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      Welcome to Club Zodiac. This continually growing series follows the lives of the owners and patrons of Club Zodiac, which has locations in Miami and Denver. Books four through six take place mostly at the Denver location as patrons of that club find and fall in love with their submissives.
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      Secrets can turn into lies if they’re kept for too long…

      

      For Rayne, guarding deep family secrets is a way of life. It’s ingrained. It prevents her from ever getting close to anyone.

      

      Colin is building a new life in Denver. He has a club to open, a personal training business to grow, and an abused sister to rescue.

      

      Rayne and Colin have known each other for years, but they’ve never scened together. Until now… A chance meeting in a club can change everything.

      

      There’s just one problem. Colin’s ex-girlfriend made him extremely leery of women who are hiding something. Secrets raise huge red flags.

      

      Their chemistry is undeniable. Ropes, blindfolds, workout benches, bed posts, spankings, denial…

      

      They click. Rayne knows it. Colin knows it. But the secrets get in the way. Without trust, there is no foundation.

      

      Mastering Rayne is the fourth book in the Club Zodiac series. It features Rayne, a character fans will remember from Training Sasha. The hero is Master Colin, a character from another local club, Breeze. Master Colin also made an appearance in Dark Nightmares, which released in November of 2018 in the Dark Falls series.
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      Fourteen years ago…

      

      “Dad?”

      “Yeah, honey?”

      “Would it be okay for my friend Stella to come over this weekend?” Rayne bit her lower lip as she waited for her father to respond. She’d never once asked him if she could have a friend over. She’d also never had so much as a playdate in all of her twelve years. Not at the house at least.

      Warren Bryant lifted his gaze from the newspaper he was reading at the breakfast table and frowned. “You know that’s not possible, honey. Your mom isn’t well.”

      Of course.

      Rayne stood taller and adjusted her plaid uniform skirt. She cleared her throat, willing herself not to whine. Her father hated it when she whined. “I know, but Mom is never well. And she doesn’t ever come out of her room. Stella won’t even know she’s here.” The house was enormous. Rayne was probably right.

      There was the off chance she would not be right. But, who cared? She didn’t understand why her mother’s illness had to be such a secret.

      Warren narrowed his gaze. “Rayne, you’re too old for this conversation. You know better. We don’t air our dirty laundry. It’s unseemly. Please tell me you haven’t been talking to your friends about your mother’s situation.”

      Rayne shook her head, her thick braids swinging back and forth. “Of course not, Dad. But, Stella’s parents are getting a divorce. Her parents are always yelling at each other. She’s going through a hard time. She needs a friend. I thought it would be neighborly to offer her a weekend someplace else.”

      Rayne hoped she sounded gracious and helpful. She tried so hard to sound grown up. Wasn’t she supposed to be hospitable?

      Her father sighed, lowering his paper. “You see, that’s exactly the kind of thing I’m talking about. You kids should not be gossiping about the state of anyone’s parents’ marriages. If Stella’s parents are getting a divorce, I’m sure they don’t want their daughter yapping about it to her friends.”

      Rayne’s shoulders fell. Half the time she felt jealous of Stella, though she would never say so out loud. If her own parents would get a divorce, maybe Rayne wouldn’t have to keep so many secrets.

      Ever since she was a small child, her mother had been sick. Rayne couldn’t even remember a time when MaryAnn was well. Some months she was better and would come out of her room and join Rayne and her father in the living room. But most of the time Rayne never saw her.

      Rayne swallowed as she looked at her father, wishing she could understand better, while knowing it wasn’t possible to ask questions. He would say she wasn’t old enough or that he didn’t want her to worry about adult issues.

      Blah blah blah.

      Warren was an older father. He was in his sixties, while her mother was forty-five. Sometimes he seemed more like a grandfather than a father. Even though he was fit and healthy and went to work at his consulting firm every day, he had old-fashioned ideas that sometimes embarrassed her in front of other people. Like this one.

      Rayne knew she wasn’t like other kids. She had spent most of her life in the care of the staff and her father. He had never treated her like a child. She’d been expected to behave far older than her years since she’d been born. While other kids would have found themselves eating pizza in the kitchen and kept out of sight when adults were over, Warren Bryant had expected Rayne to attend with him and behave older than her years.

      She had honored his wishes for all of her twelve years. Never once had she gossiped about her mother. Usually when kids spoke of their mothers, Rayne would smile and agree with them so she wouldn’t stand out.

      Other mothers made cookies and helped their kids with homework.

      Other mothers came to school plays and orchestra performances.

      Other mothers nagged their kids to clean their rooms or take a bath.

      Not Rayne’s mother. She’d give anything to have a nagging mother. She’d never experienced it. And her father was not the nagging sort. He was serious most of the time, and busy. It was usually the housekeeper who ensured Rayne’s needs were met.

      In a last-ditch effort, Rayne tried again. “Everyone knows when the other kids have parents divorcing. It’s not the sort of thing people can keep to themselves.”

      Divorce wasn’t a word she’d ever heard mentioned in her home. She knew from her classmates that it was common and messy and destroyed homes. Sometimes other girls in her school moved away when their parents split up. Sometimes they cried and had to go to the counselor. Rayne had no idea why adults would behave in such a childish manner, but clearly they did. Often.

      Her father shoved from the table. “Well, that’s unacceptable, Rayne, and if I find out you’re gossiping with other girls, I will pull you from that school and get you a home tutor.”

      Rayne trembled. That was the last thing she wanted. This was totally backfiring on her. She felt tears well up in her eyes and she choked them back, not wanting to appear weak in front of her father.

      He turned around and headed for the sink to set his coffee mug in the basin. “Gather your things. You need to leave for school soon.”

      Rayne turned and fled the room, grateful for the dismissal. She hadn’t won this battle, but she did know one thing for sure. People led very twisted lives, and most of them hid their private lives from the world. It made her sad.

      When she grew up, she wanted to find a way to help people so they wouldn’t have to go through so much stress alone.
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      Fourteen years later…

      

      As Colin Wynne arrived at the door on the twelfth floor of the downtown Denver office building, he glanced at the gold plaque that declared he was in the right place—Rayne Bryant, Divorce Attorney. Colin glanced at his sister, London, who was wringing her hands. He smiled, hoping to convey some level of support. Lord knew, she needed support.

      The moment he opened the door, he heard shouting. Male shouting. Angry male shouting. “There isn’t going to be a divorce, so you can shred those goddamn papers now and move on with messing up someone else’s life. If my wife contacts you again, tell her you won’t be available to help her.”

      “Sir—” Rayne’s voice began. Colin couldn’t see her yet, but he recognized her soft tone.

      The man interrupted. “You listen to me, bitch. No fucking divorce.”

      Colin’s spine stiffened as he stepped into the outer office, London behind him. In his peripheral vision, he briefly took in the brown leather sofa and matching armchair, the abstract artwork in warm colors, and the plants. All this was on his left. On his right was a receptionist’s desk with a woman he presumed was Rayne’s receptionist on her feet, her lips pursed, her eyes wide. Behind her was a full wall of windows.

      None of this was nearly as important as the man who stood between Colin and Rayne, his large frame nearly filling the open doorway to Rayne’s office as he continued to shout. He was approximately five-nine and built. Not as built as Colin, but the man worked out. His dark hair was slicked back, and he was dressed in an expensive suit, tailor-made to fit him.

      Colin couldn’t see his face, but he assumed it was probably red. It was going to get a whole lot redder if he didn’t lower the finger he was shaking and stop yelling at Rayne.

      Leaving London just inside the waiting room, Colin rushed forward until he arrived at the man’s side. “I advise you to calm down and lower your arm right now.”

      The man’s face was indeed red with rage as he glanced at Colin. “Fuck you. Who the fuck do you think you are? Stay the fuck out of my business.”

      Colin pulled his shoulders back and stepped closer, his brow furrowing as his tension increased. “I don’t know what your deal is, but I think you need to leave. Now.”

      The asshole glanced up and down Colin’s frame as if finding him lacking. “I’ll leave when I’m goddamn ready.” He jerked his gaze back toward Rayne. “Are you following me?”

      Rayne licked her lips and swallowed. She didn’t meet Colin’s gaze, but at least he could see her partially now. She stood tall, her shoulders back. She was about five-eight, but in her heels, she stood closer to six feet. She wasn’t outwardly intimidated by this guy. Her gray pencil skirt was perfectly straight. Her pale green blouse that brought out the green of her eyes had not one wrinkle. Her smooth, silky brown hair was slicked back in a long ponytail at the base of her neck.

      With perfect makeup and nails, Rayne was as professional as she could possibly be, and formidable as always. Colin sucked in a quick breath, remembering how she could affect him every time he’d seen her. It had been a year, but nothing had changed. “Sir, I’m not following you anywhere. And you’re not my client. Get out of my office before I call the police.”

      Colin pulled his phone out of his pocket, liking the direction her mind was running. “I’ll do the honors,” he stated loud enough for the angry motherfucker to jerk his gaze toward Colin.

      “Put that damn thing away, asshole. This is not your business.”

      Colin held up the phone and lifted a brow. “In five seconds, it’s going to be my business. I hope your suit doesn’t get too messed up while you spend the night in the county jail.”

      The fucker had the audacity to fully turn toward Colin, hands fisted at his sides, eyes narrowed, face dark red, teeth gritted. He growled. And then he turned his head back toward Rayne. “I’m leaving, but you better heed my advice. Shred the contract. You have no idea who you’re dealing with.” Luckily, the man turned around and stomped from the office.

      As the door slammed, Colin flinched at the same moment he realized London was nowhere in sight. Shit.

      Rayne stepped forward, but Colin turned around and headed toward the door.

      “She said something about the bathroom,” the receptionist offered in a kind voice.

      “Colin?” Rayne asked.

      He opened the door and glanced at her. “Be right back.”

      “I’ll help you.” Rayne dashed forward.

      Colin opened the door to the hallway, and Rayne ducked under his arm to step out first.

      “Bathroom’s right over here,” she began. “Let me check.” She opened the door to the women’s room and disappeared inside. “London?” she called out as the door slowly closed behind her.

      Colin couldn’t hear anything else, but a few minutes later, Rayne returned. “She’s fine.”

      Colin blew out a breath, leaned against the opposite wall, and ran a hand through his short brown hair. “It was difficult to get her to come here at all. I’m sure she’s about to bolt after that scene.”

      Rayne cringed. “I’m so sorry.”

      Colin frowned. “You’re sorry? You don’t have anything to be sorry about. How often do you get a client screaming at you like that? What a dick.”

      “Yeah. He wasn’t the most pleasant sort, was he?” She shot him a teasing grin.

      “Pleasant? That guy is probably going to kill his wife with his bare hands when he gets home.”

      “Yeah, I’m sure my receptionist is warning her right now. Shelly’s amazing.”

      “Good.”

      Rayne’s gaze wandered up and down Colin’s frame. “You look good. Colorado must be working for you.”

      “You’re looking well yourself. How do you maintain that Miami tan in Denver?” he teased, noticing how her skin glowed. She’d moved to Colorado a year ago. Colin had only arrived two months ago.

      He’d known her for a few years. They’d frequented the same fetish clubs in Miami. At one point she’d dated one of the owners of the Miami branch of Club Zodiac, Rowen Easton. Colin had been a member of another Miami club, Breeze, before transferring his membership to Zodiac. He’d seen Rayne in both clubs at one time or another.

      She scrunched up her face. “Fake tan. Don’t tell anyone.”

      He chuckled. “You’re going to get cancer.” She looked hot as sin, but no way would he let her fake tan if she were his. What the hell was he thinking? Rayne was most certainly not his.

      She shot him a tilted grin, and set him straight. “I don’t bake it on. It’s a lotion.” She nodded toward the door. “You think she’s going to come out?”

      “Honestly? No. Not without coaxing.” Colin sighed. Now was not the time to think of Rayne the way his mind was wandering. He was here to help his sister get her life straightened out and divorce her husband once and for all.

      It was sheer coincidence that Rayne happened to have finished her law degree in Miami and then moved to Denver to set up her practice ten months before Colin arrived to open a second location of Club Zodiac. A convenient coincidence, since Colin didn’t have to hunt down a divorce attorney with no recommendation.

      Besides, it hadn’t exactly been a tough decision. Ever since his sister had shown up on his doorstep, bruised and beaten, he’d known in his mind her situation might land him right where he was standing now. Next to Rayne Bryant. Not a hardship. In fact, she was intriguing. She always had been. After watching her hold her own with that asshole today, he was even more impressed with her.

      Though he’d known her for several years and had spoken to her on many occasions, he’d never done a scene with her. He’d also never asked her on a date.

      Colin had known for a long time that he was attracted to Rayne. However, she had been in a relationship with Rowen for most of the time Colin had known her. By the time the two of them broke up, Colin too had been in an ill-fated relationship. He shuddered at the memory.

      “I’ll go back in and speak to her,” Rayne suggested, nodding toward the bathroom. “Anything I should know?” She kept her voice low. “When you made the appointment with Shelly, you didn’t give her many details.”

      “I’m hoping after you meet with her, you’ll know more than me, actually.” He wasn’t kidding. The details of his sister’s fucked-up marriage were largely a mystery to him. She’d arrived at his home a week ago, battered and broken, emotionally and physically. She’d spent most of her time in the guest room and hadn’t said much to him yet.

      Rayne nodded. “That’s what I get paid to do.”
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      Ten minutes later, Rayne had convinced a reluctant London to exit the bathroom and return to her office. Rayne would have met with the woman alone normally, but London had insisted on having her brother present, so here they were.

      It was all Rayne could do to keep from wincing every time she met London’s gaze. The petite woman was about five-five, and she didn’t weigh enough. Her thick, gorgeous, brown curls were pulled back from her face with a clip, but there wasn’t much she could do to tame them. Not that she needed to. Most women would give anything to have hair that amazing.

      What stood out to distract from her huge brown eyes was the fading purple and yellow circle around the left one and the angry, red scratches down the other side of her face.

      It was a warm day in Denver. Midsummer. But London wore a long-sleeved T-shirt and jeans. Probably to hide other injuries.

      Colin sat in the chair next to his sister, across the desk from Rayne. He looked amazing. Blue dress shirt, khaki pants. Loafers. In the past, she’d most often seen him dressed in black inside Club Zodiac. Today, he was not a Dom.

      He kept rubbing his fists as if he might punch the next person who pissed him off, and Rayne couldn’t blame him. Between the guy who’d just left her office and the man who’d undoubtedly used London as a punching bag recently, Colin had earned the right to have his blood boiling.

      “I understand you’d like to file for divorce,” Rayne began.

      London shrugged. “I’m not sure. I mean, I certainly don’t want my husband crashing into your office and threatening you like that last guy.”

      “And you think he would do that?” Rayne asked, hoping to coax her to spill as much information as possible.

      She shrugged again. “He’s unpredictable. There’s no telling what he might do.”

      “Is he the one who gave you that black eye?”

      “Yes.” Her voice was soft.

      “Do you have any other injuries I can’t see?” Rayne asked.

      “Yes,” London whispered. A tear escaped her eye, and she reached up to swipe it away.

      Every time she met another battered woman, Rayne wanted to scream. It never got easier. She’d seen more than her share, both in the last year working with them and during her internship in law school as a legal advocate for a women’s shelter. Not that every marriage ended in abuse. Most did not. But she’d learned the signs early on. She’d always been the sort of person who kept her ears open and her mouth closed. “Did you file a report with the police?”

      “Yes.”

      “You did?” Colin asked.

      Rayne glanced at Colin who looked pale. His shoulders were slouched, which was uncharacteristic. Granted, the times Rayne had seen him in the past had all been at Zodiac or Breeze in Miami. On every occasion he’d been in full Dom mode while she’d been in her half-assed sub mode. In fact, this was the most dressed she’d ever been in his presence. That thought made her flush as she jerked her attention back to London.

      London nodded. “Before I came to your house.” More tears fell.

      Rayne handed her several tissues from the box on the desk. “When was this?”

      “Saturday night. Louis came home late, or early Sunday morning, I guess you could say. He was drunk, as usual, and he started screaming at me to fix him something to eat. I was asleep when he got there, but I scrambled out of bed and hurried to the kitchen, knowing it would be easier to comply than argue.”

      Rayne noticed Colin gripping the arms of the chair. He hadn’t been kidding. His sister hadn’t filled him in on these details yet. “Go on,” Rayne encouraged.

      “I had bacon frying when he stomped back into the kitchen. He grabbed the pan off the stove and slammed it through the wall. He said if he’d wanted breakfast, he would have asked for breakfast. He wanted a meal. Spaghetti or lasagna.”

      In the middle of the night?

      “I was so tired.” London glanced down, making herself smaller in the chair. “And emotional.” Her voice was so low, it was hard to hear her. “And then my stomach roiled as it had every morning for a week. I raced toward the bathroom, but Louis grabbed my arm. He started screaming at me not to walk away from him. Rambling on and on about his dinner. My stomach revolted, and I couldn’t stop myself from vomiting. Right in the hallway. It splashed all over the front of Louis, running down his shirt and jeans and shoes.”

      There was a long silence, during which Rayne feared she might have to stop Colin from punching a hole in the wall. She stared at him, willing him to calm down. “Are you pregnant?” she finally asked in a soft voice.

      London let out a long sob and wiped her eyes again. “I don’t think so. Not anymore.”

      “Not anymore?” Rayne asked, her own stomach clenching in a manner that threatened a revolt. She knew she wasn’t going to like London’s next words.

      London’s voice rose as she rushed to explain, leaving her face lowered to her lap. “He was so pissed. He grabbed my hair and yanked me to the floor. And then he started kicking me. Hard. All over. Worse than he’d ever done before. I curled up in a ball, but he didn’t stop. He just kept kicking me and calling me names.

      “And then he left me there in the hallway while he took a shower and changed clothes. I didn’t move. I couldn’t. I was too scared. In shock, I think. When he returned, he told me I was lucky he didn’t own a gun, but he was going to fix that and he would be back.”

      Rayne rarely permitted herself to react outwardly to her clients. She’d heard so many stories in the past year, she could write a book about assault. Besides owning this law office, she also worked pro-bono for the local women's shelter. Those women had stories that would make anyone’s skin crawl. But London… Jesus.

      Rayne sucked in a sharp breath before she could stop herself. She also stood and rounded the desk to set a calming hand on Colin’s shoulder, hoping to soothe him enough that he might stop white-knuckling the arms of the chair.

      “Fuck,” he muttered.

      “Did he come back?” Rayne asked as she squatted down between Colin and his sister.

      London shrugged. “I don’t know. I called the police as soon as he left. They took a report, and then I took a taxi to Colin’s apartment before Louis returned.” She dipped her head and spoke in a whisper. “I was…bleeding. A lot. For several days.”

      Damn. He’d probably caused a miscarriage. Some days Rayne really hated dealing with so much abuse. “Was that the first time you’d reported him?” she asked in the calmest voice she could manage.

      London nodded as another sob escaped. And then she suddenly sat up straighter and met Rayne’s gaze. “I’ll never, ever go back to him. But I’m scared out of my mind that he won’t let me go peacefully.”

      Rayne nodded. “That’s understandable. But you’ve come to the right place. I have a lot of experience with abuse. I promise I’ll do my best to ensure you’re safe and can go on with the rest of your life.”

      “Thank you.” London smiled for the first time since she’d arrived. It was weak, but it was a start.

      Rayne felt Colin’s hand on her back, a gentle squeeze. A silent thank you.

      A welcome touch that soothed Rayne as much as it probably did Colin. Rayne had never subbed for Colin, but she’d seen him in action, and she knew he could calm a sub with his touch.

      It was incredibly inappropriate for butterflies to take flight in her belly at this moment, but it happened anyway. It had been a long time since she’d been to a club. Not since she’d moved to Denver. She’d had way too much on her plate to contemplate extracurricular activities.

      But Colin’s hand touched something deep inside her, dragging a need to the surface she’d ignored for too long. Perhaps it was time to check out the local scene.

      As she stared at Colin’s sister, Rayne pondered, not for the first time, at the logic of someone like her finding solace in the arms of a Dom. Someone who spent her days working so hard to help people out of abusive situations attending fetish clubs by night.

      She had studied law and abuse for many years. She was also well-educated about the nuances of D/s. It was clear to her that there was no connection between abusive relationships and consensual submission. The two were eons apart.

      Besides the constraints on her time, Rayne had held off visiting a local club on the off chance she might run into someone in her profession. Or worse—an abusive spouse she might have encountered along the way who fancied himself a Dom.

      The chances of either happening were slim, however, and after seeing Colin today, she felt a renewed need to venture back out into the scene. It was time. Perhaps she should even inquire with Colin about the local clubs. She knew he had moved to Denver to open up a new Zodiac, but he undoubtedly had the scoop on other clubs that were already operational.

      She could call him and ask a few questions. Or, she reminded herself with a shake of her head, she could google and keep her relationship with Colin professional.
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      Two days later, Rayne was even antsier than she’d been while Colin was in her office. He’d left his card, but she’d done nothing more than flip it around in her hand between clients. It would be unprofessional to call him. His sister was her client. Presumably.

      Colin had paid London’s retainer, but so far London had only contacted Rayne by email to say she needed to think. It wasn’t unusual. Rayne saw this sort of thing all the time. Some women were so broken down that they were too scared to file for divorce.

      Granted, not every client who came to Rayne for a divorce was in an abusive relationship. In fact, she often represented men too. But fighting over money or custody issues never compared to abuse. And that abuse could go both ways. She’d seen her fair share of abusive women also.

      Rayne shoved from her desk chair and wandered toward the window to stare down at the street below. Yeah, she was fidgety. The need to take a break from real life and find a new club was itching at the surface. Something about seeing Colin had gotten under her skin.

      She’d known for a while that Lincoln, the owner of Zodiac in Miami, had sent Colin and Aaron to open another location in Denver, but she’d also known that so far they had only recently found a location and were in the middle of dealing with the zoning laws. So, the new Zodiac was not yet an option.

      Google had come through for her. There was another club nearby. Roses and Thorns. The man who owned it, Master Robert, was well-known in the area. She’d found him on FetLife. He owned four locations in Colorado. With the exception of some minimal communication with locals on FetLife, Rayne hadn’t met a soul in the lifestyle since arriving in Denver.

      She sighed as she closed her eyes, picturing herself submitting to a man. It made her smile as she remembered the day, several years ago, when she’d first met her last real boyfriend, Rowen. She’d met him at a bar. A regular bar, not a fetish club. He’d been the first to introduce her to the lifestyle, and though she had liked him and enjoyed his company, she hadn’t been able to mold to what he’d needed in a sub.

      Or maybe their breakup was more than that. She’d never truly allowed herself to dissect the reasons she hadn’t fully clicked with him. It was possible their issues had been mostly related to less than compatible D/s desires, but Rayne would be lying to herself if she didn’t admit that somewhere in the back of her mind she’d also recognized that she’d never fully opened up to him.

      The truth was, she’d never fully opened up to anyone. It’s not done. It’s not seemly. We don’t air our dirty laundry out to the world. Her father’s words still rang loud in her head even after all these years.

      How many times in her childhood had he frowned at her and reminded her to keep her mother’s illness to herself?

      When she’d graduated from high school, her father had undoubtedly known she needed a change of scenery. A new life. One that wasn’t filled with the constant stress of her mother, who had endured many ups and downs over the years, but mostly downs.

      After eighteen years of tiptoeing around a house that was on constant diligent watch for one of her mother’s episodes, Rayne had applied to the University of Miami and heeded her father’s suggestion to move. Florida had been about the farthest she could have gone. She’d carried around a certain amount of guilt, but she hadn’t looked back.

      Had that guilt been a contributing factor in her inability to form lasting relationships? Undoubtedly. That and the ingrained need to keep her family’s private life to herself.

      It was crazy. She knew better. She’d taken several psychology classes in college before switching to law. She knew her father’s motto wasn’t healthy, but every time she would open her mouth to share, she would see his stern face and clam up. Even now, a year after his death, she could still hear his voice and felt drawn to follow his instructions.

      Such was the case when she was dating Rowen. She would never know if her inability to open up had contributed to their breakup. They’d parted ways amicably two years ago, and Rayne had remained a member of Zodiac—the club he was part owner of. It hadn’t even bothered her when he’d eventually found the perfect submissive for him—Faith Robbins. In fact, those two had gotten married almost a year ago.

      After her breakup with Rowen, Rayne had continued to grow and find herself in the lifestyle. She hadn’t had what it took to be the twenty-four-seven sort of submissive Rowen needed, but she had found that once she had a taste of the lifestyle, it was hard to walk away. There were aspects of the fetish world that made her horny every time she thought about it.

      A busy year in Denver had curtailed her weekend entertainment, but her practice was well-established now, and her personal life was not as stressful lately. If she ran into a client or someone she knew professionally, she would just have to trust that they maintained any club’s confidentiality rule. It was time.

      Seeing Colin, a known Dom, had made her think. Remember. Reminisce. Wish for something she’d been missing. She considered calling Colin again. Just because he’d given her his card didn’t mean she should open up that can of worms. He’d given it to her not because he was interested in her but because they had a business arrangement. How else was she supposed to contact him and his sister? London hadn’t provided her own cell number.

      The memory of his powerful hand on her back sent a chill down her spine, but she reminded herself for the tenth time that he’d probably been leaning more on her for support to keep from killing someone than anything else. Reading anything into his touch was ridiculous.

      It also wasn’t necessary. He wasn’t the only Dom in town. Perhaps her reaction to him and the fact that he kept coming to mind had more to do with her renewed craving to check out the scene than anything else.

      Yes. That had to be it.

      Granted, she wasn’t oblivious to the fact that Colin was good-looking. He’d been in the army in his younger days. Like Rowen, he had the buff body and the smattering of tattoos to go with his years of service. It wasn’t lost on her that she found military men to be extremely attractive even before they spoke.

      She closed her eyes as she visualized Colin’s tall frame, his short-cropped, brown hair, his dark piercing eyes, and the bulging muscles on his arms, his abs, his pecs…

      A knock at the frame of her open door had her spinning around to find Shelly leaning in. “You wanted me to remind you to get out of here before four. It’s getting late.”

      Rayne glanced at her watch. “Right. Thanks. I lost track of time.” Daydreaming. She rushed across the room to shut down her computer and grab her purse. It was Wednesday. She needed to hurry if she wanted to beat traffic.

      She volunteered at St. Joseph’s—a residential mental health facility—on Wednesday evenings, filling the same job her father had done for years before he passed away. It was nothing like the work she did for battered women during the day. No one at St. Joseph’s needed legal advice or a divorce. They simply needed companionship, especially those who either didn’t have relatives nearby or whose families chose not to visit them.
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        * * *

      

      As Colin pulled into the long circle drive of this morning’s client, he took a deep breath and then wiped a hand down his face. Ever since he’d left Rayne’s office the other day, he’d struggled to keep her off his mind.

      She’d been as professional and feisty and fierce as he remembered her, but she also had new characteristic that troubled him. She’d looked exhausted. Not tired, but worn out from months of doing too much.

      Colin had no idea why Rayne had chosen to move to Denver after she finished her law degree. She’d apparently not spoken much about it even to Lincoln or Rowen or Carter—the three owners of the Miami Zodiac. Nor had she mentioned the reason for her move to any of their respective women.

      He didn’t know why it niggled the back of his mind, but he felt confident, after seeing her in person, that she hadn’t randomly selected Denver as a place to live. In fact, as far as he knew, she’d been flourishing and happy in Miami. She’d claimed to prefer the heat and sunshine over the snow and cold.

      But here she was. In Denver. And he’d needed her services. Now all he had to do was pray his sister found the will to go through with filing for divorce. Yesterday wasn’t soon enough to get rid of her dick of a husband.

      Realizing he’d been sitting in his Tahoe for too long, he finally removed his seat belt and opened the door. The best part about his ability to drop everything in Miami and move to Denver had been his job.

      As a personal trainer, he could work anywhere. One of the reasons Colin jumped on the opportunity to move to Denver and start up a second Club Zodiac when Lincoln asked him was because he had two buddies from the army in the area who owned a gym. He knew they would spread the word and hook him up with clients. And they had come through for him in spades. Between that connection and his Miami references, Colin had enough new business to keep him afloat. Denver was full of wealthy people who liked to have a personal trainer come to their homes.

      In addition, his luck had blossomed incrementally when he landed a fantastic client his first week in town who happened to love him and had a lot of friends who were disgruntled with their current workout arrangements.

      After just two months, Colin had ten clients he saw once a week and a few others who preferred a more flexible schedule. He could still fit in several more, but this was paying the rent on the small house he’d moved into without forcing him to dip into his savings.

      As soon as Club Zodiac opened, he’d be set. Until then, he would need to be careful with his finances.

      His phone vibrated as he shut the car door. A glance at his watch told him he was still fifteen minutes early, so he pulled his cell from his pocket and glanced at the screen. Lincoln.

      He smiled as he connected. “Hey, I’m about to see a client, but I have a few minutes.”

      “Hey, yourself. I was just checking in. I got some more paperwork from the city today. We’re one step closer to sealing the deal on that location for Zodiac.”

      “Good. I’m getting antsy.” Thank God Lincoln was financing the majority of this venture. The Miami club had done better every year since Lincoln had bought it. After a few years, he’d added Rowen and Carter as part owners. Now, the business was expanding, which was why Colin and Aaron had been sent to Denver. They would share the responsibility of managing the second location.

      When Lincoln had first presented Colin with the idea, Colin hadn’t been able to believe his luck. He’d known his sister was somewhere in the Denver area. She’d been there for five years under the thumb of a man Colin suspected was abusing her. He’d jumped at the opportunity to move closer, hoping he might be able to get her untangled from whatever mess she was in.

      Aaron had jumped on board quickly also, saying that he missed living in a place with seasons and would love to be able to ski regularly. Both Colin and Aaron had become good friends with the three owners of Zodiac in Miami when they all realized they had spent several years in the military after high school. That sort of thing drew people together. A common ground. Lincoln had liked the idea of pairing two disciplined soldiers up to manage his new location.

      “How’s your sister doing?” Lincoln asked as if reading Colin’s train of thought.

      “Better. I managed to get her into Rayne’s office a few days ago.”

      “That’s good. One step at a time. How’s Rayne?”

      Colin leaned against the side of the Tahoe and tipped his head toward the ground, toeing at the concrete. “She seemed good. The usual. Professional. Tired.”

      “Any sparks?” Lincoln asked, shocking Colin.

      “What? Sparks? With Rayne?” he hedged, surprised at Lincoln’s bold question.

      Lincoln chuckled. “I remember seeing you look at her. Sometimes when you watched her scene, I thought you might not be able to keep yourself from intervening.”

      “Me? Come on.” Honestly, he was shaken up at Lincoln’s statement. Sure, he’d held a flame for Rayne from a distance, but he had no idea he’d been obvious about it. Hell, it hadn’t been a very conscious effort even on his part.

      “Just sayin’,” Lincoln continued. “You know Rowen wouldn’t care. He’s never been happier now that he’s with Faith. He didn’t fully click with Rayne.”

      Colin swallowed. “Why are we having this conversation?” No way did he want to get into his possible feelings for Rayne with Lincoln this morning.

      Lincoln chuckled. “Fine. I’ll let you get to your client. I’ll call you when I know more from the contractor about Zodiac. And good luck with Rayne,” he added.

      Colin groaned. “Seriously.”

      “Bye.” Lincoln ended the call, leaving Colin standing in the driveway of one of his most affluent clients as he stared at his phone and wondered how much of Lincoln’s observation was true.

      Colin sighed as he slouched against the side of his Tahoe and closed his eyes. He pictured the many times he’d watched Rayne scene in Miami, both at Zodiac and Breeze. Even when she’d been in a relationship with Rowen, he’d kept an eye on her. He usually never would have honed in on another man’s submissive, but he’d found her intriguing.

      Eventually, however, Colin had entered into a relationship with his now ex-girlfriend, Sarah. Colin rubbed his forehead as he recalled the less than pleasant memories of that relationship.

      Sarah had been a good match for Colin in the fetish world, but within weeks of meeting her, Colin had known something in her personal life was off. He should have trusted his instincts. Would he have possibly approached Rayne back then if he hadn’t been with Sarah? He would never know.

      Besides, he reminded himself, from what little he knew about Rayne, she was as secretive about her personal life as Sarah had been. Women with secrets would forever make him nervous.
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      On Friday night, Rayne felt a sense of peace as she stepped into Roses and Thorns. She greeted the owner, Master Robert, at the door, surprised to find him in town. It was her lucky day because, even though she hadn’t met him before, he was the only person she marginally knew. When she’d emailed him on Thursday, he’d readily agreed to giving her a guest pass for the night.

      After signing a release form in the entrance area, Rayne was led into the club by Master Robert. The kind man didn’t have much time to show her around, but he did point out where things were before he left her to return to the front.

      Rayne took a deep breath. Even though she had never fully grasped exactly what her place was in this world, she knew deep inside she belonged to the fetish scene in some way. It was in her soul.

      Just glancing around at the various apparatus spread around the main room caused some of the tension to leave her shoulders. Though she hadn’t quite clicked with Rowen a few years ago, she’d known their lack of chemistry hadn’t meant she wasn’t suited for the lifestyle.

      She was dressed rather casually tonight, under no expectation that she would do more than meet some people and ease back into the scene. Nevertheless, she had put some effort into her appearance. Her jean skirt was a faded denim that only reached a few inches below her butt. She also wore a lacy black demi bra with a sheer black blouse over it. Her heels were black also and wedge. Not too high. Comfortable.

      She had intentionally arrived after midnight so the place would already be hopping and she could blend in to the crowd. It would be tough getting out of bed tomorrow, but she hoped it would be worth it.

      The room was dark, the walls, ceiling, and floor all painted black. Each section of the room was dimly lit to illuminate whatever scene was occurring. As Rayne wandered around the periphery, she soaked in a St. Andrew’s Cross, a pegboard against a wall with adjustable pegs, and a table where a female Domme was preparing to do fire play on a naked man.

      And then she heard a familiar voice she would recognize anywhere. It was coming from behind her.

      For a moment, she continued to stare at the naked man in front of her, positioning himself on his stomach, while her heart rate picked up and she willed her ears not to have deceived her.

      Finally, she slowly turned around, and a flush ran up her chest as she confirmed her suspicion. Colin Wynne. He had his back to her, but there was no mistaking his muscular shoulders, bulging arms, and the distinctive tattoo on one arm. He was more filled out than she remembered him. Bulkier than a year ago.

      Even though she’d just seen him on Tuesday, she hadn’t been able to appreciate his full physique. He’d had on a button-up shirt and slacks. Tonight, however… Lordy.

      He was wearing a tight black T-shirt and dark blue jeans. He was also handling a long length of rope, which didn’t surprise her since she’d often seen him create amazing artistic designs with nothing more than a woman’s body and several feet of rope.

      As she approached, drawn like a magnet, he must have sensed her because he slowly turned around.

      The smile that lit up his face made her heart race. God, he was sexy tonight. His hair was longer on top than it had been in Miami, the locks falling across his forehead.

      “Rayne…” His voice was deep and rough.

      “Hey,” she responded, licking her lips and feeling like a dork. Normally, in her day-to-day world, she was confident to the point of cocky, but as she closed the distance with Colin, she felt anything but confident.

      She had no idea what he’d ever thought of her, or even if he had ever considered her for a moment.

      “Are you a member here?” he asked. “I haven’t seen you around. Granted, I’ve only been here a half a dozen times myself.”

      She shook her head. “No. This is my first time.” Shit. Wouldn’t he wonder why she picked tonight? The first weekend night since he’d stepped into her office?

      He lifted a brow. “Really? Do you belong to another club in the Denver area?”

      “No.” Suddenly chilled under his scrutiny, she crossed her arms and rubbed her biceps with her palms. “I haven’t had time to explore much.”

      “You’ve been here a year,” he pointed out.

      “Yes.”

      Slowly he nodded. And then he glanced down at the rope and held it up. “I was hoping to create a piece of art tonight. You want to be my canvas?”

      She swallowed. She wanted to be his canvas more than she wanted her next breath. She wasn’t going to pass up the opportunity. “I’d like that.” Though she’d always been at least peripherally attracted to him when they’d both lived in Miami, she’d never scened with him. For over a year, she’d been with Rowen, and after that Colin had had a girlfriend too. She wondered what happened to the woman. It seemed unlikely he was still with her. Rayne tried to remember her name. Sarah. Right.

      He reached out with his free hand, and she set hers in his. And then he hauled her closer. She could feel his heat when she found herself inches from his body. His hand roamed up her arm and then higher until he cupped her face. “It occurs to me that even though we’ve known each other a long time, we’ve never scened together.”

      She nodded. “True. I was with Rowen when I met you, and then you had a girlfriend after that. Sarah, right?”

      “Yes. We broke up after you moved to Denver.” His words were soft, as was his touch on her cheek. He met her gaze. “How much experience do you have with rope bondage?”

      “A little. Not much.” To be honest, it had always intrigued her, but she hadn’t ever met someone she trusted to thoroughly tie her up. She’d seen Colin in action, though. She knew he was an amazing rigger. The sight of the rope in his hands made her pussy clench.

      Colin threaded his fingers in her hair and ran them through the length. “So silky,” he commented softly. “I’ve always wondered what it might feel like.”

      He had? Yikes.

      “Do you have a hairband? I don’t want it to get caught in my knots.”

      She fought the urge to tip her face into his hand when it returned to her cheek, his thumb stroking casually across her jaw. Instead, she lifted her gaze to meet his as she tucked two fingers into the tight front pocket of her jean skirt and extracted a band.

      Unsure if he intended for her to pull her hair back or if he wanted to do it himself, she fingered the band for a moment. Finally, he released her face, gently extracted the hairband from her palm, and turned her to face away from him.

      As if he were a hairdresser who played with women’s locks every day, he expertly gathered her length at the base of her neck and then threaded it through the band. After a few passes, he trapped the ends and then doubled it again, forming a bun.

      The entire time he had his hands in her hair, her body came more fully alive. Her nipples stiffened, and the thong she wore under her short skirt was soaked. Was her reaction related to the fact that she hadn’t scened in over a year? Or was it a direct result of the specific man handling her?

      Either way, she told herself to relax and enjoy the scene. Colin would make it amazing. At the very least, her night was suddenly looking fruitful.

      She had no way of knowing if he was as attracted to her as she was to him, nor could she know if he’d ever been, but she intended to pretend for the next half hour or so while he turned her body into a restrained piece of art.

      “You mind if I blindfold you?” he asked, surprising her.

      She sucked in a breath as her body reacted strongly to the suggestion. Perhaps it was a good idea, because then he wouldn’t be able to see her eyes. She could do this. Scene with him. Let go. He’d always intrigued her. This was an itch she didn’t mind scratching. Right? “That’s fine.”

      He rounded to her front, dragging his fingers along her back and then cupping her elbow with one hand while he lifted her chin with the other. “Safeword?”

      “Red, Sir.” Oh, how easily she slid into the role with him.

      He smiled. “Mmm. I like the sound of that.”

      What did he mean? She feared she would take everything he said far more seriously than he intended. She needed to rein in the need to analyze his every word. She’d been out of the game too long. It was just a scene. Turning the reins over to someone else for an evening was exactly what she needed.

      Hell, she didn’t have time in her life for more than a scene anyway. But she needed this. She needed it so badly, her body had goose bumps. She’d worked her ass off being the hard-nosed lawyer for months. Except for the various places she volunteered, she hardly had a life otherwise.

      Colin danced his fingers up her arms and across her shoulders. His light touch felt like so much more, even through the sheer fabric of her blouse. He seemed to be studying her face and then learning it with the tips of his fingers as he traced around the edges.

      After several intense moments, he lowered one hand and pulled a blindfold from his back pocket. The last thing she saw before he covered her eyes was his lips. Did he realize he stroked his tongue across the top one?

      The world went black, and the loss of that sense made her shudder. She instinctively crossed her arms and rubbed her biceps, but Colin set his hands on her shoulders, ran them down to her elbows, and tugged them to her sides.

      He leaned closer until his lips were an inch from her ear. She could feel his warm breath as he spoke. “Clasp your hands behind your back, Rayne.”

      She inhaled deeply, trying to calm her nerves as she did as he instructed. It had been a while, but instantly her training fell into place. Not that she’d ever fully belonged to a Dom, but she’d played a lot and often in Miami. Enough to know how to present herself for Colin.

      So, she clasped her hands behind her back and dipped her face toward the floor.

      Colin’s mouth was still by her ear. “That’s a girl. Now, separate your feet and relax. Let go of your stress. Give it over to me. For the next half hour, you don’t have to make any decisions. No one is counting on you to solve the world’s crises.”

      She blew out a breath as she parted her feet. Luckily, her heels were not too high, and the wedges gave her some stability. Her nipples were tight points. If he looked hard enough, he would surely be able to see them straining against the front of her lace bra.

      A moment of panic filled her when Colin released her and stepped away. “Relax,” he repeated. “I’m just getting my rope.”

      “Yes, Sir.”

      Seconds later, he was back. Though he didn’t speak. His heat was all around her. It calmed her even before he touched her. “I’m going to do an intricate design I’ve been studying. You’re the perfect subject for it. When I’m done, I’ll show you in the mirror.”

      “Okay, Sir.” Her voice cracked.

      Colin stroked her chin with his thumb. “Nothing but ropes here tonight, Rayne. No need to panic.”

      She nodded into his touch. “I’m fine, Sir.” It’s just been a while.

      “Nevertheless, if it gets too intense, use your safeword.”

      “I will,” she whispered. The fact that he’d reminded her was enough to calm her further.

      Her stress was caused by several factors. Her year-long dry spell was exacerbated by the fact that she didn’t know anyone in this club, and they’d undoubtedly be watching. In addition, she’d never scened with Colin.

      But more important than all that, she hadn’t realized before this week that she was attracted to him. That was the most dangerous factor of all. Her thong was soaked from spreading her legs at his command. Would she have reacted this way to his demands years ago if she’d ever performed with him? Or had the stars aligned in a way that she simply needed this tonight? In front of strangers. After a stressful day. With a man she couldn’t seem to stop thinking about since he’d reappeared in her life earlier this week.

      With one hand trailing across her shoulders, Colin stepped behind her, not losing contact. His palm slid down one of her arms next. “Bend your elbows and clasp your wrists, so your arms create a box.”

      She did as he instructed, feeling the pull across her chest that lifted her breasts. Intentionally? Probably.

      The rope was soft as it glided across one of her hands. And then he began. The first thing he did was secure her wrists where they touched, relieving her of the need to put so much effort into her grip. He wrapped the rope around and through her arms several times, leaving her restrained but not too tightly.

      She visualized a spiral up her arms as he worked his way up her biceps, crisscrossing to the other arm. Perhaps her back looked like laced shoes. And then he dangled the rope over her shoulders and stepped around to her front.

      He pulled one end diagonal across her chest so that it crossed between her breasts, hugging the underside. He tucked that end into a belt loop at the side of her jean skirt. After doing the same with the other end of rope, he rounded to her back again.

      By now, she was nearly panting. It was one thing for him to bind her arms at her back, but now that the rope was so intimately hugging her breasts, they felt swollen and demanding. He hadn’t touched them.

      Of course he hadn’t. At no point had he insinuated this scene was going to go beyond Colin practicing Shibari. She needed to remind herself of that fact repeatedly. Was she hiding her lust from him? Because she was damn aroused.

      Colin crossed the ropes again at her waist. She visualized him creating an intricate knot at her lower back, and then he dropped the lengths and rounded to her front again. She heard the soft slap of the ends as they hit the floor.

      For a few moments, he stroked her face again. “You okay, Rayne?”

      “Yes, Sir.” More than.

      “You look so beautiful. May I keep going?”

      “Yes, Sir.” The words were breathy. Laced with sex as far as she was concerned. Could he hear that tone in her voice?

      His hands landed on her hips and then slid lower as he must have crouched in front of her. When he wrapped his fingers around her ankles and gently stroked his palms up her legs, her breath hitched. “Damn, your skin is smooth.”

      She had shaved that evening before leaving the house. Just in case. It had been rather ludicrous to think she might encounter anyone tonight she’d be willing to be intimate with, but Rayne wasn’t the sort of person to leave the house without covering all possible bases.

      Even her pussy was groomed to perfection, nothing but a landing strip left. She’d had no intention whatsoever to find herself in a position where a man might actually see her pussy, let alone touch it, but preparing herself for the possibility had been almost as titillating as the unlimited options her self-care had awakened.

      As Colin stroked the skin of her outer thighs, she held her breath. Half of her willed him to touch her more intimately. Half of her insisted she should not do so. His sister was her client. That mattered, right? The lines were blurring. Did it matter? It seemed like it should.

      Colin slid his hands to the backs of her thighs next, and she gasped a moment before she realized he was reaching for the two ends of rope. As he pulled them between her legs, she bit her lip. When he lifted the rope ends upward as he stood, she nearly moaned.

      The ropes pushed her skirt up, pulling tight on either side of her lower lips, pressing them together while at the same time gently abrading her bare skin.

      Colin slid one hand down behind her to run the tips of his fingers along the bottom seam of her skirt. His fingers just touched the swell of her ass. “You’re still covered. No one can see anything. Sexy as hell, though.” His voice was gravelly as he stepped closer and then set his lips on her ear.

      There was no mistaking the contact. Every breath against her made her shiver.

      Colin inhaled long and slow before taking a step back and then tucking the two ends under the crossed section between her breasts. This time his knuckles grazed her nipples. Several times.

      She arched higher, feeling the increased swelling and need. She’d give almost anything for him to cup her breasts and stroke his thumbs over the distended tips.

      Instead, he tugged upward again, bringing her heels off the floor for a moment as the rope pulled tighter against her pussy.

      Oh God. She was going to come. She was so totally going to orgasm right here and embarrass the hell out of herself. There was no way she could avoid it.

      She tried to think of anything to distract herself. Anything at all. Nothing entered her mind, though. Every ounce of her concentration was on the swelling of her lower lips. She might have moaned.

      “Gorgeous,” Colin whispered as he crossed the rope over her shoulders and then rounded behind her to tuck the loose ends into the woven section between her arms. Still standing behind her, he cupped her shoulders with his hands and set his lips on her ear again. “You’re a work of art. A dozen people are watching you.”

      This made her flinch. She’d forgotten she potentially had an audience.

      “They can’t help themselves. A few of the men look uncomfortable, shuffling their feet. Some of the women too.”

      His play-by-play was not helping tamp down her ardor. Which he probably knew.

      “What are you wearing under that skirt?” he asked in a soft whisper meant only for her ears.

      She licked her lips. “Not enough.”

      “You’re flushed, and your voice is cracking.”

      “Yes, Sir.” He was right. No sense denying it. How long had it been since she was this aroused? When did she last have sex? It had been more than a year. Longer than that actually. Miami. Too long.

      Anyone would be aroused like this after that dry spell.

      Or maybe it was all Colin. She couldn’t separate the two. Nor did she want to. What she wanted right now was to come. Desperately. At a man’s hands instead of her own.

      “Would you like to see yourself?”

      “Yes, Sir.”

      Colin coaxed her to turn slightly to the right. Every movement drew attention to the way the ropes were rubbing against her sex and the way they hugged her breasts. His hands slid up to the blindfold and slowly pulled it off.

      She blinked a few times, but the lighting in the room was dim, so it didn’t take long to adjust. She had no idea where the mirror had come from or how she’d missed seeing it beforehand, but she was indeed standing in front of a full-length mirror that showed her exactly how gorgeous she truly was.

      Indeed, the work of art he’d insinuated was right in front of her. In her peripheral vision, she was aware of several people watching, but she couldn't take her eyes off the way her breasts were pulled high
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