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        Finding her was only the beginning.

      

      

      When Iria moved to Cádiz, Spain, and she became a member of the local kink club, she hadn’t been expecting Nerea. A sub who had been deemed unsafe to play with by most Dommes. After their first scene, Iria should’ve stayed away, but she didn’t.

      Nerea had been drifting, going through the motions. Iria forced her to confront her demons, her past. She made her connect with all the emotions she’d all but blocked years ago.

      If only she could learn how to do that, then she could enjoy everything Iria was offering. Every experience Mistress was willing to give her, to test her limits with.
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      Dive deep into Home Kinky Home for sapphic romances full of steam, growth, and main characters claiming the space where they belong.
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            NEREA

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Nerea screamed for the tenth time that evening.

      Her Domme for the night was making her keep count of every orgasm she yanked out of her. It didn’t matter. It used to, but not anymore.

      Many things had changed since the last time she’d cared about begging.

      “Red.”

      What?

      She blinked drowsily. She’d gotten used to keeping her eyes closed during a scene. Dommes didn’t like it when they looked at her and saw an empty slate reflected back to them.

      It made playing with her unsafe, they said.

      The whirring from the wand that had been pressing against her clit stopped, the silence poignant enough she could find it in her to speak.

      “Mistress?” Nerea’s voice felt rough, but she spoke regardless, head tilted in confusion.

      The Domme didn’t seem to care enough to answer the question. Without a word, she was cutting through the rope that bound Nerea to the St Andrews cross she’d happily tied her to before.

      Nerea blinked again, trying to gather her bearings. She wasn’t new to safe words, and she’d always respect them, but she couldn’t help but feel untethered. Her feet swayed when they touched the floor. She didn’t think the Domme needed to have rushed so much, or wasted all that nice nylon rope.

      “Do you want some water?” Mistress asked.

      Nerea wasn’t sure she’d even given her a name to address her by other than her title. It didn’t quite bother her, but it made this limbo awkward. Was this the beginning of aftercare, or was she about to be scolded?

      None of those options sounded right.

      When she didn’t respond, Mistress’s hand cupped her cheek. Her touch was warm, unhurried. Looking up, Nerea saw round blue eyes assessing her, something like pity clouding them. Nerea didn’t want to be pitied, but she didn’t have the energy to put up a fight, either.

      “Why did you stop the scene, Mistress?”

      It was taking everything in her not to shove the Domme and demand an explanation. She’d learned from the past, though. Doing that would take her nowhere. If anything, it would get her banned from the community she paid a hefty membership fee to belong to.

      She was already on thin ice, which meant she couldn’t risk it—impulsive tendencies or not.

      “I can’t read you, sub.”

      Nerea’s gaze flickered to the floor to her right. The wooden planks could do with a polish. Focusing on the specks of dust against the corners of the room meant she could delay her rage, avoiding spilling forth the ugly emotions that made her want to throw a tantrum and prove the Mistress’s point further.

      It wasn’t the first time she’d heard that.

      “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

      She wasn’t. In order to be sorry, she needed to know what she’d done wrong. But saying she was meant she could walk away rather unscathed.

      Mistress would think she was just a masochist who was hurting and coping unhealthily, and move on.

      “You don’t have to apologize. Let me get you some food and a blanket.”

      “I’d rather just have a bath.”

      She wouldn’t. Her vision was slightly blurry toward the edges, but she didn’t want aftercare. Food would taste like cardboard, and water… Water wasn’t really going to help long term. Blankets would just scratch the skin where it was still too sensitive, welts risen from the unfinished flogging.

      “Let me help you, then.”

      It wasn’t a request. Nerea could tell that, easily. Dommes said it was okay to say no, no matter what, but that never included saying no to aftercare.

      Well, she supposed it did, but there was never a lack of consequences to the action.

      “Thank you, Mistress.”

      Nerea started leading the way upstairs—not quite caring about protocol—when Mistress’s voice stopped her again.

      “You can call me Iria.”

      Iria.

      She rolled the two syllables in her tongue, testing it.

      It was a pretty name. Not one she’d heard before.

      That wasn’t surprising. When she’d first introduced herself to the woman towering over her, Nerea had thought she sounded Galician.

      Galicians had quite the accent, and she couldn’t say there were many of them down these parts. They didn’t handle Cádiz well–used to rainy days and humid air all year round.

      “Okay.”

      The bathroom they walked toward was the first door to the left. Thankfully, it was empty, and it didn’t look like anyone had been in today yet. The bathroom was exclusively for aftercare, and scenes involving any kind of fluids were forbidden, but Nerea wasn’t the only one who didn’t follow the rules at all times.

      “I feel like I need to set the record straight,” Mistress—Iria—started the second the door clicked shut behind her.

      “What do you mean?” Nerea forced herself to blink. She couldn’t turn around and look at Iria. She wasn’t feeling so great, and the room tilted a bit.

      Maybe she could’ve actually used a protein bar or two from the bar downstairs.

      Too late, she mused. Shrugging it off didn’t come naturally, but she wasn’t about to show Iria she’d been right in her assessment.

      “Look at me, pet.”

      “I’m not your pet.”

      “You’re right. You’re not.” Even with her eyes closed, Nerea could feel Iria stalking closer, cutting the distance she’d set between them as if it was nothing. “But you agreed to a set of rules when you became a member here.”

      Nerea’s heart thrummed rapidly against her chest. She didn’t need a reminder of the rules, or which rules she was referring to. Dommes were to be treated with respect within the premises. Of course, subs weren’t obligated to perform in a scene with them, but there were orders that had to be obeyed—looking them in the eye when asked was one of them. With a few exceptions, but Nerea didn’t qualify for those.

      “Fine.”

      She hadn’t had anywhere near enough time to compose herself. Still, she turned around, begrudging that Iria could see her hesitation, the way she wasn’t feeling too grounded on her feet.

      “I stopped the scene because I couldn’t read you, and I don’t know you enough to know what you want or what you really need out of a scene. That doesn’t mean I don’t want to learn to read you.”

      Nerea snorted.

      She couldn’t help the sound. “There’s nothing to learn.”

      There wasn’t. She’d learned that one the hard way.

      Iria didn’t find the self-deprecation funny. She didn’t say anything, busying herself with opening the faucet to fill the bathtub with warm water. Nerea knew something was coming, though. Her shoulders were tense but feigning relaxation in that way Dommes did when they were thinking too hard but were also cautious of not letting their worry show.

      Sometimes Nerea thought she’d been in the scene too long.

      “What brought you here tonight?” Iria voiced her question only once the tub was three quarters full.

      “It’s my birthday.” Nerea hadn’t planned to let anyone know, but the answer slipped past her lips regardless.

      It had Iria whirling around, eyes slightly widened and showing a slight apprehension with the furrowing of her lips. “Happy birthday.”

      Nerea supposed the Domme was pretty. She hadn’t paid attention before. She hadn’t really cared, if she was honest with herself. She’d walked in, asked the bartender about the Dommes who were willing to play and were into masochists, and she’d trailed in the direction they’d pointed in.

      “Thanks.”

      Her birthday wasn’t a reason to celebrate. It hadn’t been for the longest time. At least she bit her tongue before spilling her guts, though.

      Iria offered a hand to help her into the tub. Nerea accepted it, heat spreading across her cheeks. She’d gotten naked earlier for the scene, but that wasn’t the same. Getting naked for a scene was a methodical process. There were no thoughts. She knew it was different for others, but for Nerea, there was no intimacy in that act. No feeling or meaning behind it.

      Allowing someone to help her into a bathtub was intimate, though. She couldn’t ignore the way the skin in her arms broke into goosebumps or hide it when she was in full display for Iria.

      Nerea froze.

      She didn’t freeze.

      Ever.

      Iria didn’t know of her internal struggle, but she still gave Nerea’s wrist a small squeeze. She gave her a tiny tug to lead her inside the tub. “Come on.” Iria’s smile was gentle. It was the first time that she’d smiled without a sadistic streak foreshadowing her every move. “It’s just a bath.”

      It wasn’t just a bath, but Nerea didn’t bother saying those words. Instead, she submerged herself into the tub, the warm water seeping into her tired muscles. It stung, too, as she lowered her entire back into it, but the sting was good.

      She would’ve liked it more if the scene hadn’t been over so soon, but she kept that to herself.

      “You don’t have to be so nice.”

      “Why wouldn’t I be?” Iria’s eyes crinkled with amusement, but she wasn’t mocking her.

      Nerea didn’t think so, anyway. “Because you’re not a Mommy.”

      “I’m also not a Mistress 24/7,” Iria pointed out, dabbing a sponge in shower gel. “But I don’t blame you. What did you even learn about me before you reached my table?”

      The sponge barely applied any pressure against her skin, but it was thorough—bordering on uncomfortable. Nerea wiggled. She tried to bury herself against the marble of the tub. It was useless, but she couldn’t help it.

      Iria didn’t mention it. She wasn’t sure how to feel about it.

      “The bartender said you were bi, a Sadist, and open to play. That’s all.”

      “That’s all?” Iria huffed. “I’m offended.”

      “Are you?”

      “You shouldn’t play with someone just on that intel.”

      Nerea had heard that, too. Not that she was always so reckless. Besides, she liked to think that she paid enough so the club could do some of the vetting for her.

      All members were vetted extensively.

      Why was she supposed to go through all the work? It wasn’t like her scenes lasted that long. Even if people didn’t use their safeword like Iria did, they didn’t want a repeat.

      “And that’s why you don’t want to get to know me. I’ve been through it before.”

      “Why? Because you’re reckless?”

      “I’m not reckless.” Nerea didn’t like that word, aware that it made her recoil every single time.

      “Fine.” Iria dropped the sponge against the edge of the tub. “Why did you come here alone on your birthday?”

      “Why not?”

      “Have you celebrated with anyone else?”

      “I don’t celebrate my birthday.”

      “But you came here.”

      “I come here most weekends.”

      It was her only reprieve from… life. Nerea winced. She knew how it sounded when she tried to say that out loud.

      “Change of tactic,” Iria prompted as she stretched. She had nice arms, muscled and taut. Firm. “Tell me something about you that doesn’t have to do with kink.”

      “Why would I do that?”

      “Because I want to know.”

      Nerea thought something would follow the cryptic phrasing, but nothing did. Iria didn’t look nervous about it. She was staring at Nerea, blue eyes twinkling and a small smile making it clear she had all day. And she wasn’t going to budge.

      “I work in HR.”

      “Really?” Iria’s eyes widened. “I hope you don’t hire people as easily as you find Domms.”

      “I’m not in charge of hiring people.” Probably because her bosses knew it would be a disaster. Her poker face was nonexistent. “I’m a compensation and benefits specialist.”

      “So you fire people.”

      Nerea groaned. “Not always.”

      She didn’t like talking about her job. It was either having to explain and justify her job for hours, or having to listen to people about their own company issues as if she knew anything about that company’s structure or package plans.

      “I’m a chef,” Iria supplied. “I moved here a few months ago.”

      “Where do you work?” She hadn’t wanted to ask. Getting attached to people wasn’t how she worked, but… Iria was right there. She didn’t think she was going anywhere anytime soon.

      “A Galician restaurant down the beach. You could drop by sometime.”

      So, she’d been right about the accent.

      “I’m not a fan of the beach.” That was putting it lightly; the shiver that raked through her spine drove the point across. “But thanks.”

      Iria remained silent for a few seconds. Nerea took the opportunity to watch her. She really was pretty, with wavy dark hair that fell down her shoulders and a jawline that was certainly more defined than Nerea’s round face. Her skin looked like she’d never had acne, which was… annoying, honestly.

      She pulled her gaze away when she thought Iria might catch her.

      “I get it. You don’t want me to pry too much.”

      “I don’t.” Nerea let her head fall against the edge of the tub, a towel there softening the blow. She kept her eyes on the ceiling, schooled her reaction to the blunt hit. “I should leave the tub now. I’m okay.”

      “Only if you give me your number.”

      “Why would I do that?”

      That wasn’t something she was obligated to do because Iria was a member of their club.

      “Because I haven’t learned everything I want about you yet, and I think you want to see how today could’ve gone.”

      Nerea held her breath as she stole a glance. Iria was smirking, but she didn’t think it was a joke to her. There was a gleam of something there, but it wasn’t mischief, either.

      Iria was… calculating, and that was a drug she’d always been weak against.

      “Fine.”
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      “Table Two is waiting!” one of the busboys yelled.

      Iria groaned, sweat dribbling down her forehead. She hadn’t expected August in Cádiz to be the hot season for pulpo a la gallega, but here she was, chopping the slimy tentacles like there was no tomorrow.

      “Almost done!”

      The dish for Table Two was done, but it needed to rest. There were four cauldrons filled with tentacles in different stages of cooking currently boiling. All of them were under Iria’s supervision because her boss had also underrated Cádiz’s desire for Galician food in the middle of a heat wave.

      She was exhausted by the time the tables cleared out and she could get her break. The restaurant wasn’t big enough to be working on so many orders at the same time. The higher-ups kept promising an upgrade to the building that would allow them to expand the kitchen area, but she wasn’t holding her breath.

      This was what happened when she decided to work for a chain and save herself the stress of building her own thing.

      “Long day?”

      Iria looked up. The busboy who had been bursting out with anxiety only an hour before decided it was okay to sit down with her.

      She had nothing against him, but she didn’t think this was the best place for him. He clearly didn’t handle pressure well.

      He looked young, though, and he was probably working in the summer to save up for college.

      “Yeah. Looking forward to tomorrow.”

      Tomorrow was her day off. She hadn’t made any plans, and she was glad she hadn’t. A day without leaving the house sounded perfect and exactly what she needed.

      It would be even better, she mused, if she had a sub there looking after her every need. Beggars couldn’t be choosers, though, and she’d barely had time to build a nest for herself in the Andalusian city yet. She wasn’t planning on inviting anyone to the tiny beach house she was renting.

      “Same,” he spoke through a mouthful of a sub sandwich. “There’s a party at the beach if you want to come by.”

      There was always a party at the beach. It was one of the first things Iria had noticed when she’d moved.

      “I think I’ll pass.”

      She was beat on her feet, but even if she wasn’t… The beach party scene wasn’t her thing. It was teenagers and guys in their early twenties showing off their bodies and not worrying about where they had to be the next day. Even when she’d been closer to their age and didn’t have to worry about work weeks, it hadn’t held much allure. 

      Other things did, like kink clubs and getting access to private communities.

      Thinking about that, however, made her think about Nerea—the sub from last week  she hadn’t texted yet. In her defense, she hadn’t had time, and she’d wanted to talk to other Dommes before getting involved. There had to be a story there, and she wanted to know as much as possible. She had never been one to act without a plan, and she couldn’t have a plan if she didn’t know what was going on.

      Iria scrubbed a hand down her face. Prior to last week, she couldn’t remember the last time she’d used a safeword in a scene. She checked in with her subs often and she may pause a more intense set-up to hydrate her sub, but that was about it.

      When she thought about Nerea tied up to the cross, though… She kept having the gut feeling that she was punishing the woman for a crime she didn’t know about. She’d chosen to trust that feeling. She didn’t mind using kink to heal or cope with trauma, but she needed to know that was what they were doing. It was irresponsible otherwise.

      Dangerous.
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        * * *

      

      She was home when her phone buzzed with a text.

      It turned out, she didn’t have to worry about when or how to strike a conversation with the sub.

      
        
          
            
              
        s_Nerea

      

      
        why did you bother getting my phone number if you weren’t going to do anything with it?

      

      

      

      

      

      Eyebrows raised, Iria whistled to herself.

      Someone was… explosive.

      
        
          
            
              
        Iria

      

      
        Watch it

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        s_Nerea

      

      
        or what?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Iria

      

      
        Last time I checked, you weren’t that kind of brat, pet

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        s_Nerea

      

      
        stop calling me pet

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Iria

      

      
        Okay

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Can I ask why?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        s_Nerea

      

      
        makes me uncomfortable

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Iria

      

      
        Valid

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        s_Nerea

      

      
        i don’t know why i’m texting you

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Iria

      

      
        I’m not sure how to help you with that. What were you doing before you picked up your phone?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        s_Nerea

      

      
        i was just browsing. i have the week off

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Iria

      

      
        Lucky you

      

      

      

      
        
          
        I just got home

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Any plans?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        s_Nerea

      

      
        i’ll be at the club

      

      

      

      
        
          
        as usual

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Iria

      

      
        Are you trying to tell me something?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        s_Nerea

      

      
        no

      

      

      

      
        
          
        i mean, i don’t think so

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Iria

      

      
        Tomorrow’s my day off

      

      

      

      
        
          
        I could have a drink but I’m not going to be up for much more

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        s_Nerea

      

      
        it’s okay

      

      

      

      
        
          
        you don’t have to show up if you don’t want to

      

      

      

      
        
          
        i kept trying to tell you

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Iria

      

      
        You did

      

      

      

      
        
          
        You also sounded pretty upset with that first text, so which one is it?

      

      

      

      

      

      No response came in the following five minutes. Iria hadn’t counted on one, but it left her thinking. Clearly, Nerea wanted to see her, but there were layers there, stories she didn’t know about that were keeping the sub from stating what she wanted—things that probably made everything much more complicated.

      She should pull out and watch from a distance, but she had never been good at leaving things be. She thought about them and investigated until they made sense and she’d found a way to help. It was the only way she knew how to function.

      So, she threw the sub a bone.

      Metaphorically.

      
        
          
            
              
        Iria

      

      
        Earlier today I was thinking about how nice it would be to have a sub home tomorrow

      

      

      

      
        
          
        I’m willing to let you be that sub if we go through some basic rules first

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        s_Nerea

      

      
        what rules?

      

      

      

      

      

      Iria pursed her lips. She hadn’t expected a response so quickly. She’d expected Nerea to brood over the decision for a long while before she gathered the courage to inquire more about it.

      It was obvious she’d been reading her wrong.

      
        
          
            
              
        Iria

      

      
        First, I want to know your kinks and limits. You must have a list somewhere from where you signed up with the club, but I can send you a form if not

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Second, I am Ma’am or Mistress the moment you walk through the door. You can tell me how to address you, too

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Third, no running away. You can, of course, leave, but I expect you to be an adult about it

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Fourth, I am in control. Of everything

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        s_Nerea

      

      
        okay

      

      

      

      
        
          
        i can send you a list

      

      

      

      
        
          
        you can call me sub or slut or whore, just not something endearing

      

      

      

      
        
          
        what time should I be there? and when am I expected to leave?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Iria

      

      
        You don’t ask enough questions, sub

      

      

      

      
        
          
        We’ll talk about that tomorrow

      

      

      

      
        
          
        But you can be here as early as 9 am. I don’t care about what time you leave. You could even sleep over if it goes well, I’ll just have to kick you out before I head to work

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        s_Nerea

      

      
        i’ll be there

      

      

      

      

      

      The lack of questions—questions that mattered—still bothered Iria. She tried to reason through it, though. Nerea had been vetted by the club, and the bartender wouldn’t have sent her Iria’s way if they weren’t compatible on some level.

      Minutes later, she got a file from Nerea. It was a simple spreadsheet with four columns—a quite extensive list of kinks, and three other columns for green, yellow and red.

      After she downloaded it to her laptop, Iria tweaked it so it was easier to read, dividing it into three different tables for each color. She was a visual person and needed to see things organized.

      She checked the red table first. It was, unsurprisingly, the shortest one.

      
        
          	
        Drugs
      

      	
        Scat
      

      	
        Cages
      

      	
        Branding
      

      	
        Praise
      

      

      

      The last one stopped her. She wasn’t into using drugs or substances of any kind when playing, scat was definitely not her thing, and cages and branding were things she could take or leave without a sweat.

      Praise, though?

      Iria frowned, not feeling too happy or confident about her initial plans for the following day.

      Moving on, she skimmed down the soft limits Nerea had shared.

      
        
          	
        Knife play
      

      	
        Somnophilia
      

      	
        Enemas
      

      	
        Urethral sounding
      

      	
        Chastity
      

      	
        Watersports
      

      	
        FinDom
      

      	
        Pet play
      

      	
        Age play
      

      

      

      Nothing there struck out, but Iria was still starting to build a picture. Most subs she knew didn’t set enemas as a limit, and she hadn’t pictured Nerea having a problem with anal training.

      Thinking back to Nerea’s flushed cheeks when taking a bath last week, she was starting to see a girl with a streak of bravado—one who lost all of it the second something resembled intimacy or demanded some sort of patience or slow pacing.

      The table with all the greenlit kinks was longer. Iria made note of the most relevant ones.

      
        
          	
        Impact play
      

      	
        D/s
      

      	
        Discipline
      

      	
        Nipple play
      

      	
        Toys and machines
      

      	
        Sensory deprivation
      

      	
        Predicament bondage
      

      	
        Marking
      

      	
        Blood play
      

      

      

      Iria didn’t know enough about shibari to do any kind of elaborate bondage that wasn’t just about restraining someone’s wrists and ankles to a piece of furniture, so predicament bondage was off the table. There was also no way she’d be drawing blood tomorrow when there were still so many things she didn’t know about the sub, but…

      Damn. Iria couldn’t help the heat spreading down her stomach that made her clench her thighs together. She hadn’t found someone to play hard with in a long time.

      The idea that she had a chance with the sub was appealing… more appealing than it should be, probably.

      She needed a game plan, one that kept both of them safe.

      Asking subs—or anyone—to explain their hard limits was usually a no-go and frowned upon, but Iria ignored that nagging doubt.

      She’d find a way to respect it and keep her compliments to herself, but she needed to understand where it came from.

      She needed to make sure it wasn’t set as a hard limit for all the wrong reasons.

      
        
          
            
              
        Iria

      

      
        Why is praise a hard limit?

      

      

      

      

      

      She’d seen subs block Dommes for less, but thankfully, Nerea didn’t take too long to answer.

      
        
          
            
              
        s_Nerea

      

      
        it feels condescending, and it makes me feel small

      

      

      

      
        
          
        i just don’t like it

      

      

      

      
        
          
        i don’t need someone telling me if i’m doing a good job and i’m not into kink for all the fuzzy feelings

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Iria

      

      
        What are you into kink for?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        s_Nerea

      

      
        the release

      

      

      

      

      

      No other text came. Iria had questions about that answer—too vague for her liking—but she could live with it for the time being.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 3

          

          
            NEREA

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            
              
        Mireia

      

      
        Are you sure going to a Domme you don’t know is a good idea?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Nerea

      

      
        yeah

      

      

      

      
        
          
        and i’m sharing my location with you

      

      

      

      
        
          
        stop worrying

      

      

      

      

      

      Nerea didn’t tell her friend that the only reason she’d accepted was the desperation threatening to crawl out of her skin until it overpowered every pore. She didn’t explain that, even though she’d been totally indifferent to Iria when she’d first reached her table and asked if she’d be interested in flogging her… 

      Now she was anything but indifferent.

      It was Iria’s fault with her promises about what could or couldn’t happen. She’d been thinking on and off about it all week, checking her phone for an incoming message that never arrived.

      She’d grown angry at points, too. That was when she’d texted Iria–though she hadn’t expected they’d be meeting up for a scene that might last all day long.

      It was nine o’clock on the dot when she rang the doorbell. Iria lived in one of those narrow streets near the beach with older, smaller houses that were hidden from view by a few palm trees that didn’t really belong in the city.

      She knew someone from her high school years who lived nearby. Most of these houses were rentals. Not too expensive, either, from what she’d overheard back then. She wouldn’t know now since she wouldn’t consider living near the beach. Ever. She’d much rather have her newly refurbished condo in the district center.

      The faint sound of footsteps alerted her that Iria must be near the door. The click right after proved her right.

      It didn’t prepare her to get a sneak peek of Iria in what looked like lingerie and a silk robe before she was hiding behind the door.

      “Come in.”

      The words weren’t loud enough to carry if someone else was passing by, but they were still loud enough to send a shiver down her spine.

      Nerea swallowed down a bout of nerves as she walked up the couple steps inside the house.

      The second the door clicked shut behind her, Nerea had to blink to adjust to the low light. All of the blinds had been rolled down, only a few rays of sunshine making it inside the house. It wasn’t completely dark—a few soft lights were placed strategically around the living room—but it was still a sharp contrast with the outside world.

      “Let me show you around.”

      Iria wasn’t touching her, forcing her to look at her, or even acknowledging that she hadn’t yet.

      Nerea swallowed again, the subtle objectification turning her on more than it should have. Resigned, she let her eyes trail down the purple silk robe and the bare long legs it revealed as Iria pointed to the different rooms in the house. There were two floors. The first floor consisted of a big
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