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Kegan was well and truly fucked.

And not in the satisfyingly good way.

She’d known being the only female in the highly competitive Aeronautical Racing Circuit was going to be tough. Not to mention dangerous. But she hadn’t been prepared for one of her teammates to do his best to end her racing career.

And he hadn’t been prepared for her fist to break his nose.

Slapped with a hefty fine and suspended for two races.

So worth it. 

Even though the suspension had left her with more time on her hands than she was used to. Sitting idle wasn’t her normal mode of operation. Down time made her skin crawl.

“You’re gonna clean that up, right?”

“Sorry, Bales.” Kegan brushed off the last specks of dust dotting her firesuit. A circle of Sypricon’s red sand spread around her feet in a halo. “Give me a sec to freshen up.” Ten minutes later, she emerged from the changing room refreshed. Off to her right, an impulse whip cracked. The submissive whimpered and begged her Master for more.

I’ve missed this place.

“Got a sweeper?”

“No worries, love. We took care of it while you were getting clean.” Bales gestured to a man sitting on a stool. “Walker, you were in Miranda’s office earlier and missed—”

“Kegan Riley.”

Great. Thought I was going to escape the circus for a few days.

“Didn’t know you were an ARC race fan, Walker.”

“Not. But when a face like hers is plastered all over the news feeds, you can’t help but pay attention.”

The price of fame. 

Kegan had stopped watching the feeds because most of the time their propaganda was just gossip. Or footage of her latest screw-up. But the gentleman sitting at the bar chatting with Bales...he was someone she would like to pay attention to. 

His clothing was acutely familiar. The rich gray color of the pants indicated he was a House Dominant at Tawse. But his face wasn’t one she recognized. Her ex-boyfriend Castor had always monopolized her time while they were here and had never been into sharing. She’d never had any personal contact with the House Doms. Though she knew most of their names. Everyone at the club did.

Vaughn. Denton. Burke. Locke. Renner. Korsen. Merc was the one wielding the whip in the scene area. There was one more. Fisher? Cruise? No, Crusher. Oh, and then there was the one everyone talked about, but rarely saw. Sander. 

But there was something about Walker she couldn’t put her finger on. Something that set off her internal detectors. “Seems odd that a man doesn’t watch the sports reels.”

Walker slowly twirled a small silver case. “I have better things to do.” One side of his mouth lifted. “Disappointed you can’t wow me with all your racing statistics now? Tell me how fantastic you are behind the controls? Brag about your latest win?”

His snide tone raised the fine hairs on the back of her neck. She had enough attitude problems to deal with from her pit boss, Stratham. “Not worth my time. I have better things to do.” She purposefully used his exact words. “Miranda around, Bales?”

The stout barkeeper swiped a towel over a glass. “Not today. Storms kept her away. Just like most of the clientele. In fact, surprised you were able to land.” Bales pointed to the dark-haired Dom at her side. “He’s in charge if you need something, though.”

Walker grinned. “Sorry if I’m a poor substitute for girl talk.”

Lucky me. “I just wanted to catch up with her. See how things were going.”

Walker tapped the bar. “Which you’d know if you didn’t spend your entire life racing.”

She blinked. That cunning smile was firmly in place despite his sardonic tone. Have I really been away from this world for so long? Focus, Riley. “Guess I’ll check down the street and see if Sweeter has any rooms he’ll rent for the night. Tired of sleeping curled up in my pilot’s chair.”

“Princess can’t follow through?”

Walker’s curt tone stopped her. “Excuse me?” Asshole. 

“You obviously came here looking for something.” He waved at the empty floor. The movement allowed her to see the surface of his hand was calloused and worn. It stood in contradiction to the smooth lines of muscles of his chest. The perfect line of pectoral muscles, free of hair, seemed to draw her gaze down his abdomen. Her gaze landed on the ridge under the lacing that held his pants in place. 

She mentally shook herself when she realized she was staring at the thick bulge. “I told you—”

“Yes,” he interrupted. “You came to speak with Miranda. Now, want to tell me the real reason you came here? Bales, can I get two bottles of ishke, please?”

Bales set a bottle of the clear hydrating fluid in front of Walker, and placed the other in front of her. The drink was given to anyone who participated in a scene at the club, a rule Miranda implemented for everyone’s safety.

Kegan had come here looking to play. And it appeared as if he was the only option. 

Miranda didn’t hand out the title of House Dom easily. If someone had it, they’d damned well earned it. 

He winked, and her gut clenched. 

Damn. So he was a devilishly handsome asshole.

“Never mind. Never would have taken a racer as the quiet type. The excitement. The adrenaline rush. I always assumed everything was over the top for you junkies.” The stool scraped over the floor as he moved closer than comfort dictated.

Kegan should have been used to such treatment. The public did it frequently enough. Especially during her endless list of media appearances. They would press in, surrounding her with their demands to have five seconds of her time. At least during a race, in full concentration mode, the only thing she had to worry about was the finish line.

Walker was way more Dom than she was used to.

I can handle this. Him.

Shaky, she shifted to put some distance between them. He caught one of the chair legs, and actually pulled her closer. “Going somewhere?” He lifted the bottle and sipped.

He was a feast for the eyes. While looks didn’t have to be a factor for her in a Dom, it certainly helped smooth over some of her frazzled nerves. “Yes,” she conceded through clenched teeth. “All right. I came to Tawse for a reason. You’re smart enough to figure out what that reason is without my confession.”

“Aren’t you a sassy one? Interesting.” He touched the back of her hand with far more gentleness than she expected given his brashness so far. “I understand your reservations, but you’re going to have to give me something to work with. Or else we’re both going to leave tonight very disappointed.”

Kegan blew out a breath, running a finger under the collar of her firesuit. “In my line of work, I have to be very protective. Guarded even. It comes so naturally, I don’t even have to think about it anymore.”

“That’s all well and good for your job. But you checked your occupation at the threshold, princess.”

He had a point. At Tawse, she wasn’t the race circuit’s darling. “I’m a little out of practice.”

Walker’s head tilted to the side. “Well let’s get you dusted off then, all right?”

Despite his question, he continued to sit and sip his ishke. He was very much in control. Both of himself and of her. 

“Don’t you need to check my file or something?”

“What makes you think I haven’t already?”

“Have you?” He continued to stare without answering. The silence sent up red warning flags. Full stop. Do not proceed with caution. There is no trophy for you at the winner’s circle. No fortune and glory.

She was a firm believer in limit lists. The hours she’d spent filling out Miranda’s complicated forms weren’t because she enjoyed feeling her hand cramp. There were many reasons why those lists were in place. Every member of the club had to fill out the list, regardless if they played with the House Doms or not. She’d even signed a membership contract agreeing it was her responsibility to take steps to maintain population control. 

“I’m not sure I’m comfortable—”

“So the racing princess isn’t as much of an adrenaline junkie as she leads everyone to believe.” A few strands of his pitch black hair shifted as he leaned closer. “Pity. I had such plans.”

“Wait. I’m just not...this isn’t what I’m used to.”

Walker’s expression changed. “I assure you, I’m good enough to read your body language and figure out limits. There’s a lot you can learn about someone through casual conversation. Plus, we’re the only ones around. Not as if I have to worry about sharing you with someone else. So multiple partners or voyeurism is immediately eliminated. But if it helps to reassure you, while you were cleaning up, I pulled your file.”

Kegan blew out a breath. Walker was smooth. Very smooth. Not to mention well-trained. Another sign the Doms of Tawse held their titles for a reason. “Okay. Let’s get this over with.”

“You say that like D/s is a chore. Something to be carried out with exact precision. This isn’t one of your races.” She shook her head, frustrated because she couldn’t seem to find her footing. She started to apologize, but he cut her off. “You give directions well. But how are you at following them?”

Shame washed over her. “That’s what I was working on before I joined the race circuit full time. Surrendering control fully, I mean. I tend to fight back unintentionally.”

“Topping from the bottom?”

“No, nothing like that. I’m...afraid someone will take advantage of me. My fame. My...life. This lifestyle requires—”

“I understand,” he interrupted. She took his offered hand, surprised at the easy comfort in his touch. His bracketed her waist, lifting her effortlessly onto the bar so she was seated in front of him. “You like control.”

“At times,” she admitted. “I
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