
  
    [image: Hold Me Close]
  


  
    
      HOLD ME CLOSE

      

    

    
      
        E.M. GAYLE

      

    

    
      GYPSY INK BOOKS

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Hold Me Close By E.M. Gayle

      

        

      
        Copyright © 2014

        All Rights Reserved

      

      

      

      
        
        eliza@emgayle.com

        http://EMGayle.com

        Eliza on Twitter

        Eliza on Facebook

        Eliza on Goodreads

        Eliza on Instagram

        Sign up for Eliza's Newsletter

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Hold Me Close: Purgatory Club, Book 6 (standalone)

      

      He watched her break a year ago. Since then nothing and everything has changed. 

      every day the agony of Bonnie's loss threatens to consume her. And her job at Purgatory doesn't help. She's teetering on a razor thin edge. Her only escape comes once a month at the hands of the club's resident bad boy who likes to keep things light and loose.

      He may not be the Dom of her dreams, but he makes her feel free and dirty at the same time.

      Dex is used to unattached submissives coming to him for a chance to feel the kiss of his flogger or the sting of his whip--until they find their own Doms. Works for him. With his busy life of ink and kink he isn't looking for anything more.

      Except with her the lines have gotten blurred. Tonight's the night she'll be coming back for more and when she asks him to hold her close, well, she doesn't know what she's asking. He's going to break his cardinal rule. He just has to make sure she understands there are limits.

      Not even a sweet thing like her can wipe his filthy slate clean.
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      I will not look. I will not look. I will not look.

      Bonnie squirmed on her chair, her hands gripping the seat edge so tight her fingers were beginning to ache. The crack of a whip behind her made her heart leap into her throat. Most nights she tuned out many of the more common sounds in the club. But tonight wasn't like most nights.

      Every sound she took in felt like a touch on her needy soul. The music vibrated through her core and made her nerve-endings light up. Every moan from the play space behind her stroked across her flesh like a lover's caress. And every strike from Dex's whip against a bare back pushed her one step closer to the ledge she normally avoided.

      Except tonight, the one night a month she allowed herself to seek out a few moments of bliss and relief at the hands of Dex, one of the club's favorite Doms.

      It had been barely a year since Jim, her Dom, had died from pancreatic cancer and the thought of finding a new Dom made her ill. Guilt had a way of tearing up her insides until her mind refused to fight it. Instead she learned to live with it. All she would allow herself was this one night a month where she could let down her guard and feel. And what a night it would be.

      Bonnie unclamped her teeth and rotated her jaw. She'd woken up on edge and the situation had only worsened as the day progressed. She stared down at the dance crowd and watched the mass of bodies moving to the loud techno beat coming from more speakers than she could count.

      The Purgatory Club was even busier than normal tonight. Throngs of partiers filled every inch of available space. They came here for many reasons. Some to explore and expand their sexual horizons in a safe environment. Some to stand back and watch as the insanity of another night in Purgatory pulled them one step closer to a connection they needed without even knowing it. Even more were the regulars who'd already embraced their love for kink and looked forward to visiting the club whenever possible.

      She tried to steel her mind against the energy that fed her edgy need, keeping her strung tight more often than not these days. Several months ago, her best friend Cass had suggested she go to Dex for help. Dex was amazing. His skill with a flogger or a whip was unparalleled. A shiver worked through her at the memory of their last encounter. The music and lighting was better on the third level where they'd meet once the public play space closed. She'd finally escape the constant blood-pumping beat of the club and slow down to the moody music Dex seemed to favor when they were together.

      The candlelit space they shared always threw interesting shadows and watching Dex's unmistakable silhouette on the wall quickly mesmerized her. He was a big man, not just tall but also thick with muscles. She couldn't even wrap her hand around his biceps. And there was nothing like the feeling she got when he pressed his body and all that glorious flesh into her backside and trapped her against the St. Andrews cross with his full weight.

      Sweat popped out on Bonnie's brow and she waved her hand in front of her face. The crowd had definitely heated the club tonight. No wonder she couldn't sit still. Another crack sounded behind her and this time she didn't heed her own warning not to look. Dex had a submissive she didn't recognize at his station. A pretty blonde, the perfect size six, was strapped half-naked to the cross. Even from this distance, she could see the red marks he'd made on her back with his whip. The woman's face was turned away from Bonnie, but she didn't need to see it to know how much she enjoyed what Dex did. Her body writhed on the dark wood and her hands pulled at the restraints binding her. The body language spoke louder than any words.

      Right then, with Bonnie fixated on the scene, Dex stepped forward and placed both hands on the girl's perfect ass and stroked her tender skin. Bonnie averted her eyes and looked down. Never in a million years could she compete with a body like that. If she had her way, she'd keep her curves hidden as much as possible. Except employees were expected to dress in their respective roles while in the club, working or not.

      So she wore a corset with her long flowing skirts. The steel bones cinched her waist nicely and made her boobs look really good, as if they were ready to burst from the cups at any moment. And the matter of the skirt she insisted on wearing had finally been solved when she found an online store who sold almost floor length skirts made from a sensual sheer material. They made everyone happy, especially since all she wore underneath was a tiny thong. Still, she got the illusion of camouflage on her wide hips and thick thighs while adhering to club policy that insisted submissives keep their arms and legs bared.

      Not that she'd get that luxury with Dex. Tonight he'd strip her naked to set her mind for the scene. From the beginning of their negotiations, he'd been completely clear that was one rule he wouldn't budge on. She'd gone through with it that first night with the plan to never do it again. Only what he didn't know was the vulnerability of being naked and his in front of their friends and coworkers did something to her insides. It pulled her to his side in a way she'd never expected and it made her want to break the rules between them all together. Specifically, the ones where they'd both vowed to keep their relationship strictly at one scene a month and nothing more.

      Bonnie sighed when the familiar pain of guilt moved into her chest. She had made a commitment to Jim and it was disgusting how easy that was to put aside so soon after his death.

      "What's that look for?"

      She jerked at the sound of Dex's voice and looked up to find him standing a few feet in front of her with a deep frown across his face. She hadn't realized his scene with the skinny blonde had ended.

      "Uh—Noth—I mean—" She sucked in a breath and slowly exhaled. "Nervous is all." Better to be as truthful as possible with the man who had a way of seeing straight through her.

      He lifted his hand and threaded his fingers through her hair, pulling her head back. Before she could process what he was doing, his mouth was on her neck, his teeth nipping at her skin. He nudged her thighs apart on the stool and stepped between her legs.

      Oh God. A different kind of shiver worked over her as her nipples went hard at the unexpected attention from this incredible, aggressive man.

      "Your mind should be on tonight and nothing else." His gruff tenor went straight to her core. "In two more hours, you'll be mine to do with as I please."

      Yes. There was as much anticipation in her as guilt. Although she knew the need for his attention would win out, as it always did.

      "This is where you say Yes, Sir, my little subbie."

      "Yes, Sir," she said, croaking as his teeth latched onto her neck again.

      Her body went red-hot under the onslaught of Dex's touch. Even the pricks at her scalp when he tightened his grip on her hair caused her to burn hotter than lava. There was intense and then there was intense. Despite her years of experience with another Dom she hadn't realized turning to Dex would make her feel this—crazy. Like every time he touched her she lost another small grip on her old reality. And her resolve to keep things unemotional.

      Her body melted against him, his chest pressing against her corset. She had half a mind to undress now just for the sheer pleasure of feeling his hard body against her soft one. Maybe he would just hold her.

      "You smell too good. I don't want to wait until later for my taste." He bit down on her neck and tugged at the skin with his front teeth. The pain immediately mixed with the pleasure of his touch and she moaned. "That's what I'm talking about, darlin'. Now wrap your legs around my waist and let me in.”

      She wasn't sure exactly what he meant, but she didn't care. The warning at the back of her mind telling her to not get too close to this man went ignored. Whatever he wanted she needed to give. With his hips firmly planted inside her knees, she did as he asked and lifted her legs and wrapped them around his trim waistline. At the first touch of her bare calf against the leather of his belt she moaned again. Good God she couldn't think straight. He knew he had her right where he wanted her and there wasn't a damn thing she could do about it.

      Bastard.

      He took his free hand and slid it up the outside of her right leg. Bonnie looked out over the crowd unseeing. She could do nothing at the moment but feel. That's what Dex did to her. Brain cells melted the moment he touched her and anything he wanted she wanted to give. So far they'd not found anything he could do that she didn't want. The rough scrape of his hand continued around her thigh and under her leg, straight to the edge of her thong.

      "I thought we agreed this stupid thing wouldn't be here tonight." He hated when she wore panties and had ordered her not to when they were together.

      "You may have said it. I didn't agree." She said, her breath coming fast and hard with him so close to her sex. Those stupid little panties were useless to begin with and were probably now soaking wet. He growled in response while his finger probed underneath the edge of the now forgotten thong. She was going to go insane the second his finger touched her—

      Hot sharp pain shot through her pussy as she realized he'd not taken her comment lightly. He now had two fingers clamped around her clit in a grip so tight she couldn't breathe.

      "Don't make the mistake of thinking I will put up with your cute fucking mouth tonight. I'm not in the mood to play with a brat." He pulled back from her ear and the unreadable look in his eyes had turned hard and heated. There was anger, and plenty of it, but more importantly, there was lust and it didn't look friendly. Something different was lurking inside him.

      "I'm sorry, Sir." She quickly backpedaled. "I'll take them off now." He still had a grip on her tender flesh and she could barely breathe through the pain, or the added layer of pleasure crawling up her spine.

      "That won't be necessary." He released her as quickly as he'd caught her off-guard and ripped the offending garment on his way out. "These are going with me." Dex unwrapped her legs and eased her back onto the stool she'd been dangling off of. Then he leaned forward and trapped her inside his arms against the wall behind her. "Midnight sharp, is that understood?"

      She nodded unable to speak. Bonnie watched his body move as he headed back to his station, her panties wadded in his hand. He proceeded to hang them on an empty hook on the wall next to his collection of floggers where everyone in the club would see—and probably know exactly where they came from.

      Fucking A. Just when she thought she knew what to expect, he blew her mind again.
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      Dex leaned over his clipboard to see which victim had signed up for his station next. He forced his mind to get back under control. From the corner of his eye, he could see Bonnie watching him, her mouth still open in shock. As much as that made him want to smile, he couldn't. The damned woman was driving him insane.

      All month long she avoided him as if he didn't exist, leaving him with only memories of how she responded perfectly to him on the cross during their last scene. His job at Purgatory had always kept him in plenty of pussy and masochistic subbies. And he'd been just fine with that. Until Bonnie asked him to help her. She wasn't the first and he doubted she'd be the last, so he easily agreed to this stupid deal. Now with his head locked up and his insides twisted, he had the sense the whole situation mocked him. He couldn't stop thinking about her, every day and night.

      If he had any smarts left in his half-baked brain, he'd end this charade tonight. As much as they both enjoyed their sessions, he could never forget the guilt in her eyes the next day or the days after. Those haunted visions of green were etched into his memory.

      Everyone in the club knew about her Dom and what happened. He'd gotten sick quick and died even quicker, leaving his submissive a little lost and a lot sad. It was easy to see she wasn't over him yet. But did that stop him? Like the selfish asshole Dex was, he'd agreed to be her recovery Dom because he wanted to get his hands on her gorgeous body more than anything. Then he got pissed when it wasn't enough.

      The original terms of their agreement had put sex strictly off limits. He could touch all he wanted, but no penetration. Over time, he'd worked her past some of her limits to the point that fingers and toys were permissible. And since then, he'd imagined her every third Saturday of the month going home to a fucking vibrator. Because a woman like her was never going to be truly satisfied without getting fucked.

      Said like the horny dickhead who couldn’t think of anything else but getting his dick in her at least once—so he could walk away. He was such an asshole.

      If he was a better man, he'd leave now and not look back. Gabe could handle the club just fine without him here and he had a busy tattoo shop to keep his mind off of a certain brunette with eyes that displayed every emotion that went through her mind. Only no matter how many clients he worked on or how much art he inked, his mind always returned to Bonnie.

      He'd known her Dom well and, looking back, he knew Jim was his polar opposite in every way. His friend had been older and wiser with no chaos in his life, and Bonnie had been his perfect little baby girl. Dex most definitely did not need a girl. He wanted a woman strong enough to take him on and one who liked to fuck. A lot. Far more than a gentle baby girl knew how to handle.

      If she ever found out what he really wanted from her, well, he fully expected her to run as fast and as far as she could. He doubted there was a gentle bone in his body.

      Dex watched the wind blow strands of silky hair across her face when someone opened the outside door beside her. She smiled and stamped the two men's hands as they greeted her and bent closer to say something to one of them. His gut twisted in a tight ball. He tightened his hands into fists and ground down with his back teeth. The interest in the other man's eyes was obvious even from across the room. She had that effect on nearly all the men in the club, and it was only out of respect for her former Dom that most remained hands off. Except for newbies like these two assholes. Both men smiled and one reached for her shoulder.

      "You look like you're about to tear someone a new one."

      Dex jerked at Gabe's voice behind him. He'd been so caught up on what was going on with Bonnie, he didn’t see the club manager approach.

      "It's nothing." He turned his back on the scene pissing him off and grabbed one of the floggers from the row on the wall. She deserved better than those idiot wannabes ogling her like a piece of meat, and she definitely deserved better than him.

      "Uh huh. We're still over an hour from shutdown on these stations and you're about to start bouncing off the walls any second."

      Dex rolled his shoulders a few times and took a deep breath before he turned to Gabe. "Really, it's all good. I'm ready for my next victim."

      The shrewd eyes staring at him narrowed. "Don't bullshit me. I am not in the mood. In one corner I've got you giving off fuck you vibes to the whole world and then there's her." He tilted his head in the direction of Bonnie. "She's not much better. Her nerves have manifested into pheromones that have turned half the Doms in the club into pussy hunters. They want what they can't have and it's making everyone crazy. Worse than a goddamned full moon."

      "Damn right they can't have her."

      "Spoken like a true possessive Dom."

      Dex reared back and turned from staring holes into the back of Bonnie's head. "I am not her Dom. You of all people know the deal. It just happens to be her night and she's more than ready for it. In a few hours, I'll have her taken care of and all of this can be forgotten." Not that he really believed either of them would be sated as easily as in the past. He'd already set a plan in motion for an entirely new scene for them tonight.

      "Not yours." Gabe didn't say it as a question. Instead it was a statement that mocked his thoughts. "If that's the case, then it's time to start turning her over to one. I've had many good prospects inquire about her and she needs something more permanent."

      "She isn't some sort of club girl to be passed around to the members to be tried out or sold at auction, you know. She's special. And she's still grieving."

      "Maybe. Maybe not. But something's got to be done," Gabe said, his lips pinching into a deep frown. "She can't let this hold her back indefinitely."

      "I said I'd take care of it and I meant it. She'll be back to normal by her next shift."

      "I hope you're right. Although—" Gabe shifted and turned. "I think she's at her crossroad and a decision needs to be made." With that Gabe clapped him on the shoulder and wandered off, probably to deal with some other problem he needed to referee.

      Maybe he was right. She deserved to find someone who fulfilled her more than once a month. Someone who'd care for her with the kid gloves she deserved. Dex shook his head. Definitely not him. Except he couldn't stop thinking about touching her. Most of his waking moments were consumed with the desire to sink his teeth into her. Along with his dick.

      Tonight was the night. He felt it clear to his bones. He'd waited a long time for this and the anticipation had reached a head. Tonight she'd beg him to fuck her and once he did, he could finally step aside and let the right man take his place...

      He stared at the cross and considered Bonnie walking out of his life for good. Another man's hands on her lush body.

      Shit. Now all he wanted to do was punch someone.
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      The exclusive dungeon on the third level was reserved for strictly vetted members who could not only afford the exorbitant membership fees to belong, but understood the expectations that came with being in such a private club. Because many of the Purgatory staff worked together like an extended family, many employees were quietly offered a complimentary membership as a job perk. Bonnie's privileges had been extended through Jim, which Gabe, the general manager, had encouraged her to keep after her Dom's passing. A benefit she'd not taken advantage of for a long time.

      The circular stairs leading up to the dungeon reminded her how different she found Purgatory from what she expected. The club downstairs catered to typical expectations with a dark atmosphere complete with concrete walls, old wood everywhere you looked and the space often bathed in red light. Up here, the world became elegant and sophisticated.

      She turned the knob and stepped into something more like an old world ballroom instead of a dungeon. With thick vintage draperies covering the walls and opulent chandeliers softly lighting the space, it felt a little like stepping back in time when men were men and women were...well, something else. If not for the handcrafted bulky play equipment dotting the sides of the room, she'd think she'd snuck into an elegant club not meant for the likes of her.

      Under normal circumstances, she couldn't imagine someone from the west side of town ever invited into a place like this. Despite decades of progress, there was still a lot of separation between those with lots of money and those without. This kind of pure decadence floored her. The owners of Purgatory had spared no expense to make their affluent members feel right at home. There were attendants available to cater to any desire a member wished to fulfill. Women volunteered in droves to be a house submissive, designated by the white flower clipped into their hair. The male submissives wore a white bow tie to signify the same.

      The thought had crossed her mind on more than one occasion to volunteer. She'd even approached Gabe about the possibility. He'd gently steered her away from that position and suggested she first get to know someone before getting involved in her first new scene. Bonnie admired that his instincts about her were spot on. She needed to feel a certain level of trust before she let someone touch her. Some of that stemmed from a far from ideal childhood with two parents who had extreme difficulty showing affection to each other, let alone anyone else.

      Which is why doing this once a month thing with Dex kind of worked for her. Bonnie shook away the immediate thought that she was kidding herself. The man should have been perfect for this situation. She knew him well, he clearly had no desire for a relationship and he didn't seem to mind that she didn't have the perfect size six body.

      Except for one thing. She had no idea how long Dex had been a member here, but they'd met the first night Jim brought her to Purgatory. That night remained fixed in her memory forever. Her Dom had not only brought her to this place so they could scene in public. He'd wanted to watch her scene with others. Dex in particular.

      So when Cass had suggested she go to him for help, she feared crossing over a line she'd drawn a long time ago. The man had made her body sing from night one and she'd felt guilty for it ever since. It was shameful to admit that a man not her Dom had done more for her libido than any other.

      The luxurious space was filling up with familiar faces. She smiled to some as she passed different stations, and averted her eyes to the floor for others on her way to the back corner. For her sake, Dex always chose the cross partially shrouded from the rest of the group by two walls and a couple of strategically placed plants. Others were still welcomed to observe any of these spaces, but there was something about that corner that made people realize that scene was more private than others.

      A variety of themed rooms were also available at the back of the space for those who wanted to take their scenes even further—and without the possibility of anyone watching. Everyone's comfort level when it came to their play differed, and Purgatory was more than willing to accommodate them all.

      She passed one sub kneeling on the floor with a bright pink ball gag lodged in her mouth. Immediately she recognized her friend Cass and smiled. She had actually met her Dom here at Purgatory a while back and things were going really well between her and her Sir. Tomorrow they'd probably share lunch and compare marks. Funny how much had changed. These days, Bonnie loved to play pretty hard and delighted in any lingering marks or soreness that kept the scene alive for as long as possible.

      She turned the corner and barely stopped herself before she collided into an unfamiliar back. Instinct had an apology already forming on her tongue when she caught sight of what was happening. What the hell? There was a woman already strapped to her cross and a large crowd had formed to watch. She searched the people in front of her and saw no sign of Dex. Her sigh of relief that he wasn't about to scene with someone else didn't escape her. Her stomach had immediately knotted at the idea she'd been replaced for the night.

      Bonnie took a few deep breaths and tried to still her racing heart.

      "Hello, my Bonnie sub."

      She jumped at the sound of his voice mere inches from her ear. Although she'd recognize that deep, sexy tone anywhere, it still shocked her when he directed it toward her.

      "Surprised?"

      She didn't know what she was anymore. Surprised? Confused? Crazy? Take
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