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  Chapter 1


  “If you want to dance some more you’ll need to find someone else,” Mike Williams said. “I’m about to pass out.” He flopped down into one of the chairs around their small table so hard it almost tipped backwards. They’d been dancing and drinking at Temptation for almost two hours and it looked like he’d finally hit his limit.


  Sarah pouted. “Mike, please?” She gave him her best Bambi eyes but it didn’t work. He just looked worn out, with his brown hair hanging into his eyes as he slouched back in his chair.


  “Baby I would but I’m all out of gas.” He grabbed her hand and pulled her down so he could kiss her soundly on the mouth. She melted into the kiss, and snuggled close as he wrapped his arms around her waist.


  Her hands came up to cup his cheeks and she nipped his lower lip before pulling back. “Are you sure I can’t convince you?” She wiggled in his grip and his hands slid down to frame her hips and pull her close.


  “You’re like the energizer bunny, you know that?” But he just kissed her quickly on the lips and gently pushed her back. “Go see if Cassie or Peter want to dance.”


  She turned back to look at their friends who were seated across the table.


  Cassie, Sarah’s best college friend, sorority sister, and roommate, rolled her eyes. “Girl, you are crazy with this dancing obsession. I’m tired too.”


  “I’m not obsessed. It’s my party and I want to move. Peter?” She looked hopefully over at Peter, Mike’s best friend since they were eight.


  Peter sighed. “If you insist.”


  Sarah squealed and pulled him up by his arm and out onto the packed dance floor. The music was loud and thumping and they were pushed close together as the crowd closed in around them. Sarah didn’t mind. Peter was an excellent dancer. His moves always left her watching his flat stomach, and made her want to touch.


  She kept her hands to herself, raising them in the air to keep them away from what she wanted. Dancing with Peter was fun, but she always had to remind herself to keep her distance whenever they did. It was hard to keep from reaching out to touch him in a way she shouldn’t, like holding his hand or touching his cheek. The intimacy of dancing made it hard to ignore how much she wanted him, had always wanted him. She glanced up to see him watching her with fond amusement in his green eyes. She grinned, then glanced away to break the little bubble of closeness building around them.


  There was plenty to look at. Temptation had several Go-Go dancers up above the crowd, men and women barely dressed in black leather outfits that showed a good bit of cleavage and butt cheeks. They made for an inspiring backdrop.


  But then so did Peter. Green eyes that were always full of mischief when they were kids (every time they’d gotten into trouble was because of him starting something), curly red hair that she wanted to run her fingers through, and lightly tanned skin with a smattering of freckles across his nose. He was the epitome of wholesome boy next door that you’d give anything to jump.


  God, she was drunk. She’d been drunk before‌—‌benefits of having a boyfriend a couple of months older‌—‌but this was the first time in public. This 21st birthday club crawl rocked. They’d taken her to four places before this, but Temptation was the best. The sexiest by far. Exactly where she wanted to celebrate her birthday.


  She felt loose and happy, excited by a fun night out with her boyfriend Mike and best friend Cassie, with her boyfriend’s best friend dancing so close. They were everyone she wanted to share her birthday with.


  Peter grabbed her hand to twirl her around and she laughed, throwing her arms around his neck and jumping in time to the beat. He laughed and wrapped his arms around her waist.


  “Whoa, watch out! You’re going to fall right over if you aren’t careful.”


  He was close enough to kiss. His gaze went suddenly heated and she knew he felt it too. If he just leaned in a little bit…‌


  Out of the corner of her eye she saw someone holding up their cellphone and it registered that they were trying to take a picture of Peter and her. She was the University’s head cheerleader and Mike was the football team’s quarterback. They were known to be dating and were Insta famous around campus for the sweet, goofy pics she posted of them. Sarah being photographed dancing with another man would be all over the internet in about two seconds.


  She jumped back like she’d been burned and Peter stared at her in surprise. She glanced over at the guy that had been trying to take their picture but he wasn’t there anymore, absorbed by the crowd. Sarah shrugged and mouthed, “I’m sorry.” He seemed disappointed but there wasn’t anything she could do about it if there were people around trying to take their picture. That would ruin everything they’d been working to build for the last three years. She just turned around and went back to find her boyfriend.


  ♥♥♥


  A couple of hours later‌—‌or maybe it was three, she couldn’t tell anymore‌—‌and Sarah was the one ready for a break. She slid up to the bar to get a water because she was afraid if she didn’t she was going to develop the worst hangover ever. It was probably too late for that but a girl had to try.


  It was a nice little bar, packed because it was Friday night but with a cool vibe. She’d had to come all the way to the far end of the bar to find a place to squeeze in. There were booths all around the wall opposite the bar, and back in this corner things were a little more secluded and quiet. The funky blue fixtures gave the place a sort of neon glow.


  She finally flagged the bartender down and ordered a bottle of water. Just then Peter slid in beside her.


  “Wimping out on us?”


  “I was never going to hit twenty-one drinks and you knew it. Some of us have practice in two days. I can’t afford to die from alcohol poisoning.”


  He grinned. “Well, we weren’t going to let that happen. Trust me, Mike was about to cut you off anyway.”


  She harrumphed. “Cut me off on my birthday? How dare he?!” Peter looked so skeptical that she giggled. “What?”


  “You are so stupid when you’re drunk,” he said, trying hard to keep a straight face and not laugh.


  “Ha ha,” she intoned, putting her hand in his face and pushing him back. He pushed her hand off and stuck his tongue out at her. “Now you’re the stupid one,” she shot back.


  They dissolved into giggles, hanging on to each other so they didn’t fall on the floor. After it passed they straightened up, her arms back around his neck and his hands on her hips.


  “Were you coming to check on me or get another drink,” she asked


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  Chapter 2


  “Morning, sleeping beauty,” Mike said softly.


  Sarah rolled over as Mike sat on the edge of the bed. He had a tray with a steaming mug, some orange juice, a huge water bottle, and an honest-to-god croissant on a little plate.


  “Oh my god, you’re a saint,” she muttered, sitting up in bed and tucking the pillow behind her. She made grabby hands at the coffee, which smelled amazing and was already making her perk up. “Coffee. Please.”


  Mike set the tray up beside her then sat cross-legged beside it. He ran his hand up and down her thigh while she sipped her drink. Perfect temperature, with the exact amount of cream and sugar she liked.


  “You got your ass out of bed to get me my favorite breakfast from Lulu’s Coffee Shop, even after we drank half the bar last night?”


  “You know I did. Happy birthday, Baby,” he said and leaned forward to kiss her.


  “My birthday was yesterday,” she murmured, but kissed him back deeply. There was nothing like having the sweetest man around in your bed at ass-o’clock in the morning bringing you breakfast.


  He laughed softly against her mouth. “Birthday weekend, Baby. Enjoy.”


  “Ooo, I need to snap a picture for Insta,” Sarah said. She set her coffee back on the tray then arranged everything nicely. She took a couple of pictures until she got one she liked, applied a sparkly filter and a cute heart sticker, then uploaded it to Instagram.


  “Let me see,” Mike said, and she handed over the phone. He read off the caption. “Breakfast in bed after an awesome birthday celebration. Thanks @QuarterbackMike! @LulusCafe is awesome as always. #BestBirthdayEver #HangoversSuck #CanDrinkNow #BringOnTheMargaritas.” He grinned over at her. “Looks good to me!”


  Sarah grabbed the croissant and took a huge bite. “So buttery,” she moaned, then ate another bite and followed that up with coffee. “You know the best thing about Lulu’s? They use real butter and sugar and stuff. You can just taste it. It’s all so much better than anywhere else.”


  Mike just nodded sagely, and stole a bite when she put it back down.


  “Hey! There’s a charge for that. Three kisses.”


  He leaned forward and kissed her quickly on her forehead, nose, and lips. “Price paid.”


  She pretended to pout a little, then smiled. He grinned back goofily, rubbing her knees under the blanket. Suddenly, as if the caffeine had kicked in and woken her up with a shock, she remembered what she’d done the night before, and how close she’d come to kissing his best friend and probably ruining all of this.


  “Baby, what is it?” Mike asked, concern creasing his features.


  What could she say? Not the truth. It would break his heart, and for what? The illicit thrill of kissing his best friend? She loved Mike and couldn’t ever see herself living without him. That had to be more important than a fantasy about his best friend that could never actually happen.


  “Nothing,” she said and buried her face in her coffee mug.


  “Is it about Cassie?”


  “Um…‌ yes,” she lied. Maybe that would throw him off the trail. Except her hands were suddenly shaking and she had to put her cup down before she spilled. Mike was looking at her. “What?”


  “Is it really about Cassie?” He rubbed her knee soothingly and something in her broke. She couldn’t lie to him. She’d always sucked at lying because it made her feel unbelievably guilty.


  “No. But I don’t want to tell you and hurt you.”


  He considered her words, his gaze going inward for a while as he rubbed her knee and thought. His brown hair was sticking up on the side a little where he’d slept on it. He was never able to get it to go back down with the brush alone. He had circles under his eyes. After a while he looked back up.


  “I want to know. It’s bothering you and I want to help. Whatever it is we’ll get through it.”


  He looked so earnest that her throat closed up. “You’re only saying that because you don’t know what it is,” she croaked.


  “I know I love you, and that’s enough. What’s bothering you, Baby?” His voice was soft and gentle, like it always was when she was upset about something and he was trying to make it better.


  “I almost kissed Peter last night. Twice.” Sarah closed her eyes and hot tears trickled down her cheeks as she waited for Mike to get mad. He just rubbed her knee for a while before speaking.


  “Why didn’t you?”


  “He stopped me at the club, and then John walked in on us later on. I didn’t, but the only reason I didn’t is because I got stopped. Otherwise I would have.”


  “You wanted to?”


  Sarah strained to find any clue to his thoughts, but his voice sounded perfectly neutral. She looked up but his expression was perfectly neutral, too.


  “Yeah. I’ve wanted to for a long time. I’m so sorry.” Fresh tears rolled down her cheeks and she blotted them with the napkin on the tray, then picked up her coffee to give her something to do with her hands. The suspense was killing her.


  “I’ve known you had feelings for him for a while,” Mike said slowly. “I thought maybe they would go away.”


  “I did too, but they haven’t,” Sarah said. “How did you know?”


  “You’ve always got a reason we should include him in stuff we’re doing. I mean, I’d rather you like my friend than demand I stop seeing him, so…‌” He shrugged and smiled lopsidedly, not nearly as upset as she’d thought he’d be. “Besides, he’s a good guy. I can understand why you like him.”


  “He really is, isn’t he? After you he’s the best,” Sarah said, practically choking on a laugh that bubbled up through her anxiety to give her a small sense of hope. “You’re not mad?”


  He shrugged one shoulder. “I guess not. Not anymore. I’ve been watching you around him for a long time. I could see it, but I could see that you also still cared about me. I don’t think you’re leaving me or anything. Are you?” He suddenly looked worried so Sarah grabbed his hand.


  “I’m not leaving you,” she said firmly. “I thought you’d be leaving me. It’s a crappy thing to do to someone. I’m sorry.”


  Mike squeezed her hand and smiled. “It is, a little bit. I guess. But you’ve never acted on it before, and now you’ve told me.” He shrugged again. “The heart wants what the heart wants, yeah?”


  Sarah put her coffee down and knelt up so she could throw her arms around him. “Thank you, Baby. So much. You have no idea how relieved I am. I totally don’t deserve you.”


  “You deserve everything good in this world,” he mumbled into her hair. Sarah squeezed him and he squeezed her back, so hard it took her breath away. Then he kissed her ear and pushed her back down so he could tuck the blanket back up around her. “That being said, I don’t really think it can work.”


  Sarah took a deep breath, shaking off the nerves and anxiety she’d felt over this for ages. Her man wasn’t going to leave her over this, but there were still things to discuss.


  “I know it can’t,” she said. “That’s why I never did anything. I never wanted to hurt you, and we kind of live in a bubble here. They would know about it in Alaska about two hours after anything happened.”


  Mike laughed. “Yeah, remember how you went to the ER with your broken leg but couldn’t text me because they rushed you into surgery? Someone literally told me about it forty-five minutes later because they’d heard it about it from someone who heard about it from someone else. Can you imagine what they’d say about this?”


  “That I’m a cheating whore,” Sarah said angrily.


  “Hey, don’t say that. You aren’t,” Mike said forcefully, looking deeply into her eyes.


  Sarah just scowled. “It is what they would say, though. And it would be cheating.”


  “Well, just because someone says something that doesn’t make it true, like my mama always said.” He paused and looked thoughtful. “And it’s not cheating if you have my permission, is it?”


  Sarah’s breath caught. “You’d give your permission?”


  “I don’t know. I’ve gotten used to you having those feelings, but this is a whole other thing. Anyway, we don’t know if Peter would even be okay with it. He might be more traditional.”


  Sarah gave a small laugh. “Peter more traditional than you? Not likely.”


  Mike grinned ruefully. It was true. If anyone was likely to do something unusual or outside the box it was Peter.


  “Yeah, but we don’t know for sure,” he said. “And it is true that the court of public opinion wouldn’t be too pleased with us for this. We don’t have to make our choices based on that, but we would have to be prepared for the fallout. Frankly, it seems kinda scary to me.”


  “So, not a good idea then,” she said. Part of her wanted to push for it anyway. Maybe Peter would be okay with sharing her with Mike. Maybe they could get away with it. But how? They all had roommates. Mike and Peter’s roommates weren’t longtime friends that they knew they could trust, and Cassie was all about the rules. Sarah didn’t think she’d deal well with this news. They couldn’t do anything in public, couldn’t do it at home, so what did that leave? Nothing.


  “Probably not.” Mike said.


  Sarah sighed and Mike squeezed her hand. She smiled a little at him. “Probably for the best. Okay, I can do this.”


  “Okay,” he said softly, then handed her the coffee. “Drink up, birthday girl. I have plans for you later.”


  Turned out ‘plans’ meant taking her and Peter to the beach for a day on the sand. Sarah dutifully changed into her suit, doubtful that it was a good idea after everything. But she couldn’t deny that she was looking forward to it. They all loved swimming and playing Frisbee and football on the beach and they always had fun. Hopefully today would be as fun as always.


  It started out that way. They managed to find a good spot by the water that wasn’t too crowded in by the people around them. They laid everything out and Sarah grabbed a water from the cooler and dropped down on her towel. “It’s hot as hell already,” she said. “I might just work on my tan for a bit.”


  She stretched out in the hot Miami sun, enjoying a break from classes and the stress of the conversation earlier. The boys ran off to toss the football on the hard sand by the waves, occasionally kicking water at each other when the waves came close enough. They were having fun, and Mike didn’t look at all like he had a care in the world while he played with his buddy.


  What if it could be like this all the time, but without the awful guilt she carried around for wanting her boyfriend’s best friend? If she could have them both in a perfect little world where everyone was happy and no one got upset?


  Mike threw a wild ball and it landed in the sand next to her, spraying sand all over her.


  “Hey!” She picked it up and sauntered out to them. “Keep your balls to yourself!”


  “You should have caught it. I saw you watching us,” Mike said, giving her such a goofy leer that she laughed. “You can’t tell me you didn’t see it coming!”


  “Yeah, I saw that awful throw you made. You don’t deserve this,” she said, turning to Peter and pretending to give him the ball.


  Peter grinned and lunged for it but Sarah pulled it back, tucked it under her arm, and took off running. Both boys cried out in protest and someone ran after her. She didn’t know who until strong arms grabbed her around the waist and yanked her close.


  “Didn’t get far, did you?” Peter said, sounding barely out of breath. He lifted her up and she squirmed, trying to get loose as she kicked out. He just laughed. “I told him it was my ball. Just gotta get it from you.”


  He set her down and made a grab for the ball but she twisted around in his arms to keep him from it. He tickled her and she squealed and dropped the ball so she could fend off his fingers, yelling, “Cheater!” Peter laughed and tickled her even harder until she cried, “Uncle!” When he stopped she turned and attacked him until he was laughing uncontrollably.


  The sun was behind him shining warmly through his hair and giving him a reddish gold halo. Sarah threw her arms around him and stood up on her tiptoes to brush a kiss to his lips. They were soft, and when he opened on a surprised gasp she deepened it.


  He groaned and kissed her back for one heart stopping moment of wet heat and hard tongue before he pulled back and broke from her arms.


  “RaRah, you gotta stop doing stupid things that are going to get us into trouble,” he whispered.


  “Stupid? I want you, okay? I want you and Mike both, and that’s how I feel. My feelings aren’t stupid,” she growled.


  He looked dumbstruck and opened his mouth to speak but Sarah didn’t care. It might be a fanciful dream, but none of this was stupid. She turned around to run back to their towels but Mike was there watching her with concern.


  “Baby,” he started, but Sarah cut him off.


  “I want to go home. Please, Mike.” A tear trickled down and she swiped at it angrily. She ran back to her towel, not even caring if they followed. She’d get an Uber if she had to. She was flapping her towel angrily in the breeze to get the sand off when they caught up to her.


  “RaRah, look,” Peter started, but then he looked over at Mike and fell silent.


  “He knows,” Sarah snapped. “I told him this morning that I almost kissed you last night, that I’ve wanted to for a long time. He knows, and he still cares about us and wants everyone to be happy.” She ran out of steam and just hugged the towel to her. What use was it if Peter thought her having feelings was stupid?


  Peter looked questioningly over at Mike, who sighed and said, “Are we doing this here?”


  Sarah just shrugged. “John is at your place, and it would be impossible to sneak both of you into my sorority house and have a private conversation about this. And someone is always around at Peter’s frat house.” He shared the largest room with three other roommates, so there was never any privacy there. It had gotten late while they played and the people on either side of them had taken off. There wasn’t anyone around for 50 yards, and with the crash of the waves just behind them no one would be able to hear. “Here is better than anywhere else.”


  Mike took her towel from her and laid it out then gestured for them to sit down side by side. He dragged his towel over so they could all sit together in a little group.


  “Not that this doesn’t look suspicious at all,” Peter muttered.


  Mike gave him a look, then pulled out his phone so they could pretend to be looking at something on it. “Better?”


  Peter shrugged. “Sure. Proceed.”


  Mike looked at Sarah. “Tell us what you want, Baby.”


  They both looked at her with wary expressions that seemed just a little bit hopeful. She laced her fingers together to keep her hands from fidgeting. “Um. Just you. You both, I mean. I love you, Mike, and I always have,” she said forcefully, trying to make sure he understood that she wasn’t rejecting him in any way. When he smiled and nodded she took a deep breath and convinced herself to continue on. “I just love you too, Peter. And I have for a long time. But obviously I never did anything because I didn’t want to hurt Mike.”


  Peter was biting his lip and looked like he was trying hard not to grin. Sarah couldn’t help but smile because he looked so delighted. But she tried to stifle it and looked at Mike. He had a soft look on his face. Not quite disappointment, but also not exactly joy.


  “How long have you known?” Mike asked.


  “Since senior year,” Sarah said. “Remember that night we fell asleep on the trampoline in your backyard? That night.”


  There had been a meteor shower that night and they’d brought out the blankets and pillows and popcorn to wait for it. It had been chilly and they all wound up huddled together under the blankets, throwing popcorn at each other and laughing until one by one both boys had fallen asleep on either side of her. They missed the show. She’d almost woken them up, but the feeling of having them so close together, both of them warm and close enough to brush her shoulders, was too good to give up. If they woke up they’d be back to keeping the normal space between them and she’d suddenly realized that she didn’t want that distance between them anymore. She wanted them both, always.


  She’d watched the stars overhead, brilliant streaks of light coming one after the other, and wanted to make a wish. But for what? Something that could never happen in a million years? So she just let herself feel‌—‌warm and happy and her heart full to bursting‌—‌and hoped that the wish in her heart would be enough.


  She could never decide if it was enough or not. On the one hand the three of them remained close even after going to college and that didn’t always happen with friends or couples. On the other, some nights the closeness seemed to grate because it was never exactly what she wanted. Except now it looked like she had a chance to make that happen, for real. Did she dare try, or keep playing the safe game?


  Peter looked dumbfounded. “That night? You’ve known all this time?”


  “I thought something was different for you in Senior year,” Mike said. “I couldn’t really pinpoint what, but I felt it. But then things were still good between us and everything was fine, so I just let it go. I thought it was just getting ready for college, stuff like that.”


  Sarah shrugged. “It was all of that, yeah. There’s a lot of change going from high school to college. But a lot of it was my feelings and trying to accept it.”


  “Accept it?” Peter asked warily.


  “Accept that I wanted something that neither of you probably did. Accept that people would think I was a cheater if I ever said anything about it.” Sarah dug her fingers in the hot, powdery sand in front of her while she mulled over what to say. “What I felt for you both always felt natural to me and I never doubted my feelings, but you know what everyone says. Guys are jealous and shouldn’t tolerate their woman even looking at another guy, and are all honor bound to start violence if anyone steps on their turf. And women who go with more than one guy are dirty sluts who don’t deserve a good man’s love. I couldn’t stand for that to be what people said about me, or expected from you. I didn’t want to come between you like that.”


  “Oh Baby,” Mike whispered and reached out to take her hand. “I would never think of you like that. I admit it was hard at first to think you’d look at anyone else besides me, but I saw that you still wanted to be with me and it didn’t seem to change how you felt about me. I’m ok with that. And it’s Peter. There’s not a better guy out there, so that’s okay too.”


  Tears pricked hot behind Sarah’s eyes and she blinked to keep herself from welling up. But she couldn’t stop the brilliant grin that crossed her face as she watched Mike smile at her and stroke her fingers with his thumb. He was okay. They were going to be okay. Relief crashed through her and she gripped his hand hard.


  She turned to look at Peter, but he was grinning back and forth between her and Mike. “Are you fucking kidding me? I’ve thought for ages that you’d both dump me in a second for thinking that I wanted Sarah, too. This is amazing.”


  Sarah slid her hand along the towel to where his was resting beside his thigh. She laced her fingers with his and beamed at him. Perfect. She leaned over to kiss him, but stopped cold.


  Someone would see them.


  “We still can’t. Even if we can all manage to be okay with this the rest of the world isn’t going to be. There’s no way to make this work when there’s nowhere private we can go.” She couldn’t stop the crestfallen feeling crashing through her.


  “There actually is somewhere we could go,” Peter said slowly.


  “A hotel room or something?” Mike asked. “Talk about being suspicious.”


  “Well yeah, we could do that too, but I’m thinking of somewhere different. Somewhere open to couples who swing or do threesomes.”


  Sarah’s eyebrows flew up. “Really? Where exactly is that?”


  “So you know about Temptation, but have you heard about Sin?” Peter asked, a small smile spreading across his face.


  “I’m assuming you’re not talking about Biblical sin?” Sarah asked dryly.


  “No. Temptation is the nightclub on the ground floor, but the floor above that is a member’s only club for people into BDSM and swinging and stuff. No cameras allowed, and there’s a membership fee with background check. It’s discreet. No one would out us.”


  “And you know about this how?”


  Peter grinned, the evil mischievous grin that made Sarah’s pulse race. “Because I’ve been a member there for the last nine months.”


  Sarah looked at Mike and they both burst out laughing. Trust Peter to be into some kinky shit right under their noses. But Mike looked as intrigued as she felt. She raised her eyebrows in question and he shrugged.


  “I’m down if you are, Baby.”


  “Yeah, okay.” Now she was curious. And if this could actually work she’d be in blissful heaven. She turned to Peter. “But don’t get any ideas about hauling me off to your dungeon and having your way with me! I’ll have you know I don’t do that on the first date,” she finished primly.


  “Yes, Ma’am,” he said. He was barely concealing his grin, and they all burst out laughing.


  Sarah collapsed into Peter’s lap and grinned goofily at Mike as Peter stroked her hair gently. Yeah, this was definitely worth trying out.
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  Following is an excerpt from The Sinful Billionaire, the next book in the Club Sin series. It features a MF relationship with impact play, pain play, and a very deep dive into a kinky relationship. Remember Andrew from the club? This is his book!


  The Sinful Billionaire by Dominique Wild


  Club Temptation was packed. Finding a man for Maria to take home for the night would be about as easy as picking up shells on the beach. Finding a hard man, as the saying went, would take a little more doing. Not much, since Miami was full of men who worked out. The club was therefore pretty well-stocked with men who hit the gym on a fairly regular basis. A few stood out as exceptionally well-muscled with a gorgeous face to go with it.


  Maria leaned up against the bar watching them strut past and trying to figure out if any of them would be worth the trouble. It had to be closing in on two in the morning and none of the twenty-somethings looked tired at all. The crowd was thinning a bit, though. If she wanted to snag someone she’d have to do it soon.


  “You just looking, or actually choosing?”


  Maria turned around just as the bartender placed her drink in front of her. “Nothing worth picking.”


  The woman raised her eyebrow at the crowd behind them. “Not one of these fine young men caught your fancy?”


  Maria shrugged and turned back around to assess the new crop of fine young men walking past. “Some of them are damn fine, sure. But they’re all so… inexperienced. Cocksure and full of themselves, but no experience to back it up. I’d rather not have to draw him a map so he can find the important bits, if you know what I mean.”


  The woman laughed. “You’re not wrong. I’ve occasionally accepted an offer from one of these hotties and let me tell you, they can be so full of themselves it’s almost like I’m not even part of the equation.”


  Maria shook her head. “Not even worth it.”


  Then the crowd parted a little and revealed a blond man in a sharp suit talking with someone. He was trim, but he filled out his suit in all the right ways, hinting at muscled arms and thighs. She couldn’t tell if there was any gray in his blond hair, but he was close enough that she could see the smile lines around his eyes when he laughed. Maria couldn’t tell his exact age in the dim light, but with his muscled body and strong chin, he wore it well.


  Maria whistled low to the bartender. “Now he, on the other hand, is worth all my attention.”


  The woman leaned in close. “Don’t get too worked up about him. That’s Andrew McClerkin. He’s a big figure around here and he doesn’t go home with anybody. I’ll just be the one to break it to you that it ain’t gonna happen.”


  “Well, I can still enjoy the view,” Maria said. Just then Andrew started for the bar – and caught her looking at him. His gaze swept over her, assessing. She cocked her hip and let him look: long curly brown hair, short skirt covering ample hips and showing lots of Cuban-American golden-tanned legs. She looked good tonight, and she was pleased when he smiled a little and came over, sliding up to the bar beside her.


  His hot gaze caught hers for a moment and made her belly flutter before he turned to the bartender. “1800 Cristalino, please. Double shot.”


  “Right away,” the woman said, then turned to grab the bottle.


  “A man with good taste in tequila,” Maria commented.


  Andrew’s gaze met hers. “I only pick the finest.”


  He radiated strength and Maria couldn’t look away from his steely gray-green eyes. This was definitely a man with experience. She was willing to bet he could find her g-spot in 30 seconds with his eyes closed. She swallowed hard, totally at a loss for what to say.


  The moment was broken when his drink was placed in front of him and he reached out to get it. There was a silver link bracelet around his wrist with a charm hanging from it: a winding black snake gleaming in the blue overhead lights. Maria’s eyes grew wide as she looked at it.


  That charm meant only one thing: Andrew was a member of Sin, the exclusive BDSM club rumored to be somewhere in this building.


  Her gaze shot up to his face, to find him studying her. “You know what this is?” Andrew asked, lifting his wrist.


  Maria nodded mutely.


  “How do you know?”


  She swallowed again. She didn’t want to admit that Sin was a rumor passed between those that frequented Temptation often. She came back over and over because she hoped it was more than a rumor.


  “I’ve heard some people talk about it.”


  “What people?” His eyes narrowed.


  “Just random people,” Maria said quickly. “I don’t really know them, only heard them talking amongst themselves. They didn’t mean for me to hear.” It was true. That was the first time she’d heard of Sin and she was hooked on the idea from the moment she’d heard it. Other times had been snatches of conversation that the speaker would never confirm, or boasting young men that were too drunk to take seriously. When she asked people they either went silent and excused themselves, or gave her their theories about the club, all different from the last set of theories. And yet, spoken from the mouths of enough different people the idea of the secret club had persisted with Maria.


  Andrew took a sip of his tequila, keeping eye contact with her over the rim of his glass. He licked his bottom lip when he was finished, catching a stray drop. His lips were full and sensuous. She’d gladly lick the tequila off for him.


  “You’ve only heard of it.” When Maria nodded he said, “I’ve seen you here before. You come here a lot, and you stand out.” Maria flushed, and he chuckled as he eyed her short skirt. “Yes, you’re hotter than most here, but that’s not what I meant. I mean you’re older than most of these kids, you’re usually alone, and you almost never leave with anyone. So you’re here for something, and it’s not dancing with your girlfriends or picking up hot guys. Now what could that something be?”


  “You’ve seen me before?” Maria didn’t know whether to be flattered or freaked out that he’d observed so much about her.


  “I have. You could say I have a responsibility to this place. I come here often to keep an eye on it. I see things.” His gaze bored into her. “Like you, looking for something.”


  Maria had been obsessed with learning about BDSM from that first night she’d heard Sin mentioned. Every time she’d come here she’d desperately hoped she’d find out a clue about Sin and how she could get into it. All she ever got was the occasional comment and a glimpse of a snake charm, which she’d figured was more than mere coincidence after spotting the third one on a person who’d mentioned Sin. It had to be a signal. Andrew was the first person who seemed to be willing to even hint at its meaning.


  “I’m looking for Sin,” she said.


  Andrew raised his eyebrow but didn’t reply, merely studied her for long moments before taking another sip of tequila. When he spoke it was to say something she didn’t expect.


  “Are you experienced?”


  “Pardon me?”


  “Are you in the lifestyle?”


  “What lifestyle?”


  He sighed. “Like a babe in the woods.”


  Maria bristled at that. “Excuse me, I’m forty-six years old. I’m no babe in the woods.”


  “You’re looking for something you’ve got no clue about.”


  “I know Sin is a BDSM club, and I know I want to try it. I know you’re into it. I want you to take me.”


  “No.”


  “Why not?”


  “You’ve been drinking.”


  Maria looked down at her mojito. “So?”


  “So, BDSM and alcohol don’t mix. Also, I don’t know a thing about you.”


  “I thought you knew my whole life story from watching me.”


  “I got a read on you, but I’ve been wrong in the past. Why should I trust a total stranger in a bar with my secrets?”


  Maria looked away and laughed humorlessly. “Truer words were never spoken.” Uncomfortable thoughts of Clint, who she’d also met in a bar, flitted through her mind before she chased them away with a deep gulp of her drink. She set her glass down to see Andrew watching her, and the expression on his face said he saw the pain she’d tried to mask so quickly. Maria pushed on, using bravado to turn his attention from digging into her past. “So we have something in common – shitty strangers in bars. Never want to go through that again. I’m Maria González, 46 years old, and I work at the biggest investment bank in the city. Look me up if you want. I just want an in so I can figure out if it’s something I want to explore more. I won’t screw you over if you won’t screw me over.” She held her hand out, pinkie extended.


  Amusement softened Andrew’s face. “You don’t take no for an answer very well, do you?”


  “I never take no for an answer when it’s something I want. That’s real pertinent information about me you need to know.”


  Andrew reached up and linked his pinkie with hers. “I won’t screw you over. But we still aren’t doing this tonight.”


  “And what exactly is this?”


  “We’re vetting you.”


  “Vetting me for what?”


  “For admission to the club.”


  “Not for you?”


  Andrew’s expression turned incredulous. “What makes you think I’m looking for anyone right now?”


  Maria shrugged, a slow and sensuous movement that made the strap of her top slip down her shoulder. As expected, his eyes followed the curve of her shoulder before meeting hers again. “Because I see you looking.” She held her breath, waiting to see what he’d do.


  His expression grew heated. “You don’t even know if we’re compatible. You don’t know how I identify, and I doubt you even know what you want from this kind of encounter.”


  “True, but I feel a pull to you. You’re still talking to me so I think you feel it, too. If we were so mismatched there wouldn’t be anything between us.”


  Andrew stepped closer and his energy changed, somehow seeming to grow larger and take up more space. It made her feel small in the face of his power, like he could push right through her if he tried. “If we do anything it will be when and how I arrange it, and that time is not now.”


  She pouted a little about that, without even meaning to.


  “You don’t like that answer but I promise if I decided to do anything I’d make it worth your while to wait. I could give you a high that would last a week without even taking a drink, and have you begging me for more. That what you’re looking for?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  He held her gaze for a long time, making her forget to breathe until amusement crossed his features and the moment broke. “I’m not your Sir and we aren’t in a scene. Don’t call me that.” He pulled out his wallet and slid out a card and passed it across to her. It was glossy black with the word SIN printed on it in electric blue letters. On the back was a phone number and email address. “Contact me tomorrow. We can arrange a meeting to see if I can trust you with Sin.”


  He drained the last of his tequila, nodded to her, and walked away. Maria was left gaping after him. “I can’t believe I just did that,” she breathed.


  “I can’t believe he said yes!”


  Maria jumped. The bartender was back, efficiently removing Andrew’s glass and wiping the counter.


  “Girls fling themselves at him all the time and I have literally never seen him do more than nod to them while he’s brushing them off. What the hell did you say to him?”


  Maria grinned. “I told him I don’t take no for an answer.”


  The woman laughed. “I don’t know why that did the trick, but you’ve worked some kind of magic all right. You better not let that card out of your site. If you lose it in a place like this you’ll never get it back. These girls would cut a bitch for it.”


  Maria slid the card into her bra, right next to her heart. “Safe as safe can be.”


  ♥♥♥


  Want to read the rest? Click here to get your copy!
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