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Prologue


I’d had dreams about him before.


A stranger with dark eyes, and a penetrating stare so intense that I felt his gaze upon me, way before I actually turned and found him watching me. At least I think I had. I work as a writer, so my dreams often blur with things I’ve read, or written, and sometimes it can be difficult to distinguish between them. I’d certainly had dreams about what my ideal man might look like, so perhaps that was what kept niggling at me tonight.


The feeling of being watched was definitely swirling around me, but as it fluttered across my skin again I dismissed the smoky images of the perfect man from my dreams, and put it down to nothing more than my overactive imagination playing tricks on me.


There was a very good reason why my brain was in overdrive tonight, and that was because I was in a place called Club Twist for the first time. This was not just a bar, or nightclub, as the name might outwardly indicate; oh no, it was London’s most exclusive sex club, a place with an A-list clientele, and one where the members were encouraged to “explore their twisted side”.


And I was now perched on a stool at the heart of it.


I read a quote once that said, “Life is found in the dance between your deepest desire and your greatest fear.” I hadn’t placed much importance on it at the time, but now, finding myself in the warm confines of this club, the quote came floating back into my mind, feeling particularly appropriate. Just a brief glance around had given me a deep feeling of resonance that I couldn’t even begin to understand, but for some reason, I felt oddly at home here.


Even as my pulse rose with curiosity, there was no denying that these four walls also represented my greatest fears. I was Robyn Amber Scott, a relatively reclusive writer, with no sex life to speak of; there was no way I could want what these people had. Was there? And even if I did, I couldn’t see myself managing to lower my inhibitions like the carefree souls who surrounded me.


Taking a sip of my drink, I gazed around, trying to loosen off the tension in my body. The deep bass of the music was helping me relax, but also soaking right into my core, throbbing in a way that was undeniably heightening my arousal. There was already a potent sexual energy saturating the air of the club around me, but I had to shift on my stool to ease the sudden ache between my legs.


My cheeks flushed with embarrassment at how easily my neglected sex drive had been ignited, and as I tried to suppress the jittery feeling in my stomach I became aware of something moving across my skin; not an actual touch, but a tingling awareness, like the gentle caress of fingers moving just millimetres above my skin and brushing the hairs there.


No one was touching me, but as I felt the sensation again, I became convinced that someone was watching me. Instead of being scared by the thought, exciting visions flashed in my mind again of a stranger with a stare so intense that it could reach across the packed room and affect me to this extent.


I let out a dry laugh at my vivid imagination. What was more likely was that I was allowing the heady experience of my surroundings to influence my thoughts. I’d reached the age of twenty-seven without ever experiencing an initial connection with anyone like that, so tonight was hardly likely to be my first.


The strange electricity zinged across my skin again just seconds later, warming me throughout, increasing my already amped arousal. Then, as if on cue, the hairs on the back of my neck all stood up in unison. It was so unusual that I scanned my eyes over the club goers to see if my earlier suspicions had been right.


Everyone seemed caught up in their own particular pleasures, be that drinking, dancing, or kissing. Even the girls I’d come with – my flatmates, Chloe and Sasha – were just dancing and enjoying themselves.


Shaking off my earlier sensation of being watched, I turned my gaze back to the bar, and that’s when I saw him. Someone was watching me. And he was exactly as my dreams of the perfect man had conjured: dark hair, dark eyes, and with a dangerous air about him that made me shiver with anticipation. His eyes were intently focused on me from the far end of the bar; eyes so dark that they looked like smouldering coal across the space between us. The distance did nothing to reduce the impact of his gaze, because my skin went wild with chills, and my heart accelerated so rapidly that I could hear it thundering in my ears.


Try as I might, I just couldn’t drag my eyes away. His gaze locked with mine, somehow freezing me on the spot. He appeared to be rather handsome, but he was partly in the shadows, which made it tricky to tell. Thinking about it, his place in the darkness almost seemed menacing, but I was also intrigued by the thread of electricity that seemed to be connecting us. Just as I was mulling this over, he shifted slightly, his whole body coming into view as he leaned sideways against the bar, his gaze still fixed with mine.


It was now confirmed – he was definitely a very handsome man. In fact, it would be no exaggeration to say he was quite possibly the best-looking man I’d ever laid eyes on in all my years on this planet. With his chiselled cheekbones and unruly hair, he was the perfect mixture. Drop-dead gorgeous meets dark and dangerous – because this man was dangerous. Just one short glance at his come-to-bed eyes, sexy smirk, and overtly confident posture convinced me of that fact.


There was something emanating from him that screamed “run”, but even sensing this, I couldn’t persuade my head to turn away. He was utterly compelling, and his eyes continued to hold mine captive. He didn’t seem to care that he was staring, either. In fact, as his gaze flitted briefly across my body and returned to my eyes, he looked rather smug about it. With his half smile, and the way his eyes were possessively burning into me, it felt like he assumed every right to watch me. Like he already considered me to be his, somehow.


That last thought caused shivers to run up my spine, and finally kick-started my brain into dropping my gaze from his. Instead of turning away as I had planned, I found myself looking over his tall, broad body, which was wrapped up to perfection in a dark three-piece suit and crisp white shirt.


Looks, dress sense, and a stare that sent my hormones crazy. Good lord. He was over ten metres away, but somehow this stranger had brought my dreams to life and, in the process, sent my mind and body wild. Giving a dry, nervous laugh, I ripped my gaze from his body and forced myself to turn away. I was here to research my novel, not find a man. Dreams were fine when they happened in the darkness of your bedroom, but stepping beyond that safety was a whole other level, and not one I could contemplate. I downed the last of my drink, turned back to my phone, and saved the notes that I’d made so far. Perhaps it was time I left.






Chapter One


Robyn


Four hours earlier


Grinding my teeth in annoyance, I listened as Sasha huffed out a breathy moan for what must have been the fifth time in two minutes. I rotated my neck, trying to loosen the stiff muscles, and leaned back from my laptop, too distracted by Sasha’s agitation to keep typing.


‘What the heck is wrong with you?’ I finally demanded, glaring over at the sofa where I knew she was reclining with a book and a cup of tea. I couldn’t see the book, or the tea for that matter, because my view was blocked by the back of the sofa, but she was there all right, in all her huffy-puffy glory. In fact, the only part of Sasha I could see were her stripy-sock-clad feet which were dangling over the arm rest and swinging perilously close to a vase of week-old flowers.


‘This book is totally hot! I can’t believe I waited so long to read it!’ she exclaimed, her mass of wild blonde curls appearing as she sat up to look at me over the sofa cushions. ‘I think I might need fifteen minutes in my room with the contents of my vibrator drawer,’ she added with a cackle and a cheeky wiggle of her well-plucked eyebrows.


Since she was momentarily distracted from whatever she was reading, I swung to face her. ‘You have an entire drawer for vibrators?’ I’d known Sasha since we were teenagers. How did I not know this about her? ‘No … no … actually, don’t answer that, I don’t want to know!’ I held up my hand to stop her with a wince and an amused grimace. Blimey, I only owned one vibrator, which barely ever got used. How many did she have to justify allocating a specific space in her living quarters for such things?


Wow, sex toy storage, what a thought. Maybe that could be a new range for Ikea to consider.


Rolling my eyes, I looked at Sasha and saw her unashamed look. Her cheeks were flushed and there was a smile as wide as the River Thames on her face as she raised up the book she was reading. ‘Have you read it? It’s called Fifty Shades of …’


I cut her off by raising my hand again.


‘Stop,’ I said firmly, ‘Sasha, you may not know the code of etiquette when it comes to authors, but to spout the name of an international best seller to me when I am struggling to get one or two damn copies of my latest book sold is not what I need right now.’


Writing romance was what I wanted to do full time, but my books weren’t exactly flying off the shelves at the moment, so I also worked part time as an editor for a local newspaper. It was perfect – I got to work from home, but it paid enough to cover my bills and rent.


‘Oh. Sorry.’ She flushed further and hid the book below my line of sight but not before I’d glimpsed its now infamous black and grey cover. ‘I bought a copy of your book, too,’ she added supportively with a perky smile.


‘Yeah?’ I gave her a weak nod. ‘Have you read it?’


If possible, Sasha’s flush got even deeper. ‘Well … I was sort of halfway through it when I found this in my bedside drawer still unread …’ She wiggled the goddamn best seller at me again. ‘Yours was really good and everything but I kinda got distracted and started reading this instead …’


A huge sigh escaped my lips, ‘Exactly!’ I exclaimed, jumping up from my seat at the dining room table – also known as my work desk – before hoisting Sasha’s legs off the sofa and plonking myself next to her dejectedly to snatch the book from her hand.


‘How the hell can my crappy chintzy romances compare to this stuff?’ I flicked miserably through the pages and could instantly tell where the naughty bits were because Sasha had turned the corners of the pages over.


There were a lot of turned corners.


My lips tightened as I examined the pages. I might not like to admit it, but I’d read a couple of the most recent “erotic” novels on the market, including this one, which had started the whole craze a few years ago, and they even got me pretty hot under the collar, which seeing as I’m not really into sex is saying something.


‘Don’t shoot me for saying this but you have a point, babe,’ Sasha said, retrieving her book protectively and sticking a bookmark in to keep her all-important page, ‘These types of books are still selling like hot cakes,’ she admitted with a nod. ‘People thought it was going to be a fad, but it’s continued. Apparently, a nice bit of hanky-spanky soft porn is exactly what ladies want these days.’ Her smirk caused me to let out a deflated sigh.


Hanky-spanky soft porn? I really was doomed. There was no way I could write that type of stuff; I had no clue about any of it.


‘You’re a really good writer, Robyn, and you already write loads of different genres … why don’t you just expand your horizons a bit and write one of these?’ she suggested helpfully.


I practically choked on my own near-hysterical laughter. ‘Yeah right, because I know sooo much about erotic kinky sex!’ I said, rolling my eyes at her. ‘You’ve known me my entire adult life, Sash. Exactly which of my ex-boyfriends do you think could act as fodder for a kinky book?’


I was currently single, and my five exes were all that way for very good reasons: Xbox fanatic, immature student, Star Trek geek, pot head, and workaholic, in that order. They might have been funny and considerate enough to attract my initial attention, but none of them could ever be labelled as “exciting in the sack”, hence my general lack of interest in sex. All my friends said it was great, but I’d never found that when I’d been between the sheets.


‘Okay, point taken …’ Sasha conceded, ‘Didn’t the Star Trek guy have a toe fetish?’ Her lip curled up in amusement as she spoke, but I grimaced, remembering only too well Brian’s excessive lust towards my feet. Freak. ‘Ugh, yes, not discussing that again – ever.’ I shuddered. ‘Besides, I’m not writing a kinky novel about a guy with a toe fetish. It’s hardly going to appeal to the reading masses, is it?’


Giggling loudly, Sasha shook her head, causing her blonde curls to swirl around her face. ‘No … probably not,’ she agreed when she could finally suppress her grin. ‘Well, I could help with ideas for some of the sex scenes … Although I’ve not done much kinky stuff either,’ she admitted with a grimace which looked more disappointed than disgusted.


‘You’ve just done most of the men in London with a pulse,’ I joked, not altogether untruthfully.


‘Yeah, yeah.’ Sasha dismissed my friendly insult with a casual flick of her wrist. ‘Least I’m not celibate like you.’ She gave a teasing bump to my shoulder.


Yes, that’s right. Not the most exciting status to have. But after five failed attempts at relationships I decided late last year to have a man-free period in my life and concentrate on my writing.


Celibate, however, is not a real word for Sasha. She would probably consider it more of a blasphemous term and has gone out of her way to do the exact opposite of me, by shagging anything as long as it’s male and breathing. I know this because we have adjoining walls in our bedrooms. Yeah, lucky me. But it’s fine because Sasha is my best friend, so I put up with it – plus I have a really good pair of earplugs.


It makes me cringe to think of the number of men that Sasha must have totted up since we’ve shared our flat together for the last three years, but sex is her coping mechanism. Her story is a really sad one, and the reason for her casual “bang ’em and leave” lifestyle. Her father died unexpectedly when she was just seven, and she lost her mother to cancer at seventeen. They both died way before their time, and after she moved in with her aunt she developed a motto of “live each day as if it is your last”, and boy, has she stuck to it.


She’s worked her arse off to get her dream job with an interior design magazine, and now lives a pretty decadent lifestyle: nights out, luxurious holidays, fancy food, and, of course, a long string of different men to warm her bed. The only reason I can afford to live in Central London is because Sasha pays the lion’s share of the rent on the apartment we share.


The five guys I’ve dated are also the only men that I’ve slept with – no one-night stands for me, Little Miss Goody Two-Shoes – and all of them I dated for a few weeks before allowing things to progress to the bedroom.


Breaking me from my reverie, Sasha adjusted herself on the sofa. ‘I suppose we could probably find some stuff on the internet to help you out,’ she suggested, which I had to grant her was actually quite a good idea if I really was going to attempt to write an erotic book of some sort. Me, an erotic novelist? I nearly snorted at how ridiculous it sounded.


‘Or …’ She had a sudden gleam in her eye which I didn’t like the look of at all. It was her I have a cunning plan look, which usually ended with alcohol, dancing, trouble, or all three combined.


‘Let’s think about it from a different perspective … We could go out and do some research first hand.’


Research first hand? She couldn’t possibly be thinking what I thought she was. Even Sasha wasn’t that crazy.


Was she?






Chapter Two


Robyn


It turned out that yes, Sasha really was that crazy, because several hours later, after being plied with multiple beers to persuade me, I found myself dressed up ready to go out on an erotic research mission to the local bars in Soho.


Heaven help me.


More to the point, heaven help my poor readers.


We nearly made it out of the front door, but just as I was reaching for the latch it swung open to reveal intense disapproval in human form – also known as Chloe – who gave my attire one long, sweeping look and placed both her hands on her hips in instant admonishment.


Ah yes, dearest Chloe.


As well as sharing my flat with Sasha I also have another roommate. She’s a little … how can I put it politely? Stuck up? Boring? Prissy? She’s lovely, but she’s definitely a bit more of a prude than Sasha and myself. She works in risk management, and the caution she implements into her work has transferred into the rest of her life. Considering that she is mid-twenties like Sasha and me, her behaviour is sometimes more akin to that of a sensible old lady.


‘Jesus Christ, you look like a couple of hookers. Where the hell are you two going dressed like that?’ she sighed, stepping inside the apartment and slamming the door behind her. Flicking the lock, she then turned and gave us both a raised eyebrowed look. Perhaps we weren’t going out, after all. Not in the immediate future anyway.


Her words regarding our outfits might have sounded a bit harsh, but to be fair Chloe was probably right. The alcoholic buzz from my earlier beers and shots had begun to wear off and as I glanced down at the clothing that I had allowed Sasha to dress me in, I winced. Luminous pink boob tube, leather miniskirt and knee-high boots. It was a long way off from my usual attire, and I suppose Chloe wasn’t far from the mark with her “hooker” label.


Needless to say, after we’d explained our plans for the evening, Chloe was firmly against it. ‘Oh, come on, Chloe,’ I started, putting on my most persuasive tone. ‘It’s just for research. I need to get something published soon, and to hit the right market Sasha thinks I need to see this stuff first hand.’


‘Why am I not surprised that this was your idea?’ Chloe muttered, glaring at Sasha who was still grinning away happily.


‘I’m only going to help Robyn with her research. I’ll behave, I promise. Pinkie swear?’ she said solemnly, holding out her little finger towards Chloe. Both Sash and I knew this promise would never be adhered to – Sasha was not the most honest of girls at times – but Chloe, being the newest addition to our flat, was luckily oblivious of this and narrowed her eyes before linking her little finger with Sasha’s and shaking it to bind the agreement.


‘Okay fine. Research. Perhaps a quick drink, and then we leave,’ Chloe stated and crossed her arms firmly over her chest.


Sasha and I exchanged shocked glances. ‘We?’ Sasha asked carefully.


‘Of course, I’m hardly going to let you go on your own, am I? So what exactly does one wear to visit a sex club?’ she asked sourly, making a huffy gesture and putting her hands onto her hips again.


‘As little as possible!’ Sasha giggled gleefully.


‘Don’t think for one second that we’re going out with you two dressed like that. Go and change your bloody clothes and then we’ll go,’ Chloe ordered. She might be a bit prudish, but Chloe was definitely the stand-in mother figure around our place, and so, with grins splitting our faces, Sasha and I dutifully headed to our rooms to change.


The knee-high boots stayed, but I exchanged the micro miniskirt for one that fell to just above the knee and peeled off the boob tube in exchange for a nice silk blouse. A look in the mirror showed the result. I looked sexy, but not whorish. In other words, much better.


Sasha had taken charge of our night out, and after popping into one of the bars in Soho to get recommendations of local venues we now stood staring up at a disused theatre. It certainly didn’t look like the hottest sex club in town. The exterior looked bland, as if the place was vacant, but the guy who had given Sasha the address said that behind the plain frontage was a wild night ready to be enjoyed by all who ventured in.


The plaque on the door stated that this place was called Club Twist, and below the name was a tag line – ”Explore your twisted side”. Pointing at the words, Sasha grinned. ‘This sounds just like the type of place we need, doesn’t it?’


Explore your twisted side? My stomach squirmed with nerves. What the heck was I doing here? I tried to tell myself that I was young, free, and single, there was absolutely nothing wrong with what I was doing, but only ended up exhaling harshly and shaking my head at my stupidity, I was going into a sex club – of course there was something wrong with what I was doing!


Wiggling her eyebrows at me in glee, Sasha grabbed the large brass door handle and pulled it open, allowing a rush of warm air and the deep, throbbing bass of dance music to escape.


Here we go then.


Our nervous laughter and wobbly footsteps were abruptly stopped by a burly man standing just inside the door, who informed us that this club was so exclusive that you could only gain entry as either a member, or a listed guest. We opted for guest status, and he took some details from us and stamped our hands with a red, coiled logo. We were each given a booklet of ten guest passes and ushered towards a dark corridor. After the ten passes were used up (although I doubt I’d ever be making use of the other nine), we either had to become members, or never come back.


He gave us a definite smirk as we entered, but with our attire and shocked faces we must have screamed “never been to a sex club before” and he was clearly wondering what we were doing here, too. My heart was galloping painfully, and I started to find it hard to breathe. Yep, I was on the verge of a major panic attack.


I calmed down surprisingly quickly, because inside was nowhere near as shocking as I’d been imagining. It wasn’t sleazy, sticky, or coated in plastic. In fact, the interior was the complete opposite: tasteful, relaxed, and spotless. There was a bar along one wall, a large, bustling dance floor, and a few pedestals with some erotic dancing taking place on them. I’d had visions of huge orgies, or stages with where full-on sex occurred, but from my first few glances I couldn’t see either of those.


Yes, there was more skin on display than in other nightclubs I’d been to, and yes, there was some rather provocative dancing, but apart from that, it had a chilled vibe, and looked like any other London venue for a night out.


No sooner had we entered the club then Sasha had downed a vodka shot and shimmied her way onto the dance floor. Watching her progress, I couldn’t decide if I should be impressed, or terrified by her ability to instantly attract the opposite sex. She’d been on the dance floor for no longer than five seconds and she was already surrounded by a circle of men and somehow managing to practically dry hump every single one of them.


‘She made me a pinkie promise that she’d behave herself!’ Chloe spluttered, before staring at me aghast, then striding off towards Sasha murmuring something about “going to rein her in”.


Looking down at my gorgeous, but hugely uncomfortable new boots with a wince, I chose to grab a stool at the bar, instead of following her. The short walk here had nearly finished me off; dancing would just about cripple me.


Making myself comfortable on the stool, I started to mentally list all the interesting things around me that would make good fodder for my book. There was plenty. What with all the Spandex, leather, exotic dancing and other more intimate things going on, I wasn’t short on things to look at. Next time I’d have to bring a notepad. There was way too much stuff here to remember it all.


Suddenly, the most bizarre feeling tingled through my body. Electricity seemed to zing across my skin, warming me throughout. Then, as if on cue, the hairs on the back of my neck all stood up in unison. It was unnerving, just like the sensation of someone watching me, so I began to pass my eyes over the club goers to see if I was right.


Everyone seemed caught up in their own particular pleasures, be that drinking, dancing, or kissing. Watching as Sasha attracted the attention of yet more men on the dance floor, I rolled my eyes at her flirtatious moves, then giggled as Chloe tried and failed to control her.


Shaking off my earlier sensation of being watched, I turned my gaze back to the bar, and that’s when I saw him.


He was exactly as my dreams had conjured, and as I registered that his steely eyes were focused solely on me from the other end of the room, a surprised gasp leaped from my throat.






Chapter Three


Oliver


Who was that girl? I’d certainly have remembered her beautiful face if I’d ever met her before. She’d entered about five minutes ago with two friends, and they were now sat at the bar ordering some drinks. Her looks and posture were drawing me to her, and I felt an immediate urge to speak to her, but I didn’t fraternise with the customers – it was one of my personal rules – so I tried to distract myself from her addictive features by glancing around the bar.


It was still relatively early, so it was good to see it so busy in the club tonight. As well as lots of familiar faces, there were quite a few groups of newbies, too. Potential new members, hopefully. Business fluctuated, but times had been tougher ever since Westminster Council had decided it needed to “clean up” Soho a few years ago and rid it of all the sleaze. As far as I was concerned, as long as things were done of their own bidding, I didn’t care what shops people went into, where they drank, or if they liked to indulge in an hour of mindless fucking in our club to de-stress after a long week at work.


Against my will, I found my eyes straying again to the brunette at the bar. I could quite happily entertain the idea of some mindless fucking with her. She was one of the newbies, I’d place money on that, because she had the slightly dazed look that a person got when they first arrived here and took in everything going on around them. She had an air of innocence about her, too, which appealed to me, and made her stand out like some sort of fragile angel when compared to the rest of the clientele.


She was on her own now, both of her friends choosing to dance, not drink. Looking down into her lap, she started to root through her handbag, causing her long brown hair to cascade around her face. It looked so soft and shiny that I was practically itching to go over and tuck it behind her ears for her, just so I could get a feel. The shifting of her arm caused her top to slip down her shoulder, exposing a triangle of pale skin and a cerise pink bra strap. The sight was instantly arousing, causing my cock to give an interested twitch, and made me wonder if perhaps I was wrong about her innocence – could I be wrong? I was usually such a good judge of character, but was she perhaps as wild in bed as her choice in underwear colours?


Suddenly, she tensed and looked up. As she rubbed at the back of her neck she ran her gaze over the crowd and caught me staring at her.


Mierda! I didn’t usually focus on the new talent like this, so God knows why this girl had caught my attention. I inwardly chuckled to myself about how I still resorted to Spanish when swearing, but as my eyes locked with the brunette’s I forgot all other thoughts. Instead of looking away as I should have, I found myself cockily stepping from the shadows and leaning on the bar so she could clearly see me watching her.


Her eyes widened at my blatant observation, but to give her credit, she didn’t break our gaze. My body felt alive, my mind churning with sudden possibilities. What was this peculiar reaction streaming through me? It was like a current or magnetic force trying to pull me closer to her. She was naturally beautiful, yes, and wearing hardly any make-up, which appealed to me, but still, this was getting stupid. I was staring at her like a stalker.


Assessing her features again, I changed my earlier assessment; she couldn’t really be labelled a “girl”, she looked at least mid-twenties, but her open naivety in these surroundings was clear on her face, making her look far more innocent than those who shared the bar with her.


Before I could decide if I should break my own non-fraternisation rule, the girl looked away, busying herself with her handbag again, and the moment we’d shared was broken.


Drawing in a long breath through my nose, I tried to suppress the urge to go and speak to her. I hadn’t socialised with, or fucked, any of the customers for years. It was far better to keep business and pleasure separate. But dios, she made it so tempting.


I ripped my gaze away and held my glass up to David for a refill, hoping the burn of the liquor might help. As the first sip of the thick, oaky liquid coated my throat I caught sight of a large silhouette making its way around the perimeter of the club.


When I saw who it was, my lip curled in distaste. Dominic. A dominant, sadist, and all-round moody bastard. As another of the part-owners of this place he might be my business partner, but that was where our relationship ended. I couldn’t stand him, or his approach to sex. My lips thinned as I watched him stalking in the darker corners of the club, no doubt selecting his next target from the women here tonight.


My hackles began to rise as I saw him pause, his expression turning interested as he seemed to focus on someone. Zeroing in on his target for the evening, no doubt. Following his gaze to see who he’d selected, I saw him staring at a girl at the bar.


My girl at the bar, the brunette I’d been watching since she’d arrived.


Mierda. No.


Surely even Dominic had enough decency to realise that she was a newbie and steer clear of her? His tastes were far too extreme for someone unacquainted with this lifestyle, as I would bet this girl was. I stood up from my stool and watched him walk towards the reception area, craning my neck to see what he was doing. He spoke briefly to the guy on the desk and pointed towards the girl at the bar before both of their heads dropped to the entry log. Was he trying to find out her name? Fuck. He was. There was not a chance in hell that she would ever be ready to experience the things that Dominic liked to do. But would she be brave enough to knock him back?


I felt my back straighten out vertebrae by vertebrae until I was stood rod straight and was surprised I hadn’t heard my bones cracking from the tension now in my body. I had no idea why I felt so protective over a girl I’d only laid eyes on just over twenty minutes ago, but I did, and there was not a chance in hell that I was letting Dominic get his paws on her.


Expelling a breath, I adjusted my shirt collars until they felt perfect, flattened down my suit jacket, and began to make my way through the crowds. Looked like my no-fraternisation rule was about to go up in smoke, because if anyone was going to be talking to her tonight it was going to be me, not Dominic.






Chapter Four


Robyn


I hardly dared to look up again. Not after that weird staring moment I’d just shared with the intense man across the bar. Holy smokes he was handsome, though. The temptation to look back, perhaps even have a little flirt with him, was crawling through my system, but after reminding myself that I was in a sex club I refrained. He might want far more than just a drink and a flirtatious chat, and that was something I most certainly was not planning on researching within the club. Not even with someone as stunningly good-looking as him.


Thinking of my research, I decided that if I kept my gaze away from his side of the bar I could still make this evening a productive visit.


After spending a few minutes gawking at my surroundings and dreaming wistfully of my notepad and pen sitting at home beside my laptop, I dug into my handbag and retrieved my phone so I could write some ideas in the notepad app.


I was so completely engrossed in describing the juicy details of the club that when I felt a warm breath feather over the skin near my left ear I let out a startled yelp.


‘First time visitor?’ a deep, accented voice close behind me enquired, and I’m not kidding, I think my arse actually leaped a full foot off the leather seat before I crashed back down and wobbled precariously until a firm hand gripped my arm to steady me.


Tingles were exploding on my bare arm where I was being supported, but instead of dragging it away I settled myself on my stool again and took a breath to try to calm myself. God, I was wound so tight from nerves that just a few whispered words had me practically running from the club screaming like a lunatic. To be honest, the only thing that had stopped me doing exactly that were my painful boots. It would hardly have been a speedy exit with the blisters I had.


I took several shallow breaths that did nothing to help my equilibrium, and finally turned to my left in trepidation to see who had addressed me – and who was still gripping me.


Oh good God. It was him. The man I’d dreamed about. Mr Handsome from across the bar. Except he wasn’t across the bar any more. He was right beside me, in all his suited, booted gorgeousness, well and truly invading my personal space and making all the hairs on my body fly up with awareness again.


Funnily enough, the first thing that sprung to my mind was phew, because out of all the outfits here tonight – leather catsuits, PVC shorts, bikinis made from wire – Mr Handsome did at least look normal. No corset, whip, or rubber suit in sight.


As I turned to fully face him, I realised that he was a particularly lovely example of normal as well. On closer inspection, it was also obvious that he was way more attractive than any man I could have dreamed up. He was superbly well dressed, his gorgeous navy suit was obviously high quality, and his outfit was completed with a waistcoat and a white cotton shirt that was open at the neck revealing just a touch of chest hair and tanned skin which I couldn’t help but stare at for a few seconds.


Above his collar things just got better. I’d thought he was good-looking from across the bar, but wow, now he was this near, he kinda took my breath away. He was a seriously attractive guy – well, to my tastes anyway. His hair was dark, cut short on the sides, but left to be a little spiky and unruly on top, which didn’t really match his super smart attire, but looked utterly gorgeous.


His face was really striking, too. Like a perfect incarnation of the exact type of man I was attracted to. A square jaw and dark eyes that looked black in the dim light of the bar, and older than me by a good ten years. The only minor imperfection was his slightly crooked nose, but the fact that he wasn’t quite perfect made him more accessible somehow, and just seemed to add to his overall appeal.


The feel of him uncurling his fingers from my elbow snapped me out of my ogling, and I cleared my throat in embarrassment. Recalling his earlier question, I finally found my voice. ‘Um, yeah, it’s my first time. Am I that obvious?’ I replied with a small grimace and an awkward smile as I tried to stop gawking at him like a total idiot.


‘Not particularly,’ he replied with a shrug, placing his drink down on the bar. ‘You just seemed a little jumpy and wide-eyed and I don’t recall having seen you in here before.’ From the twitch I saw at the corner of his mouth, it seemed that he was attempting to suppress a smile at my expense.


Wide-eyed? It was hardly surprising considering the things that were going on in front of my eyes, was it? Given all the erotic outfits around me, and blatant displays of almost-but-not-quite-sex on the dance floor, I was about as far from my comfort zone as I’d ever been.


Ignoring my skittering heartbeat and clammy palms, I reeled in my nerves and tried to appear unfazed and calm. ‘So, do you come here often?’ As soon as the words were out of my mouth I realised that it had sounded exactly like a cheesy chat-up line, and my already wide eyes boggled even more. Unfazed and calm? Ha, hardly! Stupid, stupid, stupid girl! A furious blush rose on my cheeks and I started to blurt out an attempt at covering my blunder.


‘I … I didn’t mean, you know … I meant …’ The stranger next to me merely continued to suppress his amusement and took a sip of his drink, remaining cool and calm whilst I sank deeper and deeper into a pit of fidgety awkwardness.


Bloody Sasha! I was going to kill her later for persuading me to come here. Seeing my continued panic, Mr Cool and Calm proceeded to roll his eyes at me and gave a strangely alluring tight-lipped smile that immediately transformed his face into something even more appealing. It made me want to see what a real, full-blown grin would look like. I bet it would be pretty phenomenal.


He must have taken my silence as continued panic because he shook his head and began to try to reassure me. ‘Breathe. Calm down, I know what you meant.’ He definitely had an exotic lilt to his voice that I couldn’t quite identify; Portuguese or Spanish, perhaps. But whatever it was, I liked it, and it merely seemed to add to his mysterious appeal. ‘And in answer to your very poorly worded question, yes, I come here quite often.’


‘Why?’ I seemed to have no control over my mouth tonight, because the word had escaped my lips before I’d even processed it. What a ridiculous thing to say. Why the hell did most guys go to sex clubs? For sex, obviously. Although why a guy as handsome as this needed to come to a club to get sex I had no idea. He must have women falling at his feet on a daily basis.


‘Actually, not for the reason you’re thinking,’ he replied with a dark smile, apparently reading my mind. ‘I’m one of the owners.’


One of the owners? ‘Oh.’ Oh. Even though he’d basically just said he didn’t come here for sex, if he was one of the owners then surely he must be into some of the … stuff… going on around us? ‘Does that mean you …?’ But my words failed me and I merely waved a hand around in the air instead. I mean, coming out with a question like, ‘Are you a sexual deviant?’ is hardly polite conversation, is it?


‘One of my friends offered me part ownership a few years back. It was a good deal, plenty of prospect for profits, so I took it.’


My eyebrows rose. He took another slow sip of his drink, and as he did so my eyes became almost fixated on his lips. They were sinfully kissable. As he lowered the glass, my gaze shifted to the column of his throat and I watched him swallow, his Adam’s apple bobbing up and down behind a thin layer of dark stubble and tempting me to reach out and run a finger down it. My hand even twitched in my lap but, thankfully, my sanity prevailed and I resisted the urge.


If this place were an investment for him then maybe he didn’t make use of the club in the way I had been thinking, and maybe I could consider a little flirtation with him after all.


‘I’m not really active in the scene any more, but if I partake I do so as a dominant,’ he said smoothly, making me gulp and do a U-turn on my previous thought. Drawing in a deep breath, I tried to look unaffected by his declaration, but I was actually quite shocked. He looked so … so normal, and yet he’d just confessed that he was into the kinky stuff, and from his relaxed demeanour he was completely at ease with this fact.


From the intensity of his stare he seemed to be watching my reaction with interest, so I gave a casual shrug and nodded. ‘Right. I see,’ I said automatically. Although I didn’t really see. How could I? This was the exact reason I was here in the first place, to learn about people just like him because I knew nothing.


‘What about you?’ he enquired smoothly.


‘I’m not a dominant!’ I squawked immediately, my eyes opening even wider than before, as I swallowed far too loudly to ever be considered normal or ladylike.


‘No? Really? I would never have guessed,’ he remarked sardonically, clearly teasing me because of my high-strung state. God help me, I’d never behaved more like a prattling baboon in all of my life. ‘You’re not a dominant.’ He paused, giving me another ironic twitch of his lip which almost but not quite passed as a smile. ‘So what are you? A submissive? A voyeur? Or just a girl in the wrong bar?’


Glancing down at my phone, I saw the notes I’d been making and angled the screen towards him with a small raise of my shoulders. ‘None of the above. I’m a writer.’ I hadn’t thought my words were particularly shocking, but no sooner had he looked at my phone then Mr Cool and Calm didn’t look anywhere near as composed. His expression blackened as his entire frame tensed, his back straightening even further than before, and his eyes narrowing.


He slid from his stool and guided me down from my seat with a firm hand around my elbow. The grip instantly made me wince, not from pain, but from the searing heat that it sent coursing through my skin again. What was that reaction about?


Jerking my head up, I saw that he was momentarily staring at where we were connected, his nostrils flaring as if he perhaps felt the burning sparks, too, but then, noticing my attention, he blinked, and the shared moment was lost as his face iced up again.


‘We don’t allow journalists in here. I’m going to have to ask you to leave.’ His tone had lost all of its earlier warmth, and sounded so cold and distant that it felt like someone had run an ice cube down my spine. Goose pimples flooded my skin, but I barely had time to even shiver before he indicated towards the exit with a sharp jerk of his chin.






Chapter Five


Robyn


Quickly trying to engage my brain before I found myself skidding across the wet pavement outside, I frantically shook my head. ‘I’m not a journalist!’ I squeaked, feeling slightly intimidated by both his threatening demeanour, and size. God, he was so tall! Or perhaps that was just because he was standing, and I was sagging on wobbly knees, only being held upright by his grip on my elbow.


‘I … I … I write romance novels … I’m just here to learn a bit about the scene, I’m not writing about your club … I promise.’ And believe me, this promise held way more truth to it than all of Sasha’s “pinkie swears” added together.


‘You’re an author?’ he hissed through gritted teeth, even though his expression still burned with intensity. Gosh, I could really see the whole “dominant” side of him coming out now. This guy was so intense, and I was unable to think of doing anything but replying to him immediately.


‘Yes. Um … I don’t suppose a man, um, like you would read many women’s romances, but in the last few years there’s been a huge turn in the genre. All the publishers seem to want erotic novels with bondage and spanking and …’ I paused to grab a breath, realising that in my panic I had just stuttered the sentence without so much as one inhale. ‘And I don’t know anything about that, so I thought I might be able to get some ideas so I can write about it.’


One of his dark eyebrows was raised as he studied me, apparently assessing if I was being genuine or not, and even though he was obviously irritated, I felt a stirring of lust unfurl in my belly. He quite literally embodied everything I found attractive in a man: tall, broad, older, dark hair, strong jaw, and a confidence that bordered on arrogance. ‘So, you’re writing a book on the BDSM scene?’


All thoughts of desire fled my mind at his words, and I felt my cheeks blanch of colour. BDSM scene? I wasn’t entirely clear what that meant, but I was fairly sure it was the path I was aiming for with my book. ‘Umm … sort of. I just want to write a romance book that’s a bit kinkier than the stuff I used to write,’ I admitted, realising what a ridiculous idea this had all been. I was definitely going to kill Sasha later.


‘I see.’ Mr Cool and Calm still seemed to be weighing up whether to have me chucked out or not, so I gave him my best attempt at a smile and hoped he could see that I was telling the truth.


Tilting his head to the side, he watched me closely, and finally nodded before leading me back to our stools at the bar. ‘I apologise for my overreaction. As I’m sure you can imagine, the press doesn’t always write about us in the most favourable of lights.’ As he continued to assess me, the grip on my elbow softened, his thumb now caressing me instead of ensnaring me. It was as if he were somehow backing up his apology with his touch, and as much as I knew I should tug my arm away, I didn’t. The contact warmed me, sending a shudder of desire flying through my body and causing my breath to hitch.


Our eyes met, and there was a second or two where I felt certain that I was transparent to him and that he could see exactly how much I was lusting after him. The problem was, he was affecting me so violently that I didn’t even know how to hide my feelings from him.


‘I hope you can forgive me?’ His words were low and velvety smooth, and his touch was making me feel so good that I would probably have forgiven anything at that point, but truthfully there wasn’t really anything to pardon, so I nodded jerkily.


‘And this little research mission has been prompted by other books on the market?’


Swallowing hard, I tried to ignore the distracting sensation of his warm palm on my arm and nodded jerkily. ‘Yeah. I think they’re targeted at women, so you probably haven’t read them, but you must at least have heard of Fifty Shades of …’


Before I could finish, Mr Cool and Calm smiled and laughed, the grip disappearing from my arm as he suddenly relaxed back into his stool with an amused look and took a sip of his drink.


Luckily, my legs had regained most of their composure by that point, so I took a step sideways and slid back up onto my chair, glad of the reprieve it gave my wobbly knees.


‘I’ve read it,’ he said with a smirk that made me widen my eyes in surprise. ‘Why do you look so surprised? It’s a book written about a man with supposedly similar sexual interests as me. Of course I read it,’ he explained with a shrug. ‘I discovered one main thing: I prefer doing kinky things rather than reading about them.’


Wow. I didn’t expect that response at all. His mood had swung quicker than a pendulum, and his mention of “doing kinky things” caused my cheeks to flare with colour as I imagined exactly what it might be that he liked to do.


Now that I was fairly sure he wasn’t going to throw me out, I decided to see if I could learn anything from him for my book. ‘So you know the type of stuff I’m trying to research, then.’ I exhaled in relief before deciding to act whilst the iron was hot. ‘Can I ask why you like the things you do?’


He placed his tumbler back on the bar, then turned to me and finally put me out of my misery by laying me low with a real genuine grin. It was ten times more stunning than I had imagined, and seemed to cause my brain to short-circuit. Holy smokes, his eyes were burning with warmth now, and as the spotlights from the dance floor shined across us I realised his irises were dark blue, not black, or brown as I’d thought earlier. They were like soft denim, but I didn’t get to lose myself in them for long because I suddenly realised he was holding out his hand to me.


‘Perhaps we should do some introductions before you start your interrogation?’ he enquired lightly, his tone full of amusement.


Oops. Perhaps I’d been a bit too keen to get my story. Looking down at his outstretched palm, I knew I should take it, but I hesitated. Shaking hands was the polite thing to do, but I couldn’t help thinking that touching him wasn’t the best of ideas; he’d already sent my senses wild with his last touch to my arm, and witnessing his grin had nearly had me salivating all over him.


Adding further skin on skin contact to the mix wouldn’t ease my peculiar attraction to him at all, I was sure of that.


It would be outright rude to ignore his gesture, though, so finally, I tentatively placed my palm in his. The same tingly heat instantly spread through my body, and a small gasp escaped my lips as his fingers closed around mine, warm and strong and so large that they completely dwarfed my tiny digits. I couldn’t help but lower my eyes and stare at our joined hands as my body seemed to come alive.


His touch felt so good.


Secure, and … right somehow.


Still shocked by my reactions to this man, I jerkily raised my head, praying that my expression didn’t give away the tumble of emotions I was currently feeling.


Looking back to his face, I saw one of his eyes twitch slightly, as if he was also trying to diagnose what was occurring between us, but also drawing a blank. Then he cleared his throat and nodded his head once in greeting. ‘I’m Oliver Wolfe.’


I digested his name with a small smile. Wolfe. It actually suited him perfectly, because he seemed just as predatory and strong as his animal namesake. ‘I’d be more than happy to help you get acquainted with our world.’


Get “acquainted” with his world? Did he mean physically? Like treat me to some kinky sex? Because as tempting as sex with a man as captivating as him might be, I wasn’t sure I was really in his sexual league. Seeing me blanch at his suggestion, he chuckled again, giving a mild shake of his head. ‘As appealing as that idea in your head might be, I can assure you I meant purely in terms of assisting you with your research. You can ask me questions and I’ll answer them as best I can.’


Phew. Relief flooded through me, coloured also by a blush of embarrassment, because he’d just confirmed that he really could read what was on my mind.


A tiny tinge of regret chased away my embarrassment as I looked him up and down again. I was pretty sure that Mr Big Bad Wolfe here would put my previous five lovers to shame with his skills in the sack; his confidence seemed to scream of sexual experience and competence.


‘That would be great,’ I responded with a keen nod, trying not to look down at where our hands were still joined. Surely this was overly long for a handshake? Why hadn’t he let go of my hand yet?


‘So, your name?’ he enquired softly, giving my hand a gentle squeeze as a prompt.


Oh! I hadn’t introduced myself yet. That must be why he was still holding on. ‘I’m Robyn. With a y,’ I added, feeling a shy smile spread on my lips, and wondering why I suddenly felt the need to duck my head and try to break the magnetic bond between our eyes. ‘As in it’s spelt with a y. Not like the bird,’ I babbled to cover my growing embarrassment.


‘It’s a pleasure to meet you, Robyn with a y,’ he murmured in amusement, before giving my hand one last squeeze and finally letting it go with a low chuckle.


My skin immediately felt chilled from the loss of his touch, but I consoled myself by absorbing the lovely sound of his laughter. It was deep and raspy, like perhaps he smoked, or used to smoke, although he certainly didn’t smell of cigarettes. So far, the only aromas I’d detected coming from his direction were that of crisp linen and soap, both of which had appealed to me and made me want to lean in closer.


‘How about starting with a tour?’ he offered, gesturing around the club with his hand. ‘We could walk and talk?’


‘Oh, OK, thanks.’


I slid from my stool and walked with Oliver as he made his way towards one side of the club. ‘So, you wanted to know why I’m a dominant?’ he asked, glancing down at me and clearly loving how much I was squirming from embarrassment again, but I stayed brave, bit down on my lower lip, and nodded.


His eyes strayed to my trapped lip and darkened, and for some reason I got the distinct impression that he was imagining biting it himself. Would I enjoy that? My core clenched as my mind was instantly flooded with erotic visions of him pouncing forwards and snagging my lower lip with his teeth before sucking it into his mouth and capturing me in a kiss. From the way my heart rate had rocketed I’d say that, yes, I would definitely enjoy that. There was an audible “pop” as I hastily released my lip, causing me to wince with embarrassment at my sensual daydream, at the same time that Oliver let out another of those delicious chuckles.


I’d place money on the fact that he’d read my mind again, but thankfully he didn’t comment this time. ‘I’ll answer your question, but first let me ask you this, what is your favourite food?’


Was he planning on asking me out for dinner? I was slightly thrown by the change of topic but with a shrug I decided to go along with it. ‘Uh … Chinese, I guess.’


‘OK, why do you like it?’


I jerked my shoulders again, unable to quite voice my reasons. ‘I don’t know, it’s just nice. I like the spicy flavours.’


‘It’s exactly the same for sex,’ he explained simply. ‘People might not openly admit it, but just like favourite foods, drinks, or sports, everyone will have favoured sexual positions or activities.’


Oh, as simple as that. I’d never really considered it that way, but I suppose that made sense.


‘For me that involves being in control.’ He leaned in closer, and as I imagined him kissing me again, my body froze. His face was just a few centimetres away now. I could feel the warmth of his breath on my cheek, see the darker flecks in his denim blue eyes, and even though I knew it was dangerous, he was dangerous, I couldn’t summon up the effort to move away. ‘And like you, I also like it spicy,’ he added in a low, wicked tone, giving a suggestive jerk of his eyebrows.


If it were possible for words to suck the air from my lungs, then that statement would have done it, because I could barely breathe. I’d never met someone so fascinating. His looks were obviously appealing, and confidence oozed from his very being, but it went way beyond that. His expressions, the tiny movements of his eyebrows, the way his lip tweaked when he was suppressing a grin, the movement of his hands as he spoke … He was so compelling I couldn’t look away. Plus, he had sex appeal by the truckload, which helped, too, I guess.


I cleared my throat, hoping that perhaps I could distract myself from the overwhelming stimulation that was Mr Oliver Wolfe, and finally managed to shift backwards slightly and create a little breathing space between us to reflect on what was occurring.


It didn’t look like I was getting a dinner invite, as I’d first thought, either, and as stupid as it was, I once again felt a little pang of disappointment.


He distracted me from my pondering thoughts by holding up his hands in a dismissive gesture. ‘I’m a bit of a let-down, aren’t I?’ he said, sliding his hands into his pockets and drawing my attention to his long legs which seemed to go on forever.


A let-down? I wouldn’t say that, I thought dryly, running my eyes back up his strong thighs and over his impeccable suit until I was looking at that incredible grin again. His teeth were so straight that he simply must have worn braces as a kid.


‘It’s nowhere near as exciting as the tortured characters in the books you’ve read, I’m afraid. I think it’s just the way I’m built. I like control. Especially in the bedroom,’ he added, throwing a sly smile my way that sent a pulse of desire to my groin and made me gulp and shift my legs to try and ease my arousal.


‘Uhh …right,’ I said, just for something to fill the awkward silence. ‘That’s not a let-down,’ I remarked softly. ‘I wouldn’t want to try and write about a tortured soul on my first attempt, anyway.’


‘Quite right,’ Oliver agreed with a nod, before a devious twinkle sparkled in his eye. ‘Perhaps you would rather be the one being tortured?’


My eyes widened so quickly that my top lids briefly ached. ‘What? No! I … er… no.’ What a gigantic swing in the conversation! He was certainly keeping me on my toes. ‘I … er … I … just wanted to soak up a bit of atmosphere, really,’ I stammered, not entirely sure if he was coming on to me, or simply playing with me. Probably the latter, if the wicked glint in his eye was anything to go by.


Oliver lifted a hand and rubbed at his jaw, and I could have sworn he said “shame” as he did so, which caused my heart to skitter wildly in my chest.


How did I respond to that?


Outwardly this man was dreamy to look at, but that feeling of danger was never far from my mind. Not in a threatening way, but I had a feeling he would be distinctly hazardous for my heart’s health if I let him close.


I didn’t reply to his whispered remark, so in the end we both just stood there in silence staring out at the dance floor for a few minutes. The reprieve from his intense stare was definitely needed, and I managed to take my first proper breath since meeting him.


‘So, the tour,’ Oliver announced. ‘You’ve already seen the dance floor and performance pedestals. What do you think of the place?’


‘It’s nice. Not what I expected at all, really.’


Tilting his head, he smiled. ‘What did you expect?’


Shrugging, I rolled my eyes. ‘I dunno. Sex, I suppose,’ I blurted, embarrassed by my naivety. ‘But there’s nothing like that at all.’


Oliver hummed, as if considering my words, and then swept back a curtain behind himself with a flourish. ‘Like this, you mean?’


Oh good God and holy hell balls.


Behind the curtain was a side stage, illuminated from above with spotlights and containing … well … containing two people shagging rather vigorously. Except they weren’t just having sex. The man was banging into her and tugging on her breasts, but the woman was spread-eagled on some type of bench, each of her limbs tied down so she was unable to move, and in her mouth was a black rubber ball, presumably to stop her speaking.


Jeepers. I blinked, then blinked again, and my mouth dropped open as I watched in muted fascination. Her skin was slick, as if covered with oil, and her nipples were bright red from the attention they were getting. The scene aroused me far more than I would have expected it to.


After allowing me to watch for a few moments, Oliver dropped the curtain and turned back to me. He rolled his shoulders back to straighten his already perfect posture, and grinned wickedly as he raised a hand and used a thumb to gently assist me in closing my gaping mouth. ‘I am assuming, from your delightful blushes, that your sex life thus far has been vanilla?’


God. This was all a bit much. Talk about straight to the point! I’d only met him ten minutes ago and now he was asking me about my sex life!


I had been desperately hoping to steer the conversation back to more mundane topics, but all this talk of torture, punishment, and now “vanilla sex” was seriously making me question why I was spending my Friday night here. I had no clue about half the things he was talking about, or half the things I’d just witnessed.


‘V-vanilla?’ I stuttered, my throat raspy and dry. ‘Like normal? Boring?’ I was fairly sure I’d read that term before.


Oliver barked out a short laugh, and ran a hand through his hair, his dark eyes twinkling with mirth. God, he was so attractive it made my stomach clench with need.


‘Boring?’ he questioned, clearly amused. ‘Poor little Robyn with her boring sex life. It’s no wonder you’ve ended up wandering through our door.’


I tried for an outraged expression, but instead my mouth merely hung open again, causing Oliver to laugh at me yet again as he held his hands up in surrender. ‘Don’t look like that. You said it, not me.’ His smile was pure wickedness. ‘But yes, I meant normal, as in not kinky.’


My head bobbed around uselessly, and my tongue felt like a piece of dry carpet as I tried to answer. ‘Um. Yeah.’


‘Interesting.’ His eyes swept over my features again, and he briefly bit down on his lower lip, as if imagining something utterly filthy and wicked. Something like the forbidden fantasies I occasionally had, but would never dream of telling anyone about. His lust-filled expression made me quiver between my legs, and I had to fist my hands to try to control the sudden trembling in my fingers.


Finally breaking the eye contact, Oliver drew in a deep breath and placed a hand on my lower back, his touch making me jerk briefly, before I managed to control myself. ‘Come, this way.’


We navigated the edge of the room to the other side, passing several small candlelit booths as we did so. ‘These are the watcher holes. Small and cosy if you fancy a private drink, but also positioned with a perfect view of the second stage.’ He pointed to another curtain, and I could just see beyond it to where a woman in a black catsuit was strutting around a naked man bound to a cross. Holy smokes, this place was insane! Although I had to give it credit for its discretion, because until Oliver’s enlightening tour, I had been completely unaware of the naughtiness occurring in here.


‘And, finally, this corridor leads to the private rooms.’


That caught my attention, and I ripped my eyes away from the stage and back towards Oliver. ‘Private rooms? Like a hotel?’


Oliver smirked at me, and nodded. ‘If you mean hotels which rent their rooms by the hour, then yes.’


Oh. My cheeks were burning with heat by now and I found myself averting my eyes as Oliver continued to stare at me.


‘Would you like to see inside one of them?’


His husky words brought my head snapping up again and I rapidly shook my head. ‘No!’


It seemed that Oliver could no longer contain his amusement, and he threw his head back and laughed at me, before leading me back to the bar where our stools were still vacant. His timing couldn’t have been better, because after all his flirtatious remarks, lust-filled looks, and teasing comments, my legs were just about ready to give way.


Looking around the bar, he swept one hand out, gesturing around the room. ‘Now your tour is complete, sit back, take a look around. Ask me about anything that interests you.’






Chapter Six


Robyn


Now his intense gaze had shifted away from me, I felt a wave of relaxation in my muscles but, confusingly, it was tinged with a pang of disappointment at the loss of his attention.


Shaking off the sensation, I shifted on my stool, rotating it towards him and resting one arm on the bar so I mirrored his posture. I sat facing more towards Oliver so we could talk, but also see the room around us.


Before I even had the chance to ask any of the hundreds of questions brewing in my mind, we were approached by a huge man who came to stand right before me, far too close for my comfort. He must have been near to seven feet tall and was built so broadly that he completely blocked my view of the dance floor.


‘Good evening, Oliver.’ The new man had a voice so deep and rough that it rumbled through my chest, and perfectly matched his rugged appearance. He may have been speaking to Oliver, but I noticed his dark eyes were well and truly latched on to me as they raked unselfconsciously over my body, making me feel an almost instant revulsion towards him. Talk about intrusive.


‘Dominic,’ Oliver replied curtly, his voice noticeably cooler than before. Glancing across in surprise at his chilly tone, I saw that Oliver now sat bolt upright, the front of his shirt straining as some seriously decent muscles seemed to stretch the fabric almost to its limit. Oliver didn’t introduce me formally to his acquaintance, but that didn’t stop Dominic from swooping forwards, grabbing my hand, and lifting my knuckles to his lips for a kiss. The sensation of his dry lips skating over my skin made me shudder. There was something innately unsettling about him that set my nerves on edge and had me tugging my hand free and snatching it back into my lap.


‘And you are?’ he asked, as he looked at my clenched hand with a flicker of a frown. I only just managed to avoid the urge to wipe my knuckles on my dress, then rested it back on the bar, well out of his reach.


Before I could reply, Oliver did the job for me, his tone still frosty. ‘This is Robyn.’


Although I barely knew Oliver, I felt the sudden need to shift closer to him. He seemed to offer so much more safety than this unsettling newcomer, and I leaned sideways on my stool to close the distance between us. As if sensing my discomfort, Oliver released his glass and shifted his hand next to my arm, so his index finger was brushing the skin of my wrist. Oddly enough, even this minimal contact from him, a virtual stranger, somehow reassured me.


My guardian’s movement may have been small, but Dominic’s gaze immediately shifted from my face to look at where Oliver’s hand was now touching mine. His eyes narrowed as Oliver wrapped his fingers more firmly around my hand, an intimate gesture that I would usually have pulled away from with a new acquaintance, but in the presence of this unnerving man I found myself instinctively turning my hand and linking my fingers with Oliver’s.
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