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      Welcome to the world of the Ruthless O’Rourkes. Inside these pages are dangerous men and women, living dangerous lives. Every one of the O’Rourkes is some shade of morally gray—especially cousin Lochlan who is either a psychopath or a sociopath, Killian still isn’t sure which—and as such there is violence on and off the page that some people may find unsettling, as well as some situations of… dubious consent. Please consider your own mental health before continuing.

      

      Love always,

      Stella
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        This book is dedicated to Golden Angel. When you get to the end of Chapter 13, it’s her fault, and I’m so, so sorry.
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      Fucking hell, he was exhausted. Being the good guy was turning out to be a lot more work than being the villain ever had been.

      A hell of a lot bloodier, too, as it happened.

      Fuck.

      Closing his eyes, he let his head fall back against the seat, allowing himself to wallow in the frustration of the night. It hadn’t needed to go down that way. Goddamn Russians. Making him miss his friend’s wedding because they’d gotten a sniff of blood in the water and come for his docks.

      And despite the rumors, they were indeed still his docks. He hadn’t yet ceded control, mostly because he hadn’t decided exactly how to go about handing over the most powerful part of his criminal empire without starting an all-out war in the city he loved.

      He was close, though. After years of planning, brokering deals, shedding the worst bits of said empire as silently as possible, he was so fucking close he could taste it. But there were still the docks to be considered, and he couldn’t simply give those up.

      Nature abhors a vacuum. And so do criminals.

      He had ideas. Things in motion that might actually make shifting control of the docks with minimal bloodshed possible. But nothing that needed to be decided tonight. Soon, very soon, but not tonight.

      The car slowed to a stop in front of an old brick building, pulling him out of his brooding thoughts and into the present. With a nod of thanks to his driver, he pushed open his door and climbed out into the cool December air of downtown Charleston. Already, the exhaustion was fading, and he hadn’t even stepped foot inside the club.

      Guilt pricked at him, little needles in his chest as he adjusted the sleeves of his suit and stared at the front door of Club BDE, Charleston’s most exclusive kink club. The wedding he’d missed had been Braden Elliott’s, one of the owners of the club, and the doors were closed to everyone but Braden’s inner circle tonight so his friends could celebrate and unwind after the whirlwind day.

      He was well aware that he was taking advantage of being part of that inner circle by coming here tonight when he hadn’t even made it to the wedding itself.

      But he needed his club. Even if there was no one for him to play with—which was entirely likely since most of the wedding party was paired off with each other—he needed this. Needed the one place where he wasn’t Killian O’Rourke, criminal mastermind, or Killian, head of his family and the person everyone looked to for answers. He desperately needed just a few hours in the one place in his life where he could simply be… Killian.

      Or Master O, as many of the club regulars knew him.

      Shaking off the guilt as much as possible and promising himself he’d show up for the post-wedding brunch tomorrow with an obscenely expensive gift in tow, he made his way toward the front door of the club. The simple wooden door was innocuous enough, giving away no hints as to the depravity that lay beyond.

      Inside was quieter than usual, with no rainbow-haired Vivian at the front desk, flashing her happy smile and waving him up. The sound of leather striking flesh, muffled as it was, met his ears and a smile tugged at his lips when it was followed by a distressed squeal.

      Ruby, he was fairly certain, though he couldn’t hear quite well enough to be sure. What trouble had his favorite bartender gotten herself into now?

      Curiosity pulled at him, and he paused by the bottom of the stairs. Did he want to go to the pit, where the action was? Pull up a seat and watch pretty Ruby get her bottom strapped by her strict Daddy? Or did he want to go upstairs, pour himself a double of the whiskey Braden kept on hand just for him, and find a dark corner to sulk in for a bit?

      It was the laughter that decided for him. Loud, happy, and unfamiliar.

      Too light. Too happy. With the kind of mood he was in, he had no business being around happiness like that. Spreading his darkness to a woman who sounded so damn… bright.

      The laughter was coming from the pit, so he headed upstairs to the bar. A drink was unlikely to make his mood any better, but maybe it would settle his nerves a bit. And if it didn’t, he could still watch the fun from up there, so it wouldn’t be a total loss.

      Letting his hand hover over the polished iron of the railing, he made his way up the stairs. To the place he considered home almost as much as the sprawling mansion he’d inherited a decade before. Half the second floor served as a lounging area of sorts, with a bar and kitchen nearby to serve all the members’ food and drink needs. Constructed in a circle, with the middle entirely missing, one could enjoy a glass of whiskey and top-notch appetizers all while watching the action down in the pit.

      The other half of the floor housed private rooms that could be rented for a steep fee, for anywhere from an hour to a whole night. Killian hadn’t yet made use of those rooms, even though he’d been a member of the club since before they were constructed.

      Perhaps tonight he’d change that, and have Braden bill him when he returned from his honeymoon with the delightful Lottie.

      “Killian!”

      Turning, he managed to work up a smile for the woman striding straight for him with long, purposeful steps. Dr. Naomi Winters’s dark hair hung in loose curls down her back rather than the practical ponytail he was used to, and instead of her white coat, she was clad in a stunningly blue cocktail dress that hugged her curves in all the right places. She looked… Well, she looked pissed if he was being honest.

      As she should. He had stood her up, after all.

      “Naomi.” He waited for her to stop in front of him, her pale eyes snapping with fire. “I’m sorry I didn’t call.”

      That took the wind out of her sails, her shoulders slumping slightly as she glared up at him. “You could have at least sent a text. I was worried.”

      “Ah.” Reaching out, he tucked her hair behind her ear, letting his smile turn apologetic. “I’m even more sorry you worried, as I certainly don’t deserve a second of your consideration. Forgive me?”

      She rolled her eyes, but when she lifted her wine glass to her lips, he caught the smile she was trying to hide. “Yes. I shouldn’t, but if I don’t then you’ll just flood my office with roses again until I do. So yes, I forgive you. Jerk.”

      Delighted by her as he so often was, he leaned in to brush a kiss over her cheek. “More generous than I deserve, as always. Thank you.”

      “Uh-huh.” Tilting her head, she studied him with those shrewd, too-clever eyes. “Do I want to know where you were?”

      “No.” A single syllable, sharper than he’d intended, but he could still smell the blood on his skin even though he’d showered and changed before coming here.

      But as usual, his irritability didn’t seem to faze her. She simply nodded in return, a slight incline of her head to let him know she heard him loud and clear. “Understood. Well, you’re here now, so the least you could do is give me a tour of your club.”

      “Of course.” Offering his elbow, he waited for her to slip her hand in the crook before resuming his trek forward. “How did you get in here without me, anyway?”

      “Private event.” Her smile flashed, the dimple on her right cheek winking at him. “Cordelia said she owed me one for taking care of her boy. That’s exactly how she said it, too. She hardly ever calls her subs by their names, you ever notice that? Just ‘my boy’ and ‘my girl’.”

      Her tone held a hint of confusion that had his lips twitching. “And this… upsets you?”

      Naomi’s nose wrinkled, a look he recognized to mean she was thinking carefully about what he’d asked. “I don’t know if upset is the right word. Confused, maybe. It feels… demeaning, I guess? Like she doesn’t think of them as their own people, but like property. Or pets.”

      “You should sit down with Ivy sometime. Ask her if she feels demeaned by Cordelia’s ownership.”

      Triumph flashed in the smug smile she sent his way. “So you admit she thinks of them as property!”

      “Not property. Just… hers.”

      “That sounds very much like a distinction without a difference.”

      Now he couldn’t help but smile. Contrary little thing. “Why are you here, then, if you have such a distaste for what we are?”

      “Curiosity,” she answered with a shrug. “I have several patients who frequent this club, so I want to know what happens here. And I’m not judging anyone⁠—”

      “You are. But go on.”

      Another roll of her eyes, and if it hadn’t been for the fact he knew he was absolutely not Dr. Winters’s type, he would have been tempted to satisfy her curiosity in a very hands-on way.

      “Fine. I’m judging a little bit. But mostly because I just don’t understand it. Why would anyone want to be… controlled like that? Owned?”

      “As I’m not a submissive myself, I’m not sure I’m the right person to answer that for you.”

      She looked up at him then, that curiosity she’d been talking about shining in her eyes. “Then why do you do it? What’s the appeal to you?”

      “I like to be in control.”

      That was the simple answer. The cop-out answer. The truth, yes, but only the surface of it. His real reasons for being here, in this club, doing the things he did… That wasn’t the kind of thing a man shared with a casual friend. And despite having placed his life and the lives of his family in her hands more times than he could count, he’d deliberately kept her at a distance.

      Both for her safety and his.

      “Yes, but you’re in control all the time,” Naomi pushed, her tone shifting, becoming more clinical in a way that made him feel a bit like a rat being observed in a maze. “Aren’t you supposed to want to let go, let someone else take the lead for once? That’s what the books all say.”

      “What books?”

      “You know. The books. Romance novels. I’ve been reading a lot of kinky ones since you asked if I wanted to come to the club with you after the wedding, to prepare. And that’s a big theme. People who have to be in control in their daily lives, they like giving up that control in the bedroom.”

      Leave it to her to want to know the psychology of it all. “That is true for some people. Not me.”

      “But why not you?”

      “Naomi.” He let a hint of steel infuse his tone, amused when her pupils darkened in response.

      Maybe the good doctor had a bit of a subbie side, after all, despite her… objections.

      But she didn’t pout, the way some might at the rebuke, even gentle as it was. “Fine. Don’t tell me. I’ll find someone else to satisfy my curiosity.”

      She would, too, out of spite if nothing else. And then her brother, who happened to be the president of a local motorcycle club whose good side Killian was eager to stay on, would have his head on a platter. “I’m happy to answer your questions. But not tonight.”

      For the first time since his arrival, she looked at him, really looked at him, and he was left as he often was with the uncomfortable feeling she saw him more clearly than he would like. “Tonight was really bad, wasn’t it? Worse than usual.”

      “Yes. And no, I don’t want to talk about it.”

      “Fair enough. But you did stand me up, so you owe me one, Irish.”

      Because he did indeed owe her, he didn’t bother to sigh. “A guest pass for a demo night at the club, where you can observe and question and learn until your heart’s content. I’ll even see if Tara can make time to give you some more hands-on experience, if you find something you’re interested in.” He let his lips curl up. “She has a deft hand with ropes.”

      A deeper curiosity, the kind borne of personal rather than educational interest, lit Naomi’s eyes. “Tara?”

      “Our head bartender. Tiny little thing, but don’t let that fool you. I’ve seen her put men three times your size on their knees.”

      “She sounds fascinating. It’s a deal.”

      “Hey! Master C!”

      Biting back a groan, he turned as Titania Anderson, wife of one of the co-owners of Club BDE and a constant pain in Killian’s ass, sidled up to him, a mischievous grin stretched across her face. “Tania. What a… pleasant surprise.”

      Titania snorted out a laugh. “Pleasant. Right.” She tilted her head to the side, giving him and then Naomi an appraising look. “Missed you at the wedding. And the reception. But now… here you are.”

      “Here I am, indeed.” And that was all the explanation he was willing to give a woman who had hitched herself to not just one, but two ex-cops who’d love nothing more than to see him rot behind bars.

      “Tania, we’re supposed to be celebrating.” Emily Elliott, yet another of Braden’s sisters-in-law, offered up her shy smile as she laid a hand on Titania’s arm. “Can we have a truce, just for one evening?”

      Titania pouted, but even she wasn’t immune to Emily’s calm sweetness. “One night, Master C. That’s all you get. Come on, we’re over here in the corner.”

      At Emily’s urging, Titania turned, and Emily offered him a smile and a roll of her eyes as she ushered her sister-in-law back to their table.

      “Master C?” Naomi asked, her lips twitching with obvious amusement.

      “C for Cinnamon Roll. Honor a promise to a friend and suddenly everyone thinks I’m a soft touch,” he muttered. Not that he truly minded, as he did indeed have a soft spot for Braden’s family even if they didn’t all return the feeling, but a man had his reputation to consider.

      The twitching of Naomi’s lips turned into a full-on grin. “Oh, I think I like her.”

      “Of course you do. Brats of a feather tend to flock together.”

      Despite his dry tone—or perhaps because of it—Naomi tossed her head back and laughed, loud and bright. But not the same laughter he’d heard in the pit, which was a relief. That laugh was still an echo in his mind, one he’d been trying to ignore since he’d chosen the bar over the pit. Discovering Dr. Winters was the owner of that laugh would have resulted in far too many complications for his comfort.

      And complicated was the last damn thing he needed.

      Putting the haunting laughter out of his mind, he guided Naomi over to a corner booth where Emily and Titania were cozied up with their husbands.

      “Gentlemen,” Killian said with a nod for all three men. “This is Dr. Naomi Winters, my date for the wedding. Naomi, the two with the matching gray in their beards are Damian and Desmond, Braden’s brothers. Emily belongs to the slightly less grumpy looking one, Damian. Titania belongs to Desmond and Sebastian.”

      “And you said they weren’t property,” Naomi muttered, making his palm positively itch to spank some manners into her.

      “Behave yourself, Dr. Winters,” he said instead.

      Lifting her hand to her brow, she gave him a snappy salute. “Yes, Sir.”

      Cheeky brat. It really was a shame she wasn’t interested in him that way. They could have had some fun together.

      “I like her,” Titania declared, practically beaming at them. “About time you found someone to keep you in line, Master C.”

      “Indeed,” he drawled, resisting the urge to roll his eyes at her.

      From their seats on the other side of the table, Desmond and Bastian eyed him with the same wariness they’d regarded him with for as long as he’d been a member of the club. While Braden had warmed to him over the past couple of years, the same couldn’t be said of the detectives. “O’Rourke.” Desmond’s greeting was stilted, stiff as always.

      It gave him an itch between his shoulder blades, one he never could quite scratch. As much as he enjoyed poking them, he hated the constant reminder that even here, he would always be on the outside. They’d take his monthly fee, let him spend his money on food and drink, but they’d never fully welcome him into the fold. Even Braden, a man he now considered like a brother, still kept him a bit at arm’s length when it came to his family.

      Annoyed, with himself and with them, he turned to Naomi and offered up another smile of apology. “It seems I’m more tired than I realized. We should catch up later, have a drink.”

      “Oh.” Disappointment flickered in her eyes. “I was hoping we could go down to the pit.”

      “Another night.”

      “You can come with us.” Emily turned her head, looking up at her husband. “Can’t she, Daddy? We were planning to go down in a bit anyway.”

      Damian hesitated, his gaze shifting to Killian. “If it’s all right with Master O.”

      Beside him, Naomi snorted, then lost the battle and doubled over with laughter. “Master O? What, are you the Master of Orgasms or something?”

      “O, for O’Rourke.” He let a small smile curve his lips. “But the other interpretation isn’t far off. And Naomi isn’t… We aren’t together, that way.”

      “We definitely are not.” One corner of Naomi’s mouth kicked up in a smirk. “Cordelia is much more my type, though she seems to have her hands full.”

      “In that case, you’re welcome to come and observe,” Damian said with a crooked smile of his own. “And if you ask nicely, Cordelia might even give you a personal demonstration.”

      “Really?” Despite her earlier judgments, Naomi perked up at that bit of news. “I am here to learn. Lead the way!”

      “I really, really like her.” Slipping out of the booth, Titania hooked her arm with Naomi’s and tugged her along toward the stairs.

      Another little prickle of guilt jabbed at his stomach as he watched her go, but he tried to ignore it. He really wasn’t in the right headspace to play host, and Naomi was perfectly safe with the Elliotts. They might be thorns in his side, but they’d take care of her.

      Still…

      Reaching out, he snagged Desmond’s arm as he passed. “Naomi may not be mine, but she is still very much under my protection.”

      Translation: I will hunt you down and rip you apart piece by piece if anything happens to her.

      Clearly, he didn’t need to translate, judging by the twist of Desmond’s lips and the single, sharp nod he gave in response. “Noted.”

      “Thank you.”

      He let go of Desmond’s arm, nodded to Bastian as the other man placed a proprietary hand at the small of his husband’s back, and watched them all disappear down the stairs.

      As he turned to leave himself, he caught sight of the gleaming wood of the bar, and the bottles lined up neatly behind it. Braden kept his favorite whiskey well-stocked, and if anyone had earned themselves a drink that night, Killian figured it was him.

      One drink. And then he’d be on his way.
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      “Ow! Goddammit, Beckett, that thing hurts!”

      Up on a wooden stage, one of Lottie’s bridesmaids was locked into what appeared to be a set of stocks, naked as the day she was born, her red and welted ass on display for everyone to see.

      Aria had never been so fascinated by anything in her life.

      Flashing a wide, wicked grin, Beckett ran a hand over his fiancée’s ass. “You love it when I hurt you, Ruby Red.”

      “That’s entirely beside the point right now–ow!”

      Leather snapped against flesh, a unique and unfamiliar sound that had Aria’s pussy clenching in response. She liked this, far more than she’d expected to when she’d talked Cordelia into sneaking her into the Club BDE afterparty. As curious as she’d been about the club her father owned but kept her far, far away from, she hadn’t expected to have such a strong, ah, personal reaction to everything.

      It was… interesting. And a little disconcerting, if she was being entirely honest with herself. She had no desire to let a man punish her for any damn thing, especially not in such a spectacularly public manner.

      But watching it happen to someone else, well, that was another thing altogether, apparently.

      A familiar laugh rose over the sound of the leather strap connecting with Ruby’s ass again, and Aria looked over at the stairs, horror welling in her chest.

      What the fuck were her uncles doing here, walking around like they owned the place?

      Oh. Right. They did own the place.

      Goddammit.

      If they saw her here, they’d drag her out before she had a chance to see all the things she’d come to see. And then they’d go tattle to her father, and he’d lose his mind.

      Better for everyone if she just… disappeared for a bit.

      Glancing to her right, she spotted Cordelia perched on a leather couch, Jacob on his knees on the floor beside her, spine straight and head high as she ran her fingers through his hair, petting him like one might a puppy. Ivy was curled up beside her, glassy-eyed with need as Cordelia’s fingers moved beneath her dress.

      Jesus, they made a picture. They were all still in their wedding finery, Jacob and Cordelia both in their tuxes with their ties loose, their jackets unbuttoned, and Ivy in shimmering emerald silk. If they’d been a painting, Aria imagined it would have been titled something like A Portrait of Elegance and Depravity.

      Technically, she was supposed to stay nearby. That had been one of Cordelia’s rules for her, along with no playing—like she could anyway, when everyone here was either in a relationship or related to her in some way—and letting Cordelia know if she was overwhelmed by their play.

      Hmm. Maybe she could use that last one to her advantage. And it wasn’t even entirely a lie. She was, indeed, very overwhelmed by the thought of her uncles catching her here.

      Sidling up to the couch, she flashed an apologetic smile when Cordelia looked up at her, one pale brow arching in a perfect mimicry of the expression her dad so often employed. “Yes, Baby Elliott?”

      Ugh, she really hated that nickname. Nobody at the club was ever going to take her seriously—assuming she found a way to convince her dad to let her have a membership—if it stuck. But she didn’t have the time to argue about it now. “I think I’m gonna go upstairs for a bit. This is all a bit… much.”

      The corners of Cordelia’s mouth dipped down, just a fraction. That fraction was enough to send Aria’s heart racing. Could she see straight through her? Did she have some kind of magical Domme powers that let her know when someone was being less than truthful?

      But then Cordelia’s gaze flicked to the left and the frown shifted to a smirk. “Your sudden overwhelm wouldn’t have anything to do with your very protective uncles joining the fray, now would it?”

      Damn. Caught. “Maybe.”

      Chuckling quietly, Cordelia pulled her hand from beneath Ivy’s skirt, holding her fingers in front of the other woman’s face. Aria watched, equal parts fascinated and horrified as Ivy obediently pulled her Domme’s fingers between her lips, sucking her own juices from Cordelia’s skin. All while Cordelia maintained that somewhat terrifying eye contact.

      “Ivy has a key to your father’s office. You can wait there and I’ll send her back up for you when your uncles leave. They never stay long.” Cordelia’s lips twitched. “You know how the elderly are.”

      The joke helped to settle Aria’s jumping nerves and she grinned in response. “Thanks, Cordelia.”

      “You’re welcome.” She gave Ivy’s hip a soft pat. “Go on, blossom. Take Baby Elliott up to Braden’s office, show her where the snacks are kept, and then come right back down. I have so many plans for my sweet little subbies tonight.”

      “Yes, Daddy.” Rising from the couch, Ivy smiled and slipped her hand into Aria’s. “Come on. We’ll take the elevator so they don’t see us.”

      “Thanks, Ivy. I feel a little ridiculous, hiding out from them, but…”

      “But they’ll get all protective and try to make you leave and then Cordelia will have to smack them down, which they’ll get all sulky about. And then they’ll call your dad and tell him we snuck you into the club after hours and he’ll lose his mind on all of us.” Looking back over her shoulder, Ivy grinned. “Cordelia isn’t saving just your ass right now.”

      Guilt twisted her stomach into a knot. “I’m not like, going to get Cordelia kicked out of the club or anything, am I?”

      “Nah. Braden’s too scared of her.”

      Stopping in front of the gleaming gold doors of the hidden elevator, Aria stared at her new friend. “My dad isn’t scared of anyone.”

      “Everyone’s scared of my Daddy.” There was a note of pride in Ivy’s voice as she said it. “Well, everyone but me. But that’s just because I know the worst thing she’ll do to me is edge me for hours on end. The rest of them aren’t quite sure what she’d ever do if they pissed her off enough, and they’re not in much of a hurry to find out.”

      “Edge you?” They were in the elevator now, with Ivy pressing the button to take them up to the second floor.

      Pink blossomed in Ivy’s cheeks. “It’s where a Dom will, um, touch you. So you get really close to an orgasm, but then they stop before you actually get any relief. And then they keep doing that over and over. It’s the worst thing in the whole world.”

      “And Cordelia does that to punish you?”

      “Sometimes.” Ivy shrugged. “And sometimes she does it just because she’s mean and I’m hers and she can.”

      God, she had so many questions. Because all of that sounded absolutely awful, and yet, Ivy clearly enjoyed being Cordelia’s submissive. And Lottie seemed⁠—

      Nope. Not going there. I am not going to start wondering about what my friend does with my dad in bed. Nope, nope, nope.

      The elevator dinged and Ivy led the way to a large room made entirely of windows, giving everyone a clear view of her father’s office. Which meant zero privacy for⁠—

      Stop. It.

      Maybe she didn’t want a membership at the club, after all. Surely there had to be other places in Charleston to learn about this kinky stuff. Somewhere she wasn’t constantly reminded that her father and her uncles were doing… that.

      Ivy opened the small silver clutch in her hand and pulled out a key to unlock the office door. Stepping inside, she gestured for Aria to follow her. “Blankets and snacks are in that cabinet”—she pointed to a large armoire situated beside a rather ornate wooden desk—“and there’s a tablet in the top right drawer of his desk. He keeps both locked, but the code for the tablet is your birthday and there’s a spare key for the drawer hidden in the bathroom. Lottie keeps an extra in the false bottom on one of the jars in there.”

      “I assume if Lottie’s hiding it, my dad doesn’t know about it?”

      “It does, and we’re going to keep it that way.”

      Eyes widening at the unexpected firmness in Ivy’s tone, Aria nodded. “Yes, Ma’am.”

      Grin flashing, Ivy gave her own decisive nod. “Good. Braden keeps a few different kinds of whiskey in here, but if you want wine or something there’s a fully stocked bar out and to your right. Just make sure you wash whatever you use and put it back where you found it or Tara will have my ass.”

      “Tara?”

      “Our head bartender. She wields a mean crop when she’s pissed.”

      Confused and now more overwhelmed than she would ever admit out loud, Aria frowned. “But… you’re Cordelia’s.”

      One slender shoulder lifted in a shrug as if to say it didn’t matter. “I am. Doesn’t mean she wouldn’t tie me up herself to let Tara have a go at me, especially if she thought I deserved it.” Head tilted to the side, Ivy smiled dreamily. “Of course, we haven’t played with anyone else since Jacob came along because he’s still so new to all this. We have finally gotten him comfortable with some public play, though. Baby steps, you know?”

      She knew, at least a little, about the boy who’d escaped a fundamentalist cult and ended up with two women who absolutely doted on him—when they weren’t busy tormenting him, that was.

      “Anyway.” Ivy straightened and waved around the office. “Make yourself at home. Your uncles probably won’t stay more than an hour, if that. If I had to guess, they promised your dad they’d make an appearance to ensure we’re all behaving ourselves. Once they’re satisfied we aren’t going to burn the place down, they’ll head home. Damian and Emily might do a scene but he usually⁠—”

      The horror of hearing any details about her uncle and his pretty wife overrode any lingering curiosity Aria might have had about the club. “Okay, okay, I get it! You can stop now!”

      “Sorry.” Ivy’s grin flashed, and Aria was left with the impression she wasn’t actually that sorry at all. “I just mean to say, I’ll be back up soon to let you know the coast is clear.”

      “Thanks, Ivy.”

      “No problem. Be back in a bit!”

      The door shut behind her, leaving Aria alone in her father’s office.

      At the sex club he owned.

      With her uncles.

      Not weird at all.

      The curiosity that had brought her here in the first place crept back in, nudging aside her discomfort, at least enough for her to wander over to the armoire Ivy had pointed out earlier. Inside were, as promised, several fluffy blankets as well as buckets of snacks. She recognized the chocolate-covered pistachios Lottie had raved about a few months back, declaring them to be her ‘new favorite food ever’.

      Aria smiled as she ran her fingers over the package. It was so like her dad to remember someone’s new hyperfixation food and ensure it was kept on hand. He’d been the same with her, growing up. All she had to do was mention something offhand and the next time she came to visit, there it was. A new poster of her favorite band for her bedroom, a food she’d said she’d liked in the kitchen, a book she’d paused to look at in the store sitting on her bedside table.

      Another little prickle of guilt niggled at her as she closed the doors to the armoire and eyed its mate on the other side of the desk. Braden Elliott had never denied his daughter anything unless he had a damn good reason. Which meant he had a good reason for not letting her into his club, or at least what he thought was a good reason.

      So maybe she should have listened. Maybe she shouldn’t actually be here.

      But it wasn’t fair. It wasn’t right for everyone else to get to know the secrets his club held. Just because she happened to be his daughter didn’t mean she shouldn’t be allowed to at least test the waters and see if she was interested in… all of this.

      Wandering over to the other armoire, she stared at the closed doors. Ivy hadn’t said anything about this one, which meant there was probably something in there she wasn’t meant to see. Something her father wouldn’t want her to see. But she’d already come this far, already broken so many of his rules to be here.

      What was one more?

      Nerves and curiosity warred in her stomach as she pulled the doors open—and froze.

      Canes, straps, paddles and other implements in various sizes all hung inside the armoire, waiting for use. Reaching out with fingers that suddenly trembled too much for her liking, she ran her hand down a leather strap much like the one Beckett had been using on Ruby downstairs.

      She couldn’t picture her dad using these things on Lottie. Her father, who’d never raised a hand to her and rarely even raised his voice, hitting the woman he loved? Leaving bruises on her—because there was no way these things didn’t leave marks, she’d seen the state of Ruby’s ass—making her cry, enforcing his will through pain and intimidation?

      Unsettled now, she shut the doors and turned her back on the armoire to wander the office. Her dad adored Lottie. Worshiped her, even. Aria had seen the way he looked at her, like she was his whole world. And she’d seen Lottie pout and wheedle her way into getting pretty much anything she wanted, while her father pretended to sigh and scowl over how much she spent on things.

      It was difficult to reconcile that version of her father with a man who enjoyed hurting sweet, bubbly Lottie.

      There must be more to it, something she couldn’t imagine on her own.

      Which brought her full circle to her need to find out for herself.

      Restless, and frustrated with it, she turned toward the office door. Maybe she’d go get herself a glass of wine, take a peek over the railing to see what she could see from the second floor.

      Or maybe not, since her uncles were still down there with their wives.

      Ew.

      No, better all the way around to just get the wine and have herself a good sulk while she waited for Ivy to return.
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      Beckett was no longer having his go at poor Ruby. Judging by the shift of sounds, it was Cordelia taking the stage now, and he wondered vaguely if she was letting Ivy help her top their boy or if she was having her fun with both of them.

      A toss-up really, where those three were concerned, and Killian smiled into his drink at the thought of Cordelia teasing her sweet Ivy with the possibilities.

      “Well, well. What do we have here?”

      Pausing with his glass hovering near his mouth, Killian turned toward the voice.

      And nearly fumbled his whiskey.

      Dark hair spilled down in soft curls around a face more suited for the silver screen than a dimly lit bar in South Carolina. High, slashing cheekbones, full lips, and a nose that would have been any plastic surgeon’s crowning glory if it hadn’t been slightly crooked.

      The flaw only made her more appealing. Everything about her screamed quiet wealth, but she hadn’t bothered to fix her nose. Why?

      He wanted to know, and the wanting surprised him more than her presence, which was a shock in and of itself.

      “Hello.”

      Her lips, painted a brilliant red he imagined would look rather lovely wrapped around his cock, curved upward. “Hello. Who might you be?”

      I could ask you the same. Something about her seemed familiar, but he couldn’t quite place her. One of Lottie’s many bridesmaids, maybe, if the emerald silk clinging to her slender curves was anything to judge by. Unfortunately for him, he had no clue who else Lottie had included in her bridal party outside of the women from the club, so that didn’t really give him any more clues to her identity.

      Whoever she was, she didn’t know him. Didn’t know who he was, the things he’d done. And that was enough for now.

      “Here at the club, they know me as Master O.”

      Amusement sparkled in the pale blue of her eyes—he could see the color clearly now as she slid onto a stool on the other side of the bar, and he had the uncharacteristically whimsical thought that he could drown in that ocean of blue—and her smile deepened. “And how did you earn such a laudatory nickname?”

      He returned her smile, keeping it light. Playful, in a way he was rarely ever able to be outside the club. “Ah, I could tell you, but a hands-on demonstration is so much more fun.”

      Her brows rose, and for a second, he was hit with the unsettling feeling he did in fact know her. But he prided himself on never forgetting a face, and he knew damn well hers was a face no man would ever forget.

      “I’m only here for the wine.”

      Amused to be playing bartender, he stepped back, scanning the glasses set up neatly beneath the bar and selecting the appropriate one. “White or red?”

      “Red. Dry.”

      Turning, he looked over the wine selections, and felt her appraising him with the same critical eye he was giving the bottles in front of him. Her gaze was heavy, heated with curiosity.

      Hopefully she liked what she saw.

      When he turned back with a bottle of the petite sirah he favored, she did that little eyebrow raise again, and again he had that flash of recognition, though he still couldn’t quite pin it down.

      Perhaps she’d come to the club with Lottie before. It was possible that he’d seen her in passing and simply not given her much attention. Which he highly doubted, but at the moment it was the only explanation that made any sense.

      “I don’t think I’ve had this variety before,” she said as he poured the ruby liquid into her glass.

      “It’s not as dry as a Cabernet, but I think you’ll enjoy it.”

      “In my experience, men always think they know what a woman will enjoy. They’re very often wrong.”

      He set the bottle off to the side, corking it with one of the reusable stoppers Tara kept behind the bar. And when he met his mystery woman’s gaze again, he let the corner of his mouth lift in a knowing smirk. “I think you’ll find I’m not other men. But go ahead, tell me if I’m wrong.”

      Eyes locked on him, she lifted the glass to her lips, while he sipped at his whiskey and pretended not to watch the way the slender column of her throat worked as she swallowed. The need to feel her beneath him, her pulse against his palm, fear and excitement in her eyes as he slid into her wet heat was like a living thing inside him.

      Down, boy.

      In silence they both drank, their gazes locked, heat pulsing through his veins as he waited for her verdict.

      “Not bad,” she said at last, and he couldn’t help but laugh.

      “High praise, indeed.”

      “It is, from me.” She took another drink, but this time she sighed a bit. “Okay, it’s lovely. Is that what you wanted to hear?”

      “Only if it’s the truth.”

      Her head cocked to the side, just a fraction, those pale eyes raking over him in a way that would have had a lesser man squirming. “Is that important to you? The truth?”

      “It is. Especially here.”

      “Why?”

      “Because here is where I’m the most me. And I expect the same from my partners.”

      He hadn’t actually meant to say that. Unease settled in his stomach, but he kept his expression neutral.

      Never let them know what you’re really thinking, son.

      His father’s words, that he’d taken to heart both in business and in bed. And yet, here he was, ready to bare his soul to a complete stranger for reasons even he couldn’t fathom.

      Across the bar, his companion watched him, the barest hint of a smile playing on her lips. “Can I give you the truth without giving you my name?”

      It was a standard practice in their circles. One he often employed himself, though by now the majority of the patrons here at Club BDE knew who he was anyway. So if she wanted anonymity, he wouldn’t be the one to deny her. “Yes. What would you like me to call you?”

      “Your Highness,” she shot back with a grin. The force of that smile was a physical blow to his chest, one that nearly knocked the air from his lungs as he smiled back.

      And he knew without a doubt he wasn’t leaving this club without getting a taste of her.

      “In that case, follow me.”
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        * * *

      

      Aria

      

      Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit.

      Keeping her outer calm was growing more difficult by the minute, especially when her mystery man stepped out from behind the bar, offering his hand for her to take. Inside, she was a mess of emotion and scrambling thoughts.

      Most prominent of all: Was she really going to do this? Was she really going to let this man she’d only just met, a man who practically oozed sex appeal and confidence, take her somewhere to have his way with her?

      Her mother would be horrified by the prospect. Especially here of all places, with a man who called himself ‘Master’.

      But her mother had also taught her to never cede control of her life to anyone else. That if she wanted something, she should grab it with both hands and never let go.

      So that was damn well what she was going to do.

      Placing her fingers in his palm, she let him help her down from the stool, let him lead her away from the bar, toward the other side of the upstairs area.

      And for just a moment, she hesitated. According to the tour Cordelia had given her, the opposite half of the second floor housed private rooms. Rooms where this complete stranger could lock her inside with him and do whatever he wanted to her, and nobody would know.

      Would they even be able to hear her scream?

      But then he paused, turning back to her with that perfectly sculpted face and those bright-green eyes and the salt sprinkled through his dark hair and her heart stuttered to a stop. Jesus, he was beautiful.

      More, he was safe. He had to be safe, right? If he was here tonight, then he was someone her father knew. A member of the club, as he’d already told her, but also someone in Braden and Lottie’s inner circle, or he wouldn’t have been invited to the after party. And her father would never allow someone he didn’t trust down to his very bones anywhere near the people he loved.

      Safe. Vetted, as Cordelia would have said—at least, she was pretty sure that’s what the fearsome Domme had meant when she’d used the term earlier.

      All in all, the perfect man to lose her virginity to.

      So she let herself step forward, let herself be led through the darkened hall. Master O—and god she hoped he lived up to that title—stopped in front of a plain wooden door, twisting the handle with his free hand and pushing it open.

      A moment later, the lights flickered on, and she wasn’t quite quick enough to stop her audible gasp as she stepped into the room.

      It was… Stunning was the first word that came to mind. Followed quickly by intimidating.

      Two thrones—the only word she could think of to describe the ornate, high-backed chairs—sat in the middle of the room. The golden one on the left had a hole in the middle of the seat, and her mind skidded to a stop as she tried to imagine what that meant.

      She couldn’t, so she focused on the smaller throne. No hole, and now that she was really looking at it, she realized it wasn’t really a chair at all. Instead, there were two leather pads where the seat should have been, and the tall white posts on the back of the chair each had two strips of leather dangling from the tops.

      It didn’t take an expert in kink to imagine what those were used for.

      “Tell me your limits.”

      It wasn’t until he spoke that she realized he’d dropped her hand and was staring at her, rather intently, as he shrugged out of his bespoke jacket and reached for the tie around his neck.

      Licking her suddenly too-dry lips, she forced herself to speak past the tightness in her throat. “Limits?”

      The hand on his tie stilled, his mouth dipping down into a frown. “Yes. As in, what is off limits tonight, your highness?”

      Heat rushed to her cheeks. Limits. Right. She knew what limits were, in theory.

      But what the hell were her limits? How was she supposed to know if she’d never actually done any of this before?

      Honesty, as she’d always been taught, really was the best policy more often than not. What if he wanted to do something truly awful and she agreed to it because she was too inexperienced to know better?

      “I’m still rather new to… all of this. I haven’t tried enough things to know what I don’t like.”

      “Fair enough.”

      The easy response was both a surprise and a relief.

      “Let’s try this a different way, then.” With his jacket and tie disposed of, Master O popped the button of his right shirtsleeve, and Aria watched, mesmerized, as he rolled the fabric up to his elbow, revealing a toned, sinewy forearm.

      Why the hell was that so hot?

      “I’m going to tell you what I’d like to do to you. If you object, tell me, and we can discuss.”

      He glanced up at her, clearly expecting an answer. “Yeah. Okay, that sounds good.”

      Ugh. So much for sounding mature and sophisticated. She’d pulled it off at the bar, but that persona was slipping with every passing second.

      If Master O noticed, however, he didn’t comment. He simply slid the button of his other sleeve free and repeated the process of rolling it up as he spoke.

      “For starters, I am going to strip you naked. Once you are completely nude, I am going to tie you to that bed and I am going to eat your pussy until you come on my face. Sound good so far?”

      It sounded fucking fantastic. “Yes.”

      “I enjoy forced orgasms, so after you’ve come that first time and you’re all nice and sensitive for me, I’m going to start using toys on you. There are unopened ones in the armoires for sale, and I’ll be sure to reimburse the owners later.”

      Oh, god. He was talking about her dad. He was going to buy sex toys from her father to use on her.

      So wrong. But she couldn’t bring herself to care enough to tell him no.

      Praying her face wasn’t as bright red as it felt, she nodded. “All right.”

      “How do you feel about nipple clamps?”

      “I’ve never tried them.”

      What could only be described as delight lit his features. “I’d like to try tonight, if you’re amenable. That will hurt though, so if you’re not into pain, tell me now.”

      Honesty, she reminded herself. “I’m into the idea of pain.”

      Tilting his head to the side, he studied her. “Exactly how new to ‘all of this’ are you?”

      “I guess you could say I’m a bit of a kink virgin.” Technically she was an everything virgin, but he didn't need to know that.

      He stood still, watching her for so long she had to fight the urge to squirm under his gaze. And then, finally, “All right. The clamps, a little bondage, and some forced orgasms. After which I’m going to fuck you until I get to feel you come on my cock. Is there any part of the scene I’ve just laid out that you find objectionable?”

      “Ah… no. No, I’m good.”

      “Do you have any questions for me?”

      When are you going to get started? “Do I have to call you Master?”

      Lips twitching, he shook his head. “Sir will do. Or Daddy, if that’s what you prefer.”

      Daddy. The word sat heavy in her chest, and she rolled it around in her mind for a moment. She hadn’t called anyone ‘Daddy’ since she’d hit puberty and decided she was far too grown-up to refer to her own father that way.

      It wasn’t as repulsive as she’d expected it to be, and she found herself tilting her head, trying to get a read on his feelings. But his face was as impassive as ever, giving her no hint as to what was going on inside his head.

      “Do you want me to call you Daddy?”

      “I want you to use whichever term you’re the most comfortable with.”

      “That isn’t what I asked.” Why she was so determined to get the truth from him, she wasn’t sure. But dammit, she wanted to know. “Do you like being called Daddy?”

      A hesitation, then a small furrow between his brows, the first hint of real emotion he’d shown her so far. “Yes.”

      Victory.

      “Then that’s what I’ll call you.”
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      He wasn’t a man used to feeling off-balance. And yet, she had him wobbling, unsure of his next move with a single sentence.

      Then that’s what I’ll call you.

      Simple. Straightforward. No coy smiles or hint of artifice. She didn’t act at all like a kink virgin despite her claims, and the dichotomy of it was throwing him off his game.

      Shaking off the unsettling feeling, he stepped forward, feeling more certain of himself again when she straightened, her eyes widening ever so slightly at his advance.

      “If you don’t have any other questions for me, I’m going to kiss you now,” he murmured, lifting his hand to trace a single fingertip along her jaw.

      She shivered, and he had to bite the inside of his cheek to keep from smiling. Regardless of how easily she’d knocked him off-kilter, she wasn’t entirely immune to his charms.

      Good.

      Leaning in, he let his lips hover just over hers, his breath caressing her skin as she sucked in a sharp breath. “Do you have any more questions for me, your highness?”

      “No.”

      “The correct answer is ‘No, Sir’ or ‘No, Daddy’.”

      Another quick little inhale. “Why?”

      A brat? Or just curious? For now, he’d give her the benefit of the doubt, since she had told him she was new to all of this. “Because it’s polite. And because you want to be a good girl for me. Don’t you, princess?”

      They were still so close he swore he could taste her, and he watched her gaze rake over his face. “What if I don’t? Want to be a good girl, I mean.”

      Perhaps she was a brat after all. God, could she possibly be any more perfect?

      Taking hold of her face, the tips of his fingers digging ever so slightly into her cheeks, he dropped his voice to a low growl. “Then Daddy will have to punish you.”

      Oh, she liked that. Her pupils blew just at the mention of it, and another of those delicious little shivers racked her body.

      He let the moment stretch, let her imagination work her into a frenzy—and he could, indeed, see the wheels turning as her eyes shifted back and forth—before he spoke again. “Be a good girl for me, princess,” he murmured against her lips. “I’d much rather reward you than punish you tonight.”

      After another interminably long silence, so long he was tempted to simply spank the response he wanted out of her, she finally spoke again, her voice a soft, breathless whisper. “Yes… Daddy.”

      Fuck. Releasing his grip on her face, he slid his hand into her hair, taking hold and yanking her into him, his lips crashing down on hers. A sharp inhale of surprise, and then she surrendered, melting into him with a soft sigh that nearly snapped what little control he had left.

      But he forced himself to take his time, to explore her mouth with his, tasting the lingering tartness from the wine he’d poured for her. And as he did, she grew bolder, kissing him back with an unfettered excitement that gripped him in a way the most experienced lover never had.

      When he very reluctantly lifted his head, he nearly groaned at the sight of her, all glassy eyes and swollen lips.

      She might actually be the death of him. But fuck, what a way to go.

      “Turn around.”

      Blinking up at him, she frowned at the command, her eyes darting back and forth again. “Why?”

      “Because I told you to, and you’re Daddy’s good girl.”

      Her pupils, which had already eaten up most of the pale blue of her irises, widened even further. “I am?”

      “You are. Now, turn around so I can get this damn dress off you and see what’s mine.”

      “I shouldn’t like that,” she muttered, but she did as he’d instructed and turned her back to him, one elegant hand reaching back to swoop her hair off her neck.

      “But you do.” Reaching for the zipper on her dress, he tugged, slowly pulling it down to expose more and more of that creamy, beautiful skin. He made sure to let his fingertips graze her spine as he did so, and was rewarded with a delightful little shiver. “You like being told what a good girl you are.” Dipping his head, he brushed a kiss over her shoulder, and fuck him if she didn’t actually whimper in response. “You like giving yourself over, letting someone else be in charge. Don’t you, princess?”

      “Right now? Yes.” No coyness, no pretense. Just a simple, straightforward answer that seemed to wrap around his cock and tug.

      “Good girl. I appreciate honesty.”

      “So you said.”

      “Mmm.” With the zipper down, he let his fingers travel, exploring every inch of her back as he nudged the silky material from her, baring her inch by tortuous inch. “Some things bear repeating.”

      It took a moment to work the dress over the generous swell of her hips, but when all the emerald shimmied to the ground, leaving her bare but for the white satiny bra and matching panties, he nearly fell to his knees and wept at the sight of her.

      Perfect. And all his, at least for tonight.

      Another delicate shiver racked her frame and he again pressed a kiss to her shoulder, this one meant to soothe rather than arouse.

      “What color are you, princess?”

      “Color?”

      Jesus, she really was new. Which meant he had no damn business touching her, but he was too far gone now to change his mind. “Color. Like a traffic light. Green to go, yellow to slow down, red to stop entirely.”

      “Doesn’t yellow mean speed up and see if you can beat the red?”

      The thought of her racing against the light, another car bearing down on her from the opposite direction, had the edges of his vision going red as he slid his hand around her throat. “Your safety is not a joke to me, little girl.” He let the steel infuse his voice, let himself be the man he couldn’t help but become when someone he cared about was in danger, despite knowing she was only his for the night. “If you aren’t going to take my questions seriously, you are going to be one sorry little girl. Understood?”

      Beneath his palm, her throat moved, and for a moment he considered tightening his grip. Cutting off that precious flow of oxygen until she understood exactly how fucking serious he was.

      It took more restraint than it should have to wrestle those particular demons back. But he left his hand there, firmly enough for her to understand that he could deprive her if he wanted to and there was nothing she could do to stop him if she wasn’t willing to use the safewords he was giving her.

      She couldn’t stop you at all if you really wanted to hurt her. Such a delicate little thing, all at your mercy.

      No. That wasn’t who he was. Not here.

      Shaking off those unsettling thoughts, he pulled her more firmly back against him, her soft flesh pressing up against his aching cock. “I asked you a question, princess. Do you understand that you will take your personal safety seriously while we play, or Daddy will punish you?”

      “Just while we play?”

      If she’d been his, the answer would be wildly different. As his woman, his babygirl, she’d have rules to follow. Rules and routines and demands on her time and body she’d submit to or face his discipline.

      But considering it was unlikely they’d ever even see each other again after tonight, he’d have to settle for her submission in this one arena only. “Just while we play,” he confirmed, though it made his chest ache with want to say it.

      Silence stretched between them again, heavy and expectant as he waited for her to surrender.

      To submit.

      And then, finally, her soft, “Yes, Daddy.”

      That clawing beast inside his chest immediately calmed at her words, though it was still there, prowling inside him, waiting for another chance to pounce. “Good girl. Now, what color are you?”

      “Green, Sir.”

      “And what color do you use to let me know something is wrong or you need me to stop?”

      “Red?”

      “Very good girl. Let’s get the rest of these clothes off you so Daddy can eat that pretty pussy until you scream.”
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        * * *

      

      Aria

      

      Good girl.

      She was pretty sure those words were going to be imprinted on her very soul by the time he was through with her. And she wasn’t entirely certain how she felt about it.

      Never give a man control over you. When he’s done with you, he’ll just toss you aside like yesterday’s trash.

      Her mother’s voice played over in her mind, old tapes she knew weren’t entirely true and yet she couldn’t seem to turn them off.

      But this was different, wasn’t it? She wasn’t handing her entire life over to him. Only her body, and only for tonight. Then she’d go back to being the badass feminist her mother had raised her to be, bowing to no man.

      Ignoring those tapes playing in her mind, she closed her eyes and simply let herself feel as he traced his lips over her shoulder again, down her spine while his clever fingers went to work on her bra. And then even that little bit of protection fell away, leaving her clad in nothing but the cute panties Lottie had given her, even though she hadn’t technically been a bridesmaid but rather her father’s ‘Best Girl’.

      Rough hands landed on her shoulders, surprising her. To look at him, you’d expect a man who never left his office, never so much as picked up anything heavier than the pen he used to sign his checks. But his palms were rough, calloused in a way that spoke of a man who wasn’t afraid to get his hands dirty.

      The contrast of it fascinated her, made her wonder who he really was behind the pretend name he’d given her. Master O. Was O an initial? Or did it really stand for something ridiculous like Master of Orgasms?

      “You’re thinking too hard,” he murmured in her ear as he turned her to face him.

      “What makes you say that?”

      “Your shoulders tensed up.” A smile curved his lips, sending her heart tripping against her ribs as the gesture transformed him from good-looking to devastatingly gorgeous. “And there’s this little crease here, right between your brows.” He rubbed his thumb over the spot in question, and she immediately felt herself relax, felt some of the tension drain from her body. “What color are you, princess?”

      Again with the damn colors, when all she wanted was for him to get on with things. To show her everything she’d been missing out on while she busted her ass in school to graduate a whole semester early and with honors. “Green, Sir.”

      “Nothing worrying you that I should know about?”

      Definitely not. Her issues with her mother had nothing to do with him or what they were doing in this room. “No, Daddy.”

      An emotion she didn’t recognize flashed in his eyes at the use of his title. “Good girl. Take your panties off and hand them to me.”

      Right. Panties off so he could eat her out, like he’d promised.

      But she couldn’t move. Frozen in place, she tried to will her hands to move to her panties, to pull them down, to hand them to him as he’d asked.

      No. Not asked. Commanded.

      Was that why she couldn’t do it? Because the part of her programming that was so dead set against being controlled couldn’t, wouldn’t bend to the part of her that wanted so desperately to be a good girl?

      When she didn’t immediately move to do as he’d asked, he raised a dark brow, and everything inside her quaked. “Is something wrong, princess?”

      “I–I don’t know. I’m not being a brat, it's just, it’s harder than I expected it to be.”

      “Ah.” His smile widened, leaving her with the distinct impression he was laughing at her. “It is much easier to be acted upon than to take part in your own submission, isn’t it?”

      Submission. A word she’d been taught to hate, and here she was, hunger clawing at her belly just because he’d spoken it out loud. “I guess.”

      “You’re not the first submissive to experience this struggle. Which is why I’m demanding it of you.” Gripping her chin between his thumb and forefinger, he forced her head back, forced her to look up into those bright emerald eyes. “I don’t simply want a willing body in my bed, princess. I want you to be right here with me, engaged in every second of what we do together. It isn’t enough for me to taste that sweet pussy. I want to taste your complete and total surrender. Take the panties off. Now.”

      Everything about him shifted on that final command. His voice, his grip on her chin, his eyes. It all became harder, more demanding in a way that sent her heart racing. That hunger she’d been wrestling with dug its claws in even deeper, and she knew she wasn’t going to leave this room until she’d slaked it.

      “Yes, Daddy.”
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