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Chapter One
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Dalton

THE BLUE HAZE OF THE light swept over Dalton’s face, blinding him for a fraction of a second while the melodic thrum of the bass reverberated through his body. Dirty Deeds was absolutely packed with revelers, and checking his expensive wristwatch, he realized why. It was nearing midnight, and the peak party hours were usually between eleven at night and two in the morning. His gaze scanned over the mass of gyrating bodies on the dance floor below. They were all young, pretty things, lost in the high of the music, or whatever substance they’d taken. Watching them made Dalton feel all the more detached. 

Detached from the music, from their connection to it, from it all.

“Man, you look like I feel.”

The sound of a male voice caught Dalton’s attention, and he turned from the balcony to find Manuel beside him. Dalton offered him a tired smile, nodding as he leaned in to reply. “Do you ever feel like you’re past it?” he asked with a smirk. “Just watching them all down there makes me exhausted.”

Manuel snorted, lifting a tumbler of bourbon to his lips. “I don’t spend too long thinking about it, Dalton,” he called back. “It sounds like you’ve got too much time on your hands, my old friend.”

Dalton’s brow instinctively arched at the reply. Maybe Manuel was right.

“How long has it been since you’ve had a good woman?” Manuel pressed, moving in closer to Dalton’s side so that he didn’t have to shout quite so loudly to be heard over the banging bass.

Dalton squeezed his eyes closed for a moment. Manuel raised an interesting point. How long had it been? “Too long,” he concluded wistfully as he turned back to look at his friend. “You think that’s the answer?”

Manuel shrugged. “I’m no expert, Dalton,” he replied. “But I know this, without Gloria I’d be less of a man. She gives me the focus I need to be a better version of me.”

He yanked the end of the leash he was holding in his free hand as he concluded, drawing the semi-clad body of his long-time submissive girlfriend, Gloria to heel beside him. Dalton’s gaze fell over the woman on all fours beside Manuel, his mind working overtime at his words. Like his brother, Manuel shared the same proclivities for dominance and submission that Dalton did, and he made no bones about it. Dalton’s cock stirred at the image of Gloria, but he knew it was more the idea of winning the submission of an amazing woman that aroused him, and not the woman herself. Gloria was attractive of course, but she’d been with his friend for years, and Dalton had no desire to break up a happy home.

“I guess I haven’t found the right woman yet,” he conceded, shifting his attention back to Manuel. A few years his senior, Manuel was half Spanish and half British, and it meant he had an enviable style. The man looked good in practically everything he wore, and his tanned skin and blue eyes meant he turned heads wherever he went. The fact that he was also second in command in The Syndicate did his credibility no harm either.

“Keep looking, my friend,” encouraged Manuel with a nod. “She is out there right now, probably searching for you, too.”

Dalton sighed at that. Manuel, it seemed, was an incurable romantic.

“I’m going to call it a night,” he told Manuel. “I’ll catch up with you tomorrow.”

Manuel nodded. “Saul wants to see us both at ten.”

Of course. The meeting with Saul was tomorrow. How could he have forgotten that? Dalton really must be tired.

“See you then,” he called as his attention turned to his fastest route out of the place.

With a sigh Dalton turned and made his way through the throng in the VIP seating area. At nearly forty-six, he was getting too old for all this, yet somehow, he’d found himself here again. He’d been restless since the ordeal with Connor, unable to focus his mind on anything, and even now he couldn’t quite wrap his head around what he had done. Had he really strangled his own brother with his bare hands? Was that possible? Dalton squeezed his eyes closed momentarily as the questions rushed over him. There was no point in pretending. He had done it, and even though his younger brother had practically begged him to do the deed, there was no denying the horror of what he’d achieved in the process. He’d throttled Connor until he blacked out, and then he’d been forced to endure Molly’s understandable reaction when she’d found him slumped over the bench unconscious. Dalton inhaled as he recalled her disbelief and anger. He knew he’d never forget the fierce accusations Molly’s eyes conveyed that night.

That was all one week ago now. Connor, of course, was fine, having been fully checked out by The Syndicate’s medical team in the interim, and bizarrely he even seemed more contented after the ordeal. Dalton wished he could say the same. He’d been haunted by the events of that evening ever since, as if the act had woken some latent force within him that Dalton had tried to bury. And now, with Connor and Molly off on an unlikely excursion to Northumberland, Dalton found he was at a permanent loose end, and he’d ended up frequenting The Syndicate’s clubs for the two nights since. He didn’t know what he was looking for. He hated the music, the women were doing nothing for him, and his head was pounding, but without the distraction of his brother, Dalton was bored, and frankly, it was starting to show. He’d spent many years without Connor in his life, of course. All those months Connor had lived out on his own, Dalton had survived. He’d flourished actually, finding himself on The Syndicate’s senior board with Saul and Manuel, and he’d been pretty happy, too. But then, in classic Connor-style, his little brother had come crashing back into the picture, and everything had gone to hell.

Again.

Connor had a history of major screw-ups. The matter of Lydia sprung to mind, and now there was Molly, although even Dalton had to admit, when he watched Connor with his newest lover, he thought he saw something new in his brother’s eyes. Something he’d never expected to see from someone like Connor: something like devotion.

It seemed everyone else was pairing up, except for Dalton, and the thought depressed him, probably more than he cared to admit. Dalton had enjoyed more than his fair share of women, but none of them ever really lasted. In the last few years, he’d taken to enjoying one-off interactions with the ladies at The Syndicate’s BDSM club, Diablo. That had been good fun, and he’d relished practicing his rope skills, but recently even those experiences were becoming rather staid and repetitive. Dalton found that he wanted more, and seeing the intensity with which Connor and Molly had looked at each other recently only made the situation harder to bear. How can his little brother be loved-up for God’s sake? That was too much. Connor was many things; an arrogant, selfish prick with little in the way of a conscience being his staple assets, but happy in a relationship? Hardly. As in, that hardly ever happened. If there was one thing Dalton could count on, it was that Connor had even worse luck with women than he did. He had always seen them as commodities—things he could use and screw at will—or at least, he had, until Molly.

Hurrying down the winding staircase that ran down the side of the club, Dalton fastened the button of his jacket and paced toward the exit. With a nod to the doorman, he slipped back into the corridor, eyeing the long line of people still waiting to enter Dirty Deeds. Given how busy the place was already, they had literally no chance of making it in there tonight, but hell, he didn’t want to be the one to rain on their parade. Let them queue if they wanted. Let them hope. Turning the corner, Dalton strode in the direction of Diablo, and that was when the thought occurred. He could pop in there for a while, and enjoy what was left of the night. He didn’t have to scene, hell he didn’t have to play at all, but perhaps he could watch Amy dance for a while. That was usually enough to put a smile on his face. 

He headed toward the entrance, the thought of Amy’s pert little behind gyrating making his cock swell as he approached.

“Mr. Reilly.” John greeted him with a smile from the entrance as he neared. “I was wondering if I’d see you tonight.”

“Hey, John,” he replied, pausing outside the black venue. “It was just a spur of the moment decision actually, but it looks like you’re pretty full already?”

Dalton’s gaze traveled right along the line of people waiting to enter Diablo behind the velvet rope. Most of them were young women, and he suspected from the bemused and nervous expressions on their faces, many of them had never even stepped foot in a BDSM club before.

“Not to you, Mr. Reilly,” John announced. “You’re always welcome at Diablo.”

Dalton returned his smile. “Thanks, John.” He laughed, slapping him playfully on the back. “I won’t take up much room though. I don’t think I’ll scene tonight.”

“Whatever you want, sir,” John told him, stepping out of the way to allow Dalton to move past him into the dark confines of the club.

Dalton took a step forward, and that’s when it happened.

“Hey!” It was a woman’s voice. A low tone, but shrill as she screeched her protest. “Hey, how is that arsehole allowed in there when we’ve been out here queuing for hours? Get to the back of the line, you jerk!”

Dalton paused, his head turning instinctively to meet the face of the person making such an assertive demand. His gaze fell over the woman, and he was struck by how petite she was. Probably no more than five feet five inches, even in her heels, she was slim and yet looked strong as she glared up at him.

“Mr. Reilly is management,” said John, taking a step toward the young woman. “Management has access to all our clubs.”

“Well, how is that fair?” she challenged, her auburn bob bouncing as she stamped her feet against the floor in fury. “I’ve been waiting here for the best part of two hours, and so has my friend.”

“Those are the rules of the house, miss,” replied John flatly. “Take them or leave them.”

Dalton suppressed the smile which threatened to surface at John’s words. The Syndicate’s staff were always efficient, but sometimes they lacked a little grace. “What’s the quota tonight?” he asked John, leaning in to check the list on the clipboard he was clutching. “Are we full?”

“No, sir,” John replied. “But Mr. Carter asked I keep capacity to a seventy percent maximum.”

“Seventy?” asked Dalton, stunned at the order. “Why the hell would he do that?”

“Those were my orders, sir,” answered John defensively.

Dalton sighed, turning his consideration to the fiery woman still demanding his attention. “What’s your name, miss?”

Her large blue eyes widened as he approached, her neck craning as he loomed closer to her. “Delilah,” she muttered, crossing her arms across her chest defiantly as she gestured to the leggy blonde beside her. “And this is Polly.”

His gaze acknowledged the smile of the other woman momentarily, before he addressed the feisty Delilah again. “Well, ladies, I have two spare passes if you’d like to enter with me?”

Dalton wasn’t altogether sure why he made the offer, but something about Delilah’s outburst had stirred him. He admired her pluck, and could well understand her frustration, although he did not appreciate the way she had spoken to him. 

“Yes, please!” answered Polly at once, clapping her hands together excitedly.

“Hang on a moment,” snapped Delilah, raising a palm as though she was physically preventing her friend from responding. “What’s the catch? What are you going to expect from us in return?”

Dalton’s brow arched at her questions. She was feisty, but Delilah certainly wasn’t stupid, either. “I don’t expect anything,” he told her. “Except a little courtesy of course, and an apology for what you just shouted at me when I was about to enter the club.”

“What?” she snapped, her small hands falling to her hips as she assessed Dalton. “An apology for what?”

Dalton gazed down at her knowingly. Delilah was a handful, but there was something about the woman. He wondered fleetingly if she was a top, or a bottom, or perhaps if she liked to vary her role when she played. He would love to find out...

“I believe you called me an arsehole, and a jerk?” he told her, watching her responses carefully. 

Dalton could see in her sky-blue eyes that Delilah was fit to burst with indignation at his request, yet it seemed her desire to get into the club was stronger still. 

“Oh, okay,” she huffed, throwing her arms out in what he assumed was supposed to be a conciliatory gesture. “I’m sorry I called you those things. We just want to get into the damn club!”

Now it was Dalton’s turn to fold his arms over his broad chest, and he made sure he glared at the young redhead disapprovingly as he did. “I can tell,” he assured her with a wry smile. “But that’s no excuse for being rude. Manners cost us nothing, you know, Delilah?”

The nostrils of her petite nose flared at his assertion. Evidently, little Delilah did not like being chastised, but she didn’t know Dalton. If she wanted to go inside, then he’d need a proper apology, not the excuse for one she’d just tried to deliver.

“I’m waiting,” he told her, tapping his foot on the floor for good measure.

Delilah’s eyes widened at his words, and he swore he could see the ball of fire rising within her. “I already gave you your damn apology,” she hissed, rising to her tiptoes as though she wanted to get as close to his face as she could to deliver the message.

This time Dalton did laugh. She was so tiny, yet she came across as so fierce, and somehow, the paradox tickled him. “That was not an apology, miss,” he advised with a smile. “But, if you do it properly, then you can be in the club in less than two minutes.”

“Come on, Delle,” implored her friend Polly. “We’ve been waiting long enough. Just do it.”

Delilah shot Polly a warning glance, but her lips remained sealed. Slowly, her attention shifted back to the towering presence of Dalton. “I’m really sorry for calling you an arsehole and a jerk,” she replied. He watched as she physically swallowed down the urge to tell him to go and shove it. “It was wrong of me.”

“Yes, it was,” he agreed, “but I accept your apology.”

He turned to address an amused looking John. “Can you open the rope for these two ladies, please, John?”

The doorman nodded, stepping forward to release the clasp on the velvet rope, and allowing the two women to pass through.

“Thank you so much,” squealed Polly as she skipped toward the entrance.

“You’re welcome,” he replied, allowing his gaze to fall over the curve of Delilah’s behind as she sashayed past him.

But if he was expecting gratitude from the little firecracker herself, Dalton was to be disappointed. All she did was turn back and offer him a withering glare.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two

[image: ]


Dalton

DALTON FOLLOWED THE two of them into the dark entrance. All guests had to be signed in by a member, and since Polly and Delilah had entered with Dalton, that meant they had to wait for him to complete the paperwork before they could go and play. Much to Delilah’s obvious ire. There was a lot of huffing and tutting as he chatted to Sandy on the front desk, and he found that he was intentionally stalling, enjoying the act of making Delilah wait.

Once he was finally finished, he glanced toward the large red double doors that hid the BDSM club from the rest of the world, and gestured for the ladies to go through.

“About time,” snapped Delilah as she charged through the doors at double speed.

“Hey, wait Delle!” called Polly as she scurried behind her. And with one fleeting, unapologetic glance back at Dalton, she was gone.

He shook his head as the door slammed closed in front of him, straightening his lapels as he reached out to enter himself. The aroma of Diablo hit him first, the scent of leather and feminine spice swirling around his nostrils as he stepped into the warm foyer. 

“Mr. Reilly,” purred Candice. “Great to have you back. Shall I see if Amy is available for you?”

Dalton smiled. “I’ve not come to play,” he informed her, “but if she’s free, then I’ll certainly buy her a drink.”

Candice flashed him a smile. “I’ll let her know,” she assured him. “Enjoy your night.”

He nodded, moving beyond the entrance to the bar area. Diablo was a sophisticated, low-key venue, and the bar was the epitome of that ethos. Dressed in monotonic shades of black and white, the furniture was sleek, and the lighting was low. The soft rhythmic vibration of background music thrummed from a speaker somewhere, but it was nothing like the deafening noise of Dirty Deeds. There was a small dance floor area, which was rarely used for dancing, but had been known to host those who enjoyed a little public humiliation, a long, impressive black bar down the left of the room, and numerous cozy little seating areas where couples could meet and set limits. Everything here was about discretion, and the bar was the place that acumen began.

The area was about half full, but by now of course most of the play rooms would be occupied. Dalton noticed Delilah and Polly at the bar, and he smiled to himself as he slid into one of the empty booths. As he watched them from his seat, he noticed again how perfectly rounded Delilah’s little arse was, and fleetingly he wondered how it would color after a good spanking.

“Sir.” The delectable sound of Amy’s voice penetrated his thoughts, and he turned to see her smiling face seated across the booth from him. “Candice told me you’d arrived, but she said you didn’t want to play tonight.”

If he didn’t know better, he’d have thought she sounded upset by that prospect. Hell, she almost sounded offended. 

“Not tonight,” he confirmed. “I just came in for a drink actually. Would you like one?”

She crinkled her nose at him. “Do I get to sit on your lap while I drink it?” she asked playfully.

Dalton’s cock thickened at even the prospect. He knew how tantalizing Amy could be when she turned the charm on, and he had always had a soft spot for her. “I’ll think about it,” he replied, throwing her a wink while he gestured toward one of the passing servers.

“Yes, sir,” asked the guy, a young man Dalton didn’t recognize. “I’ll have an Irish whiskey,” he instructed. “On the rocks. And for you, Amy?”

“I shouldn’t really drink while I’m working,” she told him with large, plaintive eyes that spoke directly to his throbbing erection. “I might get into trouble.”

Dalton laughed at that. Amy and trouble were often bed-mates. “I’ll put in a good word for you with the boss,” he said as he grinned at her. “I don’t think there’ll be too much bother, especially since he answers to me personally.”

Amy pursed her lips for a moment. “A gin and tonic, please,” she told the server.

He nodded, retreating from the booth to leave the two of them alone.

“Is it busy tonight?” wondered Dalton aloud. 

Saul had put him in charge of the entertainment levels at The Syndicate, which was part of the reason he liked to spend so much time in the clubs there—even if they weren’t always to his personal taste.

“Not especially,” sighed Amy in response. “Actually, I was getting kinda bored before you came in.” 

She flashed him one of her mischievous grins, and he shook his head at her slowly. Dalton knew what kind of mood Amy was in, and while he did love the thought, he just wasn’t sure he had the energy tonight. He rose from his place, gesturing for her to slide in beside him. If anyone could persuade him to play, then it would be Amy.

“Get over here,” he commanded sensually. “I wanna hold your hand while we talk.”

She snorted at his words, but scooted her pretty little arse in his direction. Dalton took in the look of her small blue dress. He could clearly imagine the shaved little pussy that hid beneath it, and the memory was doing nothing to cool his ardor. Once she was in place, Dalton resumed his seat just in time for the arrival of their drinks.

“Shall I put these on your tab, sir?” asked the server, politely.

“Sure,” he replied as he met the young guy’s gaze. “Put them on Dalton Reilly’s account.”

The server’s gaze widened at the sound of his name, and Dalton could see the moment the penny dropped. “Mr. Reilly?” he repeated in a stunned voice. “I will, thank you.”

Dalton was smiling as the guy shuffled away. He followed his retreat with his eyes until he was back behind the bar, and was just about to turn his attention to the delectable little redhead beside him, when he sensed someone else watching him. Shifting his gaze along the bar, the answer to the riddle presented itself. Just a few short inches from the place his server had returned to was Delilah, her glare relentless as she appraised him.

“Friend of yours?” inquired Amy as she wrapped her lips around the edge of the glass.

“Hardly,” replied Dalton with a snigger. “We just met, but it seems her mood hasn’t improved since she entered Diablo.”

“Looks like her friend is having a better time than she is,” quipped Amy as she eyed the bar. “She’s probably jealous.”

Dalton turned back, and for the first time, he took in the whole situation. From an initial glance, it certainly seemed to be as Amy had suggested. Polly had caught the attention of two of the club’s regular doms, and poor Delilah looked neglected and rather fed up.

“The way she’s making eyes at you, sir,” continued Amy playfully, “I think I might have some competition for the night.”

His right hand found the tumbler on the table in front of him, and Dalton swirled the liquor around in the crystal glass. “I seriously doubt that,” he told Amy flatly. “The woman was downright rude outside, and she almost had a tantrum when I told her to apologize.”

Amy snickered. “That’s classic,” she replied as she took another long slurp.

“What is?” asked Dalton, suddenly genuinely curious about what Amy had to say on the situation. She’d worked here a long time, and been interested in their kink for even longer. If anyone knew how to read the body language in Diablo, it was Amy.

“Well, based on the way she’s standing over there, arms-folded, the pouty little mouth and all the attitude you just described, I’d say she’s a closet submissive who badly wants your attention.” Amy laughed harder at her own assessment as she concluded, gazing at Dalton for his response.

Dalton took a sip of his drink for a moment, enjoying the burn in his throat as the whiskey tore a track south inside him. His gaze flitted from Amy back to the belligerent woman at the bar, and he began to wonder, could Amy be right? Was Delilah a pussy cat in a lion’s costume, after all? Was she just looking for someone to leash and tame her?

Fuck, his mind concluded grimly. He was beginning to sound like Connor.
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Delilah

THINGS WERE NOT GOING the way Delilah had envisioned them. She’d been planning this trip to Diablo for months now, carefully researching how best to get an invite and what to wear, but nowhere in her calculations did she figure that despite the right paperwork, there’d be a queue which was practically impossible to beat. She and Polly had been standing out there for bloody ages, and now that they were in, it was her friend getting all of the attention, and not her. Not that Delilah was here to be pawed at all, of course. She had other business. 

Sipping at her tonic water, she eyed the young server as he paced back toward the bar. While he passed her, Delilah’s eyes scanned naturally to the place he had come from, and it was then that she caught the smug smirk of the wanker who’d got them in. Fuck you, she thought as she drilled her most viscous stare in his direction. He may have gotten them into the place—a fact that had royally riled her—but he’d actually made her apologize for her language before he’d let them in. Delilah cringed as the memory washed over her again. She didn’t like being called to account, and she didn’t like the way the arrogant bastard was staring at her.

She drew in a deep breath, composing herself as her eyes fell over the pretty redhead who was sitting beside him. “Typical,” she murmured into her drink. “It didn’t take him long to attract—”

“What?” asked Polly in an annoying breathy tone, temporarily pausing her attention of the two men who were fawning over her. 

“Nothing,” she muttered as she turned to place her glass on the bar.

It wasn’t like she was jealous of the redhead or anything. The wanker in the flash suit could do whatever he liked. He didn’t owe her anything.

“So, what do you think?” whispered Polly, excitedly.

“Of what?” Delilah turned to look at her friend. She’d known Polly for a few years now, and while she was definitely one of her most fun-loving and attractive girlfriends, she wasn’t always the smartest. They weren’t here to score, and Polly knew that. She’d been well-drilled for days about what to do and what to expect, yet it seemed, five minutes inside the notorious Diablo club had been enough to erase her memories on the subject.

“They want to play with us!” Polly whispered in an excited tone as she leaned in to speak in Delilah’s ear. “And that dark-haired one is cute.”

Delilah sighed, drawing in an impatient breath. “That’s not what we’re here for,” she hissed in reply. “And you know it.”

Polly looked wounded. “But it can’t hurt to have a little fun while we’re here.”

Delilah rolled her eyes. She wasn’t here for fun. This was a reconnaissance mission, and one she intended to take seriously. As though Polly had read her expression, she leaned toward her again. “Maybe we’ll get to see more of the place if we say yes,” she whispered. “It could be helpful?”

Delilah tilted her head around her friend, taking in the look of the two men behind her. Maybe Polly was right. It might not hurt to get out of the bar area and take a look around, and they were rather easy on the eye, but—could she really get involved in any of the things that went on here? This was a BDSM club, and she had no desire to let some moron tie her up.

“Perhaps,” she replied quietly. “But be careful. What are we agreeing to if we sign up for this?”

Polly twisted on her bar stool, spinning to face the two men again. “She says yes,” she announced to them proudly, “but we’d like to know what we’re agreeing to.”

The dark-haired guy smiled at her reply. “This is your first time here, is that right?”

“Yes,” answered Delilah as she slid from her stool and came to stand between Polly and the unknown man. 

He took in the look of her quickly before he continued. “First time in a BDSM club, too?” he probed.

Delilah’s nose crinkled, her gaze flitting to Polly’s. Her friend looked fit to burst with excitement. “Yes,” she concurred with a sigh. “Is it that obvious?”

“I’m afraid so,” admitted the taller one with the dirty blond hair. Chuckling, he added, “but that’s not a problem. We just need to establish what you’re here for, what you like, what you don’t, and what your limits are.”

He reeled off the list as though he was talking about what he needed from the grocery store, and Delilah blinked at him in response. She had to try and make a mental note of everything he was saying, so she could scribble it all down later, but already she could feel the information slipping away. Maybe she’d have to excuse herself soon, and run to the ladies’ room? That way she could try and stay up-to-date.

“How does that sound?” the blond pressed her.

Delilah swallowed, more for effect than for any other reason. The guy may be attractive, but she’d done her research, and she had no intention of playing with him, or anyone else here.

“Overwhelming,” she answered flatly. “We’re flattered, but we’re novices here. I think we might need a little time to process all that.”

“No, we don’t!” snapped Polly as she threw Delilah a wide-eyed stare. “Delle is just a little nervous, aren’t you?”

Delilah glared at her friend. Nervous? That was a joke. She was trying to work, and Polly seemed to only want to complicate things. Now, if they could get a tour around the place without committing to anything kinky, then maybe she’d be interested...

“There’s no need to be nervous,” assured the dark-haired guy. 

He spoke with a soft, northern lilt, and for the first time Delilah really looked at his face. She studied each detail, her eyes darting from him to his friend as she tried to recall them. When the time came to write all this down, she’d need to be able to describe them properly.

“Nothing is going to happen that you’re not comfortable with,” he went on. “In fact, since this is your first time, I’d suggest nothing should happen at all. We can talk about what everyone wants and needs, and see if our requirements align.”

She relaxed a little at his words. Now, that was a plan she could finally get on board with.

“Oh,” sighed Polly to her left. “But I was looking forward to trying something.”

Delilah glanced across at her to find her friend practically pouting at the men. This was a side of Polly she had never seen before, and frankly it was irritating. If Polly wanted to play with some sort of sexual dominant, then she could do it on her own time. 

“There’s no need to look so disappointed,” laughed the blond. “I’m sure we can make it up to you another time.”

“Can we take a look around the place?” asked Delilah, deciding it was better to cut to the chase, rather than continue this flirtatious game.

“You’ve really never been to a BDSM club before?” countered the blond.

“No,” confirmed Delilah, trying to suppress her exasperation. “This is the first one.”

“So, why the interest now?” continued the dark-haired guy. “Why did you come tonight?”

“We’ve wanted to come for a long time.” Polly’s reply was almost a giggle. “But it’s taken until now to pluck up the courage.”

“I see.” He chuckled with a raised brow. “Well, I for one, am certainly glad that you did.”
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Chapter Four

[image: ]


Dalton

AMY’S EXPERIENCED FINGERS were trailing a line of fire as they brushed over Dalton’s suit trousers, but he did his best to ignore the painful shoots of arousal. That was not what he’d come here for, and he had already made that clear, but Amy sometimes liked to try and top from the bottom.

“Cool it, sweetheart,” he murmured into her neck.

She had slid up the booth until her body was pressed right beside him, and the scent of her floral perfume filled his nostrils. Usually he found the aroma alluring, but tonight it was starting to make his head hurt. Dalton was distracted, and it didn’t take a detective to figure out why. The firecracker with the auburn bob was still on his mind, and as he turned his attention back to his drink, he caught sight of her at the bar in his peripheral. She was still with her friend, talking to the two regulars, but now they appeared to be in the middle of quite a serious debate. 

“You said I could drink on your lap, sir,” purred Amy from his right.

Dalton turned to throw her a smile. Even though his heart wasn’t really in it tonight, he couldn’t be irritated with Amy. She was bloody stunning, and had come to know his desires pretty well after the last few years, although they were far from monogamous. His eyes scanned over her long, fiery hair. Dalton had always had a thing about redheads, but he’d probably never fucked one before for as long as he’d been playing with Amy.

“I did, didn’t I,” he conceded in almost a sigh. Silly really, he mused, having the sexy little redhead on his lap wasn’t exactly such a hardship... “Come on then, gorgeous.”

Amy leapt on him in a heartbeat, and a moment later she was sat astride him, her shapely thighs spreading wide over his lap and drawing the fabric of her dress up toward her arse. 

He grabbed the pert behind, and held her in place as he passed her what remained of her drink, taking a moment to listen in to her thoughts. “Here you are,” he told her with a grin. “Your wish is my command.”

Dalton smiled as her subconscious thoughts came in hard and fast. Amy was horny—as usual—but he also sensed genuine affection there. He’d been able to garner other people’s thoughts for many years and usually it was an emotionally taxing blessing, but not with Amy. She was one of the few people he knew who didn’t want to screw other people over.

“If only it was true.” She giggled and threw him a playful wink as she sipped at her drink.

Dalton knew just how it felt to have Amy’s lips wrapped around him, and all of a sudden, he found himself rather envious of the gin glass.

“Are you sure you won’t play?” she asked, imploring him with those large eyes as she ground her pussy against his legs. 

Dalton laughed, lifting his hand and slapping her bottom playfully. “Not tonight,” he reminded Amy. “I already told you.”

She finished her drink with a theatrical slurp, and twisted to place the glass back on the table behind her. “Oh well,” she said plaintively. “It was worth a try, sir.”

Turning back to face Dalton, Amy’s hands fell to his shoulders and she lowered herself over his body until their faces were only a few inches apart. “I’m here ‘til two if you change your mind. After that, you know where to find me.”

The aroma of gin wafted over his face as she pinioned him there, and for a moment all that existed was the thrum of the music, the tempting look in Amy’s gaze and a delicious wave of her thoughts.

“Thank you,” he told her, leaning forward as he broke the spell she had cast. “You know I enjoy our sessions, but tonight I just need to rest.”

Amy nodded as she began to climb from his lap. Helping her descend, Dalton turned to see her smile. She feigned it well, but Dalton knew her well enough to know he’d probably hurt her feelings, and her thoughts confirmed it. Amy wasn’t used to rejection. “Then I must get back to work,” she said sweetly. “Thanks for the drink. I’ll see you around, sir.”

She blew him a kiss as she turned on her heels and sashayed away. The look of her arse as it wiggled reminded him once again of the feisty little Delilah, and his attention shifted back to the bar. Delilah’s thoughts had been harder to read. It was like she’d been consciously guarding them, but then, that was stupid. Why would a woman coming to a BDSM club be worried about what she was thinking? Scanning the length of the area, Dalton was shocked to find all four of them had gone.

Gone.

He blinked into space as his mind tried to process the fact. If they’d gone, then what did that mean? Had they gone to scene somewhere, on their first visit to the place? That would be fairly audacious, but he supposed, if they were experienced enough, then it wasn’t unheard of. Reaching for the remainder of his whiskey, he tipped the nectar down his throat as he considered the conundrum. The guys Delilah and Polly were with were decent enough, so he knew they’d be safe, but still, something about the whole thing bugged him. 

Something didn’t feel right.

Dalton grabbed his glass from the table and headed in the direction of the bar.

“Would you like another, Mr. Reilly?” asked the barman.

He shook his head. “No, thanks,” he replied thoughtfully. “I think I’m just going to take a look around the place.”
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Chapter Five
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Delilah

THE CLUB WASN’T ANYWHERE near as seedy as Delilah had imagined. In fact, it wasn’t seedy at all, and the reality surprised her. Where she’d expected to find grime and darkness, she found a clean, sophisticated environment. There was one central corridor which seemed to run a circuit behind the bar area, and numerous rooms led from it, each apparently designed for their own kinky purpose. Delilah was trying to keep a note of all the things their tour guides were relaying as they made slow progress around Diablo. It turned out the sexy blond was called Kyle, while his dark-haired friend was Shaun, and together they seemed intent on giving her and Polly the full excursion.

“This room is for medical play,” Shaun told them as he turned and gestured in the direction of the large wooden door.

“Like doctors and nurses?” asked Polly.

Shaun laughed. “Not exactly,” he explained with a chuckle. “Although sure, if that’s your thing, but I was talking more about needle play and other medical fetishes.”

Delilah and Polly exchanged a worried glance.

“Not your thing?” probed Kyle knowingly. “No problem. Almost every taste can be catered to, so long as it’s consensual.”

“So, everything’s consensual?” Delilah inquired as she scurried to keep up with Kyle’s large strides. “What about capture fantasies?” 

Delilah had read about those, and found out that some of the women she knew had even enjoyed erotic fiction on the subject, but somehow, she couldn’t wrap her head around it. Why would anyone want to be abducted and forced to do repulsive things? And if it was really abduction, then how could it also be consensual?

“Yes, they’re quite common,” Shaun assured her. “Is that something you’re interested in trying?”

Delilah blanched. “God no,” she practically snapped at him. “I was just wondering, that’s all.”

“Right,” smirked Shaun as they pressed on down the long corridor.

Delilah didn’t like his tone, or the implication it offered, but though not something she’d usually let go, she decided not to press him on the point. These men were strangers, and she didn’t have to justify her sexual preferences to them. 

Plus, this is work, remember? the niggling little voice in her head reminded her. You’re not here to enjoy yourself...

“Next up is age play.” Kyle’s voice interrupted her internal thought process, and Delilah lifted her chin to peer at the door he was gesturing toward.

“What’s that?” asked Polly, taking the words right out of Delilah’s mouth.

Shaun turned to face her. “You really don’t know much about BDSM, do you?” he said flatly. 

This was the fourth door they’d passed where one of them had asked for clarification, and evidently, their lack of knowledge was starting to make Shaun suspicious. 

“We just know what we like,” answered Delilah quickly.

“And what would that be?” inquired Kyle, his blue eyes drilling into her face.

Delilah knew her face was flaming. “Er, just straight bondage,” she replied, hoping the answer didn’t make her sound completely out of her depth.

“Oh, I can tie you down in any room,” Shaun assured her with a sardonic smile. “So, just take your pick.”

She gulped, her heart racing as she forced herself not to physically retreat from him at the thought. “Thanks,” she replied, trying to sound light-hearted, “but how about we continue the tour?”

Shaun narrowed his eyes at her, and for a fraction of a second, Delilah thought she was in trouble. 

“Age play is basically where one partner wants to be a little,” explained Kyle, “and the other takes on the role as the guardian.”

Delilah glanced over at Polly, who just stood there looking speechless. Some help she was turning out to be. It looked like she was on her own...

“Is that where you have a Daddy?” Delilah asked Shaun directly, hoping that the little information she’d been able to skim from her internet research might reassure him that they weren’t bluffing completely.

“It can be,” he replied in a lower tone than she’d remembered him using before. “But not always.”

She nodded, swallowing anxiously at the awkward silence that seemed to fill up the hallway. This wasn’t going well, at all.

“What else?” chirped up Polly, who finally seemed to sense the need for her contribution.

Kyle was moving again, striding in the direction of another door on the left. “And this is pet play, although remember they keep rooms vacant here for the more spontaneous amongst us.” He winked at Delilah as he spoke, the gesture forcing her to respond with a small smile.

“Pet play?” repeated Polly. “I’ve never even heard of that.”

Kyle glanced at the door, peering at the paperwork left outside the door. Delilah had noticed them outside every room they’d passed, but she’d yet to work out a way to ask what they were about. 

“They don’t mind us stopping by if you want to take a look?” he asked flatly as his gaze passed between Polly and Delilah’s.

The two women exchanged concerned glances, but Delilah’s feet were already moving ahead before she answered. She knew they’d have to show an interest in something to avoid rousing yet more suspicion, and she wasn’t ready to leave yet. She still had so much to find out about the place...

“Okay,” she murmured, coming to stand alongside him. “If you’re sure they don’t mind?”

Kyle shook his head. “It says so here,” he confirmed, gesturing in the direction of the paperwork he’d assessed earlier. “The club always asks people to state their privacy preferences before they scene.”

She nodded her understanding, beckoning for a worried looking Polly to join her as Kyle reached for the doorknob.

“Excuse us,” he said as he opened the door into the
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