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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. These first three books take place at the Miami location as the three owners of that club find and fall in love with their submissives.
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        His friend’s little sister...

      

        

      
        Sasha Easton has had her eye on Lincoln Walsh—the owner of Club Zodiac—for five years. Unfortunately, he does nothing but scowl at her and reject her every shy advance.

      

        

      
        She’s not right for him...

      

        

      
        Lincoln doesn’t have a choice but to discourage Sasha because the truth is that he’s a sadist. And Sasha is no masochist. No matter how much he might want her in his bed, he can’t change the type of Dom he is.

      

        

      
        She’s not as innocent as he thinks...

      

        

      
        Determined to get Lincoln to see her as more than his business partner’s little sister, Sasha delivers an ultimatum—let her join Club Zodiac or she’ll explore her submission elsewhere.

      

        

      
        Can he train her and let her go?

      

        

      
        Watching the only woman he’s ever wanted play with another Dom is more than Lincoln can bear, so he finds himself agreeing to train her himself. After all, he’s confident if he pushes her hard enough, he can protect her from the lifestyle and himself from admitting the truth about his feelings.
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      Sasha Easton had other plans that night, plans that didn’t entail hanging around Club Zodiac with her brother Rowen’s coworkers on her seventeenth birthday. The only reason she wasn’t irritated by the party they’d organized was because she knew everyone would disperse to start their jobs one floor below at eight o’clock.

      Rowen had been working at Club Zodiac three nights a week since shortly before she’d moved in with him five years ago when their mother died. His coworkers were also his best friends. And by default, they treated her like a kid sister.

      Sasha loved them all. Every one of them had a hand in her formative years, everything from helping her with homework, to ensuring she had dinner, to scrutinizing her choice in friends.

      Tonight was different. Not only were they gathered to wish her a happy birthday, but tonight was the night the new owner took over Zodiac. Sasha hadn’t met him yet, but she’d heard the rumblings. She was anxious to get a glimpse of him if for no other reason than to discern whether or not the rumors about him were true.

      If the gossip were to be believed, Lincoln Walsh was the entire package—tall, dark, and handsome. The way the female employees whispered about him with reverence indicated he also exuded power.

      So, Sasha was filled with mixed emotions as she made her way around the breakroom above the club, greeting everyone with a gracious smile, anticipating the moment she could tear out of there to catch up with her friends, and a bit nervous about meeting Rowen’s new boss.

      The previous owner, John Gilbert, had retired. He was in his mid-sixties and had treated Sasha like a granddaughter from the moment she’d met him. After her mother died, he’d agreed to let her hang out in his office or the breakroom on Wednesday, Friday, and Saturday nights while her brother worked.

      John adored her. He was always smiling and often laughing, the deep kind of chuckle that made his entire body shake. He provided a hug when she was feeling down. He filled her stomach with desserts his wife made. And he often slid her cash when no one was looking. A lady should always have a few dollars on her.

      She smiled at the memories.

      Tonight was a turning point for the club. She wasn’t the only one feeling the tension. She would miss John, but she hadn’t spent nearly as much time at the club in the last year since she’d gotten her driver’s license and no longer needed late-night supervision.

      She was standing in the back corner, talking with Carter Ellis—one of Rowen’s best friends who went all the way back to their days in the army—when a hush fell over the room. She turned toward the doorway and lifted her gaze, and then her breath caught in her lungs.

      No one had exaggerated when they spoke of the new owner. He was over six feet with thick, dark hair and dark skin that didn’t come from the sun but rather from a gene pool that undoubtedly included someone of Asian descent. If that wasn’t enough, he was also built in a way that indicated he worked out often and took pride in his body.

      Lincoln Walsh entered the makeshift party with a friendly smile, greeting the staff with handshakes and nods. Easygoing while at the same time exuding an air of authority that belied his age, which she knew to be only twenty-five. He was young to own a club.

      He was all Dom. Sexy as hell.

      Sasha remained tongue-tied, unable to move from her spot across the room. She realized the foolishness of her strange attraction but couldn’t stop the physical reaction taking over her body.

      It was the first time she experienced true arousal. The first time she felt the tingling sensation in her clit. The tightening of her nipples. The wetness pooling between her legs.

      Also for the first time, she felt a sense of self-consciousness. Glancing down at her white shorts and yellow camisole, she wondered how she looked to others around her. Probably young. She needed to think about getting some more grown-up clothes. Black maybe. No way would she ever impress a man like Lincoln Walsh dressed as if she were a walking advertisement for virginity.

      Her hands grew sweaty and her mouth dry. Mesmerized, she stood completely still and waited for him to approach. When he did, she swallowed and licked her lips but couldn’t manage to utter a word.

      His eyes sparkled when he took her hand and held it in both of his. He winked at her. “Lincoln Walsh. You must be Rowen’s sister.”

      She nodded.

      “You look so young. I understand this party is for you. How old are you?”

      “Seventeen,” she murmured.

      Lincoln’s face froze, his smile fell, and then he dropped her hand as if she had the plague. “Seventeen?”

      “Yes.” It was difficult to utter that one word considering the total change in his demeanor.

      Rowen approached from behind, coming up on Lincoln’s side. “I see you met my sister.”

      Lincoln spun toward him, his face hard, his eyes scrunched together. “She’s seventeen?”

      Rowen frowned. “Yes.”

      “I thought you said she’d been hanging around the club for years.”

      “She has.” Rowen let those two words draw out longer than necessary.

      A hush spread across the room as Lincoln’s words grew louder. “She’s underage.”

      Rowen flinched. “I know that. She’s not a member. She’s my sister.”

      “She can’t be here at all. It’s against the law.”

      “She doesn’t come into the club itself. She takes the stairs to the third floor and hangs out in John’s office or the breakroom.” The two floors that constituted the club itself and the offices were located above a strip mall with an unobtrusive entrance that led to the business above—Club Zodiac.

      Sasha hadn’t moved an inch since Lincoln had introduced himself. Mortification flushed her face. She fisted her hands at her sides and wished she could teleport to anywhere else on the planet.

      “Well, not anymore. John must have had a screw loose allowing you all to let her stay up here these past few years. She needs to leave, and this is the last time she’ll be permitted in the building for another three hundred sixty-five days.” Lincoln turned around, marched out of the room, and shut the door behind him.

      The silence was deafening. The dozen or so employees slowly started mumbling among themselves and then tossing uneasy smiles her direction.

      Sasha felt like she’d been slapped in the face. Her cheeks were so hot she thought she might self-combust. The gorgeous new owner of Zodiac had acted like she was nothing more than a baby.

      She left there two minutes later, shaking with embarrassment and anger, and vowed not to so much as drive by the place again for the entire next year.
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      Five years later…

      

      Sasha Easton stared up at her older brother with every ounce of defiance she’d schooled her face to deliver. She hoped her narrowed eyes shot daggers at him. After all, she was twenty-two years old, a college graduate, old enough to make her own choices. And she’d made her decision. “You can’t stop me, Rowen,” she growled.

      He chuckled, infuriating her further. His stance had already royally pissed her off. The addition of his laughter only made things worse. He was currently leaning against his desk in his corner office on the upper floor of Club Zodiac. “The answer is no, Sasha.”

      She cocked one hip to the side, tapping her foot. “It’s not your decision. I’m a grown woman.”

      He stopped laughing, stood taller, and tipped his head toward her. Damn her stupid genes for making her eight inches shorter than him. “What’s this really about? Why the sudden interest in Zodiac, or BDSM in general?”

      “If you’d ever paid attention, there’s nothing sudden about my interest in submission. It’s always been there, right beneath the surface. I’ve mentioned it to you on numerous occasions, but you wouldn’t listen to me.”

      He took a deep breath. “You’re young. I can understand why you’d be curious. Hell, I’m sure it’s my fault. I never should have permitted you to spend your evenings here while I worked. I have no one to blame for that but myself. However, that doesn’t change the fact that you’re not cut out for this lifestyle, and there’s no way I’m going to permit you to join this club.”

      “Fine. If you don’t want me to join Zodiac, I’ll get a membership at one of the other clubs in Miami.”

      His eyes narrowed further, his face flaming red with frustration. “Fuck no. Not a chance in hell.” The vein on his forehead bulged.

      She set her hands on her hips. “Are you listening to yourself? The double standard is atrocious. You were eighteen when you joined Zodiac. I’m four years older than that. So get off your high horse and stop being a chauvinist pig.”

      Rowen leaned in closer. “Don’t go there,” he gritted out. “You know I treat women like they’re royalty. Don’t you dare insinuate I think I’m superior. I have never once treated a woman as anything less than my equal.”

      Fury rose inside her, making her hands shake while flushing her cheeks a bright red to rival his. She glared at him, forcing herself to calm down before she spoke again. It wouldn’t do any good to prove him right by acting like a child. If she wanted him to treat her like an adult, she needed to gather her wits and remain outwardly calm, albeit persuasive.

      He was right about one thing—it was his fault she’d been introduced to BDSM in the first place, but she was also convinced she would have figured it out on her own eventually. Perhaps she would have wasted years of her life not being true to herself if she hadn’t known at a young age she was submissive.

      However, she couldn’t really blame her brother for indirectly introducing her to the lifestyle. She’d been twelve years old when their mother died and Rowen had been forced to take on a baby sister who had no doubt been a pain in his ass.

      Rowen had been twenty-two at the time. The ten-year age difference was vast. The two of them had different fathers, neither of whom were in the picture. Rowen’s father had been killed serving in the military and then Sasha’s father had skipped town the moment he’d found out her mother was pregnant.

      Nevertheless, their mother had been a great mom, doing everything she could to provide for them and keep them fed and clothed. An aneurism had taken her life, leaving Sasha with no living relative other than her brother.

      Sasha took a breath and forced her voice to calm. “I know you’re an amazing man. You’ve always treated women with respect. I’m asking you to extend the same respect to me, Rowen. I’m not a kid anymore. You don’t have to protect me. And I’m also not a private in your platoon, so drop the drill sergeant act too.”

      Rowen flinched. She’d hit a nerve with that last sentence. Not surprising. She’d had to point out his tendency to shout orders at her like she was his subordinate in the army many times since she’d moved in with him ten years ago. He’d only served four years, but the habits were engrained.

      She also wasn’t wrong when she played the age card. Rowen had been a member of Club Zodiac since he’d turned eighteen. He had frequented the place every time he was at home on leave, and when he started college upon his return, he’d taken a job working at the club to help defer some of his expenses.

      Even at twelve, Sasha had been smart enough to know she was cramping his style. He’d thought Sasha was too young to be left in his apartment until the middle of the night. In the end, Rowen and John had struck a deal, and Rowen had reluctantly brought Sasha with him.

      Sasha hadn’t known what her brother did at the club at first. She’d had no clue for at least two years. All she’d known was that she sat upstairs in John’s office doing her homework and watching television every Wednesday, Friday, and Saturday night while Rowen tended bar.

      It wasn’t until one night when she was fourteen that she’d arrived late after studying at a friend’s house and noticed how scantily dressed many of the patrons were. Rowen had found her in the entrance to the club, starry-eyed and tongue-tied. He’d ushered her straight up the stairs to the office and given her a firm lecture, rambling on about adult decisions and keeping her eyes on her education.

      The two minutes she’d stood in the entry, seeing more than she ever should have seen, were imbedded in her mind for life.

      From that day forward, she’d spent countless hours searching the internet and reading about BDSM clubs. She also started reading novels that featured everything anyone could possibly imagine related to dominance and submission. It intrigued her. It formed her. Now, it was her.

      Rowen must not have liked the way she stood before him no longer speaking, because he ran a hand through his hair in exasperation. “Dammit, Sasha. Sit down.” He pointed at the black leather loveseat against the wall of his office. “I need to check on a few things before we open. If you so much as move an inch…”

      She watched his back as he stomped out of the office. She had no intention of sitting on his damn couch, mostly because he’d demanded it of her. Instead, she wandered toward the window and stared down at the traffic moving along the Miami streets below.

      She needed to take this opportunity to regroup and gain the upper hand. Acting like a bratty teenager would get her nowhere. She leaned her forehead against the cool glass and closed her eyes.

      Three years ago, Rowen and his friend Carter had bought into the business, joining Lincoln Walsh as part owners. Lincoln still owned a majority interest, but the club had grown and expanded enough that he needed more help. Rowen had an accounting degree, so he took over the financial side of things. Carter was a bodybuilder, so he became head bouncer and doorman.

      And then there was Lincoln.

      Sasha had a love-hate relationship with the club’s head owner. She had never gotten over the way he’d treated her the night she met him, but neither of them had ever mentioned the incident again.

      A full year passed before she saw him for the second time, and by then Lincoln, Rowen, and Carter were close friends. It wasn’t surprising. The three of them bonded over their military background. Carter had joined the army at the same time as Rowen and then did two tours before getting out and coming to Miami. Lincoln had joined the army two years after his friends, also right out of high school. Sasha still didn’t know why he’d left the service and ended up running a club in Miami, Florida, but his experience had drawn the three men together.

      Lincoln hadn’t changed one bit since the night she’d met him. He was just as sexy, domineering, and larger than life as he’d been the night of her seventeenth birthday.

      Sasha rarely saw him over the years, partly because he intimidated her on a level that pissed her off. Partly because he’d treated her like a pariah the first time they’d met. But most importantly, it unnerved her to admit she was not only still attracted to him, but no man she’d ever met since that day had been able to live up to the standard Lincoln Walsh had set in her mind between the moment he’d stepped into the room and the second he’d dropped her hand after greeting her.

      Over the years, Sasha had remained friendly with the rest of the staff. She no longer lived with her brother, but she regularly saw them at his house or whenever she stopped by the club. She’d known all of them so well before finding out what sort of club they worked at that she never once thought of any of Rowen’s friends as anything other than regular people who happened to also enjoy some level of kink in their lives.

      The door to Rowen’s office opened behind her, jerking her back to the present. She spun around, startled from her memories.

      Luckily, the person who stepped into the office and shut the door was not her brother. It was Rayne Bryant, her brother’s on-again-off-again girlfriend. Apparently this week they were “on.”

      Sasha forced a smile to her face and stepped from the window. “Hey, Rayne.”

      Rayne frowned at her. “You okay? You look flustered.”

      Sasha sighed as she came to the loveseat and plopped down on one end. “I ought to. I’ve been arguing with my pigheaded brother.”

      Rayne chuckled. “Rowen? Pigheaded? Surely you jest.” Rayne’s voice was filled with sarcasm. If anyone knew how pigheaded Rowen was, it was Rayne. She lowered her sophisticated self onto the other cushion of the couch and crossed her elegant legs.

      Sasha loved her. She had loved her from the moment Rowen first introduced them a year ago. Rayne was sleek and stylish for every occasion, even if all the two of them intended to do was rent movies and order pizza. Tonight she wore a black pencil skirt that fit her perfectly, a deep purple, silk blouse, and black pumps that were at least four inches high. If Sasha had to guess, she’d say Rayne had come from the law office where she worked as a paralegal while she put herself through law school.

      Sasha knew for a fact that her brother adored Rayne. And the feeling was obviously mutual. There was one problem—Rayne had little interest in BDSM, and the subject had caused more than one heated discussion between them.

      “What’d he do this time?” Rayne asked, her right hand draped casually across her knee, the dozen dainty, silver bracelets jingling. Her perfectly straight chocolate-brown hair was pulled back in a sleek ponytail at the nape of her neck, a silver clip holding it all in place.

      If she were any other person, Sasha would feel inept and ridiculous in her presence. But she was just Rayne. She wasn’t judgmental or pretentious. Never once had she made Sasha feel like anything less than her equal in the year they’d known each other.

      “He still thinks of me as a kid he can boss around.”

      Rayne rolled her eyes. “I can see that. He sometimes talks about you that way too. I have to remind him you’re a grown adult with a college degree, your own apartment, and a job. I think he feels a sense of responsibility for you that he’s unable to let go of.”

      “I get that. He practically raised me. And I appreciate everything he’s done for me in the last ten years. Without him, I have no idea what would have happened to me after Mom died.”

      All of that was true. And every time Sasha fought with her brother, she felt a sense of guilt. She owed him her life. He worked his ass off nights and weekends to support them. When he finished his college degree in accounting, he continued to work an extra job to save for Sasha’s education.

      She loved him. She knew he meant well for her. But he needed to back off.

      Rayne sighed. “I’m sorry, hon. Is there anything I can do? I’ll talk to him if you want.”

      Sasha shook her head. “Not this time. I can fight this battle. I don’t need his permission to do anything. I just like to keep him informed is all. In a way, I think of him as a parent. But if he’s going to continue to be an ass about my choices, I’ll stop telling him my plans.”

      Rayne smiled. She was only two years older than Sasha. She was lucky Rowen didn’t boss her around too. Although maybe he did. Who knew? “Stick up for yourself,” Rayne advised. “Don’t let him push you around. You know your mind. You’re a mature woman with a fantastic head on your shoulders.”

      “I am.” Sasha sat up straighter. This conversation with Rayne was exactly what she needed. As soon as Rowen returned to the office, she would put her foot down and let him have it.
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      Lincoln was sitting behind his desk, facing the monitor and intently jiggling the mouse in a vain attempt to navigate the screen when he felt someone walk in, and he glanced up.

      Rowen’s eyes were serious, but he cracked a smile and pointed toward the desk as he shut the door behind him. “Who’s winning? You or the mouse?”

      Lincoln released the gadget he’d been close to throwing across the room and leaned back in his chair. “Needs new batteries. I’m just too lazy to go find a pair in the supply closet.”

      “Dude, that is lazy.” Rowen ambled toward the desk and plopped down in the chair facing Lincoln.

      “What’s up with you?” Something was off. For one thing, Rowen looked like he’d like to hurl the mouse himself given the opportunity. And for another thing, he rarely shut the door behind him when he needed to speak to Lincoln.

      They were business partners, but they didn’t have many secrets that couldn’t be shared with Carter or any other staff member who might wander by the open door.

      Rowen tipped his head back, stared at the ceiling, and ran a hand through his hair. “Have a problem.”

      “Okay. You want to tell me about it, or shall I guess?” Lincoln teased, reading in his friend that some level of humor was going to be needed to diffuse his frustration. “I’m betting it has something to do with Sasha. I saw you downstairs arguing with her a bit ago.”

      Lincoln hated when Sasha sauntered into the club. He was pretty sure she did so to piss off her brother, but it got under Lincoln’s skin too. She wasn’t a member, so technically she needed to fill out paperwork and be approved before she could come into the main rooms, but Sasha seemed to think she was above the rules because she knew the staff and the owners.

      She didn’t come in often, at least not during business hours, but when she did, she caught the eye of half the room. Tonight was no exception. It wasn’t simply because she was a beautiful woman with long brown hair that hung in ringlets halfway down her back. Hair that turned any man’s head and gave him an instant hard-on. Nope. It had more to do with her choice in clothing and the way she presented herself.

      Tonight she was wearing a pale pink sundress and tiny silver sandals. She held her head high and walked with authority. He had mixed emotions every time he saw her, including a half hour ago. Half of him rolled his eyes that she had the audacity to come to the club looking like she belonged at a sorority tea party. The other half smirked with pride that she was so confident that no one dared to fuck with her.

      Everyone looked, including the women. The regulars knew exactly who she was and stayed clear. The newcomers and guests tended to size her up from head to toe with a bit too much interest for Lincoln’s taste.

      Sasha had no idea what she did to a man’s libido. Either that or she thought it was all a game. In both cases, she was playing with fire.

      Rowen sighed and lowered his gaze, pinning Lincoln with it. “Sasha wants to join the club.”

      Lincoln’s entire body jerked. “What? Fuck no.”

      Rowen lifted his brows. “That’s what I said. She’s digging her heels in.”

      Lincoln shook his head. “Well, I’m the one who gets final say on anyone who wants to become a member, and you can tell her not to bother filling out the application because it would be a waste of her time. The answer is no.”

      Rowen chuckled. At least his anger was dissolving. “Have you spoken to my sister lately? She isn’t the sort of person who takes no for an answer. When she wants something, she goes after it until she gets it.”

      “Do you want her to join the club?” Lincoln asked. He was fairly certain he knew the answer, but just to make sure they were on the same page…

      “Hell, no. And I told her so. But she’s headstrong. Says if we don’t let her join Zodiac, she’ll go to another club in town.”

      This time Lincoln jumped out of his seat. He set his hands on the desk and leaned forward. “Please tell me you’re joking.”

      “Wish I could.”

      Lincoln spun around to face the window. The sun was dipping behind the horizon, but there was no way he could appreciate the purples, oranges, and reds tonight. He set his palms flat on the glass a few inches above his head, drew in a deep breath, and closed his eyes. “She can’t join Club Zodiac, Rowen. It’s out of the question. Let’s call her bluff and see what happens.”

      It was the only option he could think of.
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        * * *

      

      Sasha was smiling as she walked into the preschool where she’d been a lead teacher for the last year. She’d taken a short lunch break to run and grab sandwiches. She’d also used that time to call Marcus Pierson, owner of another local fetish club, Breeze.

      She’d met Marcus a few times in the past. Rowen, Lincoln, and Carter were friends with him. They didn’t have a rivalry between them as some people would expect. Instead, they got together often and shared ideas.

      Sasha had several options when it came to choosing a club to join, but she thought Breeze was the most logical first choice—after Zodiac—since she knew the owner was a stand-up guy. What she had feared was that Rowen or Lincoln would have already gotten to Marcus and blackballed her.

      Apparently they had not. Thus the smile on her face.

      Marcus hadn’t balked at her request to visit Breeze. She was set for Friday night.

      When Sasha reached the front desk, the school’s receptionist—Ella—nodded at her. She was on the phone. Sasha lifted the bag in her hand and shook it to let Ella know she had returned with her requested sandwich. Sasha continued to the breakroom, knowing a starving Ella would join her as soon as she could get off the phone.

      Sure enough, Ella came around the corner two minutes later and slid into the chair opposite Sasha. She grabbed her wrapped sandwich and then hesitated. “Where’s yours?”

      Sasha shrugged. “I had so many snacks this morning, I’m not hungry.” Sasha lifted her water bottle and took a long drink, hoping Ella would leave it at that.

      Ella narrowed her gaze. “You’re lying. Nobody goes out to grab someone else food when they aren’t getting anything for themselves. You gave it to that homeless woman who’s always at the corner two blocks down, didn’t you?” Ella’s lips turned up in a slight grin.

      “She needed it more than me. I have plenty of granola bars and pretzels in my desk. I’ll be fine.”

      Ella laughed, shaking her head. “That’s like three times this month. You do realize you can’t save the entire world by giving away your food every day, right?”

      Ella was wrong. Sasha had actually given the woman a sandwich about ten times in the last month. Ella didn’t always know. Sometimes Sasha bought extra. She sobered a bit to answer Ella’s question. “I can’t help it. It could have been me. If my brother hadn’t taken me in when I was twelve, I could have been that woman or hundreds like her right here in Miami.”

      “You’re the most kind-hearted person I know. But here’s what I really want to know: Why the huge smile? You’ve had a shit-eating grin on your face since you walked in the door. Did you get a better-paying job somewhere else while you were gone? Because if you did, I’m quitting and going with you.”

      Sasha laughed. “No. Don’t be silly. I love it here. Can’t a person just be happy?” She wasn’t about to tell Ella how excited she was about her upcoming visit to Breeze. Not that Sasha was worried about what her friend thought, but she wasn’t even sure how she felt about BDSM yet herself. What she knew was that she’d lived on the fringe of the lifestyle for ten years, and it was time to break out of her perfect little mold and explore the aspects of BDSM she was curious about.

      Maybe it would turn into something. Maybe it wouldn’t. But she would never know if she didn’t try.

      Ella pushed away from the table and leaned over to give Sasha a hug. “Gotta get back to the front desk. Talk to you later.”

      Sasha smiled at her friend’s retreating form. What would the woman think if Sasha decided to join a club and make it part of her life? Some of her trusted co-workers knew her brother was part owner of Club Zodiac, but probably none of them expected Sasha to come out of her shell and follow in her brother’s footsteps.

      She tapped her empty water bottle on the table, staring at it without seeing a thing. What was Rowen going to say when he found out she went through with her threat to visit another club? More importantly, what would Lincoln say?”

      She chuckled softly, secretly hoping he flipped his lid. At least that way she’d know he gave a shit. In the recesses of her mind, she had to admit half the reason she was doing this was to get a rise out of Lincoln. Or at least attempt to.

      She’d had a ridiculous crush on the man for five years. In return, he’d usually scowled at her. In fact, it wasn’t until a year ago at her college graduation that she’d ever seen his face light up. Her knees had almost buckled when she caught him clapping, a huge grin wrinkling his eyes as she stepped down from the stage carrying her degree.

      Had he been proud of her? It was the first time she’d allowed herself a glimmer of hope she might ever get him to notice her. He’d also handed her a huge bouquet of flowers later that evening at her graduation party and even congratulated her.

      The memory of his hand pressed into her lower back for the brief second he’d given her his time was burned into her mind for eternity. Firm pressure from all five fingers. His palm resting right above her butt. The heat from that contact had lit a fire in her she’d forced to remain dormant from the moment she’d first met him four years earlier.

      Her body had reacted the same way it had that first day. Nipples hard. Clit throbbing. Wetness dampening her panties.

      He’d ruined every bit of progress she’d made in forgetting about him with that touch and his smile and his words and his flowers. He’d caused her to visualize him every time she masturbated. No, that wasn’t true. She’d always used him as her source of inspiration, but after that day she’d begun to do so with more frequency.

      Did other women masturbate as often as she did?

      Lord.

      Sasha jerked her head up, realizing she was sitting in the breakroom of her preschool daydreaming. Her face was flushed. Shit.

      She hurried to get back to her classroom, but her mind wouldn’t stop wandering. Would this experiment of hers work? She hadn’t told Rowen why she wanted to join the club so badly. He would have freaked. But Sasha had multiple goals in mind.

      Sure, she was curious about BDSM. Had been for years. But jumping in with both feet at this point in time was a last-ditch effort to prove to herself if she could ever be the kind of woman Lincoln could be interested in. And the side bonus of this exploration? Seeing his reaction.
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        * * *

      

      On Friday, Lincoln was seated at his desk again before opening the club when Rowen walked in. This time Lincoln had summoned his friend. He wasn’t looking at his computer, and he didn’t give a fuck if he even had a mouse.

      Rowen sighed as he walked into the room.

      “Shut the door,” Lincoln growled.

      Rowen’s head lowered, along with his shoulders, as he eased the door shut with a snick. He came across the room on heavy feet and lowered into the chair across from the desk with a stiff jaw. “I’m not going to like this, am I?”

      Lincoln shook his head. “I got a call from Marcus Pierson.”

      “Shit,” Rowen hissed. Marcus was the owner of Breeze, their main competitor a few miles away. “Please tell me it was a social call.”

      Lincoln wished he could. “Hardly.”

      “Fuck,” Rowen shouted. “The only thing worse than my sister joining my own damn club is my sister joining another club across town where I can’t even keep an eye on her.”

      “We took a risk… and lost.” Lincoln swallowed his frustration.

      “So, I’ll go over there tonight and drag her out.”

      “Nope. I’ll go.”

      Rowen looked surprised. “You don’t have to do that. I appreciate you making the calls to see if she followed through on her threat, but I can’t ask you to go after Sasha.”

      “You didn’t ask.” Lincoln inhaled long and slow. “This way, you don’t take the heat. She’d never forgive you if you embarrassed her in public.”

      Rowen’s brow furrowed, then he slowly nodded. “Thanks, man. I owe you.”

      “You don’t owe me anything. I just want her to be safe. I don’t think it’s wise for either of us to blow in there tonight and drag her out by the hair. She’d kill us. But I do want to watch her and see what she does. She’s so green. She can’t possibly know what she’s getting into. Hopefully she just wants to watch and see what all the hype is about.” He was banking on it.

      “You think if we let her dabble, she’ll realize how stupid she’s being and stop pestering me?”

      “That’s what I’m hoping. I don’t want her to test the waters without one of us keeping an eye on her, and I know you don’t want to watch your sister playing at a kink club.”

      Rowen visibly shuddered. “It’s not even the submission I’m worried about, but you’re right. I don’t want to see any part of her naked.”

      Lincoln smiled. “That’s my point.”

      “Am I being unrealistic? She says I have a double standard. After all, I’m a Dom. You’re a Dom. We enjoy submissive women on a regular basis. Neither of us views them as somehow weaker or less valued. Perhaps I should back off and let my sister make her own decisions.”

      Those thoughts had gone through Lincoln’s mind over and over lately, even before Sasha had made her ultimatum. He’d known her for five years. He could easily believe she was intrigued by the lifestyle. After all, she’d been coming to the club since she was twelve.

      Twelve.

      It still pissed him off that John Gilbert had let an innocent young girl spend her formative years in a fetish club. Granted, he’d calmed down about the subject significantly after every employee assured him Sasha had never been inside the actual club. He’d also relaxed his view when he heard about her mother dying and her brother not wanting to leave her home alone at nights. Rowen should be commended for taking care of her.

      Nevertheless, he wished at least one of the many adults involved in the decision to let her hang around in the breakroom three nights a week had figured out an alternative solution.

      She’d been so young. Influential. How much did she learn about BDSM before most people ever heard the term? He feared she was desensitized at an early age and now wouldn’t be able to form normal relationships with men.

      Lincoln had watched her curiosity grow over the past several years. He’d seen this coming. There was no denying she was titillated by the concept of dominance and submission.

      On more than one occasion when the club wasn’t open, he’d caught her wandering through the main room, touching the edges of the equipment. The time he’d found her running a delicate finger around the inside of a pair of metal cuffs, all the air had sucked out of his lungs.

      There was no denying she had submissive tendencies, but how much of who Sasha believed herself to be was authentic, and how much of it was learned from overexposure?

      “Lincoln?” Rowen yanked him from his thoughts.

      He shook his head. “I don’t think you’re being unrealistic. I think your sister wants to sow some wild oats or something.” He leaned forward, putting his elbows on the desk. “You handle things here tonight. Carter will be at the front door. I’ll go to Breeze and see what she’s up to.”

      “And if she decides to do a scene with some stranger? What are you going to do?”

      Lincoln considered that possibility. “I’m going to stick close by and make sure she’s safe. If she wants to try out some apparatus with a knowledgeable Dom, I think it would be prudent to let her get it out of her system. Hopefully she’ll realize it doesn’t suit her and the subject with be closed without her ever knowing we intervened.”

      Rowen cringed. “I don’t think I could stand by and watch her scene with anyone.”

      Lincoln forced a smile that was wider than he felt inside. “That’s why I’m going instead of you.”
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      Sasha was so totally out of her element. She’d spent the day agonizing about what to wear that night, and now that she stood in the entrance to Breeze, she hoped she hadn’t made a mistake.

      Master Pierson, the owner, greeted her at the door with a warm smile and an outstretched hand. “So nice to see you, Ms. Easton. Welcome to Breeze. I hope you find it as enchanting as your brother’s club. He didn’t send you here to spy on us, did he?” Master Pierson’s eyes danced with humor, tiny wrinkles tipping up at the corners.

      She gasped at his comment and licked her lips. “No… Sir. I mean, my brother doesn’t even know I’m here.” Unless you told him. The entire BDSM community probably knew who she was. She was actually surprised they hadn’t been given instructions to turn her away.

      Did he really think she was a spy? If so, why had he granted her a visitor’s pass?

      Master Pierson tipped his head back and laughed. “I’m kidding. I’m sure if I were in your shoes, I wouldn’t want to attend the same fetish club as my brother either.” He took her gently by the arm and led her into an office off the entrance.

      She tried to relax, still fretting over her choice in clothing while she tugged on the bottom of her short, tight, black skirt. She had purchased it and the black corset barely covering her small breasts earlier that afternoon. She rounded out the outfit with strappy, black stilettos she hoped wouldn’t hurt her feet or cause her to trip and fall during the course of the evening.

      Master Pierson pointed at a chair opposite an ornate mahogany desk, and she was grateful to sit before she lost her balance, half from the shoes and half from nerves. “I have a few documents I need you to look over and sign before you can play in my club. Standard stuff you’ve seen before.”

      She hadn’t. Ever. But he didn’t know that.

      He cleared his throat and continued, leaning back in his chair, “Tell me, what brings you here tonight? Do you have a particular interest you’d like to explore? I’d be happy to set you up with one of my trusted Doms if you have a fantasy you’d like to fulfill.”

      Her mouth was dry, and she had to stuff her hands under her thighs to keep from shaking. “Uh… Well, I’m not sure. Mostly I wanted to visit the club and look around, if that’s all right.”

      “Of course. You’re welcome to wander around and watch all you’d like. As long as you don’t disrupt anyone’s scene, you’re free to explore. We have a number of members and guests who like to watch. Some of them do so for months or years, either building up the courage to try something new or simply benefitting from the voyeurism itself. Nothing wrong with either scenario.” He smiled.

      She nodded. It wasn’t as if she had no idea what to expect. She’d wandered through Zodiac many times in the past four years. She’d seen more things than most women would in a lifetime. But she’d never had the opportunity to watch at her leisure. Besides her brother, Lincoln was a stickler for the rules. He frowned at her the entire time she was inside Zodiac.

      Tonight, she could relax and explore without Lincoln breathing down her neck with disapproval. “Thank you. I appreciate your warm welcome.”

      “Well, I’ll let you look over the paperwork and check on you in a few minutes.” He pushed from his chair and silently left the room.

      She sincerely doubted every guest got this kind of reception. But, like he’d indicated, she wasn’t an ordinary visitor.

      Although she’d never signed a contract of any sort to enter a club before, she had researched them online, and she was relieved to find this contract to be nearly identical to everything she’d read.

      It was ridiculous that she’d never seen a contract at her brother’s club, but he’d managed to keep her out of nearly everything pertaining to Zodiac for ten years. And he showed no sign he would ever let up.

      She’d considered going behind his back and speaking directly to Lincoln, but then chickened out. The man hardly tolerated her as it was. No way in hell would he have permitted her to join the club without telling her brother.

      Fifteen minutes later she had everything signed and returned to Master Pierson, and she found herself free to roam the club. It was a relief. Not one person stared at her strangely or shot her a disapproving glance as she followed Master Pierson deeper into the club.

      Granted, it was possible her choice of clothing helped her blend in better than anything she’d ever worn at Zodiac. But she also suspected every employee and half the patrons of Zodiac had been given strict instructions to shun her. Successfully.

      Master Pierson led her directly toward a woman standing to one side of the main room. “Sasha, this is Faith. She’s one of the dungeon monitors tonight. You’ll recognize our monitors by the red bands around their biceps.”

      Faith smiled briefly at Sasha. Her gorgeous blue eyes were mesmerizing, but they held a deep sorrow no one could miss. “Welcome to Breeze,” she stated before her gaze shot back toward the room, scanning.

      Sasha stared at Faith for another moment, wondering what her story was. She was surprised to find such a petite woman working as one of the dungeon monitors. Not that there was any reason why a female couldn’t fill the role, but this tiny blonde was about the same height as Sasha. She couldn’t be more than five four. If anything got out of hand, no way would Faith be able to physically intervene.

      The tell-tale arm band covered a black, fitted, long-sleeved blouse. Faith also wore snug black jeans and black flats. Ordinary clothing, except nothing was ordinary about this woman.

      With a deep breath, Sasha turned her attention back to Master Pierson as he pointed out another dungeon monitor several yards away. “I’ll leave you to it. If you have any questions, don’t hesitate to find me or ask one of the monitors.”

      She nodded and then wandered into the main room and took in the various scenes already underway. The room was similar to Zodiac in many respects, which helped calm her nerves. The lighting was dim, the walls, tile, and ceiling all black. It was only ten o’clock so things were just getting started.

      Setting her sights on a couple preparing to use a spanking bench, she decided to head that direction and observe. Harmless enough.

      The woman was about her height, five foot four. She weighed more than Sasha, but she was obviously comfortable in her skin. Sasha had always been self-conscious about her small frame. No matter what she ate, she never seemed to fill out. She glanced down at her chest for the millionth time and tugged on the corset to ensure it still covered her small breasts. She’d been shocked when the woman at the fetish store had helped fit her into the bustier, giving her the first actual cleavage Sasha had ever seen on herself.

      She had to admit the tight lace and satin garment made her feel sexy. Also a first. It gave her confidence.

      Several people were gathered to observe the couple at the spanking bench, and Sasha joined them. The woman calmly removed every stitch of clothing at a nod of her Dom’s head. She didn’t exhibit any signs of self-consciousness, not even covering her breasts with a hand. In fact, she kept her gaze downcast and her legs parted when she finished disrobing.

      Her Dom wore black leather pants and a matching vest that left his chest bare at the top, a sprinkling of hair visible. He was in his mid-forties, she judged, and his serious expression as he slowly circled his submissive made Sasha’s panties wet.

      She stood frozen in her spot while she watched the scene unfold. Mesmerized, and not a little aroused. The woman had long black hair, which her Dom gathered at her back and braided. After tying the ends with a strip of leather, he pointed to the bench.

      They were comfortable with each other, and it was obvious they’d done this before because few words were exchanged between them and those were whispered into the sub’s ear at a volume Sasha couldn’t discern.

      By the time the woman was situated on the bench, her torso resting on about six inches of padding with her elbows and knees on smaller padded sections, Sasha couldn’t blink. Her heart raced as the Dom rounded the woman again and then slowly secured her ankles and wrists to the bench.

      He then turned some sort of crank between the sub’s knees that made Sasha flinch as it creaked and spread the sub’s legs wider.

      Maybe there was some merit to what Master Pierson had said to her earlier. Sasha couldn’t imagine ever finding herself in the position this woman was in, but it was titillating as hell to watch. Her breasts swelled, and she crossed one arm over them to apply pressure to her aching nipples.

      No one seemed to be paying particular attention to her, so she continued to watch the scene, lost in her own world, her arousal growing by the second.

      The Dom reached into a large duffle bag at his feet and pulled out a flogger. It was clearly loved, with thick lengths of supple leather that looked soft enough to tease more than cause any real pain. Part of her was a bit frightened, but her damn clit jumped to attention at the same time.

      No matter how much research she’d done over the years, she had no way of being fully prepared to watch a scene in person. She knew the names of every sort of kink toy available to man. She’d seen porn. She’d even masturbated to it. But watching it unfold up close was another thing. The few times she’d caught a glimpse inside Zodiac while it was open didn’t compare to this experience tonight.

      Shocking her, the Dom trailed a finger slowly down his sub’s spine, through her butt crack, and lower until he swiped it across her sex. The woman bucked her hips the few inches she was able to move, a soft moan escaping her lips.

      Her eyes were closed, and her mouth hung open in bliss. Interesting, because the scene hadn’t even started yet. But Sasha fully understood. She too was about to orgasm just from watching.

      The man trailed his fingertips all over the sub’s body for long minutes as she relaxed her muscles and stopped fighting against the restraints. Finally, he stepped back, lifted the flogger in the air, and let it land on his sub’s butt cheeks.

      She didn’t even flinch. Not surprising since the lengths of leather had barely touched her. In fact, the woman looked even more relaxed as if she’d been waiting for a massage all day and it was finally happening.

      As the Dom set up a rhythm and artfully landed repeated thuds of the flogger against his sub’s butt cheeks and then her shoulder blades, Sasha too was lulled by the rhythmic pattern. Her muscles lost some of their tension. She could watch this sort of scene all day.

      She also thought it would feel nice to be the recipient of a flogging if this is how it always went down.

      She glanced around the room. She was here to witness. She didn’t want to spend too much time on the flogging scene.

      Another corner caught her eye at the sharp yelp of a woman. Sasha lifted her gaze and then stepped away from the flogging to see what made the other sub wince.

      This sub was also a woman. She was skinny and tall. Naked like the first sub. Her breasts were high and small. Her nipples puckered. She wasn’t attached to a particular piece of equipment. Instead, she wore thick leather bands on her arms with eye rings, and they were attached to two lengths of chain that came down from the ceiling.

      She was totally exposed in the center of the space. A blindfold covered her eyes, tied behind her head in a thick knot over short-cropped, blue-tipped hair.

      A man was circling her. He was of average height and build. Bare feet. Jeans that were frayed at the ends. No shirt. His gaze was intense, and gripped in his hand was a crop—long and thin and black with a flat leather end. It sent a chill down Sasha’s spine.

      Another glance at the woman told Sasha she’d already received her first strike—right across her thighs. A red, angry welt had raised. The woman was gasping for breath, her head tipped back, her spine stiff.

      Sasha couldn’t imagine why anyone would do this. The flogging she almost understood. It looked like a soothing massage. Even she wouldn’t mind experiencing it. But this crop? Never.

      She crossed one foot over the other and squeezed her thighs together as she waited.

      The Dom circled, making his sub wait. Anticipation being his goal.

      When the hiss of the leather finally rushed through the air, Sasha flinched, and she gasped when it hit its target. She immediately glanced around to ensure she hadn’t reacted too loudly. No one was looking at her. Thank God.

      The crack of the crop was much louder than the thud of the flogger. The result was much more evident too. Another welt rose, this time across the sub’s butt cheeks.

      Sasha bit her bottom lip, trying to understand the logic and failing. She was here to watch. Learn. Explore. No way in hell would she be attempting anything like this.

      She gritted her teeth as another swoosh of the crop sailed through the air, this time landing across the sub’s shoulder blade. Obviously the goal was to keep the poor woman guessing because the Dom didn’t strike with any sort of pattern, rhyme, or reason.

      It was time to move on.
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        * * *

      

      Lincoln arrived at Breeze early. He was happy to find out he’d gotten there before Sasha. It made it easy for him to touch base with Pierson and slip into the perfect dark corner to take in the room while he waited.

      Breeze was not much different from Zodiac. This spacious main room was dark with dim lighting. He knew there were smaller rooms for private scenes. Behind him there was also a lounge area for aftercare.

      Had he made the right decision in not permitting Sasha to join Club Zodiac? He was starting to doubt the wisdom of that choice. It would have been easier to keep an eye on her in his own club.

      His home away from home.

      Sure, he’d been young when he bought the club—twenty-five—but what he lacked in age, he made up for in experience. He’d been inside clubs observing and learning since he was seventeen. He’d met his mentor—Master Christopher—that year, and the man had taught him everything he knew over the next several years. Even when Lincoln graduated from high school and joined the army, he still saw his mentor every chance he could when he was on leave.

      Lincoln owed so much to Master Christopher. His love for BDSM. His affinity for sadism. His expertise with nearly every tool. Even his ability to fund the club. Master Christopher had not only taught Lincoln how to be the best sadist in Miami, but he’d also given Lincoln the gift of a sizable chunk of cash to purchase Club Zodiac.

      Lincoln shook the nostalgic thoughts from his mind as he glanced around the room again. Thank God Marcus Pierson was a good man and friend. If he hadn’t permitted Lincoln to follow Sasha around this evening, Lincoln wasn’t sure how he would have managed this situation.

      Suddenly, he spotted her. Damn. He did a triple take to make sure his eyes weren’t deceiving him.

      Where the fuck did she get that outfit? He’d never seen her wearing anything that resembled what she had on tonight. She was a preschool teacher for crying out loud. She wore pastel sundresses and crop pants and cute feminine sweaters and blouses. They made her look younger than she was… and pure.

      Not tight black skirts and corsets.

      If it hadn’t been for her fucking awesome long brown hair, he never would have found her. As it was, as soon as he spotted her, he had to grip the edge of the wall he was hiding against.

      Holy mother of God. The woman had no idea what she did to men. Every man in the place had taken notice. Many of them probably didn’t know who she was. All of them were drooling and glancing.

      Sasha didn’t have a fucking clue.

      Lincoln adjusted his cock and reminded himself for the thousandth time why he was there. He had a job. Keep Sasha safe. That description did not include lusting after her sweet body. Rowen would punch him in the face if he saw how Lincoln was salivating.

      Sasha made his heart pound. It took every ounce of energy he had to remain on the fringes of the room and let her be.

      As Sasha moved from the innocent flogging scene to the far more hardcore cropping scene, he stood still, watching, waiting, stiffening. Not breathing.

      In an ideal world, he intended to remain in the shadows, keep an eye on Sasha, and then slip out after she decided to leave. How long would she stay? Her body language told everyone in the room she was green. She flinched occasionally, blushed, crossed her legs, and even squeezed her breasts with one forearm.

      Every move made Lincoln adjust his cock.

      There was another man watching her too. Master Colin. Lincoln gritted his teeth as he watched Colin’s gaze roam up and down Sasha’s body as if he wanted to devour her.

      Not tonight, Colin.

      Colin was one of the good guys, though. It wasn’t his fault a beautiful woman had come to the club. He probably didn’t know who Sasha was. And it was entirely possible Pierson had asked Colin to follow her. It wasn’t as though Lincoln could trail along behind her himself.

      His intention was for her to never know he’d been there.

      Make sure she’s safe. Get out of here. Take a cold shower.

      Whatever you do, do not approach her. It will end badly.
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      Sasha was totally mesmerized by the next scene in front of her when someone touched her bare shoulder, making her twist around to find a hard male chest invading her personal space. She lifted her gaze to find a man smiling. “Master Pierson wanted me to check on you. Said you’re new here.”

      She nodded. “I am. Thank you.”

      He glanced at the spanking scene and back at her. “You’re intrigued. Have you ever been spanked before?”

      She shook her head rapidly. “No. I… Uh… No,” she stammered.

      “You want to experience it? I’d be happy to give you a demonstration if you’d like.” He lifted a hand to shake hers. “Master Colin.”

      “Sasha.” She shook his warm hand, still trying to wrap her mind around his suggestion. Did she want him to spank her? Lord, she’d only been at the club half an hour. Was she ready for something like that?

      Her heart had only moments ago stopped beating out of her chest from witnessing the previous scene with the crop. The spanking scene was far more her speed. At least to watch. There was a difference between witnessing and participating, though.

      He didn’t say anything else, clearly giving her time to consider the option. He was handsome. Thirty-something. Five ten maybe. Brown hair cropped short. He wasn’t wearing fetish clothing, but instead blue jeans and a black T-shirt. Harmless.

      She hadn’t come to Breeze with any particular expectations, but now that she was presented with the opportunity to try something new, she decided to grab it. You only live once. “Sure. I, uh… I’d like that.”

      His smile grew, and he took her elbow and led her from the scene.

      She was nervous. Very nervous. But as she glanced around, she spotted the club monitors in several corners of the room. Faith was following her with her gaze and nodded. There was no reason to be concerned. Besides, if Master Pierson sent Master Colin to check on her, she had to assume he was well vetted. She was safe. She blew out a breath and tried to calm her nerves.

      Master Colin led her across the room toward a St. Andrew’s cross, the giant wooden X looming larger than life. When they arrived, he slid his hands to her hips from behind and encouraged her to step closer.

      She bit her bottom lip and closed her eyes, trying to gather courage.

      Master Colin eased his hands up her sides and then her arms as he lifted them gently into the air. He set them on the cross and tapped her wrists. “Don’t move,” he whispered. She lifted her gaze to watch him remove a peg from higher up the wood and reinsert it at the level of her hand. He did the same on the other side and then spoke again. “Grab the pegs, Sasha.”

      She did as instructed, acutely aware of her chest rising and falling, hoping her nipples remained covered by the front of the corset.

      “Now relax. I can sense you’re a newbie. I’m not going to restrain you physically. Instead, I want you to hold on to the cross on your own. Understand?”

      “Yes, Sir.” The word came out naturally.

      “Any time you scene with someone, whether or not you know them, always use a safeword. I’m partial to red. Okay?”

      “Yes, Sir.”

      “Perfect. Relax, Sasha. I’m not going to hurt you. This is just a demonstration. If you like it, you can ask someone to spank you harder next time. For tonight, I’ll strike you lightly so you can experience the way it feels to have a hand on your bottom.”

      She nodded.

      “Breathe, Sasha,” he whispered close to her ear. “Deep breaths.”

      She tried, concentrating on inhaling and exhaling.

      Meanwhile Master Colin stroked her skin.

      She closed her eyes again, leaning her forehead against the cross. She didn’t know this man. It seemed crazy to let a stranger touch her like this. But since her stubborn brother wouldn’t let her play with the people she knew, she needed to suck it up.

      Her mind wandered as Master Colin’s fingers glided up and down her arms and then across her bare shoulders. She enjoyed the calming strokes, but couldn’t focus on the person touching her. Instead, she found herself picturing someone else in his place.

      Lincoln.

      She wished she could think of anyone
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