “You’re here for Ice.”

      It was a statement rather than a question, so she saw no reason to deny it. “Yes, Sir.”

      “Since you’re hiding out in a dark corner instead of sitting with him, it seems safe to assume he doesn’t know you’re here.”

      “Yes, Sir. And I would like to keep it that way for at least a little bit longer, if it’s all the same to you.”

      His eyes narrowed slightly, and she had to fight the urge to squirm in her seat. Being on stage in front of thousands of fans was nothing compared to how exposed she felt with Braden Elliott staring her down.

      After what felt like a short eternity, he gave a single, brisk nod. “For now. But I should warn you, Miss Sterling. Ice is not only one of my best patrons, but someone I consider a friend. If you’re here to cause trouble for him, I have no problem throwing you out on your ass. Am I understood?”

      “I’m not looking to make trouble for anyone, Sir. I just need to talk to him.”

      One dark eyebrow raised, sending the butterflies in her stomach dancing all over again. “You came all the way from California just to talk?”

      “How did you know⁠—”

      “Please don’t insult my intelligence, Miss Sterling. Everyone who walks through my doors undergoes an extensive background check.”

      Of course. She knew that, since she’d signed the paperwork giving him permission to do exactly that when she’d applied for a temporary membership last week. “Right. I forgot.”

      Again his lips twitched as he tried and failed to hide his own amusement at the situation. “Also, my daughter happens to be a huge Deviant Whispers fan. Her room has your posters all over it.”

      “Yeah?” The butterflies calmed enough for Silver to smile. “I’ll have to leave her an autograph or something before I head back home.”

      “She’d love that. Now, are you going to go talk to Ice, or should I pretend I haven’t seen you?”

      “If you could pretend for just a bit longer, I would appreciate it very much. I’m not quite ready to talk to him, yet.”

      “Consider it done.” Sliding out of the booth, Braden flashed a smile of his own, turning his face from handsome older man to devastating heartbreaker in the blink of an eye. “Welcome to club BDE, Miss Sterling.”
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          ICE

        

      

    

    
      Someone was watching him. It wasn’t unusual, since even the beard he’d been growing for the past few months wasn’t always enough to hide his identity and there were more than a few Deviant Whispers fans in the club.

      But this felt… different, somehow. Heavier. And no matter how many times he glanced around the club, he couldn’t pinpoint where the feeling was coming from.

      “You’re jumpy this evening.”

      Across the table, Beckett Stone lifted a glass of whiskey to his curved lips. Handsome in a boy-next-door kind of way with a thick flop of perfectly styled dark hair that matched his equally dark eyes, Beckett was the first person Ice had really clicked with when he’d come to South Carolina, and part of the reason he’d stayed so much longer than he’d actually meant to. His plan when he’d left California had been to bounce around a bit, checking out different clubs across the country in the hopes he’d find someone to take his mind off Silver.

      So far, he was batting zero.

      Arizona, Seattle, Houston. He’d tried clubs from one coast to another, played with submissives of all genders. But nothing had helped. No matter who he had on their knees in front of him, all he could think about was the way Silver had looked during Roulette, kneeling before him in those mouth-watering black boots, the kaleidoscope of colors in her hair dancing beneath the lights.

      And despite having spent several months in South Carolina, he hadn’t even played with anyone here yet. Shane, Club BDE’s resident brat, had caught his eye for a while, but they’d never made it past the flirting stage before Shane had moved away for some new job he’d been surprisingly tight-lipped about.

      But while he hadn’t found anyone he wanted to top here, he’d found something even more unexpected. Friends, like Beckett and the club’s owner, Braden Elliott, who had given him a sense of belonging he hadn’t felt outside of his own band in a very long time.

      Even inside his own band, he’d come to realize the longer he’d stayed away from California. That thought was a bit too uncomfortable, though, so he purposefully didn’t dwell on it very long whenever it popped up.

      “I’m feeling jumpy,” he answered with a frown that had Beckett’s brows raising toward his hairline. “Can’t shake the feeling someone is watching me.”

      “Isn’t someone always watching you? I swear you’ve got fangirls hiding in the shadows every time we go somewhere.” Clearly amused by his friend’s discomfort, Beckett made a show of looking around.

      “Don’t act like you don’t love the attention.” Despite being one of the strictest, most hardass Doms Ice had ever known, Beckett had a tendency to preen like a peacock whenever they encountered Ice’s ‘fangirls’ which amused both Ice and Braden to no end. “And this feels different.”

      That got Beckett’s attention. His expression sobered as his focus returned to Ice. “Different how?”

      “I dunno. Just different.” Giving himself a mental shake, Ice sipped at his whiskey. “Probably nothing. Are you playing tonight?”

      “Haven’t decided yet.” Picking up the drink he’d been nursing for a solid half hour, Beckett gave the amber liquid a swirl, his brows drawing together in a thoughtful frown. “I’m… in a mood.”

      Which meant he was feeling even more sadistic than usual, and god help whichever poor subbie ended up at his mercy if he did decide to play. Even though he hadn’t yet indulged himself in what Club BDE had to offer, Ice had gotten plenty of enjoyment out of watching Beckett Stone in action. “Braden could probably find you someone to help with your mood.”

      “Invoking my name already?” As if conjured by magic, Braden Elliott stepped up to the table, a wide grin stretching across his face. Though he was a full decade older than both Ice and Beckett, his good looks had remained intact, even with the dusting of gray that had recently shown up at his temples. No doubt thanks to his babygirl, Lottie, who required more wrangling than most submissives. “It’s not even nine in the evening yet, gentlemen.”

      “Beckett’s in a mood,” Ice said with a grin of his own. “Thought you might be able to help.”

      Braden’s smile deepened. “As it happens, Cordelia is also in a bit of a ‘mood’. From what I can gather, Ivy has been something of a brat this week and Delia would be more than happy to let someone have a go at her babygirl. Should I send them your way?”

      Interest lit Beckett’s dark eyes. “I’ll think about it. Thanks for the heads-up.”

      “Of course. In the meantime, I actually came by to check that you’re both still on board to help with the first official Club BDE auction tomorrow night.”

      Ever since Braden had shut down the illicit online auction being held under his club’s banner, several of the members had been hounding him to reinstate the practice. He’d finally caved, but under the condition that all auctions would be held at the club and half the proceeds would go to charity. His team of lawyers had walked a delicate line ensuring the entire event would be one-hundred-percent legal, and it had taken nearly a month for Braden to be comfortable with the wording of the contracts and such, but the club was buzzing with anticipation over the returning auction.

      “We’ll be there,” Becket said, raising his glass in a toast.

      “With bells on,” Ice added with a chuckle.

      “Bells, huh?” Eyes sparkling with laughter, Beckett cocked an eyebrow. “Looking to be somebody’s pretty cow tomorrow, Turner?”

      “Fuck off, Beckett.”

      Laughing loudly now, Beckett slid from the booth and clapped a hand on Ice’s shoulder. “Sorry friend, you’re not my type. I’m off to find Delia and see what she had in mind for her babygirl. I’ll be back… or not.”

      Ice rolled his eyes as his friend sauntered off, then looked up at Braden, who was watching him with an intensity that had his spine crawling. Resisting the urge to physically shake off the feeling, he raised an eyebrow. “Something bothering you?”

      “You never play.” It wasn’t a question, just a simple statement of fact, and yet it still gave Ice the distinct impression he was being interrogated.

      “Is that against the rules?” he asked, lifting his whiskey to his suddenly dry lips.

      “No. But it does make me wonder…”

      “Wonder what?”

      “Are you still in love with her?”

      The question was like a physical blow, knocking the air clean from his lungs. He’d spilled his guts to both Beckett and Braden about Silver one night after several rounds of whiskey, but like the good friends they were, they’d never brought her up again. Having her thrown in his face so out of the blue left him more shaken than he cared to admit. “That’s none of your business.”

      “Perhaps not,” Braden said with a careless shrug. “But I hope you have an answer ready.”

      Without bothering to explain what that cryptic message was supposed to mean, Braden turned and headed for the stairs that would take him down into the pit where half a dozen scenes were playing out, even on a Thursday night.

      Closing his eyes, Elias dragged in a breath and dropped his head back against the cushioned headrest behind him. The answer to Braden’s question was the same as it had been since high school: Yes, he was still head over fucking heels in love with Amanda Sterling.

      Someone brushed past him and a moment later he sensed them settling onto the seat across from him. “Strike out already?” he asked with a smirk, not bothering to open his eyes.

      “I wasn’t aware I was at bat.”

      That voice. Rich and husky, it wrapped around his senses, awakening the parts of him that had seemingly gone dormant during his ‘sabbatical’. Eyes snapping open, he jerked his head up to stare across the table, not at his new friend, but at the woman who’d shattered his heart.

      After so long without seeing her in person, he’d nearly convinced himself that she wasn’t as beautiful as he remembered. That his mind had constructed a version of her where the brown of her eyes glowed brighter than they did in real life, where her hair didn’t have a life of its own with all those curls and the colors she added to them on a regular basis. Where her pale skin didn’t fucking shimmer under the lights of the club and her mouth didn’t beg to be kissed with that full bottom lip and that perfect little cupid’s bow.

      But seeing her now, he was realizing his memories hadn’t done her justice. In person, she was a vision, and he nearly rubbed his eyes to make sure he wasn’t hallucinating.

      “What are you doing here?”

      The words came out sharper than he’d intended, and Silver cocked an eyebrow in response.

      “I came to find you.”

      He’d imagined those exact words coming from her lips so many times since he’d left California. Dreamed of the day she might show up to tell him she’d followed him all the way across the country because she couldn’t bear to live without him.

      In those dreams, he’d swept her up in his arms, and they’d vowed to find a way to be together, no matter what. He had a feeling that when it came to their future, it was reality that would fall far short. “Well, you found me. Guess you can go home now.”

      “No.” Determination flashed in her eyes as she jerked her chin up. “Not without you.”

      “I’m on sabbatical.”

      “I know. Simon told me.”

      Hurt rippled beneath the words, and not for the first time since he’d left California, guilt at how he’d left things stabbed at his chest.

      “But it’s time to come home.”

      “I’ll come home when I’m ready.” He was aware he sounded like a toddler refusing to leave the playground, but he wasn’t ready to go back just yet. Not only because he was faced with the reality that his sabbatical had done absolutely nothing in terms of helping him get over her, but because once he returned to California, he’d have to tell Ace the truth. He’d have to look his best friend in the eye and tell him that not only had he been in love with Ace’s girlfriend for years, but that he knew what she tasted like, what she sounded like when she came, what her mouth felt like on his cock.

      Yeah. California could wait a little fucking longer.

      Temper flashed in her eyes. “You can’t just hide away in the backwoods of South Carolina forever, Ice. The band needs you.”

      “The band.” It took more effort than he would have liked to keep the bitterness out of his voice. She’d made her position on him, on them, crystal clear that night at Roulette. But he realized now with painful clarity that he’d been holding out hope that she’d come to tell him that she needed him. That she wanted him to come home. For her. Not for the fucking band. “Right.”

      “Why do you sound so pissed about it?”

      “I’m not.” He lifted one shoulder in a shrug as though there weren’t a million knives currently stabbing him in the chest with every word. “The band has to come first. You made that clear after Roulette.”

      A frown tugged at the corners of her lips. “Since when has the band not come first?”

      “I don’t even remember anymore.” The years had blurred together to the point he could barely remember a time when the band wasn’t at the forefront of their every waking thought, their every decision.

      Was it any wonder he was exhausted?

      “So… you’ll come home?”

      “When I’m ready.” Now that he’d had some time to get over the shock of seeing her, his mind was working to figure out what the hell she was actually doing here. “Why are you so interested in getting me back to California, anyway?”

      Now it was hunger in her eyes, a hunger he recognized all too well. And it had nothing to do with food or sex. “We’re doing the goddamn thing, Ice.”

      It took a moment for his brain to catch up with her. “Which thing?”

      “The thing, Ice. The thing we’ve been dreaming of since we signed our first contract.”

      “Holy shit. Holy shit. We got an invite to Play Me Like That?”

      “Yes!” Excitement poured off her in waves, and if his heart beat a bit faster it was just the thrill of finally being invited to the rock event of the goddamn year. Nothing to do with the woman sitting across from him.

      Certainly nothing to do with the way her breasts swelled with each breath, testing the limits of the dress clinging to her like a second skin.

      “They want us for next year?” he asked, still not quite ready to believe what he was hearing.

      “Yup. Simon wants us to start working on set lists and shit, and he wants us to have at least two new singles ready to go. One to release a couple months before the festival to really get interest up, and one to debut at the festival.”

      Simon was a fucking genius. Ice wasn’t sure anyone else could keep their shit in order the way he did. And when it came to promotion, nobody beat Simon Howard. “When do we start?”

      “Now.” Some of the excitement faded from her expression as she sent a hard look his way. “Simon wanted us to jump in right away, but nobody knew how to find you.”

      The accusation in her tone stung. Especially since she was the whole fucking reason he’d taken off on his ‘sabbatical’ in the first place. “Simon knows how to reach me.” On the phone Ice had bought on his way out of California, the number for which he’d given to Simon and only Simon with strict instructions not to share it with anyone else, even the rest of the band.

      Silver’s eyes narrowed. “Simon said he called and you asked him if anyone was dead or dying, and when he said ‘No’ you hung up on him and you’ve been ignoring his calls ever since.”

      Fuck. He had done that. “He should have texted me.”

      “You know how Simon is.”

      He did know how Simon was, and ‘paranoid’ didn’t even begin to cover it. Simon was overly cautious about what he put in text messages, on the off chance someone hacked ‘the cloud’ and unearthed some important information. “Is that why they sent you to find me? Because Simon didn’t want to send a goddamn text?”

      “Yes. And I promise I’m not any happier about it than you are.”

      That much was clear from the look on her face to the annoyance ringing in her tone. “All right. I’ll head home soon, but I can’t leave just yet.”

      “Why the hell not? This is Play Me Like That we’re talking about, Ice.”

      “Yeah, I get that. But I made some people here promises, and I’m a man of my word, Amanda.”

      “Jesus Christ.” Throwing her hands in the air, she sent him a look that could only be described as exasperated. “What promises could you have made that could possibly be more important than our band?”

      “I don’t appreciate you putting words in my mouth, girl.”

      He’d deliberately used the generic term he used with all his submissives, because he knew she’d hated it so much during their scenes at Roulette. Pissing Amanda Sterling off was one of the few pleasures he still had in life, and he damn well wasn’t giving it up just because she’d said they couldn’t be together.

      As he’d expected, her nose crinkled at the term. “Don’t call me that. We’re not in a scene.”

      “Don’t push me, then. Saturday is the earliest I can leave. I’ll see you back in California.”

      “Fine. At least tell me what’s so goddamn important.”

      He was tempted to tell her to fuck off, but that would be a true asshole move. It was one thing to take some time to himself to nurse a broken heart. It was another thing entirely to treat her like shit because she’d been the one to break it. Above all else, she was still one of his best friends, and he intended to keep it that way.

      Even if it hurt like a bitch to do so.

      “The club is having an auction. Like a sexual fantasy type deal. I told Braden I’d help monitor the event, make sure things run smoothly.”

      “I thought the Elliott brothers shut down that whole auction thing.”

      So she’d done her homework before crashing his club. Good girl. “They did. But the members apparently really liked the idea, so Braden found a way to make it work legally. The first real auction is tomorrow night.

      Her dark eyes lit with interest. “That could be fun to watch. Maybe I’ll stick around.”

      Fuck. The last place he wanted her was here, in his club, where he’d have to watch all the other Daddies of Club BDE drool over her lush curves. But telling Silver “No” was the quickest way to ensure she would do exactly what he didn’t want her to do, so he simply shrugged. “Sure. Whatever.”

      They sat for a moment, staring at each other from across the table, until she finally sighed. “I’ve missed you, Ice. I’m sorry things are weird between us now.”

      “No reason for them to be.” He forced himself to shrug again, another show of nonchalance he didn’t remotely feel. “You were right. Ace would lose his fucking mind if we got together, and nobody needs all that drama.”

      Her smile was tight and didn’t reach her eyes. “Right. Exactly.”

      Silence stretched between them, heavy and awkward. Needing to escape it, he downed the rest of his whiskey and slid from the booth. “Well. Enjoy your night. I’m headed down to the pit.”

      “Are you going to play? Sorry.” Closing her eyes, she shook her head, her curls flying around her heart-shaped face. “I shouldn’t have asked.”

      “No, you shouldn’t have.” Because the answer will only hurt us both. “See you later, Sil.”

      “Yeah. Later.”

      Turning on his heel, he forced himself to walk toward the stairs, away from the woman he loved, yet again.

      It didn’t suck any less the second time around.
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          SILVER

        

      

    

    
      Well, that could have gone worse. Possibly. At least he hadn’t had his buddy kick her out of the club for good. Which meant she still had access to him, and she was stubborn enough to keep coming back until she got what she wanted.

      The problem was, she wasn’t sure exactly what she wanted.

      She wanted him to come home, sure. The band needed him. But now that she’d seen him, talked to him, everything she’d felt after Roulette had come rushing back to the surface. And she was more certain than ever that even if she could get Ice back to California, nothing would ever go back to normal.

      Worse, she wasn’t even sure she wanted it to.

      “You okay, honey?”

      Forcing yet another smile, she looked up into Lottie’s concerned face. “I’m fine. Could use another drink, though.”

      “Are you playing tonight?”

      A familiar hum of excitement buzzed under her skin at the thought. But the buzz died as quickly as it had started. She hadn’t played with anyone since that night at Black Light, and she couldn’t quite stomach the idea of getting on her knees for anyone but Ice, especially where he might see.

      Funny how making Ace jealous had always excited her, while the idea of upsetting Ice tied her stomach into knots. “No, I’m not playing tonight.”

      “Another whiskey coming up, then.”

      “Make it a double.” She was going to have to get a ride back to her hotel anyway. Might as well make the most of her evening.

      “Sure thing.”

      Silver pulled her phone from her pocket as Lottie sashayed toward the bar on ankle-breaker stilettos. Tapping the screen, she sighed at the most recent notification and opened the series of unread texts from Ace.

      
        
          
            
              
        The Asshole:

      

      
        Have you found Ice yet?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Simon said something about Arizona. And the east coast. Where are you?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        So, what, are you just going to ignore me? Why are you being such a bitch about this? Call me.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Call me.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        I swear to god when you get back to California I’m going to drag your ass to Black Light and remind you who you fucking belong to.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Why aren’t you answering me, angel? Be a good girl and text me back.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Goddammit, Sil, you can’t ignore me forever.

      

      

      

      

      

      

      “Wanna bet?” she muttered, her stomach rolling as she shoved the phone back into her pocket at the same moment Lottie returned with her drink—and a friend.

      The pair slid into the booth across from Silver, each holding their own tall glass of wine. They were strikingly different, with Lottie’s dark hair and pale eyes next to the newcomer’s fiery red locks and dark gaze, but with smiles that were nearly identical. Sympathetic, as if they knew Silver was hurting somehow, but determined in a way that told her they weren’t leaving until they’d figured out exactly what that hurt was.

      Great. Just what she needed. Well-meaning strangers butting into her business.

      “This is Frankie,” Lottie said by way of introduction, gesturing toward the redhead who waved hello before sipping at her wine. “And I’m sorry, I just realized I haven’t gotten your name yet.”

      The world knew her as Silver, but if they hadn’t recognized her yet then she was happy to fly under the radar a bit longer. “Mandy.”

      “Mandy? That’s adorable. So, Mandy,” Lottie continued before Silver could protest the description of adorable being applied to her in any shape or fashion, “what’s with you and The Viking?”

      Even knowing it was coming, the question hit her straight in the gut and she had to force her lips to stay fixed in what she hoped passed for a reasonably polite smile. “It’s… a long story.”

      Curiosity lit Frankie’s eyes as she gestured with her wine glass. “We have time.”

      Sensing the two women across from her weren’t going to be put off that easily, Silver sighed and took a long sip of her whiskey. The stuff was like liquid gold, with just enough of a burn going down to make her feel alive.

      And when she caught sight of Ice down in the pit, talking to a giant of a man she didn’t recognize, his head thrown back in laughter, the burn turned to fire in her veins.

      “Fuck it,” she muttered, before slamming back the rest of her drink. “Bring me a few more of those and I’ll tell you whatever the fuck you wanna know.”

      Across from her, Frankie and Lottie shared a look. Slipping from the table, Lottie grabbed the glass from Silver’s hand and winked. “You’ve got a deal.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Silver

      

      “Wait, wait, wait. So you guys have all been best friends since high school, and you run a business together, and you’ve been on-and-off romantically with your other business partner?” Shaking her head, Lottie let out a low whistle. “That is messy, girl.”

      “You don’t know the half of it,” Silver muttered, tossing back another shot of… something. She’d started with whiskey but then Lottie had suggested some kind of fruity shot with a sexy name and Silver had lost track of exactly what she was drinking two shots ago. Whatever it was called, it was delicious, and she immediately reached for another one from the row of glasses Lottie had lined up on the table between them. “We’re all members of the same kink club back in California, and every year they host this thing called Roulette where you sign up and gamble on who’s going to be your partner for the evening.”

      “Oh that sounds fun!” Lottie’s eyes lit up. “I wonder if Daddy would try something like that.”

      “He’d never let you play.” Chuckling at her friend’s pout, Frankie patted Lottie on the shoulder. “You know that man is as possessive as they come, Lottie baby.”

      “Yeah, yeah. Still sounds like fun, though.”

      “It does. But our new friend was telling us a story and I have a feeling it’s about to get good.”

      It took Silver several seconds to realize Frankie was talking about her. “Right. Me. I’m the new friend,” she said with a giggle before tossing back another shot. “So, Roulette. I signed up this year because, well, things happened and I decided I was done with The Asshole—that’s what I call my ex, he doesn’t deserve a name—like really done, for good this time. But then I get there and guess who else fucking signed up?”

      A shocked gasp burst from Lottie’s lips as she pressed her palms to her pink cheeks. “The Viking!”

      “The goddamned Viking. And of course he spins my name. We should have backed out. We almost did but I practically begged him to play with me and… God it was a fucking disaster.”

      “Why?” Frankie, who was possibly the only one of them who was still remotely sober, cocked her head to the side. “Was he not good?”

      “Are you kidding me?” Silver let out a low groan as the memories flooded her. “We didn’t even have sex and it was still the best goddamn night of my life. Until I ruined it.”

      “Oh, honey.” Sympathy dripping from her slightly slurred words, Lottie reached across the table and gripped Silver’s hand. “Did you tell him you loved him or something? Good dick will do that, you know. Make you say shit you didn’t really mean. Or so I’ve heard. I’ve only had one dick, but I know it makes me wanna do some crazy shit.”

      “Hear, hear,” Frankie cheered darkly, raising her glass in a toast.

      “No.” Silver shook her head, immediately regretting the action when the world spun around her. “No. Just the opposite. We kissed, and he told me he’s been in love with me since we were teenagers. And I flat-out rejected him. Told him there was no way we could be together.”

      Fuck. She hadn’t actually meant to tell them that. She was supposed to be telling them how Ice had ditched the ‘business’ and gone to find himself or whatever and she’d been sent to find him. How the hell had she ended up talking about their night at Black Light?

      Too many fruity shots, that’s how. Picking up an empty glass, she glared at the remnants coating the inside. Little fuckers were sneaky. At least with whiskey you knew you were getting fucked up.

      “What?” Voice pitching up into a shocked squeak, Lottie stared at her as if she’d just confessed to being an alien lifeform, jerking Silver’s attention away from the shot glass in her hand. “The man who just gave you the best night of your life—your words—tells you he loves you and you reject him? What the fuck is wrong with you, woman?”

      “I had to think about everyone else.” Despite the voice in the back of her head screaming at her to shut up, the words kept coming, spilling out of her mouth against her better judgment. “My ex, the guy I’ve been fucking for years? He’s a jealous asshole. And The Viking is his best friend. If The Asshole finds out his BFF even thought about touching me, it would be the end of our… business.”

      “So why are you here?” Frankie’s head tilted to the side, her dark eyes seeing far too much despite their slightly glazed state. “Why come all this way to see him if you can’t be with him?”

      “Officially? We got an offer we can’t refuse and we need The Viking to make it work.”

      “Unofficially?” The question was soft, full of understanding when Frankie asked it.

      “I really fucking miss my friend,” Silver confessed, tears blurring her vision. “This is going to make me sound like a selfish bitch, but god, I miss him. Even if we can’t be together, you know, like that, I just want my friend back.”

      “Aww, honey.” Even slurred, Lottie’s words were full of sympathy. “We’ll get him back.”

      “How? He won’t even talk to me.”

      “I don’t know. But we’ll figure it out.”
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          ICE

        

      

    

    
      Normally, watching Beckett work over a willing little subbie was one of Ice’s favorite pastimes. But even though the girl on the cross was putting on a hell of a show, his attention was elsewhere. Namely, upstairs with the love of his goddamn life, wondering what kind of mischief she was getting herself into.

      Not your problem.

      It didn’t matter how many times he reminded himself of that fact. Every few minutes he found himself scanning the second floor, looking for any sign of her.

      Which was how he caught sight of Braden heading down the stairs, and making a beeline straight for him.

      Uh-oh.

      To look at him, most people wouldn’t be able to tell anything was wrong. Braden’s easy, relaxed smile gave nothing away as he maneuvered himself to stand beside Ice. But there was a tension in his shoulders that told Ice something was up.

      “I need you upstairs,” Braden murmured as he positioned himself beside Ice, looking up at the scene on the podium.

      “Why?” Ice whispered back, reluctant to insert himself in anything that might have to do with a certain rainbow-haired brat.

      “Lottie and Frankie made a new friend, and they’ve all had a little too much to drink.”

      Ice sighed, letting the irritation pricking at his skull fill the sound. “She’s not my problem, Braden.”

      “I understand. But she’s in my club which makes her my responsibility. So consider this a favor for a friend.”

      Goddammit. It wasn’t often Braden asked anyone for a favor, and he’d done plenty for Ice during his time in Charleston. “Fine. I’ll help you get her in an Uber and then I’m going home.”

      “Appreciate it.”

      The crowd parted easily for them, though Ice couldn’t have said whether it was Braden’s influence or his own annoyance, which he was making absolutely no effort to hide.

      That annoyance was mitigated somewhat when Lottie lit up at the sight of them. It was hard to be mad at someone when they were looking at you like you were holding an armful of puppies. Sometimes he wondered how Braden managed to discipline her at all when she smiled like that. “Daddy! Did you come to ask me to dance?”

      Covering his mouth with his hand, Ice did his best to hide his laugh. Considering the closest thing to a dance floor Club BDE had was the pit, the question was as ridiculous as it was sweet.

      “I’ll dance with you at home if you want, Lottie-bug,” Braden answered with an indulgent chuckle as he held out a hand for his sloshed babygirl. “Come on. Time to say goodnight to your friends.”

      “Aw, but Daddy. I can’t leave my new bestie. Look how sad she is.”

      Up until that point, Ice had been doing everything in his power to avoid looking at the woman still seated right where he’d left her nearly an hour ago. But now his gaze was drawn to Silver, and he nearly snorted. She didn’t look sad to him. If anything, she looked downright amused by her new friend’s drunken state.

      “I’m fine, Lottie,” Silver assured her, sliding gracefully from the booth.

      But her graceful state only lasted until she took her first step. Then she stumbled, straight into Braden, who just barely caught her, thanks to having his hands full with his own babygirl.

      Ice had come upstairs with every intention of pouring Silver into a car and sending her on her merry way, perhaps with a very strongly worded suggestion that she take her ass back to California where she belonged. But one look at her unfocused eyes and sloppy smile and he knew he wasn’t going to do that.

      “Come on, Silver.” Stepping forward with a sigh, he grabbed her wrist, looping her arm around his shoulder as he slid his other arm around her waist. “You’re coming with me.”

      “Shhh,” Lottie admonished, the sound dissolving into a giggle at the end. “Nobody’s supposed to know your secret identities.”

      Beside him, Silver gasped. “You knew?”

      “Of course I knew, silly. Deviant Whispers is my favorite band of all time. I just didn’t want to fangirl all over you if you were trying to be in-incog-incognee—if it was ‘posed to be a secret.”

      “You’re such a good friend. Isn’t she a good friend, Ice? A way better friend than me. I’m such a fucking bitch.”

      Ice tightened his grip on her, ducking his head to whisper in her ear. “You may be too drunk for me to paddle your ass for that tonight, but keep talking shit and I will make sure you start your morning over my knee.”

      She didn’t look the least bit fazed by his threat. In fact, she was grinning widely when her head fell back so she could look up at him. “You’re such a Daddy. Always have been. Guess this place suits you.”

      There was probably some truth to that, but it wasn’t something he was keen on unpacking in the middle of a crowded club with her barely able to take two steps without tripping over her own feet.

      Or with her at all, if he was being honest.

      “I’m taking you home,” he said instead, earning him a vigorous shake of her head.

      A move she obviously regretted as she immediately slapped a hand over her eyes and let out a pained groan. “Oh, god. Shouldn’t have done that. Make it stop spinning, Ice.”

      Not even bothering to sigh, he turned and guided her toward the hidden elevator in the back of the club. No way was he taking a chance on her stumbling her way down the stairs.

      Braden followed him, Lottie and Frankie in tow, the latter thankfully not nearly as drunk as her friends and able to walk on her own. They parted ways when the valet brought his and Braden’s cars around, with Braden retaining custody of Frankie, most likely to save his own ass. If he sent her home without making sure she was safe, Holden’s wrath would be… unpleasant. The giant Daddy Dom didn’t give two fucks that Frankie had dumped his ass months ago, and though he more or less kept his distance it was clear to everyone in the club that Frankie was still his. Much to Frankie’s continued annoyance.

      Which left Ice to figure out what to do with Silver. The smart, sane thing to do would be to figure out where she was staying, drop her drunk ass off at the hotel, and head back to his rental house.

      But what if she passed out? What if she got sick in the middle of the night? What if he wasn’t there, and something happened and she got hurt? Or worse.

      Cursing himself silently, he navigated through downtown with her snoring softly from the passenger seat of his car, and headed toward his rental on the coast. It was a bit of a drive from ‘his’ house to the club and everything else in the city, but once he’d decided to stay for a bit, he’d wanted the ocean. The stretch of beach where he’d camped out was a good bit quieter and less crowded than back in California, but the ocean was the ocean. Waking up to the sound of waves and the smell of salt in the air soothed his soul no matter which side of the country he was on.

      Silver, who had passed out cold the second he’d buckled her seatbelt, sat up when he killed the engine, blinking owlishly at the house in front of them. “Where are we?”

      “My place. Sit tight and wait for me to come and get you.”

      A grin split her face as she relaxed against the seat. “Lookit you, playing the gentleman.”

      “Just stay there, brat.”

      He climbed out of the car, slamming the door on her giggles before jogging around to open her door. They managed to make it up to his front door and into the house without any mishaps.

      “I’m starving,” she whined, sounding so unlike herself he almost did a double take to make sure he’d brought the right brat home with him. “Feed me, Daddy.”

      Daddy. Before he’d come to Charleston, he wouldn’t have considered himself the Daddy Dom type, though he’d had a couple of his submissives use the term playfully in the past, much like Silver was doing now.

      But with those women, he’d never felt his heart trip in his chest. Or his cock jerk painfully against his jeans. Even when Silver had teased him about being a Daddy in the past, he’d never had this reaction.

      Maybe it was just the fact he’d spent the last few months surrounded by Daddies and their babygirls, and he’d found himself wanting someone to care for, someone to pamper and coddle—and someone to punish as often as he pleased.
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