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“The only way to get rid of a temptation is to yield to it. Resist it, and your soul grows sick with longing for the things it has forbidden to itself...” —Oscar Wilde, The Picture of Dorian Gray
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Chapter One
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Today was not her day. Her week, really. Oh hell, if she was going to be totally honest with herself—her month. As valiantly as she fought to keep her life in order, the universe simply hadn’t wanted to cooperate.

Stubborn judges. Client arrests. Botched paperwork. Burned coffee. Arriving four hours late to drop off updated paperwork Garvey had asked for. Isla shaded her eyes as she stepped from under the awning and into the blistering Hawaii afternoon sunshine. Unseasonably warm December temperatures and flagging trade winds weren’t helping her sour mood. She dug into her bag, cursing when she remembered she’d left her sunglasses on her desk back at the office.

Son of a bitch.

One more check mark on the how-much-can-the-universe-screw-over-Isla list. After dropping her bag to the concrete, she twisted her long fall of dark hair into a knot at the base of her neck. No tropical breezes today to take the edge off the heat. A frilly, silly concoction filled with more alcohol than mix would be nice right about now. But somehow she doubted a magical, barely dressed, and eager-to-please cabana boy was going to appear with an icy drink in hand.

“Need some help?”

As she shielded her eyes again, she caught sight of the tall man making his way across the Riding Irish clubhouse parking lot. At first she thought it was Kane O’Hanlon, the owner of the property and vice president of the motorcycle club. But the faded jeans and discolored boots were off the mark for him. Not her fantasized cabana boy, but this guy was missing his shirt. That had to be a step in the right direction. When she recognized the attire—or rather, the lack thereof—her heart gave a hard, solid thump. “Hi, Flint.” She swallowed, struggling against the knot in her throat.

She would not get tongue-tied in front of him. She’d managed perfectly clear, coherent conversations with him for months since she’d been brought in to help the club with legal matters. A charming smile and exposed sweaty chest shouldn’t cause her panties to spontaneously combust. Clearly the sunlight glinting off his belt buckle had fried her brain. “Know where the head man is? I was supposed to meet him here for lunch today but I got sidetracked.”

Flint’s smirk widened as he touched the brim of his Stetson. “Guess you don’t know.”

The butterflies taking flight in her stomach scattered as worry somersaulted through her gut. “What’s he done now?” Isla was convinced the president of the club thrived on the mayhem he created. Garvey McShea was the sort of man who would shake your hand and offer a charismatic smile while he was fucking you over. You’d like it so much you’d bend over and beg for more. He was just that good at manipulating his way in and out of a situation.

“Garvey and Arden eloped two days ago.” Maybe too good, because for the first time in her life, Isla was speechless. Flint threw back his head and laughed. “You look like you could use a stiff drink. Good thing I just restocked the bar.” He brushed past her, shaking out a set of keys.

He smelled like man and hard work and walking sex. “No, really. Don’t go to any trouble. I need to get back to my office anyway.”

“You look like you could use a little trouble.”

She’d turned to walk back to her car but stopped. The deep timbre of his voice wound its way through her already heated body, igniting new fires that were going to be tough to bank. She would not engage. She would not. No way no how. Trouble hadn’t found its way to her doorstep in a long, long time. At least her brand of trouble. She had serious doubts Flint Stahl was up for her preferred brand of mischief.

Problem was, her idea of a little fun altered whenever Flint appeared. Nope, not gonna create a little havoc just ’cause I’m bored and frustrated and he makes me want an arrangement I shouldn’t.

“I’m good, thanks.” She spun on her heel, shored up her shoulders, and fast-walked to her car. The sooner she got away from the clubhouse, and the quicker she got out of this heat, the better she would feel.

“Not sure you should go anywhere.”

A thrilling chill shot up her spine at the command lacing through his statement. Damn it, two more seconds and she would have been tucked inside the safety of her car. Two. Freaking. Seconds. She cleared her throat as she glanced over her shoulder. Words died a slow death in her throat as she caught sight of him again.

She usually didn’t go for the tall, broad-shouldered type who looked like he’d just returned from a long day of cattle wrangling. She’d moved far, far away from his type because her teenage years had been filled with his smooth-talking kind. But the combo of those tight jeans, exposed chest, and Stetson pulled low over his eyes added fuel to an already out-of-control firestorm.

“I appreciate your insistence I share a beer with you, Flint, but I did say I was in a rush.” There, a nice, polite brush-off. Easy.

He gestured to the car, that damn charming smile still cemented in place. “Going nowhere fast on a couple of flats, princess.”

A quick glance confirmed his observation. Just when she’d thought nothing else could go wrong. She dug into her bag, cursing the gods for tossing obstacle after obstacle into her path. No one should have to deal with so many setbacks in a single day. She could handle this. A pair of punctured tires were not going to get the best of her. This could be solved as easily as calling for a tow to let the mechanics deal with the tires. Nothing she hadn’t handled before.

Except her phone was nowhere to be found. Probably on her desk next to the damn sunglasses.

“Need some help?” She looked up, expecting to take an offered cell phone. Instead, he had extended his hand. “Promise I won’t bite.”

Problem was, a piece of her wanted him to.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two
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Her eyes adjusted as she stepped inside. The first thing she noticed was they’d decked the clubhouse for Christmas, including the large blue pine positioned in the center of the room. Multicolored lights twinkled off thin ribbons of tinsel, tossing a splash of color on the otherwise plain paneled walls. A few unwrapped presents remained under the tree, the lights bouncing off the silver and green wrapping paper. A pocket door gaped open behind the bar, the only thing out of place.

So soon after the holiday, she’d expected the room to still be littered with the remnants of long nights and days of holiday partying. Empty glasses, discarded wrapping paper, or crumbs from cookies. Anything signaling that a group of men spent the majority of their free time at the building. “You guys keep this place really clean for a bunch of—”

“Stereotypical motor heads?”

“I wasn’t... I didn’t mean anything by it.”

Flint brushed past her and looked back wearing a grin. “Easier to make you blush than I expected.”

Her cheeks continued to heat as her gaze met his. For maybe the first time in her life, she wasn’t sure how to respond. They’d spoken plenty of times and she’d always managed to not sound like a bumbling fool. So why all of a sudden now? What had shifted recently that made her want to strip naked and kneel before him? Years of experience with power exchanges and she’d always been the one tying people up, not the other way around.

“Guess they decided not to wait?”

“They’d already postponed the ceremony until next summer because of an issue with their project. Didn’t expect them to truly wait that long. Wedding is still on from what I hear. Easier for Kiera to attend.”

Isla smiled at the mention of Garvey’s kid sister. In a lot of ways, their bond reminded her of the relationship she and McKinley had shared growing up. “Where did the lovebirds escape to three days after Christmas?”

“Who knows.” Flint moved to stand behind the wide arc of koa used for the clubhouse’s signature bar. The aptly named Wicked Kilt was the dominating feature of the room, and it was currently decorated with colorful paper links that reminded her that the members sometimes brought their families to the parties. “Which is probably for the best. All the shit that’s gone down recently, I was surprised they were going to have a great big ceremony in the first place.”

A little piece of her was disappointed. She’d been looking forward to the grand affair. One thing was certain, the Riding Irish membership knew how to throw one hell of a party. “Because Garvey would do anything in the world for Arden. Including dodging bullets while exchanging wedding vows.” She tossed her stuff onto the bar as she settled on one of the stools.

Flint popped the cap on a beer. “You’re right.” He slid the bottle her way before prying open another.

She stared at temptation, annoyed that the slender longneck was calling for her to claim it. Worse than a submissive all bound up, sweaty, naked, and begging. Straining cock begging her to taste. “I shouldn’t have this. Still have a few hours of work back at the office.”

“I won’t tell if you don’t.” He winked and swigged some of his drink. “Have a few more hours of work here myself.” Isla found herself mesmerized by the way his muscles bunched as he pointed over his shoulder to the open door, the staircase beyond.

“Working on an expansion?”

“Something like that.”

“As many times as I’ve been here, I never realized there was a second floor. Anything special up there?”

He shrugged. “Places to crash when someone has too much. Or needs some...privacy.” He drank again, and this time she studied the line of dark hair down the center of his abdomen. The one that acted like a map she should follow to seek out the treasure. The air around them grew silent until he pointed to the fat envelope she’d tossed onto the bar. “Last will and testament for Garvey McShea?”

“Something like that.” Christ, was he going to put on a shirt anytime soon?

“Anything Kane or one of the officers can sign? Boone is tied up pulling a double shift with the rescue squad.” Which explained why Flint had stocked the bar instead of the club’s sergeant at arms. “Hatch should be back on the island later this evening. Movie he’s working on shot through Christmas so everyone could have a few days off for the New Year.”

She tried to tell herself she imagined the flare of heat at the mention of the club’s secretary and Flint’s best friend, Hatch Culpepper. If her sex drive went full throttle when Flint was around, it kicked to the red line the second his best friend was thrown in the mix. It was as though she lost all coherent thought whenever the two of them were present.

She knew the rumors. Had heard the not so quiet whispers about Hatch’s celibacy. Though she was curious why he’d chosen that path, asking felt too much like prying. She grunted softly at the absurd thought. Asking him about his private life was too personal, yet she’d daydreamed about him and his best friend fucking her often enough.

Just last night she’d dreamed about sitting across the table from them, walking the club members through the latest revision of their bylaws, and feeling everything the two men had done to her the night before. Muscles aching from being bound. Bruises marring her wrists from cuffs.

Skin growing impossibly hotter, she cleared her throat. “Afraid the boss needs to sign personally.”

“You’re just as secretive as he is.” Flint shook his head as he tossed his hat to the bar and tugged a shirt he’d retrieved over his head.

“He pays me well to keep his secrets.” Especially when that confidence involved questionable dealings. Isla doubted Garvey wanted the rest of the club to know he was gifting a large sum of money to Natalie Conklin, the sister of one of the last remaining members of the Dullahan Motorcycle Club. Danny was currently serving time in jail as penance for his role in the Dullahan’s gun-running scheme. Sadly, Natalie had lost everything because of her brother’s choices.

She sipped her beer, admiring the reverse striptease as Flint dragged the shirt down to his waist. She had no objections to the cover-up; she’d wanted him to put some clothes on. Might not have been the brightest idea. The way the fabric stretched over his chest enhanced his build even more than when he’d been shirtless.

She sipped again, fighting not to choke as he popped open the first few buttons on his jeans. When he tucked in his shirt and began to refasten the buttons, she noted the way his fingers framed his groin in such a way that she knew he was packing something thick. Worked for her on so many levels.

Didn’t matter. She wouldn’t fuck a client, no matter how many dream orgasms he’d given her. But no denying, Flint was even more dangerous clothed. She needed to get out of here and fast. Except she couldn’t move. Flint wasn’t much different from the men she once chose as her submissives. Strong, tall, and confident. There was a deliciousness in making a self-assured man kneel before her so she could listen to him beg.

But Flint possessed the true command all those submissives lacked. He wasn’t the type to bow before anyone, much less beg. He was the kind of man submissives crawled for. The kind of man she would crawl for. A surprising realization given the power she once wielded.

She’d never given voice to her darkest needs. Fantasized about them, sure. What woman hadn’t, but confessing what she truly craved made her feel as though she’d dishonored all the hard work and time Xander had spent carefully training her, ensuring she had the tools and skills necessary to hold command over another person.

Isla knew she was greedy enough that one strong man wasn’t going to sate her needs. She needed to be the center of attention for two powerful men. Just for a few hours. It’d be easy enough to collect two submissives and make them hers for the night, commanding them to bend to her every wish and desire, but she didn’t have time to babysit or play teacher. For her fantasy to become reality, she needed to fully turn over command.

She’d even stopped visiting her favorite club on the island, certain the minute word got out that Isla Donoghue wanted to submit to two Masters, she’d be labeled as a freak of nature. Instead of acting on her notions, she’d shut down, erecting a solid wall between her and any type of Dominant/submissive play in order to protect what she valued most—her heart. The bliss of surrender was too high a price to pay for a whim.

Getting lost in Domspace didn’t provide enough satisfaction. Her drug of choice had fallen so flat she’d abandoned play completely. But Flint possessed key elements that made her want to tread into unfamiliar waters. He was half of a whole sum of parts she wanted but wouldn’t allow herself to have.

It wasn’t as though there was doubt in her mind the two men were Dominants. Like tended to recognize like. Garvey wasn’t particularly closed-lipped about his aggressive sexual preferences. She’d glimpsed the bruises marring Arden’s shoulders that had been on open display like a trophy. Recognized the slender circle of dull silver as Avery’s collar. Been envious.

Flint’s dark gaze locked on hers as he extended his hand.

She was hungry enough that everything inside her was screaming for her to accept the gesture. Convinced that, for a short time, she really could give in to her heart’s desire.

No.

However needy and horny she was, she could never surrender the way she truly wanted. In her muddled brain, fantasy was going to have to take a big fat rain check.

“Isla? The tow-truck driver is here. Want to give me your keys?”

Tow-truck driver? When in the hell had he called? She’d evidently been so focused on her daydreams that she’d missed it completely. And her keys. Of course. He’d simply been asking for her keys and not silently offering to guide her to a place she’d only visited once. Oh, and thanks to her mentor who believed in thoroughly training her, what a fantastic trip it had been. Xander had been nothing if not thorough. Submission simply hadn’t sunk its claws into her.

Until recently.

“Isla?”

“Right.” As she placed the key ring in his upturned palm, he closed his fingers around hers. The shock was intense and immediate, the contact radiating up her arm and drilling down through her. Her skin started to tingle from pinkie to thigh. As the hot buzz collected low in her groin, her gaze flew to his.

He appeared totally unaffected as he casually ran his thumb over her knuckles. The intimate caress rattled her as he continued to hold her hand, his grip strong and sure. The horn sounded outside. Without releasing her hand, he slid over the bar to join her. He switched the keys to his other hand and tucked her empty one into the crook of his elbow.

The gesture jolted her from her stupor. “What are you doing?”

“Wouldn’t be a gentleman if I let you go outside to meet a stranger alone.”

She nearly stumbled. He could’ve led the way, but she liked how he kept switching into knight-in-shining-armor mode. It felt so decadent that she allowed him to guide her to the door and out into the hot Hawaiian afternoon.
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