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      Welcome to Club Zodiac. This continually growing series follows the lives of the owners and patrons of Club Zodiac, which has locations in Miami and Denver. Books seven through nine take place in both club locations as patrons find and fall in love with their submissives.
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      Christmas is a time for sharing...and this year it will be Charlotte who finds herself tucked between more men than she bargained for.

      

      Charlotte has it all. Her own thriving business. Perfect health. An amazing outlook on life. And the devotion of not one but two men.

      

      But is two men enough for her? A chance encounter with an old acquaintance has her craving the forbidden.

      

      Nile and Samson adore Charlotte. They have the perfect arrangement and both of them would give her the world. However, their foundation shakes when another man catches her attention. No matter how strongly they feel for her, they have to let her follow her heart.

      

      But what about Rex? The newest member of their group is blindsided to find out that the woman he craves already lives in a committed relationship. She has far too much baggage for his taste.

      

      There’s no ignoring the pull to explore outside the boundaries, but is there a line in the sand?

      

      Sometimes the best Christmas presents come wrapped in the most unusual packaging.
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      Charlotte nearly jumped out of her skin when she heard a throat clear behind her. She spun around quickly, hand on her chest, heart racing. “Shit,” she muttered.

      Samson stood leaning against the frame of the door to the master bedroom. He looked far too casual, one hand holding a bottle of water at his side, the other stroking his chin. His slightly longer brown hair was pulled back in a band at the nape of his neck. He was wearing a black tank top with his gym logo on it and black mesh shorts. Black gym shoes rounded out his outfit. He wore this exact uniform nearly every day of the week.

      What made her heart stutter was the one raised eyebrow.

      She swallowed and lowered her gaze. “Sorry, Sir. I didn’t realize anyone was home.”

      “I see that.” He shoved off the frame and sauntered closer. “There are two problems with this picture. If you can list them both quickly, I’ll consider keeping my palm from straying too low on your thighs when I spank your bottom in about thirty seconds. I know it embarrasses you when your skirt isn’t low enough to conceal my pink palm prints from your coworkers.”

      She swallowed, a shiver making her entire body twitch. “I’m sorry, Sir. You’re right.”

      What the hell had she been thinking? She knew the rules. She rarely broke them. She’d been on a mission when she rushed home in the middle of the day, and not expecting anyone to be home, she’d made an error in judgment.

      It would be futile to give excuses though. That wasn’t her style. No excuse was good enough. She licked her lips, kept her gaze to the floor, and spoke in a clear voice. “I should have removed my clothes the moment I entered the penthouse and left them at the front door.”

      “At least I know you don’t have amnesia,” he joked, though his voice was anything but teasing. “And?”

      “I should not still be fully dressed now.” She reached for the buttons on her white blouse and rushed to push each of them through their holes. As soon as she shrugged out of the silk material, she unzipped her navy pencil skirt and let it fall to the floor. By the time she kicked off her heels, slid her thong down her legs, and unhooked her bra, she was a ball of nerves.

      Master Samson hadn’t spanked her in several weeks. She’d obviously broken her streak today.

      Charlotte didn’t mind being spanked when it was an intentional part of a scene that would end with her getting off, but when Samson spanked her for punishment, he didn’t mess around. He would leave her pale skin burning and pink, his palm prints obvious to anyone who saw her ass.

      The only someone who would be seeing her naked butt in the near future would be her other Master, Nile. He would undoubtedly get a call from Samson this afternoon and come home well informed.

      Samson lowered himself onto the bench seat at the foot of the king-sized bed and reached out a hand. “Come. Let’s get this over with first, and then you can explain to me why my submissive is home in the middle of the day breaking rules.”

      She took a breath as she shuffled forward, bracing herself for the stinging burn that was about to land on her ass.

      When she got close, Samson wrapped his hand gently around her elbow, positioned her at his side, and urged her to drape herself over his lap.

      She knew the drill. It wasn’t difficult. She bent at the waist and situated herself over his warm thighs, her breasts hanging between them. She even gripped her hands at her back before he ordered that next step.

      “Good girl.” His hand rubbed her butt.

      She was always amazed by his ability to remain so completely calm and gentle when he punished her. Trying not to stiffen, she drew in a breath and exhaled slowly. The problem was that there was very little difference between Samson’s two types of spankings—the one for pleasure and the one for punishment. Sure, he might strike her a bit harder and faster when he was disciplining her, but the result would be the same. She would end up aroused.

      Being naked and draped over his thighs already had her pussy wet and her nipples tight. The way he warmed her ass up before he started was driving her arousal higher by the second. As soon as he swatted her, she would gasp, her pussy pulsing with need.

      Charlotte braced herself as Samson removed his palm from her skin. Sure enough, a moment later, he swatted her bottom hard enough to make her gasp. She’d been spanked plenty of times, but it never ceased to shock her system.

      He continued, shifting his hand around as he spanked her to ensure he left no skin untouched. She didn’t bother to count, but when he finally stopped to rub her burning ass, she figured he’d given her about a dozen quick swats.

      Samson held her steady over his thighs for several moments, rubbing the sting until she finally resumed normal breathing. Finally, he helped her to stand and pulled her around in front of him. “There. Done.” He tucked her hair behind her ear and nudged her chin up so that she met his gaze.

      “Wow. What did I miss?” The new voice belonged to Nile, and it came from behind her, making Charlotte blow out a breath.

      Great. How the hell did both her Masters happen to be home in the middle of the day?

      Samson turned toward Nile. “We haven’t gotten to the why yet, but for some reason our little sub arrived a few minutes ago and beelined for the bedroom without a single care in the world for the house rules.”

      “Ah,” Nile said. “That would explain why her clothes are lying on the floor in here instead of neatly folded by the front door. Guess she didn’t expect anyone to be home.” Nile chuckled as he set his hand on Charlotte’s shoulder and then ran it down her back to cup her heated ass cheeks.

      “I’m sorry, Sirs. I wasn’t thinking.” She leaned slightly into his touch.

      “Or…” Samson responded, “you didn’t think you needed to obey rule number one because you thought you could just sneak into the house, accomplish whatever mission you were hell-bent on accomplishing, and race back out without anyone being the wiser.”

      “Yes, Sir,” she whispered. He was right. She hadn’t wanted to take the time to remove all her clothing at the front door, rush into the master bedroom to grab a weekend bag, and then put all her clothes back on. Apparently, she’d errored.

      Nile took a seat on the lounge next to Samson, leaving her standing naked in front of them. They both had an amazing ability to assert their authority even while looking up at her. She shuddered as her body betrayed her, coming alive sexually while she was being reprimanded. The way they looked at her, dominating her from the bench they sat on, made her clench her pussy.

      “Now,” Samson said. “Mind telling us what you rushed home to do?”

      She wanted to ask them the same question. Granted, one or both of them sometimes came home for lunch, but neither of them had mentioned doing so today specifically. She needed to face the fact that she hadn’t been thinking. She’d been so distracted that she hadn’t even noticed Samson was already in the penthouse when she entered.

      She shifted her gaze back and forth between them. “I need to go to Denver for a few days, Sir. I thought I’d rush home and grab my stuff.” Charlotte owned a chain of three upscale boutiques in Seattle. She was looking to expand to Denver, her hometown.

      “Did you find a possible property?” Nile asked.

      “Yes, Sir. My realtor found a place that just became available. She’s afraid someone might grab it fast, so I need to go take a look.”

      “That’s good news. I’m surprised someone put a property on the market this close to the holidays.” Samson set a hand on her hip and then slid it to her lower back.

      Frankly, she was shocked too. She had assumed it would be January before she heard from the realtor. As for needing to leave town for business, neither man would be angry. They all three had careers that took priority in their lives whenever necessary. It was partly why they were such a good match for each other. They were busy. Even on weekends. With Charlotte owning three stores, Samson a gym, and Nile a catering business, weekends were just like any other day to them. Since there were three of them, usually no one was left completely alone for long.

      They had an arrangement. It worked. When they were outside of the house, they were professionals. When they stepped through the front door, Charlotte left her high-stressed boss mode at the door and submitted to Samson and Nile. Always. No matter who else was home. Even if she was alone, she submitted to them inside the house.

      Except today.

      “When’s your flight?” Nile asked.

      “Eight, Sir. I was going to text you in a few minutes.”

      “Are we making you late for anything important?” Samson asked.

      She shook her head. “No, Sir. I was just rushing like I always do. No particular reason.” The truth was that lately all three of them had been so busy that Charlotte hadn’t experienced much dominance from either man. She wasn’t sure if they’d grown complacent or if their arrangement was waning. That latter idea was depressing, but something had felt off for a while now. She couldn’t put her finger on it.

      She wished they would both pull her into their embrace right now and fuck her senseless. It would ease some of her stress. But that wouldn’t happen, not after being disciplined.

      “How many days do you think you’ll be gone?” Nile reached around her, threading his fingers with Samson’s at her back, tugging her closer in the process. At least they both had their hands on her. They still cared. She knew they did. Any doubts she had were unfounded.

      “Not sure, Sir. If the place doesn’t suit me at all, I’ll come back tomorrow. If I decide to make an offer, I’ll probably stay the weekend.”

      “Okay. Let us know. I can probably rearrange my schedule for the weekend and join you if you decide to stay. I catered an event here in Seattle once for one of the managers of Club Zodiac, Colin Wynne. We could go check it out. He said to contact him if I was ever in town.”

      “I’ve heard of Club Zodiac, Sir. It’s relatively new, isn’t it?”

      “Yes. It wouldn’t have been there when you were growing up.”

      She giggled. “I wouldn’t have known one way or the other at the time, Sir.” She hadn’t joined the fetish community until she was in her mid-twenties, about five years ago. After a lifetime of quietly believing there was something seriously wrong with her, she had gone to Seattle’s premier club, Surrender, with a girlfriend. Her friend had only gone out of curiosity as a lark, but Charlotte had immediately known she was home.

      “True.” Nile squeezed her hand. “Either way. I’ll call Colin and let him know you’ll be in town. If I can’t get there by Friday, go check it out.”

      “Yes, Sir.” She shivered inwardly. Was Nile being polite in sending her alone? Or was he losing interest and trying to get her to find someone else? The truth was that Charlotte loved the fetish scene. Passionately. She’d known from that first moment she entered Surrender years ago that she was submissive and immediately joined the club and started frequenting it every time she was available. There was no doubt she liked to play more than most people. Preferably daily. That was the reason she’d ended up living with not one but two Doms.

      A lot had changed in her life in the past five years since that day she found herself, but her love for the club scene was still alive and flourishing. Her current arrangement suited her fantastically, but she was concerned about whether or not it still suited both of her Doms.

      When she met Samson’s gaze, he had that brow lifted again. His serious authoritative side always made her horny, though she’d never tell him that out loud. Unnecessary instructions were coming next. “Don’t go running off thinking what happens in Denver stays in Denver.”

      “Yes, Sir.” She flushed. They had an agreement. She would never break it.

      Samson continued. “Nile will make sure his friend knows what our rules are. Panties on. Keep your hands to yourself. No one touches your pussy.”

      “Yes, Sir.” She squirmed. They trusted each other. There were times when one of them went to Surrender without the others. They all enjoyed playing. But when they’d entered into this living arrangement, they’d included several boundaries. No man was permitted to touch Charlotte’s pussy without specific instructions and supervision from either Nile or Samson. In addition, neither of them were permitted to touch another woman in that way.

      The reverse was also true. Samson and Nile kept their packages covered, while Charlotte kept her hands off other men’s junk.

      Charlotte had a huge sexual appetite. She liked to get fucked often. Having a steady relationship with two men ensured her needs were met. Keeping the boundaries they’d set ensured no one got exposed to STIs and added a level of commitment to their arrangement.

      It worked for all three of them.

      Nile wrapped an arm around Charlotte’s waist and hauled her between his legs. His palms were warm, spread across her back, and she moaned softly when he suckled a nipple. She let her eyes drift closed as his tongue swirled around the tip, teasing her. She knew he wouldn’t let her orgasm—not so soon after being spanked—but it felt delicious to have his mouth and hands on her.

      Samson joined Nile, leaning from the side to take her other nipple between his lips. He reached between her legs to nudge them wider apart as he tormented her, but he didn’t touch her anywhere she craved.

      The frustration mixed with arousal would keep her on edge for hours. They knew it. She knew it. She also loved it.

      Finally, first Samson and then Nile released her nipple with a pop. Nile spoke. “Guess we better get you packed. You’re going to need warm clothes. It can be colder in Denver than Seattle in December. I think it’s supposed to snow this week. Maybe we can sneak in some Christmas shopping on Saturday.” He smiled at her, eyes wide. When it came to Christmas, Nile was like a kid. He enjoyed decorating and surprising people with gifts. Samson wasn’t as interested, but he indulged both of them.

      Nile stood as he cupped her chin and then leaned down to kiss her lips. “It’s too bad you broke the house rules. I bet you’re going to leave here squirming.”

      She shifted her weight from side to side. He was right. If only she’d taken the time to remove her clothes and put on her robe when she entered the house, she’d probably have both men inside her right now instead of a burning sting on her ass coupled with a burning need between her legs. Because she’d made that poor choice, she was going to be horny for the next several hours.

      “Call us when you get to your hotel tonight,” Samson added. “FaceTime.” He lifted that brow again.

      She released a breath, knowing he would make that call worth her while. Both of them were excellent at phone sex, and they enjoyed watching. Maybe they would let her get off tonight. Maybe they wouldn’t.

      Samson nodded toward the closet. “Go get packed.”

      “Add the pink vibrator,” Nile suggested. He pushed to standing. “Never mind. I’ll help pack.”

      Not surprising. Nile was the most organized one of the three of them. He often had a hand in her clothing choices.

      Charlotte smiled as soon as they couldn’t see her face. The pink vibrator was by far her favorite, especially when she was alone.
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      “Hi. You must be Charlotte.” The man smiling at her was not what she expected. He was younger and sexier. Nile hadn’t mentioned how old Master Colin was, but for some reason she’d pictured someone in his fifties.

      She took his hand. “Yes, Sir. Master Nile told me to ask for you.”

      He gave a firm shake and then motioned for her to follow him through the door on the other side of the entryway. “Come on in. I’ll show you around. At Nile’s request, I’ve arranged a scene for you.”

      Charlotte smiled. Of course he did. Nile thought of everything. Nile also liked to control things. Sure, he wrapped it up in a nice package making it seem as though he’d done her a favor, but she had no doubt he’d left Master Colin strict instructions about the sort of scene he would permit Charlotte to participate in.

      If she were a different woman, she might be aggravated, but instead her nipples stiffened under the lacy black push-up bra she wore. Samson was by far more of the disciplinarian in their arrangement, while Nile was the organizer. Both made her shiver.

      She loved the control they had over her. She loved that Nile planned what she did and when and where and with whom. He’d even packed the outfit she had on right now while she’d chosen the clothes she’d needed to meet with the realtor.

      And Samson? She loved that she couldn’t get away with anything. He had eyes in the back of his head. If she didn’t obey the house rules, he knew it. Every time. Ensuring she didn’t disobey her Masters was sometimes challenging, but she found she enjoyed the rewards a day with a clean slate provided as well as the discipline from a day with a few points against her.

      Punishment and then denial was Samson’s specialty, and denial meant she came even harder when she was finally permitted to reach climax. Both were winning scenarios.

      Unfortunately, neither man had mentioned the pink vibrator nor given her permission to come last night when she called. They’d discussed a number of things ranging from the schedule change their house cleaner needed to a leaky faucet in the guest bathroom. Charlotte had ended the call feeling slightly let down and empty. She’d curled into a ball on her side under the covers, but sleep hadn’t come immediately. Instead, her mind had gone on a tangent, worry consuming her about the status of her relationship with both men.

      It wasn’t something specific she could put her finger on. She didn’t even want to bring it up with them because she felt ridiculous even worrying. But she’d felt a slight distancing lately. Even though she reminded herself they’d all been preoccupied with work—which was always busier for all three of them during the holidays—it felt like more than that.

      By all reasonable rights, she should point out her concern and call for a group meeting. They’d agreed when they made this arrangement almost three years ago that they would all be open and air out anything on their minds. Easier said than done.

      Forgetting where she was, Charlotte nearly ran into the back of Colin when he stopped just inside the main room of Zodiac. She lifted her gaze to take in the expansive area. She knew this club was relatively new and that the owners had another club in Miami. That being said, she was impressed with the size and the décor. It was painted black—not surprising—with lighting angled toward each apparatus that could be adjusted to suit the desire of the Dom or Domme. All the latest equipment was available. High end. Clean. Professional. Not unlike the club she belonged to in Seattle—Surrender.

      Colin led her around the room, pointing out some of the recent additions with pride before he led her to a bar area on one side of the room. He helped her onto a stool. The edge of the counter was adorned with tiny, colorful, twinkling Christmas lights that added a festive mood to the corner of the room. The reception area had vomited Christmas. Every inch had been covered with lights and decorations and even a small tree. But this main room gave no indication of the holiday except for the strand of lights around the bar. “Would you like something to drink? We don’t serve alcohol, nor do we permit outside alcohol, but just about anything else.”

      “Seltzer please, Sir.” She perched on the seat, back straight, ankles crossed, hands in her lap—exactly as her Masters would request if they were here.

      Seconds later, the bartender handed her a tall glass filled with the sparkling ice water.

      “Nile suggested you might enjoy a flogging scene, so I made arrangements with one of our best floggers. I think you’ll be pleased.”

      “Yes, Sir.” She forced herself not to fidget on the stool. Nile knew her well. She looked forward to the release she would get from a flogging after a long day, even though it wouldn’t include the added bonus of an orgasm. At least when she knew that before starting, she could adjust her mindset.

      “I’m sorry Nile couldn’t join you tonight.”

      “Yes, Sir. He had an event he couldn’t get out of, but he’s flying in tomorrow morning.”

      Colin smiled. “Great. Maybe you two can join us tomorrow?”

      “That would be lovely. Thank you, Sir.”

      Colin tapped the table with his palm and righted himself. “Well, I need to go find my submissive. Rayne is around here somewhere. You’ll be okay for a few minutes?”

      “Of course, Sir.”

      He nodded and left her alone.

      Charlotte was glad to have a few minutes to look around and watch. Even though she was far from new to BDSM, every club had its own vibe, and she didn’t mind taking the time to get a feel for the type of people who frequented Club Zodiac.

      Ten minutes later, someone spoke behind her. “Charlotte?”

      She twisted her head around, surprised to find a familiar face as the man continued to approach.

      His eyes widened. “It is you. When Master Colin told me I would find a woman named Charlotte at the bar, I didn’t think anything of it, but when I saw your unique hair from behind…” He’d reached her side, and he cocked his head to the left and narrowed his gaze. “Wow. I can’t believe it’s you. I haven’t seen you since high school. Do you even remember me?”

      She swallowed her shock. What were the chances she would encounter someone she’d known over a decade ago in a fetish club in Denver? Of course, her strawberry-blond hair was always a dead giveaway. No one forgot it.

      “Yes. Of course. Rex Kyle, right?” She flinched. It was completely inappropriate for her to address anyone by their real name in a club, not without express permission at least. Of course, it was also unacceptable for anyone to acknowledge knowing someone from the real world too, which Rex had done the second he saw her. At least they were even.

      He closed the distance between them and leaned an elbow against the bar, waving away what she assumed was complete horror from her expression. “Don’t worry. Everyone here knows my name. I don’t use a pseudonym. I guess you don’t either.”

      “No.” She lowered her gaze. “No, Sir,” she murmured.

      It would seem Rex was a Dom. She struggled to wrap her mind around that thought. Rex Kyle? A Dom?

      “I’ve changed a bit.” He chuckled, speaking as if he’d read her mind. “Or perhaps grown into my true self. Then again, apparently so have you.” He reached under her chin and lifted her face several inches. “I’d prefer you look me in the eye while we negotiate.”

      She met his gaze, struggling to breathe. Rex had been a total brainiac in high school. Obviously that wouldn’t have changed. Even though he’d been a bit of a nerd, for Rex it hadn’t made him unpopular. He was so damn smart everyone looked up to him and counted on him to help them with whatever subjects they struggled in.

      He may have been a dork, but he was friendly and gracious and kind. And…confident. She knew this for a fact because she too had called him for help with physics her senior year. He’d patiently helped her study for her final exam for several hours on two occasions. Thank God, because she’d passed that class, and wasn’t at all sure it would have happened without him.

      “Why don’t you tell me a bit about yourself to break the ice. Whatever you’re comfortable with of course. If it’s too awkward between us, I’ll find Master Colin and have him rearrange the schedule so you can sub for someone else. Deal?”

      “Yes, Sir.” She shivered. Calling someone Sir in a club setting came second nature to her, but she’d never in her life encountered someone she knew.

      “Master Colin says you’re visiting from out of town?”

      “Yes, Sir. Seattle. I went to college there and never left.”

      He nodded. “Ah. I’ve heard nice things about Seattle. Haven’t visited myself yet. I went to MIT, but after I graduated, I came back to Denver. I’ve enjoyed being closer to family.”

      She nodded, uncertain what he expected her to say next. It was easier to let him ask the questions. She didn’t have secrets. Okay, that wasn’t true. She did live with two men. She wasn’t really excited about telling Rex Kyle that five minutes after reacquainting. Hopefully he wouldn’t delve that deep.

      “What do you do…Sir? I mean, if you don’t mind me asking.” She was dying to know what the smartest kid in school who went to MIT did for a living.

      He wiggled his brows. “I’m an information security manager.”

      She drew back a few inches, squinting, her lips turned up slightly in a smile. “Of course you are. Why am I not surprised? What does that mean exactly?”

      “Basically, I’m a computer hacker.”

      “Soooo, you break into banks and move all their money to your account?” she joked.

      He laughed. “I could. If I wanted to.” He was not modest. “But no. I’m an ethical hacker. Some call us white hat hackers. I work for an agency that places me wherever I’m needed. My job is to break into their systems, find the weaknesses, and fix them.”

      “Oh. Wow. Never thought about that.” She winced, realizing she hadn’t addressed him as Sir twice in a row. He didn’t comment though.

      “I get the benefit of working from home often, but I also travel a lot. It’s a growing business. Every big company in the world needs legitimate hackers.”

      “Yeah, I guess so…Sir. And, you belong to Club Zodiac.” She glanced around. It was more of an observation. She was struggling to picture Rex with a flogger. She couldn’t reconcile this particular Rex with the guy she’d known in high school.

      “Yep. I also belong to another club in town called Roses and Thorns, but Zodiac is larger. I come here often.” He cocked his head to one side. “You’re having a hard time visualizing me as a Dom.”

      “Yes, Sir,” she murmured honestly.

      He chuckled again. “If it’s not too awkward for you, follow me and I’ll knock every preconceived notion you’ve ever had about me right out of your mind.” He stood taller, lifting both brows.

      For the first moment since he’d approached, she saw him as a Dom. She had nothing to lose, so she decided to consent to his proposal. It took a very firm Dom to really top her. She doubted Rex was up to the task. But it would be rude to Master Colin to ask for someone else. “Yes, Sir.” She slid off the stool, clasped her hands behind her back, and lowered her face.

      As she followed Rex across the room, she let her gaze wander up his torso. He was more filled out than high school. Still slender, but he didn’t spend every moment behind a desk. He was taller too. Six feet at least. His hair was the same dark black, but it was cut stylishly shorter than she remembered. His skin was pale, but not more so than hers.

      Rex stopped next to a spanking bench and turned to grip her chin with two fingers. His demeanor had altered to one of authority, making her skin tingle. Maybe he was up to this task.
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      Rex stared into Charlotte’s eyes for several moments, assessing where she was mentally. He still couldn’t believe she was here, in Club Zodiac, about to submit to him.

      There was no doubt she was submissive. It came naturally to her. He wondered when she’d figured that out and if she’d had any long-term relationships with Doms or merely dabbled. Considering the fact that Master Colin had personally arranged this scene for her, Rex had to assume she wasn’t a novice. Colin would have told him that. Instead, Colin had only requested a flogging scene for a visiting sub. The parameters had been that he leave her panties on, not bring her to orgasm, and not break her skin. That last one went without saying. Rex didn’t ever injure a sub or draw blood.

      Rex’s curiosity was piqued now. After all, he knew Charlotte in high school. She was one of the popular crowd. On the dance team. Pretty. Sought after by all the guys.

      He’d known her since junior high and always thought of her as snobby. For six years. Right up until the end of their senior year when she’d asked him for help with physics. He’d nearly swallowed his tongue when she met his gaze after class one day, her soft voice stammering, as if it were difficult for her to ask for help.

      That was when he’d realized she wasn’t like other popular girls. She was surprisingly kind, friendly, and sweet. She didn’t treat him like the nerdy kid he was. She wasn’t condescending, nor did she exhibit any indication he wasn’t her equal. In fact, she’d fully insinuated he was better than her. He’d been shocked and denied her implication, but it had touched him that she thought he was someone special because he was so smart.

      They spent several hours in a coffee shop. It was then he learned that she was also studious and hard-working. She had good grades and had been admitted to several excellent universities. Physics simply hadn’t been her strong subject.

      Charlotte wasn’t just a pretty face. She was also a wonderful human. And she was going to put him to the test right now because damn, she was fucking sexy in a black bustier that gave her amazing cleavage. Her creamy skin made his dick hard as soon as he’d approached. She also wore a black skirt, lacy and full. He had to presume she had something on underneath since he’d been instructed not to remove her panties.

      Nope, curious didn’t begin to explain how Rex was feeling. Who made these requests? Was she a personal friend of Colin? If so, why didn’t Colin dominate her himself? That made no sense. Colin wasn’t even around. He’d left Charlotte at the bar and gone in search of Rayne. Perhaps Colin didn’t know Charlotte at all and was acting on the request of someone else. Who the hell would that be? Charlotte herself? Possible…

      Rex was one of the best floggers at Club Zodiac. He knew it. Everyone knew it. He topped several submissives nearly every night he was in attendance. He always adhered to whatever boundaries the submissive preferred. Clothes on. Clothes off. Partial nudity. Some people wanted the release of a hard flogging up and down their bodies. Some wanted the play to end in orgasm. Rex made it happen.

      As he approached the bench he frequently used for a flogging, he turned toward Charlotte to verify her desires. Since he had no idea where the instructions came from, he needed to hear her words. His top priority was always the submissive under his care. At this point, he didn’t frankly give a fuck what someone else instructed. His job was to make sure Charlotte was making her own choices. “Master Colin said you were interested in a flogging scene, right?”

      “Yes, Sir.” She kept her head bowed and her arms clasped behind her back. Her spine was straight, feet spread apart, gaze downcast. She was not new to submission. If he’d had any doubt, it fled the room now.

      He lifted her chin with two fingers again. It was important to him that he ensure she was making her own decisions, and the best way to be certain was to see her eyes. “How much experience do you have with flogging?”

      “A lot, Sir.” She held his gaze.

      “How hard do you like to be struck?”

      “I can take it pretty hard, but not hard enough to break the skin, Sir.”

      “I would never draw blood from anyone’s skin even if they asked me to. It’s not my style.”

      She nodded subtly even though he still held her chin. Her gorgeous green eyes held his gaze.

      “Do you ordinarily get release from the flogging itself, or do you like to orgasm?” He worded that question very precisely.

      Her lips parted and then she licked them, hesitating. “I, uh, I don’t want to reach orgasm tonight, Sir.” He detected a slight shiver.

      Interesting. Her response was carefully worded.

      He gave a brief nod, deciding he wasn’t going to remove any of her clothing either. One of his few instructions had been to leave her panties on, but under the mysterious circumstances, he thought it best to leave her clothed.

      It was entirely possible that Charlotte wasn’t comfortable being completely naked with a new Dom, nor did she like to orgasm in the hands of a stranger. Or perhaps, she didn’t prefer to come in public. However, Rex had the distinct impression there was more to this story.

      “Safeword?”

      “Red is fine, Sir.”

      Her submission was flawless. Practiced. She had experience. A lot of it. Maybe she’d been in a long-term relationship along the way. Perhaps she’d just broken something off.

      “You’re familiar with this type of bench, I assume?” He nodded toward the leather padded bench he intended to use.

      “Yes, Sir.”

      “Please climb onto it, elbows and knees on the pads.” He circled her as she did as he instructed, noting she was indeed knowledgeable of this apparatus.

      She quickly got comfortable with the center of the bench beneath her, her head turned to one side, her cheek resting on the padding. She took several deep breaths, calming herself.

      He paused, watching her face. “Would you like me to restrain your wrists and ankles?”

      “If it pleases you, Sir.”

      Good answer. He opted to secure her ankles, but left her arms free, not wanting her to feel completely restrained for their first scene together, but also not knowing for sure how steady she was capable of remaining. If she squirmed too much while he flogged her, he might not hit his intended spot.

      Rex set his palm on the back of her thigh, watching her reaction as she relaxed into the bench, noticeably not flinching from his touch. Her eyes fluttered as they closed. He considered asking her to hold his gaze for a while but then decided against it. It was possible she felt at least marginally ill at ease having someone she knew dominate her. If that was the case, she might prefer to visualize someone else entirely.

      The truth was Rex knew from years of experience that many women liked to go into their minds where their fantasies were hidden when they submitted. It was expected. He rarely denied a woman that pleasure. When it came to sex, he had far different standards. When he slept with a woman, he preferred she be entirely with him, eyes on his, lips parted, every sound intended for him alone.

      But this was a scene. Nothing more. A requested flogging from a submissive he just happened to know from his past. If it didn’t bother her that they had a tiny blip of history, he wouldn’t let it bother him either.

      Unfortunately, Charlotte was smoking hot. She’d been the heartthrob of many a guy in high school, and she had definitely improved with age. It was hard to be sure with the bustier she wore, but he felt confident her chest was larger than it had been ten years ago. The rest of her was fuller too. She had an hour-glass shape that appealed to him immensely. And as he smoothed his hand higher up her thigh to expose her bottom, he had to grit his teeth to avoid reacting outwardly.

      Charlotte’s creamy skin was so smooth and soft, he reminded himself he would have to be gentle with his flogger. Some women had skin that could withstand fairly hard swats. Charlotte wasn’t one of them.

      Rex flipped her skirt up and settled it on her lower back, exposing her pale cheeks which were mostly visible since the black lace panties she wore covered very little. He’d been instructed to leave them on, but he couldn’t stop himself from visualizing what lay beneath. Her puckered hole would undoubtedly be light pink, as would her pussy lips.

      This was Charlotte Reilly, a girl he’d developed a crush on when he’d tutored her in high school, and she was currently submitting to him in Zodiac.

      Rex mentally shook himself and turned to grab his softest flogger set from his toy bag. Black, supple leather that he nearly always used the first time he flogged someone new to him. If they preferred something more intense, he could switch them out, but he doubted tonight would be one of those nights.

      “I’ll start light and warm you up gradually,” he informed her as he planted himself behind her, letting the strands of leather dangle against the smooth skin of her bottom as he spoke.

      She sighed, letting a long breath out slowly. Eager. Ready. Not nervous. She’d done this plenty of times. No part of her was tense, and he was glad she wasn’t concerned to have someone unknown to her dominating the scene. She at least seemed to trust him enough to know he wouldn’t harm her.

      Rex lifted his arms and gently swatted her left cheek with his flogger, switching to strike the opposite cheek in the same manner. He watched her closely, as he did with every submissive, stuffing to the back of his mind the fact that he’d ever known this woman or had any interest in her besides someone who’d requested a scene. It was a mental place he’d learned to go every time he did a scene. Sometimes he dominated women he was sleeping with; other times he dominated strangers. No matter who was submitting to him, they deserved the same level of concentration and care.

      Settling into a rhythm where his arms swung comfortably in a figure eight motion, Rex watched Charlotte’s skin gradually warm to a soft pink as he landed each soft blow to her pale cheeks and the backs of her thighs. He noted she was at ease, no part of her tensing under his care. Perfect.

      After several minutes, he paused and rounded to her side to take her pulse. “You okay, Charlotte?”

      “Yes, Sir. Thank you.”

      “Would you like me to increase the pressure?”

      “Yes, Sir.” She licked her lips, blinking at him.

      He set a hand on the back of her head and stroked it down her soft hair, carefully tucking a loose strand away from her face. Her glorious curls were thick enough and long enough that any Dom would have to secure all that hair high on her head if he or she were to flog her upper back.

      Rex glanced at the strands as they fell through his fingers, his mind wandering to thoughts of fisting it and holding her head back, forcing her to look at him. He did nothing of the sort of course, and he removed his hand as soon as he conjured the image.

      As he rounded back to her rear, he noticed a few people had gathered to watch. Colin was one of them. He had his hands on Rayne’s shoulders. Both of them were watching. Aaron was there too with Hope at his side, one arm wrapped around his. It wasn’t unusual for people to watch Rex work, but he didn’t usually attract both the managers.

      Shaking his surroundings out of his mind once again, he resumed his scene, increasing the force of his strikes as he continued to darken the skin up and down Charlotte’s thighs and bottom. She didn’t squirm or flinch, absorbing each swat with perfect submission for long minutes.

      Finally, she shifted her cheek against the leather bench. He glanced up to see her biting her bottom lip. When he struck her again, easing the pressure, she clenched her butt cheeks and twisted her face toward him. “Yellow, Sir,” she breathed out.

      Rex immediately came to her side, slightly confused. He crouched near her face, his hand going to her neck. “Charlotte?”

      She swallowed, squeezing her eyes closed for a moment before meeting his gaze. “Too close…” she whispered. “Need a second.”

      He frowned. Too close to what? Orgasm? He rubbed her neck, concerned about her, hoping to ease the tension at the base of her skull. “Charlotte…” he finally continued, “you’re going to have to give me more information.”

      She took a deep breath, blew it out, and met his gaze again. “I let myself fall under your spell. You’re an amazing flogger. I didn’t realize I was so close to orgasm.”

      Ah, so that was it. He had to wonder what was so wrong with reaching nirvana if that’s what she craved, but he wasn’t going to ask. If she wanted him to know more about her, she would tell him.

      Rex continued to rub her neck, loving the feeling of her hair against his knuckles, the vanilla scent of it reaching his nose.

      Her breathing slowly evened out, and her fingers released their grip on the padded rests beneath them. “Sorry. That’s not like me. I can usually compartmentalize better.” She offered him a smile.

      “No apology necessary. You’re entitled to make a scene be exactly what you want it to be and to stick to your plan. I’m impressed by your strength.”

      He was. She must have had a very compelling reason not to want to orgasm if she had been that close to coming and been able to stop herself and call for a pause.

      She let her eyes slide closed again, taking deep breaths.

      “I think you’re in a nice subspace, Charlotte. Let’s call it a night. You need water and time to recuperate.”

      “Yes, Sir.” She sounded a bit chagrined, as if she didn’t really want this to end, but between Colin’s instructions, Charlotte’s verbal preferences, and the state of mind Rex could see she was in, continuing would only be tempting the gods. If she didn’t want to orgasm, and her body was that close, it was time to stop.

      Rex tucked his floggers back into his toy bag and then released Charlotte’s ankles from the bench. He took her hand and helped her rise onto shaky legs.

      She leaned into his side as he led her away from the bench and into an adjoining room that was kept quiet with dim lighting and lots of loveseats. He lowered them onto a leather couch and wrapped a soft blanket around her shoulders. “Hang tight a second. Let me grab you a water.” Fifteen seconds after leaving her side, he was back with a cool bottle in his hands, twisting off the cap.

      Nothing could have prepared him for the way she downed about half the bottle and then sighed, curling into his side, snuggling against him, even sliding down to set her cheek on his thigh.

      As he wrapped his arm around her shoulders and gave her a squeeze, he realized for the first moment since he’d set eyes on her that he was in over his head. He should have known. After all, she had been a fantasy in his mind for years, popping into his subconscious now and then when he least expected it. He’d never dreamed she might be submissive or that he’d ever encounter her in a club. And here she was. In Zodiac, draped over his lap, sated from a flogging he’d delivered.

      And she had secrets. Mysterious ones. Secrets he’d love to hear but had no right to pressure her to reveal.
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      Charlotte had no business snuggling up to Rex like this. She was fully recovered now. She’d definitely gotten sucked into an unexpected subspace from his amazing flogging, but it hadn’t taken her long to pull herself back together and shake off the overwhelming need to orgasm. Her butt was warm, and it felt delicious against the soft blanket wrapped around her. Her skirt was bunched up around her waist.

      Rex Kyle. She hadn’t thought about him in years. Time had done him justice. He was taller and fuller and…dominant. He was more slender than Samson and Nile, but his uniqueness attracted her to him all the same.

      As she thought back on the few times she’d spent with him in high school, she acknowledged his nerdy side had been attractive even then, probably because of his confidence. He was smart. He knew it. He didn’t apologize or hide the fact.

      Charlotte suddenly wished Nile had been able to accompany her tonight. If he’d been present, he might have let her orgasm. Her pussy was still pulsing with the need, though it had subsided enough for her to relax her tense thighs.

      She knew she was insatiable. Both her Masters knew it. That’s why she had two. They had an arrangement. An agreement. Their penthouse was large enough to give everyone space but still afforded them the ability to exercise their preferred fetish. It worked for them. Didn’t it? When was the last time the three of them had sat down and taken one another’s pulses? They used to do it frequently. They hadn’t in a while. It wasn’t any one person’s fault. At least she didn’t think it was.

      And yet, here she was, receiving aftercare from another man. A man who’d come close to bringing her to orgasm. Maybe it was a coincidence. Maybe she needed to open her eyes.

      Charlotte was well aware that most people wouldn’t understand her living arrangement. It was unconventional. It was no one’s business. No one in the fetish world would ever lift a brow, but vanilla folks were another story.

      “You okay?” Rex asked in a deep tone that vibrated through her. He was running his fingers through her hair over and over, and she liked how it calmed her.

      “Yes, Sir.” She rolled onto her back, her head still on his lap, so she could look up at him. His brows were drawn together. She couldn’t blame him for being confused. How many submissives would intentionally cut off a scene to avoid orgasm? What he didn’t know was that she was under the control of two Doms. She didn’t make her own choices when it came to playing, especially when they weren’t present.

      She liked Rex. He was different. Where Samson was all firmness and serious and discipline, while Nile was all about plans and organization and tidiness, Rex was something else. She held his gaze, trying to read him. He was caring. She could tell by the way he stroked her hair, how he had carefully explored the skin of her butt before he started his scene.

      Yeah, Rex was touchy feely, concerned, nurturing.

      Charlotte wanted to crawl up into his lap and set her head on his shoulder. She wanted him to continue touching her everywhere. She wouldn’t because she didn’t have permission to even think such thoughts.

      Not that Samson and Nile didn’t let her play with others. They did. All she needed was permission. If she wanted to see Rex again, she would have to tell them about him and request another scene. If she wanted to orgasm under his control, she would have to include at least one of them in the scene.

      This idea wasn’t out of the realm of possibility. Nile would be arriving tomorrow at noon. He could accompany her to Club Zodiac tomorrow night. Perhaps if she asked nicely, he would grant her permission to play with Rex again.

      There was a small glitch in this plan. There always was. She would have to explain her situation to Rex. It was her job to make sure anyone she did more than a cursory scene with outside of her family unit was fully informed and didn’t mind the supervision she would submit to from Nile or Samson or both. She closed her eyes. Were they a family? She’d thought so. She’d been with them long enough to grow complacent. Or maybe all of them had.

      “How long are you in town?” Rex asked.

      She met his gaze again. “A few more days, Sir.”

      “Zodiac is open tomorrow night too. Will you be here?”

      She swallowed over the lump in her throat. “Probably, Sir.” But not alone.

      He narrowed his gaze. “There is a but in your answer.”

      She shrugged, not wanting to have this conversation here. Not tonight. Not while she was still squirming from the need to come. “Are you free tomorrow morning, Sir? We could meet for coffee.”

      He nodded slowly, trying to read her. “I can do that. There’s a nice place not far from here. I’ll text you the address.”

      “Perfect. I should probably go. It’s late. I’ve had a long day.”

      He helped her to her feet. “Do you have clothes to change into? It’s going to be much colder outside than when you got here.”

      “Yes, Sir. I have a bag in the locker room.”

      He stood as he spoke, his hand cupping her cheek. “Good. I’ll meet you at the entrance when you come out and give you my number.”

      She tipped her face into his touch, loving the feel of his fingers against her skin. The soft pads of his fingertips stroked her cheek. These were hands that spent all their time clicking on computer keyboards, not working with barbells or chopping vegetables. Soft. Gentle. Nurturing.
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      “How was your evening?” Samson asked when he called early the next morning. He was in his SUV, driving to the gym. “Did you behave?”

      He chuckled. He knew her well. Behaving wasn’t always one of her strong suits. Mostly because she enjoyed his punishments.

      “I did, but it wasn’t easy,” she informed him. She was still snuggled in bed, burrowed under the covers. Charlotte was not a morning person. Never had been. Lucky for her, her three stores opened at ten. Not so early that she needed to be up and running before the sun.

      Samson, on the other hand, often got to the gym before it opened at five am. Not every day, but frequently. His gym could run itself. He had plenty of qualified employees. But Samson was very involved in his business, hands on. She couldn’t blame him. She visited all three of her boutiques nearly every day also, keeping tabs on everything. Just in case.

      Nile ran a tight ship too. The reason he hadn’t been able to get away to join her in Denver last night because he’d had an event he wanted to keep a close eye on to ensure the customer was happy. It had been a wealthy client, one Nile hoped to dazzle enough to get return business and glowing recommendations.

      “I hear a story in your voice,” Samson responded.

      She spoke to him freely. This was part of their arrangement. When she was at home, she submitted unconditionally. When she was not, she spoke more freely. Not that she ever had permission to be disrespectful, but she often didn’t address either man as Sir, especially in public. There were times they called a mutual break from their agreement inside the house too. They would sit around the dining room table, not touching each other, and visit any topic one of them needed resolved. It had been too long since they’d done that. “Yes. Turns out I knew the man Master Colin arranged for me to scene with last night. We went to high school together.”

      “Ah. Did you date him in high school?”

      “No. Nothing like that. We just knew each other.” She rolled onto her back, staring into the darkness. The blinds were still drawn tight. “He was the rocket scientist type. Still is. Apparently, he’s also a Dom.”

      “How did the scene go?”

      “A bit too well. He’s an excellent flogger. I had to stop him when I realized I might orgasm.”

      Samson chuckled in her ear. “My insatiable little sub. He must have been good.”

      “He was, Sir.” She slid that term of respect in because it felt right. Samson’s response concerned her. He sounded blasé about her evening, while it had been eye-opening to her.

      “Let me guess. You’d like to scene with him again tonight?”

      “Yes, Sir.”

      “Give me a sec. I’m at the gym now. Let me switch off Bluetooth.” After a few moments, Samson was back, his voice clearer without the sounds of the car. “I’ll speak to Nile. He’s on his way to the airport.”

      “Thank you, Sir.”

      “You’re welcome. Honesty from each of us is what holds this together. You realize that, right?”

      “Yes, Sir.” She’d always considered herself damn lucky. She had two amazing Doms who doted on her and cared deeply for her. Their agreement didn’t include total exclusion so much as complete disclosure. But something was off, and she wasn’t about to point it out over the phone.

      “We both know how much you enjoy submitting and how much you like to have sex. Keep this line of communication open, and you’ll have everything you need.”

      Was she overthinking? Samson sounded normal. He was saying the right things. Words about communication, her needs, submitting. All of that was spot on.

      “Yes, Sir. Oh, I’m meeting him for coffee this morning.”

      “Good. You explain your arrangement to him. See how he feels. I’ll speak to Nile. And, Charlotte?”

      “Yes, Sir.”

      “I’m proud of you.”

      “Thank you, Sir.”

      She actually felt a bit choked up as she ended the call. It was early still. She could take her time getting ready. She wished she’d asked for permission to use her vibrator this morning to take the edge off before she showered, but considering Samson was on his way into the gym and Nile was heading to the airport, she didn’t think it would be appropriate to plead with either of them to grant her an orgasm. So, she closed her eyes and breathed through the desire, focusing on what she was going to say to Rex in a few hours.

      Charlotte hadn’t found herself in this situation often, but it had occurred a handful of times in the past few years. Either she or one of her Masters would introduce a fourth person into their play, negotiations would ensue, and then she would find herself submitting to another Dom or Domme for an evening. So far, nothing more had come of any of the times they’d brought in an outsider, but none of the three of them was closed to the option of including other people.

      Since Charlotte was the one who found Rex and knew him, it was her responsibility to meet with him and negotiate. Or at least fill him in. She doubted in the end her opinion about what sort of arrangement she might have with him would hold much weight.

      She grinned into the darkness, deciding to drag herself out of bed and get in the shower.
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      Charlotte glanced around at the festive atmosphere of the crowded coffee shop as she opened the front door. With Christmas just three weeks away, the store had red and green sparkly garland draped across each wall, bells above the doorway, and twinkling lights around the cash register.

      Lucky for her, she enjoyed the holidays, because her three stores were similarly decked out. The soft sounds of pop Christmas songs filtered through the background, audible just barely over the chatter of patrons.

      Charlotte scanned the room, spotting Rex as he stood from a table in the back corner, waving her direction. His body language was oddly stiffer than last night. She made her way between the patrons and their packages, smiling as she realized it was a Saturday morning. Most people had been out shopping for gifts already.

      When she reached him, he pulled out a chair and slid it back in as she lowered onto it. She shrugged out of her coat and draped it over the chair.

      “You look great. Did you sleep well?” he asked.

      He didn’t return to his seat. Instead, he was standing next to her, tugging the bottom of his sweater down. Nervous? Where was the confident man who’d flogged her last night? This version of Rex was more like the guy she remembered from high school.

      She smiled at him, wondering if he perhaps became a different person when he stepped into Zodiac. It wasn’t unheard of.

      “I did. Thank you.”

      “I’ll go order you something. What do you like?”

      “A latte would be great. It’s cold out there.” She shivered as she rubbed her arms.

      “Muffin? Croissant? Danish?”

      “Whatever looks good.”

      He nodded and weaved his way through the crowd toward the barista.

      She watched his retreat, enjoying the view of his ass encased in dark jeans today. He wore a brown knit sweater and had a brown plaid scarf around his neck. He moved with less confidence than last night, and she noted he shuffled his weight from side to side as he waited his turn, and then leaned over the counter to speak, pointing at something in the display case.

      She was still watching him as he returned with a steaming cup in one hand and a plate in the other. He set both in front of her. “Sugar?”

      “Nope. This is perfect. Thank you.”

      Sitting on the plate was a muffin she guessed to be pumpkin.

      He slid back into the seat across from her at the small table, his knee bumping hers.

      “Did you eat?” she asked.

      “Yes. I enjoyed that same muffin actually. That’s how I know it’s a good choice.”

      She pinched off a bite and popped it into her mouth, moaning as it melted onto her tongue. “You can never go wrong with pumpkin at this time of year. It’s guaranteed to be fresh.”

      He stared at her mouth as she licked a crumb from the corner, his hands resting on the table, clasped together, thumbs moving.

      A shiver raced up her spine. He was interested in her. There was no doubt. The way he sat so close, his knee touching hers, his stance open. His other knee was bouncing slightly. He was nervous. It was cute.

      She really needed to tell him a few things before she got accused of leading him on. She took a sip of her latte and set the cup back down. “Listen, I, uh, need to tell you a few things.”

      “I assume that’s why we’re here.” He swallowed, forcing a half smile. He was worried. He handed her a napkin like a gentleman though.

      “You’re right.”

      “Let me guess. You’re in a relationship with someone in Seattle. It would explain your hesitation last night.”

      Her face flushed. “Sort of. I mean yes. I’m definitely in a relationship, but it’s a negotiated D/s arrangement.” She paused before adding the next part. “With two men actually.”

      He nodded slowly, carefully schooling his reaction. Or perhaps she simply hadn’t surprised him. “Did you set the terms for last night’s scene yourself? Or did one of them?”

      She smiled. He was astute. “They did.”

      Rex leaned back, rubbing his chin. “So, let me get this straight. You’re in a relationship with two people at the same time, and they permitted you to go to Club Zodiac while you’re in Denver, but they called ahead
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INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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