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Yes, lovelies, you read that right. Buckle up—because Demon’s Choice is the kind of ride that’ll leave you breathless, sweaty, and possibly questioning all your life choices. Rex isn’t just a Dom; he’s a connoisseur of pleasure-pain, the kind of man who looks at a sub and thinks, “I could ruin you in the best way possible... and I will.”

This isn’t just a story about a man who knows how to wield a flogger like it’s an extension of his very talented hands. Oh, no. This is about a man who invented new ways to make his sub beg, scream, and come so hard, she forgets her own name. Forced orgasms? Check. Tit torture in a cage that’ll make you cross your legs and fan yourself? Absolutely. And let’s not even get started on what he does with his tongue—because, lemme tell you, he doesn’t just use it, he weaponizes it.

But wait—there’s more! Because where there’s a hero with a whip, there’s a villain with a fist, and let’s just say his idea of revenge is... brutally intimate. Think fingers, tongues, and things that’ll make you squirm in your seat.

For those who need specific clarification, this is what you’ll find:

Non-con

Dub-con

Spanking

Whipping

Flogging with a barbed flogger

Forced orgasms – loads

Tit torture

Fisting – forced

Two Doms doubling up to punish a sub

Oral sex – but let’s be honest... phew!

So, if you’re here for a sub who’s equal parts sass and snark, a Dom who’s equal parts sin and salvation, and a villain who’s pure filth—then by all means, dive in. But don’t say I didn’t warn you.

This book is unapologetically dark, unflinchingly raw, and so hot it should come with a fire extinguisher. Proceed with caution—or don’t. I won’t judge.

You’ve been warned.
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​​​​Author’s Note
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Dear Reader, 

I really enjoyed writing this story with the aim of giving you a whirlpool of fun, emotions, and heat. The suspense in this story is a little less intense than the previous four but no less harsh.

To keep the intensity of the scenes, I didn’t want to break it by mentioning her hearing the crinkling of a condom wrapper, since believe me, in none of the scenes would she even notice! So, although not specified, be assured condoms were worn every time.

Meet the Mile-High Matchmaker Mess of Rex Oliver and Xia Foster, a grueling journey of two people fighting the odds.

I’m Rex Oliver—IT mogul and proud owner of Club Decadent Skies, the most coveted exclusive club group in the sky. My current mission? Finding a wife among the clouds while keeping my empire from crashing—metaphorically, preferably. There’s just one problem: the woman who ticks every box on my very particular list is the one I can’t have. Long-distance relationships? Hard pass. And wouldn’t you know it, she’s on her way to Hawaii... (Spoiler: for a job I arranged for her.) 

I’m Xia Foster—former marketing queen turned mile-high cocktail slinger. Now, I’m pouring drinks for the infuriatingly perfect Rex Oliver, who’s equal parts brilliant, insufferable, and way too good-looking for his own damn good. He’s the whole damn buffet, and I’m not supposed to be hungry.

Then fate dealt me the worst hand imaginable. Apparently, my talent for spotting fakes makes me the perfect “wife whisperer” to find his Mrs. Perfect among those vying for the spot of Housewives of BDSM. So, what’s a girl to do when the man she can’t have keeps parading other women in front of her? Simple. I became a Romance Assassin. (Spoiler: I’m very good at my job.)

But just when she thinks the biggest threat to her sanity is Rex’s ego, the universe decides to up the ante as actual danger crashes their party. And Rex—who was so sure she wasn’t the one—brutally protects her from disaster as the world starts falling apart around them.

Buckle up, lovelies. This love story isn’t just turbulent—it’s a full-blown emergency landing.

If you’re ready for the flight of a lifetime with a suspenseful back storyline that tests each couple’s trust and resilience, then this is the series for you.

An exclusive BDSM club with a difference... in the skies, inside a luxurious airbus jet. A mile-high club that will make you wish they sold air miles online! If you have a dark side that needs an outlet, Club Decadent Skies is where you go. If you’re a fan of my other Club Cove and Castle Sin series, then this is for you.

I am having so much fun playing in the exclusive mile-high Club Decadent Skies, so I hope you’ll come along for another flight of a lifetime!

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset
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Xia

CyberCo Tech Enterprises, The Oliver Tech & Energy Centre, Poydras St., New Orleans, Louisiana...

“Good Lord, I heard the chatter about this building, but I never imagined it was this impressive,” Xia Foster muttered under her breath. Straining her neck, she looked up at the thirty-nine-story high property that commanded the downtown skyline. “No wonder it’s reported as one of the finest office towers in the state.”

With her feet dragging, she walked toward the entrance of the predominantly glass and steel building. 

“If only this interview was for a proper job fitting my education and expertise here at CyberCo Tech Enterprises instead of pouring pints at the CEO’s little side gig.”

Her shoulders slumping completed the vision of a woman who had reached rock bottom. Well, not just yet, but she was pretty close. She’d just paid her penthouse apartment’s bond payment and had barely enough left for groceries and necessities for the month. Being out of work for six months had all but emptied her savings account. “At least my car is paid off; otherwise, I would’ve lost that too.”

The reality was, she still might... if she didn’t find a job soon.

Walking through the revolving glass doors, Xia’s mind drifted back to her glory days at GlobalTech Solutions. She had swiftly climbed the corporate ladder after completing her MBA from Tulane University, where she graduated summa cum laude. Before that, she had earned her Bachelor’s in Marketing and Communications from LSU.

At GlobalTech, she led the marketing team that had launched its revolutionary cloud computing platform. The campaign had exceeded targets by 200%, earning her the coveted Marketing Excellence Award. Under her leadership, the team had secured three Fortune 500 clients and expanded into international markets.

“Please clear your desk at the end of the day. Unfortunately, we’ve had to make some tough decisions. You were one of them, and we can’t afford to keep you on. You’ll receive the same severance package as the rest of the staff, but this is officially your last day.” 

The words still echoed in her head. No warning, no prior explanation beyond corporate restructuring. Just a cardboard box and a severance package.

The following months became a blur of interviews. Tech startups said she demanded too high a salary. Mid-sized companies feared she would leave when something better came along. Small businesses couldn’t match her level of expertise.

“We’re looking for someone with less... experience,” they said with polite smiles that didn't reach their eyes.

The late-night drinking spree two weeks ago with her best friend since school, Cheri Butler, blared through her mind, mocking her for even considering this move, but as the saying went, desperate times made for desperate measures.

Xia wobbled on the barstool as she reached for the shot glass. Neither of them made a habit of drinking like this, but tonight the demons were winning. She noticed the slight tremor in Cheri’s usually steady hands. There was darkness lurking behind her friend’s forced smile. Something was off. She made a mental note to ask about it when they were both sober.

“People are fucking assholes,” Cheri growled, slamming down her fifth tequila shot. Her normally perfect posture gave way to a slight slump. “You’re a brilliant market strategist.” She jabbed her finger in Xia’s general direction, missing twice before managing to poke her nose. “But I’ve got a solution.”

Xia giggled as the room spun slightly. “Shoot. I’ll take anything at this point; I’m that desperate.” She squinted, trying to focus. “Except clean bedpans. No fucking way, not even for the most sought-after Trauma Specialist in New Orleans.”

Cheri straightened, suddenly serious. “No bedpans, but those people? Salt of the earth.” She hiccupped. “We should all aspire to be like them.”

“Well s-said, sister.” Xia’s tongue refused to cooperate. She gripped the edge of the bar to steady herself. “Still waiting on this solution of yours.”

“Right! So, Club Decadent Skies.” Cheri’s eyes lit up as she leaned forward conspiratorially. “You know I joined as a member of the club recently. Not that I’ve had time to go on one of their sky trips,” she said with a pout. “Their GoldenEye Airbuses fly from New York, Miami, and L.A. And now?” She paused for dramatic effect. “They’re launching a new club from New Orleans!” She rolled her eyes dramatically. “Finally, I’ll be able to get value from my membership.”

Xia’s head dropped to the bar with a soft thud. “Nice one... rub it in, why doncha? You told me what those memberships cost. I can’t afford it. Not anymore. You know that.”

“No, no, listen!” Cheri grabbed her shoulder. “I heard they’re hiring! Inflight staff positions.”

“What kind?” Xia lifted her head. “I’m not becoming some club sub.”

“Of course not. They’re looking for bartenders, waiters, coordinators, flight attendants...” Cheri’s voice trailed off as she tried to remember more positions.

Xia’s face crumpled along with the brief hope that had flared inside her. “I need a real job, Cheri. Part-time won’t cut it. Two more months and the car goes up for sale.”

“But that’s just it.” Cheri gripped both her shoulders. “They pay top dollar, danger pay for flying, and double the rate for weekend trips.” She waited until Xia met her eyes. “You can still job hunt, but this could keep you afloat.”

“Danger pay?” Xia’s eyebrows shot up.

“Something about liability insurance for working long hours in the air.” Cheri shrugged, nearly losing her balance. “The owner is a friend of my cousin, so I can put in a good word for you. Just promise you’ll think about it?”

Xia looked around the impressive lobby, with Cheri’s words keeping her from turning tail. The tequila had long since worn off, but her situation hadn’t changed, and the reality of her future remained stark.

“I can’t believe I’m here without knowing what position I’m applying for,” she muttered as she checked her reflection in the elevator’s mirrored walls. The chic business suit was probably not the right choice for the kind of job she was being interviewed for, but it was too late now. “Six years of higher education, multiple industry certifications, and here I am, potentially on the cusp of becoming a mixer of drinks.”

Bartending had helped pay for her college tuition. It was as noble a job as any student could wish for. It had paid well, so she shouldn’t be scoffing at it.

“But fuck me... where’s the challenge in that? My brain needs strategic stimulation.” Her lips thinned as she walked down the hallway in search of the CEO’s suite. “There’s a perfect job out there for me. I know it. Patience is all I need. Soon, all this will be forgotten.”

The modern architecture of the building took her breath away. Floor-to-ceiling windows flooded the white marble floors with natural light, creating an almost ethereal atmosphere. Sleek aluminum accents complemented the minimalist white furniture scattered throughout the lobby.

Following the directional signs, she located the CEO’s office suite on the top floor and headed toward the elevator, deliberately keeping her mind blank on the ride up.

The moment she stepped through the heavy oak doors of the suite, the stark contrast hit her. Gone was the modern aesthetic, replaced by old-world elegance. Dark hardwood floors stretched beneath her feet, while masterpieces by Monet and Van Gogh adorned the walls. The natural light filtering through tinted windows cast a warm glow over the traditional furnishings.

An attractive middle-aged woman looked up from behind a massive oak desk as she approached. “Good morning,” she smiled warmly. “May I help you?”

“Morning, I’m Xia Foster. I have an appointment with Mr. Oliver.”

“Ah, yes, Ms. Foster.” The woman consulted her computer screen. “I’m Mr. Oliver’s executive assistant, Vee Harris. Please take a seat. Mr. Oliver is finalizing another interview and will be with you shortly.”

Xia sank into one of the leather armchairs, immediately curling her fingers together in her lap. “Get it together, woman,” she muttered. “This is ridiculous. You’ve been to tens of interviews and never once were you this anxious. It’s just a stupid bartending job at best.”

But the nervousness persisted, gnawing at her empty stomach. When was the last time she ate a proper meal? She glanced down at her suit. It was now hanging loser than when she bought it seven months ago. The forced diet had melted away thirty pounds, transforming her from overweight to what fashion magazines might diplomatically call curvy or chubby, as she phrased her newly shrinking figure.

Dark circles lurked under her eyes, which she carefully concealed with makeup. Sleep had become a luxury she couldn’t afford, and her nights were spent tossing and turning, worrying about bills and her dwindling savings. Stress and irregular meals induced headaches that were now constant companions.

“The reality is, if I don’t get a job,” she said sotto voce as she smoothed her skirt for the hundredth time, “I’ll either be homeless or a size zero. Neither option appeals to me.”

Heavy oak doors swung open as Rex Oliver strode into the reception area. He dominated the space with his presence—all six-foot-three of solid muscle barely contained by a charcoal Tom Ford suit. His clean-shaven head and strong facial features gave him an intense, almost predatory look, softened only slightly by a well-groomed stubble along his jaw. Dark eyebrows framed deep-set onyx-colored eyes that held an unnervingly direct gaze as they assessed her.

Xia’s breath caught. She had never been one for bald men, but the photos she had seen online hadn’t captured his raw physical presence. At forty-two, he moved with the fluid grace of someone who clearly spent considerable time maintaining his impressive physique. His broad shoulders strained against the tailored suit jacket, hinting at the powerful build beneath.

“Ms. Foster?” His voice deepened with a New Orleans accent. Extending his hand, he caught hers in a firm, confident grip. “Rex Oliver. Please, come through to my office.”

She stood, grateful that her legs remained steady despite her racing heart. This was not what she had expected. The man ran a BDSM club in the sky, for heaven’s sake. She had imagined someone perhaps more... flamboyant? Instead, he looked like he had stepped off the cover of Men’s Health magazine.

“Thank you for the opportunity, Mr. Oliver.” Her voice emerged steadier than she felt.

The moment Xia passed Rex Oliver, his cologne invaded her senses—the expensive, subtle aroma had an unexpected, devastating effect on her. Her empty stomach fluttered, and this time, hunger had nothing to do with it. Every nerve ending in her body sparked to life.

Get it together. She scolded herself silently. He's just another CEO. A very attractive, definitely intimidating CEO. Hopefully, one who’s about to offer me a job mixing drinks at 35,000 feet.

Her inner voice scoffed. This man is one hot tamale and fucking delicious, and since you’re always the slowpoke, let me enlighten you. This is him. The One. Look at that magnificent specimen of masculinity. Those shoulders, that jaw, those eyes that see right through you. Yep, he’s our man. Hell, I’d even go as far as to say this is our future husband. So, get yourself straightened out, Xia Foster, and ace this goddamned interview! This is one man we’re not letting slip through our fingers.

Heat bloomed across her cheeks, and though Rex’s eyebrow lifted slightly, he maintained his professional demeanor as he settled behind the imposing desk.

Or perhaps, her inner voice suggested, he’s so used to women losing their tongues around him, he’s not fazed. Hmm... speaking of tongues. I wouldn’t mind taking a long, slow lick along that lower lip of his.

Shut up! You’re going to make me embarrass myself.

Just saying...

Xia shifted uncomfortably as Rex’s penetrating gaze raked over her.

“Just to clarify, Ms. Foster.” His voice rolled over her like warm honey. “Are you aware this interview is for an inflight position at an exclusive club aboard an Airbus?”

“Yes.” Her hands fluttered self-consciously over her business suit. “Force of habit. I’ve been interviewing in the corporate arena, so I didn’t think to dress down.”

His eyes narrowed thoughtfully. “Xia Foster... GlobalTech’s marketing prodigy.” Recognition flashed across his face. “You launched their revolutionary cloud computing platform and won the Marketing Excellence Award.”

“Oh, my.” Surprise colored her voice. “No one outside the company’s customer base has ever made that connection.”

“Well, it impressed me, especially since we lost two Fortune 500 clients because of that. Your launch was brilliant. Beat us to the market by a month.” His smile turned wry. “But we’ve since made massive improvements and reclaimed the top spot.”

“You’re the leader in cyber technology, Mr. Oliver. GlobalTech was lucky to beat you that one time.” A shadow crossed her face as she fought to keep her voice steady. “I guess now I know why I was laid off.”

“Laid off?” Genuine shock registered in his expression. “They let you go?”

The memory stung fresh. “Six months ago. No explanation, no reason. Just hit the road, Jill.”

Something dark flickered in his eyes. “Corporate sharks only look out for themselves. I’m truly sorry you experienced the brunt of it.”

“Not your fault, Mr. Oliver.”

“It seems inappropriate to be offering you a job as a...” he consulted his laptop, “bartender. Last spot available.”

“Inappropriate?” Desperation crept into her voice. “I’ve been interviewed more times than I care to mention for more appropriate jobs and was turned down because I’m overqualified.” Her bottom lip trembled slightly. “My business qualifications aside, I was a bartender throughout college. I might need to learn the latest cocktail trends, but I can shake a martini better than anyone out there.” She met his gaze, letting her desperation show. 

“I need this job, Mr. Oliver. With the recession, there are no top-level corporate jobs available, and no one will take a chance on offering me a junior position, fearing I’ll either overshadow the seniors or leave for something better.” She attempted to smile. “I’ll beg if I have to.”

“Maybe one day you will... for something else,” he said cryptically, almost too low to hear as he drummed his fingers on the desk. “I’ve done background checks on you, Ms. Foster, including your time as a bartender. If I’m honest, that doesn’t make you the best candidate. Bartending at Club Decadent Skies will be very demanding, and it isn’t your typical bar. The emotional demands alone...”

“I had a very demanding job, Mr. Oliver, and I’m not scared of hard work. Dealing with highly emotional submissives is something I excel at. Ask Dr. Cheri Butler; she’s a member of Club Decadent Skies. I’ve been called the sub whisperer at a local club we frequent.”

“I’m aware. I already spoke to her.” His revelation startled her, especially since Cheri hadn’t mentioned it. “So, you’re familiar with the BDSM lifestyle. How long have you been a submissive?”

Xia’s first reaction was to scoff at him for assuming she was a submissive and not a Domme, but she snuffed the rebuke. He might not be in his dominant role at the moment, but the submissive inside her had reacted to the power he exuded from the moment their eyes had met. Because of that, he would already have identified which role she played.

“Eight years.” Her fingers gripped the chair arms. “Just give me a chance. If I don’t meet your expectations after the first flight, I’ll walk away. You won’t even have to fire me.”

“If you fail, you’ll be fired inflight. I can’t afford unhappy members on our maiden flight.”

“You won’t have any. I promise.”

“I have a couple more interviews lined up.” He stood, towering over her. “Vee will contact you tomorrow with the outcome.”

Xia rose, forcing herself to walk past him with a regal posture, desperately hoping he couldn’t see how his proximity affected her.

Rex Oliver better give her this fucking bartender job, or she would start stalking him. If she had learned one thing during this short interview, it was that her subconscious was right. He was the man for her.

I want him, and by damn... I'm gonna get him!
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Rex

CyberCo Tech Enterprises...

Rex’s eyes darkened to pure black as he watched Xia Foster’s retreating form when she walked toward the elevator. His body hummed with an awareness he hadn’t felt in years. It was a struggle to tear his gaze away from her confident stride.

“Max DuPont is on the line for you,” Vee said with a knowing smile. He suppressed the snort forming in his chest. She had been his executive assistant for over a decade and knew him way too well. “Do you want to return his call later, or—”

“You can put him through, thanks, Vee.” Rex turned back to his office, slightly annoyed that his mind was still fixated on the woman who had just left.

She was unlike any of the candidates he had interviewed for the club positions. For one, she was completely too beautiful and seductively curvy for her own good.

“Audrey Hepburn... that’s the classic kind of beauty she has.”

His mind filled with a vision of dark chestnut-colored hair falling in elegant waves to her shoulders, catching hints of light that revealed subtle caramel highlights. Xia’s presence had filled his office with an energy he couldn’t ignore. Those remarkable topaz eyes had met his with unwavering directness, reflecting intelligence and a challenge.

Rex yanked off his tie as his body continued to respond to the memory of her. At chin-height to his six-foot-two frame, she had shown no trace of intimidation. Instead, she had matched him word for word during the interview in a self-assured manner that only added to her appeal.

He shifted uncomfortably in his chair. His physical reaction to her caught him off guard. It was something that hadn’t happened since his early thirties. Her full breasts and curvy hips had him salivating the moment she got up from the chair.

“I’m too old for this kind of shit,” he muttered when another surge of desire flashed through him as he glanced at her application. She might have been a good bartender during her college years but wasn’t the best qualified for the position at Club Decadent Skies. It was perhaps a good thing, since his strict policy against personal involvement with employees meant he would have to reject her application.

“Fuck, Rex... do you hear yourself?” he growled as he acknowledged the implication of his thoughts. She ticked all the boxes of what appealed to him in a woman—beauty, brains, confidence, sex appeal, and a load of sensuality that oozed from her body as she moved.

He had every intention of fucking Xia Forster...

It’s only a matter of time.

With the decision made, Rex reached for his phone.

“Hey, Max. Why was I expecting you to call today?” he joked as he answered the call.

“You know me too well,” Max’s deep chuckle resonated through the line.

Rex was filled with a familiar warmth of appreciation for his friend. Max had been their group’s moral compass and voice of reason for decades. As the owner of CyberCo Enterprises and the mastermind behind Club Decadent Skies, his vision for the luxury airline clubs had transformed their lives. What started as a single Airbus club operating from Miami had evolved into a network spanning the cities where they all resided. Max had invited each of them—Rex, Jax, Dexter, and soon Axel—to open their own GoldenEye Airbus clubs, trusting them with his revolutionary concept.

“Since I know your work ethic, I’m confident you’ve got everything under control, but I’m here if you need anything.”

“Thanks, my friend.” Rex leaned back, gazing over the New Orleans skyline. “I completed all the interviews for the inflight positions. We’re going to have an amazing staff complement.”

“I’m sure you made the right choices. You’ve been part of the club’s development since day one. You know how important it is to have the right inflight staff. The island venues require personnel who can handle intense emotional situations with discretion and insight. One wrong move could compromise a member’s trust or safety.”

“Not to worry, Max. Everyone I’m appointing is mature, highly intelligent, and has been in the lifestyle for years.”

“Good.” The sound of Max’s fingers tapping on a desk carried through the line. “On a different topic, have you received any further threats?”

Rex’s credentials were noteworthy. Dual PhDs in Computer Science and Applied Mathematics from MIT, with specialized research in cryptography and quantum computing. His exceptional pattern recognition and eidetic memory had revolutionized the tech industry. 

His company, CyberCo Tech Solutions, an affiliate of Max’s CyberCo Enterprises, stood as a testament to his brilliance. Over a decade ago, Rex developed QuantumSecure, a banking software that used quantum encryption protocols to create impenetrable financial networks. It had been a feat that had catapulted him into the realm of instant billionaires.

The program had transformed global banking security, but it also made him a prime target for criminal organizations seeking to exploit the system.

Rex had been receiving veiled threats over the past three months from a syndicate that had expert IT specialists and hackers on its books. They wanted a shortcut into the software. One he’d be damned to supply.

“I’ve implemented a sophisticated neural network algorithm across our communication infrastructure,” Rex explained. “It uses quantum cryptography and NLP pattern recognition to identify and redirect suspicious incoming traffic. All potentially compromised calls and emails are automatically routed through a quantum-encrypted server with military-grade security protocols. The system creates a false digital trail, fooling the criminals into believing their attempts at contact have failed. Meanwhile, I’m gathering intelligence on their methods and origins.”

The latest threat had arrived three days ago. Unlike previous messages, this one demonstrated an intimate knowledge of QuantumSecure’s architecture. They had detailed specific vulnerabilities they claimed to have discovered—vulnerabilities that didn’t exist in the current version but had been present in early development stages. Someone with inside access to his original program had leaked information. Rex’s jaw clenched. It could only be one of two possibilities. An ex-employee with a grudge or a current one who was out to make quick money. That was what angered him the most. He was known as an empathetic, caring employer who went out of his way to help anyone who had fallen into trouble. He paid top-dollar wages to all his employees, from the janitor to executive positions.

The organization, known only as The Consortium, had already attempted to breach several major banks using sophisticated cyber-attacks. The message he received had been clear. Either he collaborated or faced consequences. They had referenced his friends’ past encounters with criminal syndicates, implying Rex would face similar or worse outcomes if he refused to cooperate. That alone was worrying, since he and his friends had taken care to keep a low profile even though they had helped to bring felonious enterprises down.

“You’re playing a dangerous game, Rex. You know what happened to me, Jax, and Dexter. Criminals have no filter or stop button. They want something from you... one way or the other, they’re going to get it. I invited Colonel Camden Brett to join us for the opening of your club. I suggest we discuss this matter with him. He has started a covert Delta Force team specializing in violent crimes and white-collar criminal activities.”

Rex wasn’t about to disclose it to Max, but he had already put some countermeasures into motion. His quantum tracking system was quietly mapping The Consortium’s digital footprint through their communication attempts. Each threat they sent revealed more about their network infrastructure. He had identified three potential locations for their operations. One was in Eastern Europe, another in Southeast Asia, and a third, surprisingly, in Montreal. More telling were the timestamps of their activities, suggesting they operated in shifts with a central command. The one location he still hadn’t been able to crack was somewhere in the U.S. He had also embedded untraceable markers in the automated responses to their messages, creating a web of digital breadcrumbs that would help him identify any moles within his organization. The tricky part would be gathering enough evidence without alerting them to his investigation.

“That sounds like a good idea.” Rex acknowledged the reality of his situation. His expertise in cyber warfare meant little against physical threats from international crime syndicates.

The conversation with Max meandered back to the maiden flight of GoldenEye Airbus IV and the club opening. An hour passed before they said their goodbyes.

Rex had barely set down his phone when Vee appeared with a lunch tray.

“I know you’re trying to maintain those impressive muscles of yours with all that protein you gobble up,” she teased, eyeing his broad shoulders, “but even the Incredible Hulk needs some real food once in a while.” She set down a steaming bowl of soup. “I made it myself. My special recipe.”

The aroma hit him first. A complex blend of Mexican chilies, tender chicken, fresh cilantro, and lime. His mother used to make something similar, though hers had included hominy and extra oregano. The memory of Sunday family dinners struck him unexpectedly, bringing a familiar ache to his chest. Six years had passed since her sudden heart attack, but the loss still felt raw at times like these.

“You spoil me, Vee.” Rex lifted a spoonful to his lips, appreciating the flavors dancing on his tongue. The initial heat of the chilies gave way to deeper notes of cumin and garlic, perfectly balanced with a trace of lime. “Magnifique!”

Vee smiled broadly at his praise. “A Dr. Cheri Butler called while you were on the phone with Max. Let me know when you’re ready to return her call.”

Rex sighed, knowing exactly why she had called. Though Cheri, who was as brilliant as she was confident and a cousin to Luke Weston, a good varsity friend, his decision about Xia Foster remained firm. No matter how desperate she was, she wouldn’t be tending bar at Club Decadent Skies.

“Please prepare the contract packages for these candidates.” He handed over a stack of files, each one carefully annotated. “I’ve indicated the position and remuneration on the last page of each application.”

“I’ll have them ready by the end of the day.”

“Once you do, please arrange for each one to come and sign their contracts, and remind them about the mandatory medical certificate to be obtained from our club doctor. I want it done before the end of the week. Without that clearance, they won’t be boarding next weekend.”

“Any additional background checks needed?” As a lifestyle veteran of twenty years, Vee understood the unique security demands and protocols of such an exclusive club.

“No need. I personally reviewed the initial results. They were very detailed.”

“I’ll start on these straightaway. Enjoy your lunch.” She paused at the door. “Oh, yes. What about Dr. Butler?”

“Give me thirty minutes, then call her.”

Rex stared at his soup, but his appetite had diminished as thoughts of Xia Foster invaded his mind again. The decision to reject her application wasn’t sitting well with him. He always reached out a hand to people in need, and the desperation in her quiet voice when she had begged for a chance kept playing on repeat in his mind. She might not have experience running modern high-end bars in exclusive clubs, but with psychology as one of her MBA subjects, and her understanding of the lifestyle’s dynamics, she was uniquely qualified for a position... just not aboard Club Decadent Skies.

She had portrayed a quiet confidence with sharp intelligence vivid in those remarkable topaz eyes. She hadn’t attempted to impress him with her knowledge of BDSM protocols; instead, she had spoken about the lifestyle with a natural ease that came from genuine experience. Adding Cheri’s testimony about her insights in handling emotional situations and maintaining professional boundaries, she had left a particularly lasting impression.

“It’s a pity I don’t have an opening at CyberTech. She’d be a formidable asset to the company.”

Running a hand over his bald head, Rex acknowledged the instant attraction he had felt.

“I can’t ignore that either,” he reminded him of his firm work ethic. “It’s too risky having her onboard as an employee, knowing how badly I want to fuck her.”

As a Dom, he understood the importance of maintaining strict control, both of himself and any situation he entered. The way his body had responded to her was a red flag in working with her.

Club Decadent Skies’ success depended on clear boundaries between staff and management. Though he had no rule against dating club employees from sister Airbuses, his position as owner demanded a higher standard. He couldn’t risk compromising the club’s integrity or his own principles just because he found her irresistibly sexy and fuckable.

Still, as he picked up his spoon again, he couldn’t shake the feeling that he might be making a mistake. The memory of her subtle perfume and the way her silk blouse had stretched taut over her curves secured his decision. Some risks weren’t worth taking, no matter how tempting.

“But damn it, she’s jobless,” he muttered. His eyes glimmered as a thought flashed through his mind. “Lucky for her, I have the perfect solution.” Picking up his cell phone, he made a call to Axel Sullivan, who was also the owner CEO of Aloha Hotels & Resorts globally.

“Rex,” he answered on the second ring. “I was wondering when you’d call again.”

“Axel, my friend, I have a favor to ask.”

“Shoot.”

“When are you opening that resort in New Orleans?”

“Roughly, in two years. The foundations have just been laid, but it’s a massive project. Why? You want to buy shares?”

“If you’re offering, I’m definitely interested, but I was wondering if you have any marketing exec positions available?”

“I do, but not locally. At least not until that resort opens. In the meantime, I need someone who would be able to get the ball rolling, but they’ll have to relocate for the interim period to Hawaii to work with me during the planning and executing process. Why? Do you know someone?”

“Shit... why the hell did I ask?” he muttered. Xia moving all the way to Hawaii would solve her employment problem but put a spanner in the works for his plans—two years was a lifetime to his immediate yearning to find his other half. He sighed heavily. Maybe it was better this way. Destiny had spoken.

“Yeah, and believe me, you’d be a fool if you passed her up.”

“Do you have her CV?”

“I’ll email it. Thanks, Axel. You’re still joining us for the opening next weekend, right?”

“Wouldn’t miss it for the world, my friend.”

They chatted about the opening agenda for a while. Rex’s thoughts kept drifting. At least Axel would offer Xia a position where her exceptional qualifications would be appreciated without the complications her presence created for him.

“Just when I thought I’d struck the jackpot,” he muttered as they ended the call a while later. Rex had been yearning to find the deep, unconditional love that Max, Jax, and Dexter had. He wasn’t getting any younger, and watching how happy his friends were, he realized there was a void in his life.

“Well, come hell or high water, I’m going to find myself a wife in the next couple of months. It’s time to settle down and aim for the white picket fence and my own happiness ever after. I’m not going to jinx my chance at that because I’ve got the hots for a woman who is obviously not meant for me. Yep, fate always has a reason, and she has spoken.”
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​​Chapter Three
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Xia

Two weeks later, CyberCo Airline private hangar, Louis Armstrong New Orleans International Airport...

“Pinch me, Cheri.” Xia’s voice softly escaped her throat as they walked through the security gate. Her heart skipped several beats as there, basking in the moonlight, sat the sleek Airbus she had heard so much of. The aircraft was the deepest obsidian, seeming to absorb the very light around it, broken only by an intricate golden thread that danced along its fuselage like liquid metal. The design began as a whisper at the nose, gradually weaving into complex geometric patterns that culminated in a mesmerizing tiger’s eye on the rudder. Its golden iris seemed to follow their approach with ancient, knowing wisdom.

“Lord, this isn’t just beautiful, it screams of debauchery,” she breathed. Her flat rubber boots seemed frozen to the tarmac. The plane was sin incarnate, a perfect fusion of elegance and danger. Her pulse quickened. “Such a pity I’m not here to play,” she sighed as her gaze followed the name signed in ornate golden cursive on the side of the plane. The letters CDS GoldenEye IV adorned the cockpit with aristocratic pride. Each curve and angle of the aircraft spoke of precision engineering wrapped in darkness and gilt. She smiled as Cinderella’s pumpkin coach came to mind, except this was a devil’s chariot dressed in a tuxedo.

“I’m in as much awe as you. The photos on their website don’t do this plane justice.” Excitement turned Cheri’s voice husky. “I’ve been paying membership for six months. Finally, now that they’re opening locally, I can fully experience kink in the sky!”

“Ending on an exotic island, no less. A whole weekend of forgetting about the world out there and just indulging in all your desires.” Xia nudged her in the side. “I’m happy for you. You’ve been working too hard and deserve the time off. But damn! I’m jealous as hell. I have to work the entire time.”

“Not twenty-four-seven, you don’t. From what Luke has said, the staff get play time once we reach the island. It’s only on the plane that you tend bar the entire flight.”

Xia’s eyes glimmered at the prospect. “Well, there’s one Dom I definitely would flutter my eyelashes at,” she said dreamily as a vision of Rex Oliver in black leathers and vest flashed through her mind.

“Best cast that one aside, girlfriend,” Cheri said knowingly. “According to Luke, the CDS Masters have a very strict code of no involvement with their inflight staff.”

“Well, since I’m not permanent, and only here for the maiden flight as an additional bartender, I don’t fit that criteria,” she said with a stubborn tilt of her chin.

“I’m afraid Rex Oliver won’t see it as such. For as long as he pays you a salary, even for one weekend’s worth of work, you’re one of his staff members.”

“Well, that sucks bear balls,” she grumbled as they approached the stairs where a small group of people were gathered, all dressed in the same outfit she was wearing. “I guess this is my stop.” She smiled at Cheri. “It’s going to be so much fun for you. A masked ball and kink thirty-five thousand feet in the air... what a combination, right?”

“I daresay you will have your fair share of fun.” Cheri adjusted the white mask that covered most of her face and was designed to match the nurses’ outfit she wore. “I’m glad about the mask, though, since I might run into high-powered investors of the hospital.”

“There’s no shame in practicing your kink, Cheri. You taught me that.”

“You’re right, but since the hospital just changed ownership, I need to tread carefully.” She squeezed Xia’s arm. “Don’t fixate on Rex and not play at all. I can’t think of a better way to get rid of all the stress that has been riding your shoulders for the past six plus months.”

“Believe me, if any of those sexy Doms we watched arriving beckons a finger at me, I’d be by his side within the blink of an eye.”

“That’s the spirit.”

“Ms. Foster,” a stern voice cut Xia’s intended response short. “Please join us. I don’t appreciate tardiness on this plane, and you are now two minutes late for the preboard meeting.”

“Wow, two minutes,” she muttered under her breath as she joined the team with an apologetic smile at the stern man watching her with unflinching discontent. In the overhead light, he appeared dark and dangerous... almost animalistic.

Xia wasn’t being insolent since coming from the corporate world, she always expected people to respect time schedules. But to be reprimanded for two minutes? On the other hand, that proved Rex Oliver and the rest of the CDS Masters took their clubs seriously and effectively respected their members’ time by ensuring their employees stuck to the rules. Obviously, being on time was at the top of the list.

Frowning, she watched the man covertly. Apart from her dress code, which identified her as one of the inflight personnel, he knew who she was.

How the devil does he know my name?

“I’m Master Coop, general manager of the CDS group.” His deep voice trumpeted over the quietness of the tarmac, immediately silencing the muted twittering of the group. “I will be watching your performance very closely during this trip. As explained to you when you signed your contracts, we have a strict code of conduct and expect all the inflight staff to adhere to all rules and protocols, thereby ensuring the optimal experience for our members. If you break any of the rules, your employment ends immediately, and you will be flown back to Louisiana upon landing on the island. I trust you all took the time to study the folder you received.”

Xia quickly racked her brain. From the research she had done, Cooper Baxter wasn’t just the GM for the group; he was also well known as an Angel Investor who specialized in turning failing companies into successful businesses. She was becoming more impressed by the Club Decadent Skies Group by the minute. She fiddled with her fingers as she listened to the muted complaints about the folder that took them days to work through.

Xia’s shoulders turned stiff with stress. She had only skimmed through the file as her reasoning that she had been in the lifestyle for many years and was familiar with all the ins and outs of BDSM club expectations had been sound. Perhaps she should’ve spent more time with it since the GM of CDS appeared to be pedantic about protocols and rules for a sex club in the sky.

Of course, dumbass. This isn’t about a sex club. This is about being an employee. You should know better than anyone how important that is!

Guilt at how disrespectful she had been toward the CDS group turned her shoulders hollow. She could never thank Rex Oliver enough for suggesting her as a potential candidate to Axel Sullivan, a businessman who was one of the most revered self-made billionaires in the States. Landing the job as the marketing executive for the new Louisiana Aloha Resort Casino was as unexpected as it was exciting... except her employment only kicked off in two months, meaning she couldn’t afford to screw up this gig—another big opportunity she had Rex to thank for.

It seemed he had become her savior, and she repaid him by not taking the inflight staff’s rules and protocol seriously.

Time had come to shake off this constant feeling of failure, especially since her life had taken a turn, something for which she was eternally grateful. Yes, it was two months away, but the money she was earning on this trip would carry her through if she spent it carefully.

Maybe, if she knocked this gig out of the park, Rex might even offer her more opportunities over the next two months.

Her lips twitched into an evil grin. Yes. It’ll give me time to make him see I’m the woman for him... just like I’ve decided he’s the man for me.

Except you’ll be moving to Hawaii for the big part of two years. Not really conducive to catching the man... so to speak.

Xia preferred to ignore the voice in her head. She had made up her mind. Rex Oliver was her future husband.

Come hell or high water...
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