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      It’s supposed to be a temporary job in a temporary city with a temporary coworker…

      

      Erica is a genius. She already has her master’s degree and has landed her first job. She knows she’s a misfit, but it would seem her new coworker is an even bigger nerd. The only time she can let loose is at the local club, Zodiac. A place where all her fantasies are indulged.

      

      Rex doesn’t work well with others. How is it possible that the fidgeting, nervous woman sent to work with him is also utterly intriguing? As if he doesn’t have enough issues, his heart nearly stops when he sees her at his favorite club with another man.

      

      Dayton hasn’t felt a connection like the one he has with Erica in a long time. He doesn’t care what her quirks are. He likes her. And the chemistry between them is nearly perfect.

      

      Erica’s motto is work hard, play hard. If two men want to fight over her, she’s not going to stop them. But she’s certainly never been in a predicament like this before. She thought she could juggle a full social calendar. But it’s exhausting entertaining two men, and they’re behaving like Neanderthals. They need to compromise or take a hike. She does not have time for nonsense…
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      Rex groaned inwardly as he eyed his boss skeptically from across the desk. He leaned back in the uncomfortable chair and crossed his arms. “Do I look like someone who plays nicely with others?”

      John chuckled as he planted his elbows on the desk. “No one has ever accused you of playing nicely, Rex, but if the customer wants two people on the job, and they’re willing to pay for it, then that’s what they get.”

      “Who did you pair me up with? At least prepare me.” Chances were Rex wouldn’t even know the person. He worked alone most of the time and usually from home if he wasn’t at the location.

      John grinned. “New hire. You’ve never met her.”

      This time Rex groaned outwardly, rolling his head back to look at the ceiling. “Great,” he grumbled. “It’s fucking hot in Miami.”

      John laughed again. “Leave your jacket here in Denver.”

      Rex switched to growling and mumbling under his breath as he shoved off the chair and left his boss’s office. He wasn’t usually in such a foul mood. He was, however, cocky. He was brilliant. He knew it. His boss knew it. Hell, most people he came into contact with couldn’t avoid knowing it.

      He headed for the elevator, punched the button for the lobby, and ran a hand over his face. Rex wasn’t always as disagreeable as he felt today, but he’d been in a slump lately. He’d been working long hours for a local business doing a complicated job that had just ended. He hadn’t gotten enough sleep, and the last thing he wanted to do was rush home and grab a suitcase for a long-term gig in Miami.

      Worse than all that was the fact that he hadn’t been to Club Zodiac in weeks, and he hadn’t been able to get to Seattle in almost two months. He closed his eyes and slumped against the elevator wall, forcing himself to spend a moment reminiscing about the triad of people he’d been involved with for several months in Seattle.

      Charlotte, Samson, and Nile. They were a committed threesome who invited him into their lives to play. It had been amazing and enlightening. He’d also seen them less and less over time. He’d known it was time to move on for a while now. Maybe this long-term job in Miami—which put him about as far away from Seattle as he could get in the continental US—was exactly what he needed. After all, Miami was home to the only other location of Club Zodiac. He could spend some time there, meet new people, find a submissive of his own.

      The elevator pinged and he exited, hurrying across the lobby, aiming for the parking garage. He had just enough time to get to his apartment and pack his suitcase before his flight.

      “Hey, Rex,” the man at the door called out to him.

      Rex shook off his frustration as he shifted his focus to the world around him. Mitch was one of the good guys, always smiling and offering a good laugh. Rex knew he was about to hear a pretty lame hacker joke that would make him chuckle. “Mitch.” He nodded toward him as he approached.

      “I’ve got a new one.” The older man was grinning from ear to ear. He loved to joke with Rex.

      Rex softened a little. It was impossible not to when he ran into Mitch. “I’m ready.”

      “What do tiny hackers eat?” Mitch beamed.

      Rex had heard this about two hundred times, but he feigned ignorance. “You’ve got me. What?”

      “Microchips!” Mitch’s entire body shook as he laughed.

      Rex smiled wide. “Duh. Of course.”

      When Mitch stopped laughing, he spoke again. “Hey, I think I finally came up with a password for the building’s security system that you won’t be able to crack.”

      Rex had heard this one more often than the microchip joke, but he took the bait anyway, not wanting to ruin Mitch’s fun. “Really? What is it?”

      “I’m gonna use the last four digits of pi.” Mitch was a big guy. Tall. Graying hair. Wrinkles extending out from the corners of his eyes. He laughed at his own joke, as usual.

      Rex lifted a hand, palm out and gave the older man a high five. “That’ll work.” He kept moving, not having time to stop. “Gotta get to Miami, but don’t worry, I’ll still be able to break your codes even from there.” He waved as he exited the building, leaving Mitch still chuckling.

      Rex wasn’t kidding. He would crack Mitch’s latest security codes as soon as he had a chance. He liked to do it every few days. Not because his boss asked him to but because it amused Mitch to no end.

      After making his way around the corner of the building and into the garage, Rex quickly got in his car, started it up, and pulled from the space. He had a fifteen-minute drive to let his mind wander.

      Rex had fallen into his current waning relationship quite by accident. One night, Charlotte came alone to Club Zodiac while on a business trip to Denver. She’d requested a scene, and the manager, Colin, had set her up to receive a flogging from Rex. Granted, Colin had no way of knowing that Rex and Charlotte had history. They’d known each other peripherally in high school. Back when Rex was far nerdier.

      Rex had learned to blend in better over the years and he knew he outwardly presented as a regular human being these days. But nothing could change the fact that his brain wasn’t like others’. It was constantly calculating and analyzing the world around him.

      Charlotte didn’t mind. She enjoyed his skills with a flogger. It filled a void neither Nile nor Samson managed to provide. But Rex was antsy, and he knew it was time for Charlotte to find someone new and unique to scene with. It would keep her happy and on edge.

      It was time to move on, and the move to Miami would be perfect. Working with a partner at the new site was going to drive him bonkers, but knowing the person was new to the department gave Rex hope that he could quickly prove he worked better alone.

      Ironically, his desire to find the weakest links in any company’s system usually consumed him and turned him into an ogre at work. He could turn that shit off as soon as he left the job and switched to Dominant mode. Just as confident and cocky but somehow far more demanding.

      He adjusted his initial reaction to the news as he drove. Now was the perfect time to get fully back in the scene. Miami was the perfect location because it was home to the other branch of Club Zodiac. He’d met the owners on several occasions when they visited Denver.

      As much as Rex enjoyed his time with Charlotte, Nile, and Samson, a part of him wasn’t fully satisfied. He knew why. He wanted his own devoted submissive. Time with Charlotte was fun. She was sexy and an amazing submissive. She was not, however, his. The look of devotion she reserved for Nile and Samson always left Rex with an ache that burned in his chest.

      There was a submissive out there in the world who would look at him that way. He just needed to find her.
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      Rex was not sorry that he’d arrived in Miami and begun working on the latest project two days before his assigned partner. It gave him time to establish himself and get the lay of the land.

      Erica Wendell was her name. Today would be her first day, and Rex had arrived early to beat her. When he rounded the corner to enter the office he’d been assigned to, he stopped in his tracks, shocked to find someone already inside. Her back was to him, thick black ponytail swaying as she stared at the computer screen in front of her.

      Taking a deep breath, Rex came fully into the room and cleared his throat.

      The woman spun around, sitting up straighter, her beaming smile in place. “Hey. You must be Rex?” She stood and extended a hand. “I’m Erica.”

      The room they would be occupying had a counter that ran along two walls with several workspaces along it. They’d be the only two people occupying the room at the moment, and because of that there were only two workstations set up, adjacent to each other along the back wall.

      Rex dropped his computer bag on his chair and took her extended hand, reminding himself that a firm handshake always made the best first impression. One of the most important things he’d ever done for himself before finishing college was to take a course on social skills. “Nice to meet you,” he stated in a firm, no-nonsense voice he’d learned to use every time he met someone.

      It wasn’t really nice to meet her. He’d been dreading it since John had informed him of this arrangement three days ago. And his stomach took a dip at her perkiness. Quiet and subdued was more his style in the workplace.

      Don’t be an ass. You know nothing about this girl.

      Except he knew a lot about her because he’d read over her resume. She was in her early twenties. A young genius. Her resume was impressive for someone her age. She’d had several internships while attending Syracuse University, where she got her master’s degree in information management. She also had two years of experience.

      She was beyond qualified and an excellent hire for White Hat Hack, the ethical hacking agency they both worked for. He had no bone to pick with her. He just didn’t like working with a partner.

      Erica spun around and waved a hand in the general direction of her desk. “Hope you don’t mind, but I saw the notes on your desk for what you were working on and cracked into that system for you.” She pointed excitedly at the monitor in front of her.

      Rex’s blood boiled, and his heart was thumping loudly. He eased past her, set his palms on the desk, and leaned in closer to her computer. Holy fuck. She had indeed broken into the exact program he’d been working on for several hours yesterday.

      Erica continued to ramble behind him. “I assumed this was my desk space since it was empty and the other one seemed occupied. I hope I didn’t overstep myself. I do that sometimes. I also talk a lot when I’m nervous. I apologize in advance. Did I… Uh, is everything okay?”

      Rex was still staring at her work, gritting his teeth. He wasn’t sure if he wanted to choke her or thank her. It wasn’t her fault he was pissed that she’d so quickly cracked this problem. But fuck.

      Finally, he shoved off the desk and righted himself. “Good work,” he stated as he opened his computer bag and reached inside for a pile of paper just to avoid looking her directly in the eye.

      “Did I do something wrong?” she asked in a slightly higher-pitched voice.

      He could see her wringing her hands in front of her without lifting his gaze.

      “I shouldn’t have rummaged around on your desk. I mean I didn’t actually rummage, of course. I just saw the open folder and I didn’t have anything to do yet, so I just…”

      He finally took a deep breath and lifted his gaze, making direct eye contact with her for the first time. “It’s fine. You did well.”

      Shit. She was cute. Nervous and fidgety, but also attractive. His pulse picked up in a way it hadn’t in a long time. Not since the day he’d met Charlotte.

      He jerked his head down and took a step back. Stop it. Good God. You have to work with this annoying woman. You absolutely can’t start thinking of her as sexy.

      His brain wouldn’t stop with sexy, however. Nope. Not Rex’s mind. It did whatever it wanted whenever it wanted. And right now, his thoughts centered on what Erica might be like if he commanded her to her knees and insisted she stop talking.

      He shuddered and forced himself to shake off such absurd thoughts.

      Erica clapped her hands together in front of her. Just once. “Great. Well, just let me know what you’re working on next, and I’ll get started. I know you’re not like my boss exactly or anything, but you’ve been here two days which is at least sixteen hours longer than me, and I assume you know what we’re supposed to be working on, and well, you’re older, so…”

      He couldn’t help but lift his gaze again. Damn, she was cute. Even cuter than he’d thought. Her thick dark hair was too heavy for her ponytail, so some of it had escaped to land in waves around her face. Her eyes were dark too, a deep brown. Her skin was pale, though Rex had such pale skin that she was darker than him. Her lips were full and pink, and she was now biting into the corner of the bottom one with her perfect straight white teeth.

      He didn’t think she had on much makeup. Her lashes and brows were black and thick, so mascara wouldn’t be unnecessary. Her cheeks were rosy, but that could be from nerves. He scanned briefly down her frame to find her wearing a white blouse, sensible black slacks, and black pumps—the standard outfit nearly any woman would wear the first day at a new job.

      Rex figured she was about five four. As he shifted his gaze back up her frame, he couldn’t help but note that she had a narrow waist and full breasts. Her blouse wasn’t too thin, but he could at least tell that she was wearing a plain white bra. She was also still wringing her fingers together, giving him the urge to demand she clasp them behind her back.

      Instead he took a deep breath and met her gaze again. “We have a pile of assignments. It’s up to us to decide if we want to work on the same thing at once or divide and conquer. You should know, I don’t work well with others, so it’s probably best if we work on different tasks.”

      She gave a curt nod. “Got it. Agreed.”

      He continued to hold her gaze, though it was so out of character. There was just something about her. Something that got to him. His reactions to her were a jumble of confusion. On the one hand, he was furious she’d so easily broken the code he’d been working on. On the other hand, his dick had taken notice of her and was pressing against the front panel of his khaki pants.

      After a few awkward moments, Erica jerked her gaze downward in a way that made his cock thicken further. She dropped her hands to her sides and flexed her fingers several times.

      She’s not a submissive, Rex. Get a grip on yourself. This is a workplace. Not a club. She’s probably never heard of BDSM. But Lordy, she had submissive tendencies.

      Erica finally inhaled slowly. “Okay, well, I was just about to go get a cup of coffee from the break room. I got here super early to get a feel for the place. Sometimes that helps me relax and feel less intimidated. Would you like me to grab you a coffee too?” She lifted her eyes.

      Fuck me. He narrowed his gaze at her. “Sure, but only because you’re going. I don’t expect you to get me coffee. I might be slightly older, but we’re just coworkers here.”

      Another quick nod. “Right. Of course. Black?”

      He searched his mind, shaking off the bombarding thoughts of her kneeling in front of him, holding up a cup of coffee. It took him a second to understand her question. Oh, right. The coffee. “Black is fine.”

      “’Kay. Be right back.” She spun around and fled the room, her feet shuffling quickly.

      Rex didn’t take a full breath until he could no longer hear her. When she was gone, he dropped into his chair, muscles lax, arms hanging at his sides. He was exhausted and the day hadn’t started yet.

      Working with a partner was out of his comfort zone. Working with someone potentially more brilliant than him was unnerving, though it had happened on occasion in his line of work, so he wasn’t overly shocked. Working with a gorgeous woman who might possibly be submissive whether she knew it or not was a serious problem.

      Surely the reason his mind was wandering to thoughts of dominating his damn coworker was because it had been a while since he’d last dominated anyone. Perhaps a trip to Zodiac Friday night would help him clear his mind. He could find a submissive to work with and replace thoughts of Erica on her knees from his head.

      Rex pulled himself together and grabbed the stack of file folders on the corner of his desk, quickly flipping through them to choose one for Erica to start on. When she returned, he wanted to be on his game.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 3

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Erica stepped into the break room, grateful no one else was there, and took several deep, cleansing breaths. She’d already been at work for two hours, though Rex didn’t know that. Or maybe he suspected since she’d finished his current task before he arrived.

      It was still early. Only eight. The guard she met at the front desk downstairs had luckily had her on his list of new employees, and he’d been gracious enough to accompany her to the tenth floor, let her in, and show her where her office was. Only one other person had been on the floor when she’d arrived, a man in a huge corner office. He’d been on the phone when she passed him, and he hadn’t emerged yet.

      Erica hurried over to the Keurig, quickly figured out where the K-cups were, and started brewing. She added cream to her cup while she waited.

      Rex Kyle was not at all what she’d expected, though that was absurd. She shouldn’t have expected anything in particular. She hadn’t had any information about him, so nothing should have influenced her.

      But she was influenced by the nature of her chosen profession. She was a nerd. She knew it. Everyone knew it. Other professional ethical hackers were also nerds. They were a unique breed.

      Rex, however, wasn’t as geeky as most hackers. He had short black hair, cut stylishly, blue eyes, and pale skin. His khaki pants and loafers were designer and fit him perfectly. His button-down shirt was a medium blue, the top two buttons undone.

      Okay, so maybe most dorky men dressed like that, but Rex had style. Nothing was ill-fitting or too small or too large. Either he knew how to shop, or someone shopped for him.

      She flinched as she considered the fact that he might have a wife or a girlfriend, or hell even a boyfriend. That shouldn’t bother her. Why, then, was she unnerved?

      Because he’s hot. And he’s smart. Granted, he was also kind of…angry or something. She got the vibe that he didn’t want her there, which pissed her off since he’d judged her before he met her, or he didn’t like working with women, or he thought she was too young. Any number of things could have made his face scrunch up the moment he met her.

      You’re reading too much into it. Maybe he’s just awkward. You certainly are.

      The first cup of coffee finished, and she slid a second cup under the machine and started it over again. She tapped her fingers on the counter as she waited. She knew she was a fidgeter. She always had been, always moving. If she was standing, she would wring her fingers together. If she was seated, she would bounce a leg. If she didn’t pull her hair back, she would play absently with a strand for hours while working at the computer.

      Everyone she’d ever spent any time with had eventually told her to stop moving because she was driving them bonkers. Her mother had done so a bazillion times.

      Meeting new people exacerbated her problem, and if they didn’t seem to like her, it would get worse. Today was going to be a very long, challenging day. Hopefully, she could bury herself in an assignment and block out the world around her.

      Block out Rex. He was intense. She’d found him judging her several times in their short discourse. Thus the reason she was currently tapping her fingers on the counter in the break room. She stared at her hands. She needed lotion. Her skin was too dry. Her blunt-cut nails were rounded at the tips, and the only reason they weren’t shorter from her biting them was because she’d spent months breaking that habit a few years ago.

      Years of self-talk and research had left Erica only marginally equipped to deal with regular people. She closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and blew it out slowly as she slid into her happy place for a moment. Lucky for her, she’d discovered—quite by accident—the perfect solution to her anxiety.

      Submission.

      It wasn’t for everyone, and she never shared her secret with anyone in her vanilla life, but she’d learned that if she spent one or two nights a week at a fetish club, she could release some of her pent-up stress and regroup with herself.

      As soon as she found out this long-term assignment would be in Miami, she’d done some research and narrowed her possibilities down to two clubs. One was called Breeze. The other was called Club Zodiac.

      Today was Wednesday. She would line up a visit to one of those clubs for Friday. Then all she needed to do was get through three days of work before she ventured out and found her happy place.

      Three stress-filled days working in close proximity with a man who wasn’t exactly welcoming or friendly. Perhaps he was simply as awkward as she was. Hard to tell.

      The Keurig sputtered to a stop, and she threw away the used K-cup and slid the second cup from the machine. Walking carefully so as not to spill the hot coffee on herself or the floor, she made her way back to her assigned office.

      She was holding her breath as she returned, but Rex seemed to have relaxed somewhat in her absence. He was seated in his chair, two monitors on, a pile of folders at his side. He spun around and smiled when he heard her approach, looking far less annoyed than earlier. “Thank you so much. I promise after I down half this cup, I’ll be much more human.” He took the black coffee from her and sipped it, moaning around the taste of the elixir.

      Erica slid into her own seat, close to him, but not so close that they would bump into each other. Plus, there was plenty of space in the room along this wall. She could move down some. Or he could. But then again, if she started moving things, she might give him the wrong impression and cause him to think she didn’t want to be close to him or that he smelled bad or something.

      She jerked herself from her wandering thoughts, glad she hadn’t voiced any of that. She was aware that her brain could fire thoughts at a pace that rivaled her mouth at times. When she turned to look at Rex, she found him watching her. His look… God, she hadn’t imagined it at all. He had a way of staring at her that made her squirm worse than usual.

      Something about the way he looked at her… As if he were dominating her. Or wanted to.

      She shuddered. Obviously, she was mistaken. She’d been thinking about lining something up for the weekend and caused herself to project her needs on anyone around her. Rex Kyle had probably never been near a BDSM club in his life.
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      After three intense days of working side by side with the intense Rex, Erica was beyond glad to head for a local club. She was even more grateful that Lincoln Walsh, one of the owners of Club Zodiac, had approved her temporary membership. She hadn’t been to a club in several weeks, and she was itching to submit. She prayed she would be able to find a Dom willing to give her a timeslot—preferably one who would leave her backside heated enough that she had to sleep on her belly tonight. Unfortunately, it turned out she would have to work a half day tomorrow, but she could go in late. She could manage that as long as she got five hours of sleep.

      Erica chose her outfit carefully and then stuffed it into her oversized purse. She would change when she arrived at the club. It was far too hot out in Miami to arrive wearing fetish wear concealed under a long coat.

      She was well aware that most clubs didn’t really get busy until after midnight, but she arrived closer to eleven, knowing she would need to fill out paperwork and hoping to arrive early enough to get on someone’s play schedule.

      A cheerful woman who introduced herself as Kerry greeted Erica in the entrance room, and moments later Lincoln joined her. He extended a hand. “Lincoln Walsh. Nice to meet you. If you’ll follow me, we’ll get you sorted out.”

      Erica was surprised when Lincoln led her past the main play room and then up a flight of stairs.

      He turned toward her as they reached the top. “Sorry. The offices are all above the main club on the third floor.”

      “No problem.” Erica smiled at him. “Thank you so much for adding me as a guest tonight,” she stated as she continued to follow him into a spacious corner office with large windows on two walls.

      Lincoln pointed toward a seat across from his desk and then rounded the desk to sit across from her. “You said you’ve just moved here?”

      “Yes, from Syracuse. I went to the university there.” She sat up straight, trying not to fidget, hands fisted in her lap.

      “Ah, nice. Beautiful area of the country.” He shuffled through some papers on his desk and presented her with a manila folder. “Standard forms. You were a member of a club in New York, right?”

      “Yes. I’ve been a regular there for two years. I’m…” she chewed on her bottom lip a moment, “intense. At work I mean. I find I really benefit from submission on the weekends.”

      He nodded. “I understand. That’s true for many people.”

      “Is there a chance you could recommend someone I could scene with tonight?”

      “Of course. What do you have in mind? Tell me what type of play you’re looking for.”

      “I’m fond of a little pain. No blood, mind you, but I do like to be struck with any number of items.” Somehow she had no trouble asking for what she wanted in a club. It was like the moment she stepped through the front door, even though she didn’t know anyone at Zodiac, she assumed the role of a totally different person. It calmed her immeasurably.

      Another nod from Lincoln. “Got it. You might enjoy a scene with Dayton. He’s been a member for years and fills in when we need him to work. I trust him implicitly.”

      “Thank you.” Erica relaxed a bit more as she picked up the file, relieved to know she wouldn’t have to wander around for two hours trying to make her own connection.

      It took her fifteen minutes to read through the fine print, finding nothing out of the ordinary before she signed the forms. When she handed the file back to Lincoln, he rose to his feet. “Great. I’ll show you to the lockers where you can stow your street clothes. Zodiac doesn’t discriminate or make any judgements about gender, so the restrooms have a mix of people.”

      She smiled. “Glad to hear it.” She would have been shocked if the club had any other policy.

      A soft knock at the door brought a smile to Lincoln’s face, and he strode across the room ahead of Erica to open the door. A petite woman in her mid-twenties with long brown ringlets and gorgeous green eyes lifted onto her tiptoes to give Lincoln a brief kiss.

      Lincoln cupped the back of her neck and then stepped to one side. “Erica, this is my wife, Sasha. Sasha, Erica just moved here from New York.”

      Erica closed the distance and shook hands with Sasha. “Nice to meet you.” The woman was stunning in a loose, pale pink dress that landed just below her butt and was held up by dainty lace straps. Erica herself was currently dressed in the prim and proper clothes she’d worn to work, and she was itching to change.

      Lincoln tucked a finger under his wife’s chin and lifted her face to his gaze. “Would you mind showing Erica where the lockers are and giving her a tour? I need to line up someone to do a scene with her.”

      “Yes, Sir.”

      He smiled at her and kissed her nose. “I like this dress. Good choice. Lose the panties before you return.”

      Sasha flushed before lowering her gaze. “Yes, Sir.”

      Lincoln spun her around, gave her butt a playful swat, and stepped out of the way so Erica could follow. “Sasha will help you with anything you need.”

      “Thank you again.”

      “You’re welcome to come anytime you want for this first month. If you decide you want to join, let me know, and I’ll make arrangements for that too.”

      Erica nodded and hurried to follow Sasha back down the stairs, past the entrance area, and down a short hallway. They stopped at a door on the left, and Sasha pushed through it, giving a wide hand sweep to indicate the room. “It’s not fancy, but it works. There are plenty of bathroom stalls over there.” She pointed to the right. “And lockers and benches on this side.” She pointed to the left and then headed that direction.

      “Thank you. I really appreciate your help,” Erica responded as Sasha opened a locker and made sure no one was using it.

      Sasha lowered to sitting on the long bench in front of the locker. “Did you move here for work?”

      Erica dropped her bag on the bench. “Yeah. It’s not permanent. Long-term assignment.”

      “Ah, well, you’ll love the weather here. Unless winter is your favorite season,” she teased.

      Erica chuckled. “No, snow is not my favorite. I’m looking forward to the nice weather.” She held her arms out, pushing up her sleeves to show Sasha more of her skin. “Though, sun and I are not close friends, so I won’t be bathing on the beach.” Nor was lying in the sun one of Erica’s dreamy pastimes.

      Sasha pushed to standing. “Oh, sorry. I wasn’t thinking. I’ll let you get changed in private. I’ll come back and get you in a few minutes.” Her cheeks were pink. “I forget that not everyone wants strangers watching them change.”

      Erica reached out and set a hand on Sasha’s forearm. “It’s okay. I don’t mind.” She glanced at Sasha’s pink flowy dress. “I love this dress by the way. It’s so feminine.”

      Sasha smoothed her hands down the front. “Shit,” she murmured. “That reminds me. Lincoln had a pretty specific request.” Her hand flew to her mouth and she glanced at Erica. “Do me a favor and don’t tell Lincoln you heard me cuss.”

      “Your secret’s safe.” Erica smiled. She liked Sasha. She imagined everyone did. While Sasha headed to another locker, wiggled out of her panties, and put them inside, Erica removed her work clothes, everything actually, and put on her favorite go-to little black dress—the one she often wore on her first visit to a new club. It was made of a stretchy material that shined just enough to give it the look of leather. It landed barely below her butt, was held up by thin black straps, pushed her fuller-than-average breasts up high, and had no back. The lacey edging around the V at the chest gave her amazing cleavage.

      As soon as Erica finished tugging it over her head and into place, she caught Sasha staring at her from the side, mouth open. “Shit, woman. That is so hot.” Her hand went to her mouth again. “If Lincoln catches me cussing, I won’t be able to sit for a week.”

      Erica grinned. “Who’s going to tell him?” She could feel the heat in her cheeks and knew her embarrassment over Sasha’s compliment left her face as red as Sasha’s.

      Sasha eyed her from head to toe. “With your dark hair and pale skin, you look like you could rule the world. Are you a top or a bottom?”

      Shaking her head, Erica responded, “Submissive. Always.”

      “Damn. I could picture you with high heels, a crop, and a wicked expression, circling some poor submissive trembling on their knees.”

      Erica lifted a brow. “You sure cuss a lot for someone who seems to find herself in trouble when doing so,” she joked.

      Sasha shook her head. “Not usually. I’m a preschool teacher. They frown on that at work.” She giggled. “And it really bothers Lincoln. I don’t do it in front of him often. I prefer sensual play over spankings and time outs.”

      “I get that.” Erica folded her clothes and tucked them into her bag, putting the entire thing in the locker.

      “Oh”—Sasha glanced at Erica’s feet—“well, if you’re going to go barefoot, that changes the look of the outfit. You’re right. Who is Lincoln arranging for you to scene with?”

      “Someone named Dayton.”

      Sasha smiled. “Perfect. He’s a great guy. Tall. Broad. Amazing tanned skin that makes me drool when he takes his shirt off—in my head, of course. If you like a little pain, he’s your man.”

      “I do. Looking forward to it. Helps me relax at the end of a stressful work week.”

      “He’s going to love your hair, too. If you like a man to run his fingers through your hair, I’d take it down. He’ll put it back up, but you won’t regret his attention.”

      “Thanks for the advice.” Erica slid the band from her hair and put it around her wrist. She shook out the length, letting it fall down her back while she finger combed it.

      “Wow. It’s even better down. So thick and shiny. Just the right amount of wave.” Sasha tugged on one of her own curls. “I’ll never know what straight hair is like.” She shrugged. “Ready?”

      “Yep. Thank you for showing me around. I really appreciate it. I’m normally a ball of nerves when I meet new people and enter new situations. You’re making my life so much easier tonight.” That wasn’t an exaggeration. Erica realized she hadn’t had a moment to fidget since she met Sasha. Pleasant conversation filled the void. For the last fifteen minutes, Erica had felt like any other woman in the presence of the easygoing Sasha, who didn’t know a thing about Erica’s day job or her ridiculously overactive brain.
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      Dayton Carrigan had no idea what to expect when Lincoln asked him to scene with a prospective new member. Lincoln had informed him she seemed slightly skittish and proper. He hadn’t said “stuffy,” but Dayton had pictured her that way from the description. He just hoped she hadn’t exaggerated her previous experiences with BDSM, because they were going to clash if it turned out she preferred a more sensual experience.

      Dayton was sitting at one end of a black leather loveseat in a dimly lit corner of the main playroom when he spotted Sasha wandering through pointing out various pieces of equipment to the woman next to her.

      Dayton’s attention shifted to the woman, his breath catching as he scanned up and down her body. She was nothing like he’d expected. Not even close. She was wearing a tight black dress—if one could call it that. It shimmered in the dim lighting, barely covered her bottom, and gave her the most amazing cleavage. Her pale skin nearly glowed in contrast. But the most amazing thing was the glorious wave of black hair hanging down her bare back.

      Dayton flexed his fingers, imagining what it would be like to fist that hair in his hand and tug her head back. He wanted to nuzzle her neck, inhale her scent, tease the sensitive spot behind her ear.

      He glanced away, blinking several times as he inhaled slowly. It was slightly unusual for him to be so affected
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