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One too many margaritas and she was about to spend the first night of her thirties holed up in a sex club. Hmm. Not much of an excuse, really, when she thought about it. Not like I’m drunk or anything. Three drinks, mostly laced with watered down lime juice, did not a crazy woman make.

So why the heck was she standing here on the street in front of a door covered in padded black leather, about to accept the dare that her friends had automatically assumed she’d refuse?

“Do it,” Theo had insisted, and the other three echoed his laughing plea. “You’re thirty, now, Ella; it’s time you did something exciting in your life. For once.”

Only Kade was silent, his long, slim frame rigid, staring at her with those penetrating hazel eyes that reminded her of an amber gemstone bracelet she’d recently assessed. He’d been so quiet tonight she couldn’t read him, even though they’d been friends for close to ten years—a third of her lifetime.

“Kade?” What was going on behind that dead-pan expression? “What do you think? Should I go ahead with it?”

He shrugged and shook back the light brown hair that always threatened to flop down into his eyes. “It’s not you, Ellie. You’re too...vanilla for what’s behind that door. I think you should go home.”

Too vanilla? The muscles across her shoulders and neck began to tie themselves into an unpleasant knot. Oh, Kade. You should have known better than that.

She smoothed her hands down her short black dress, adjusting the hem of the skirt over her hips and giving herself a moment to gather courage, before pressing the buzzer set discreetly into the wall beside the door. “Right then,” she said. “Guess I’m going in.”

The nervous ache in her gut had nothing to do with Kade’s hurtful comment and everything to do with the small peep window that opened up above the buzzer as a pair of assessing eyes looked out into her own. At least, that’s what she told herself as she gave her name and waited while they checked their list of bookings for the night. Or whatever it was they did before letting people in.

No one gained entry to Secrets without a pre-approved booking, she knew that much, at least. The personalized invitation had arrived on her desk at work two days ago, its black glossy paper inscribed with silver writing and a “happy birthday” message from the management at Melbourne’s most celebrated sex club. When it arrived she’d stared around the mostly open-plan lab in disbelief. Which of her work colleagues would give a woman a visit to a sex club as a birthday gift?

Jared in research, maybe? He was the one most likely to play a practical joke. But when she looked across the room he wasn’t at his work station, and he’d surely have wanted to see her reaction if he’d done this. She picked up the invitation intending to throw it in the trash, but something stayed her hand, and instead her thumb stroked across the raised silver letters as she re-read part of the message.

The truth of your unrequited desires will be revealed...the most exciting night you’ll ever have...from the moment you step through our door your life will be forever changed...

Did she want her life to change forever? It wasn’t too bad as it was. She loved her job as a gemologist at the Melbourne Museum, evaluating gemstone donations and potential acquisitions. It was different, and exciting, and a far cry from where she had started in a jewelry retail store all those years ago. Outside of work, she had family and friends to keep her occupied.

What would Kade think of this invitation? Her lips twisted at the thought of his reaction. Would he approve of her visit to a sex club? She suspected not, but found herself imagining what it would be like if she did go to the club, and if Kade accompanied her. Would they go their separate ways and meet up afterward, or...

The truth of your desires will be revealed...

She knew Kade was bisexual. He’d had a girlfriend when they first met, and a boyfriend for the past two years, at least until Kade had abruptly broken things off about four months ago. Would he want to watch if she had sex with another man? Would he stand by and do nothing, or want to join in? And if he did join them, who would he want to be with? Her? Or the other man?

A frisson of desire contracted her womb at the thought of sharing another man with her sexy-as-hell friend, and instead of throwing out the invitation she tucked it into her handbag. The invitation was for Friday evening. For her and a friend, if she wished to bring someone, and the only proviso was that she had to call and confirm the name prior to arriving at the appointed time.

A small group—including Kade—was taking her out for birthday drinks after work that night. Would she dare to do something so decadent, so...unfamiliar?

Her heart threatened to jump right up out of her throat as the doorway opened in front of her and an attractive, dark-haired woman in a long silver dress gestured for her to enter.

Oh my God, is that a studded collar she’s wearing? Seriously?

She took a deep breath before stepping inside.

I’m thirty, I’m single, I haven’t had sex in two years, and the guy I think I might be in love with prefers his dates to have a cock instead of a vagina. Those are my dirty little secrets. Not so bad, really. So, what have I got to lose?

She glanced back at Kade just as the door was about to close behind her. “I gave them your name, too,” she said.

The disbelieving laughter of her friends filled her ears. “God damn!” That was Theo. “She really did it!”

Kade though, was not laughing. She caught only a glimpse of his face before the door closed him out, and he looked seriously unhappy. His eyes had turned more emerald than amber; glowing so bright they looked like twin traffic lights staring her down. Last time he looked like that had been the night he broke up with his boyfriend and turned up at her apartment three-quarters drunk and needing a sympathetic shoulder.

Her fingers twitched and she almost extended her hand, but the woman with her was already speaking and drew her attention back to the present. “Welcome to Secrets, Ella. We’re really glad you decided to join us this evening.” Her voice was husky and sensual, and a primitive quiver darted across Ella’s skin. Wow.

“Thank you,” she answered, her skittering heart lending a slight breathlessness to her own voice. “My, ah, friend decided not to join me this evening, so—”

“That’s fine.” The woman’s mouth curled up at one corner in an expression that was almost sly. “Quite often we find it better if patrons come alone, anyway. Less chance of inhibitions getting in the way. Come through, Ella. There’s someone here who’s been waiting to meet you...very impatiently, I must say.”

Her tone was indulgent. Whoever was waiting was clearly a favored—what had she called it?—patron.

Ella’s curiosity grew as the other woman wrapped long, crimson-tipped fingers around her upper arm and drew her further into the venue. Would whoever was waiting to meet her be the one who had sent the invitation? Would it be someone she knew?

I hope not.

The only person for whom she had sexual feelings had been left outside the door of the club seething with displeasure at his vanilla friend daring to try something new. And without his approval, either.

Bad luck, Kade. I’m here tonight for me. No one else. Just me. And my unrequited desires, apparently.

The flip-flop of her stomach sent a wave of warmth spiraling downward and her womb squeezed in nervous anticipation of what might lie ahead.

I’m in a freaking sex club! I can’t believe I’m here.

She stared around, trying not to appear too wide-eyed and open-mouthed, but keen to take in as much as she could of the atmosphere. They were now in a large, red-carpeted room with a huge bar built in a circular shape in the middle, all black and silver chrome and reflective walls. There was a dance floor off to one side, filled with people swaying in time to music that played softly in the background. At each corner of the floor was a raised dais containing a pole, and on each dais was a person in pretty much no clothing whatsoever performing a range of acrobatic feats up and down their pole. Two women and two men, with—oh! One of the latter was in an advanced state of arousal. She looked down at the floor and heat invaded her cheeks. At least they embrace equality here, she thought, trying to focus on the positive.

The rhythm of the music was a slow, sensual tempo that seemed to reach out and caress some hidden place inside her she hadn’t even known existed. She shivered, not used to such a primal response. It was only music, for heaven’s sake.

Okay. Concentrate on the room.

It wasn’t anything like what she’d imagined. In fact, she hadn’t known quite what to imagine. A dingy room full of weird-looking contraptions and implements straight out of a torture chamber? A row of beds, maybe partitioned off by curtains? Men seated on chairs being given lap dances by well-endowed, topless women? Whips and chains in abundance? People in gimp masks rutting indiscriminately everywhere she looked?

Instead, deep and comfortable-looking lounge chairs in intimate conversational groupings dotted the room. The cavernous place was filled with men and women dressed in various types of attire, from conservative formal evening wear like she was, right through to more risqué BDSM-type wear, including one woman on hands and knees beside a couch who was wearing nothing but black stiletto heels and a studded black collar attached to a lead. The lead was held by a man in a James Bond-style suit, who was sipping a drink and staring nonchalantly around the room.

The woman’s rear faced Ella directly and she couldn’t help her gaze falling to that rose-pink slash with a creamy pearl offering at its center. Clearly, the woman was in a state of excitation, despite the uncomfortable pose. She felt the dampening of her own panties and didn’t understand why another woman’s pussy would turn her on. Especially when that woman was forced to endure such a submissive pose, while her partner—probably her Dom—sat so comfortably above her in his position of power. The man’s gaze fastened on Ella and his eyebrows rose slightly when she lifted her chin and stared back at him down her nose.

Anyone tries to put me in a collar and I’ll bloody well bite them.

The BDSM lifestyle, and that book series, the one everyone was talking about lately, was definitely not her cup of tea.

If being in a sex club is all about becoming someone’s submissive then I won’t be staying long.

She stopped in the middle of the room, forcing the other woman to stop with her. “Maybe I should make this clear from the outset. I’m nobody’s sub,” she said. “I’m not signing any contract that gives someone control over my body. Not like that.” She nodded at the nearby couple.

The woman snorted, but she did let
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