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            Give it to me
. Christ, she shouldn’t ask that of someone like him—selfish, greedy, ruthless. He would take and take until she’d surrendered everything. And he craved everything. Her breathless cries, her shudders, her mouth, her breasts, her pussy, her ass. Her submission. He’d denied himself this before, but now he’d leave nothing untouched or hidden. And then he’d send her packing. Because she’d been his teacher in depending on someone, investing your heart and soul in someone, only to have them disappear. He wasn’t up for another lesson. “Do you know what Lick is, Harper?” he demanded. “You’ve seen the public part. But we’re not just some place you go to for a girls’ night out, drinks, and dancing. Do you understand what goes on up here?” He waved a hand, indicating not just his office but the entire second floor of lofts.

“Yes,” she breathed. “I’ve read things online. Rumors.”

“I can promise whatever you’ve read doesn’t begin to cover it.” He chuckled, the low burst of laughter humorless. “And yet you’re still standing here. Why?”

Her normally expressive features hardened for the briefest second, concealing her thoughts like a door suddenly slammed shut. “Because I want to.”

The stiff, non-responsive reply pissed him off. She was hiding something. “Not good enough,” he snapped. “This isn’t a mommy porn fantasy. You’ll be asked to do things—to allow another person to do things—that require trust.”

“I trust you,” she said, and he gritted his teeth. She couldn’t even trust him with the truth behind her presence here.

“You don’t know me,” he bit out.

She frowned. “You would never hurt me.”

“Of course not.” He arched an eyebrow, allowing a slight smile. “I’d never cause you pain unless it heightened your pleasure. And only then with your full agreement.” All her former uncertainty and vulnerability seemed to leave her as her gaze flared with heat. He sobered. “But that doesn’t mean you couldn’t end up in a situation you believe you’re ready for, but aren’t.”

“How are you so certain I’m not ready? That I’m just a bored suburban housewife looking for a little slap and tickle?” Eyes narrowed, her voice shook with anger. “You have no idea what I need. How can you when I’m trying to figure it out myself?”

Her outburst vibrated in the air like a tossed gauntlet. One he had no intention of picking up.

“Which is exactly why you shouldn’t be here,” he said, his tone deliberately flat. Final. “My answer is no.”

She rocked back, her lips parting in shock. But in the next instant, she steadied and squared her shoulders. “Fine. I’m not going to beg you. I’m through with that.” What the hell was that supposed to mean? Had she begged someone else? Anger curled in his chest, a tight, burning knot. Who? “One thing I’ve learned in the last few years is life doesn’t come to you; you have to grab it for yourself. And I’m tired of waiting, of depending on other people to decide what is right for me or what I need—deserve.
I
do that. I’m doing it. So if you won’t help me, give me what I need, someone else will.”

She turned, and a veil of crimson slammed down over his eyes.

“The hell you will,” he snarled. Fuck that.
Fuck. That
. He shot across the floor and slammed a palm against the door. The barest of inches separated his chest from her back, his erection from the worship-worthy curve of her ass. He drew in a rough breath. Surrendered to the need to brush his lips over her hair. “Do you think you can threaten me?” he rasped. “Don’t try to force my hand, baby. I’m not the boy you knew.”

“And I’m not the girl you knew,” she shot back, turning to face him. She sank her teeth into her bottom lip, and he fought not to soothe the offended flesh…to slick his tongue over it. “If you don’t do this for me, I’ll find someone who will. Your club isn’t the only one in Boston. I’m going to do this, Rion. Once I walk out of this club, you won’t see me again.”

“Just what do you plan on doing, Harper? Going home with any random motherfucker who promises to turn you out?”

“God, you’re like a dog with a bone. You don’t want me, but no one else can have me either?” She cocked her head to the side. “But that doesn’t matter because it’s not your business, is it?”

“You’re playing a dangerous game, Harper,” he warned.

“Only if I lose,” she whispered.

They stared at one another, a high-noon showdown that neither backed down from. In her dark brown eyes, he spied determination. Resolution.
Damn it
. Bile churned in his gut and raced up the back of his throat at the thought of some bastard putting his hands on her creamy skin. Kissing her, screwing her. Another man wouldn’t give a damn about her needs, about calming her fears and introducing her to the kind of sex she believed she wanted. No. Not going to happen.

Slowly, he dragged his hands down her arms, pausing to squeeze her wrists, then released her. He stepped back, placing distance between them. But not far. Close enough he could still inhale her sultry, strawberry-and-cream scent. Sweet, clean, mouth-watering. And soon he would have it. Anticipation, hot and thick, rolled through him.

“All right, Harper,” he drawled. “You win. But I have one condition.” He paused. Waited for her nod. “One night. I’ll give you everything you came here looking for. I’ll fuck you. Make you get on your knees for me. Make you come. Over and over again. On my face. My fingers. My dick. As often and as hard as I say. But only for a night.”

Because no way in hell would he grant her another opportunity to rip him apart. This time, he would be the one to walk away.


Chapter Three

She’d won. Why did that sound so ominous?

Harper studied Rion, but his stoic expression—hooded gray eyes, unsmiling mouth, sharp lines of his face—revealed nothing. That sent another shiver tripping down her spine, but it didn’t eclipse the excitement swirling in her chest and belly. The delicious,
unsatisfied
pulsing of the flesh between her legs. Or the relief.

After cajoling and browbeating herself into entering Lick tonight, could she have started over at another club? Approached a complete stranger and asked him—trusted him—to introduce her to the pleasure, the release, she needed? Let him touch her like Rion just had? She shuddered at the thought of having another man’s finger sliding through her folds, torturing her clit. No. God no. The answer reverberated inside her like a struck gong.

And, almost as important, was his stipulation. One night. Fine. She hadn’t come here for more than sex. Open herself up to the agony of loss and disappointments? No, thank you. On that condition, they were in complete agreement. Besides, it lined up with what she remembered about him, too. As he’d once told her, he didn’t do relationships.

Yet, he was her private shame… No. Not Rion. Her lust for him. Her desire to have him stare at her with that hypnotic, steely gaze as he broke her with pleasure. To see his big body shudder over hers…feel him stretch and fill her… Even when she’d married another man.

Maybe her coming here, to him, had more to do with moving on with her life. Maybe it was an exorcism of sorts. Finally being with him—finally discovering for herself what being on the receiving end of his control, passion, and pleasure was like—would free her of
him
.

“What are your hard limits?” His question jerked her from the past, from herself.

She blinked. “I’m sorry?”

“Your hard limits,” he repeated, his piercing scrutiny unsettling. As if he could peer into her thoughts and expose them one by one. “Since we only have a few hours, I need to know what you absolutely refuse to do, and what you’re willing to explore.”

Slowly, like a sleek, big cat, he circled her. Stalked her. As if he contemplated how to take her down. How to just take her.

“Harper?” he purred against her ear. Not one part of his body touched her, yet she felt surrounded by him. His heat, his wood, earth, and skin scent. And sex. He carried the fragrance of uninhibited, wild, raw sex in his skin.

“I hadn’t thought…”

“Yeah, you have.” Gentle but firm fingers pinched her chin and tipped her head to the side, tilting it up. His dark, knowing gaze captured hers as effectively as his hand clasped her face. “Don’t lie to me. Whatever you tell me here, whatever we do—you’re safe. There’s no shame, no guilt in anything we do or say. I promise not to use anything against you, not to hurt you. And in exchange, you give me honesty. We clear?”

She nodded. Honesty, talking—they weren’t her strong suits. For her, honesty, at least about her feelings, had been sacrificed for compromise. Talking had been martyred for not rocking the boat. But to have this—to have him for this night—she would try. Trusting him would begin before she removed one article of clothing, before one kiss or touch. For her, it was the biggest risk.

“Good,” he murmured, removing his grip. “Now, answer my question.”

Closing her eyes, she inhaled, and took the plunge. “No asphyxiation.”

“What about this?” He slid a hand around her collar bone, and she shuddered at the intimate contact. Though he was a businessman, calluses toughened his palm, and they abraded her skin, a direct contrast to the softness of the caress. “Easy,” he soothed, the low timbre of his voice another layer of touch. Slowly, he eased his hand up until his fingers and thumb encircled her throat and applied the lightest of pressure. He didn’t squeeze, didn’t shut off her air supply. But the warm, sensual weight of him there bottomed out her belly, had her clenching her thighs against the thrilling pulse there, against the rush of liquid heat. An image of them together, his hand around her neck, drawing her up and back as he fucked her from behind shimmered across the back of her eyelids. Her breath hitched in her throat, and she whimpered. The hold was dominant, controlling, but not frightening.

“No?” he asked.

“Yes,” she breathed. Slicked the tip of her tongue over her bottom lip. “I—this is okay.”

She felt his nod as he released her. “What else?”

“I don’t want to be gagged or masked.” They struck too close to home; she’d endured both in her marriage, figuratively, anyway. She wanted to be free of them.

Rion stilled behind her as if he wanted to question, but instead he rubbed his cheek against her hair. “Blindfold?”

She shrugged. “I’m not against it. I…” She swallowed—
courage
—and confessed before she could surrender to the urge to stifle it. “I want to watch.”

Even though he’d promised her he wouldn’t use anything she’d shared against her, she still waited, bracing herself for the ridicule, the shaming. Unbidden, Terrance’s voice lashed out at her like a ghost from beyond the grave.
Do you want me to treat you like a slut on the street? You’re a wife, not a whore. Act like it.

But it didn’t come. And the relief almost buckled her knees.

“Anything else?” he pressed.

“I don’t know,” she admitted, and huffed, disgust at herself heavy in the sound. “God, you must think I’m an idiot. Or worse. A
Fifty Shades
wannabe.”

“I’ve thought many things about you over the years and tonight. Idiot isn’t one of them.” His fingers on her hip tightened briefly. “You said you like to watch.” When she nodded, he splayed his big hand across her belly, his thumb grazing the underside of her breast. A tease of a touch. Nowhere near enough. “Okay. Do you like a little pain, Harper? Enough to sharpen the pleasure? Paddling. Spanking your clit. Can I spread you wide, tie you down?”

“Yes,” she said on a gust of breath.
Oh God, yes
.

“I can have your pussy, but what about your ass? Ever let a man take you there, Harper?”

She shook her head, lust stealing her ability to speak. “No. Never.” She swayed, her ass brushing against his erection. Damn. He was hard…big. Her sex spasmed, milking emptiness. It
hurt
. “I-I don’t know. Maybe.”

“We’ll go slow,” he promised. “If something makes you uncomfortable, tell me, and we’ll stop, okay?” She nodded, and he grazed his lips over her ear. Technically their first kiss. “Give me a word, Harper. We won’t do anything hardcore, but I still need a safe word from you. If you say it, I stop, no going back. It ends.”

His assurance comforted her. This might have been a fool’s errand—running headlong into a situation she really couldn’t comprehend with her limited knowledge. But with Rion guiding her, she was safe, protected. And damn it, she wanted it. Needed it. Whatever he would show her tonight, expose her to… She.
Needed
. It.

“Rosebud.” From
Citizen Kane
. The first movie they’d watched together. Rion’s favorite, starring his idol, Orson Welles.

Silence followed her murmur, and Rion stiffened. Tension seemed to vibrate from him, and she curled her fingers into a fist.
Stupid
. She shouldn’t have introduced sentimentality into this. She should have—

“Fine.” He slid his hands down her arms, covered her clenched fingers. Slowly unfurled them and enfolded them in his. “Welcome to my world, Harper.”


Chapter Four

What are you doing?

The question ricocheted off the walls of Rion’s skull as he led Harper from his office and into the dark hallway. His conscience tried to poke the
What the hell
stick at him, but the lust beating at him like a fist and the delicate but heavy weight of her hand in his overrode any pricks of latent morality. The fact he was corrupting the one person he’d once prayed would remain innocent and pure didn’t elude him. He’d been everything her parents had called him—trouble, no good, a gangbanger—and he’d tried to stay away from her. But when Harper would have none of that, he’d protected her instead. And now, years later, he was the one escorting her into a world that she shouldn’t even know existed.

The devil would have his name on a special VIP list for this.

“Oh my God, Rion, it’s beautiful.” She halted behind him, tugging her hand free. He turned as she lifted a hand to the mural on the wall. Because of the dim lighting provided only by mounted sconces, many people didn’t spot the deep reds, blues, and purples of the art surrounding them. But he hadn’t added the paintings for them—they were for him. Still, like the photography, Harper had noticed. Because she knew him like no other person, aside from Sasha and Killian.

He stepped back and slipped his hands in his pants pockets, granting her the time to study the art. Her delighted gasps and murmurs sent satisfaction surging through him.

“It’s
The Masque of the Red Death
.” She sighed, tracing the tall grandfather clock with its hands forever frozen at midnight with her fingertips. She moved on to the masked revelers in their ornate costumes, the grand ballroom with a delicate but hypnotizing chandelier, and the mysterious robed figure. The short story by Edgar Allan Poe, with its symbolism and darkness, had been one of their favorites. “You…” She glanced at him over her shoulder, wonder lacing her voice.

“I commissioned it.” Building the club had been a joint effort, but his friends had left the decor to Rion. He hadn’t been stingy with money or the thought put into each aspect of the design. And he would also be a liar if he claimed Harper hadn’t entered his mind when he’d detailed what he wanted in The Loft. After he’d stepped in when two asshole jocks had her pinned against the lockers, knocking textbooks out of her hands and squeezing her ass on the sly, she’d befriended him. Even when he’d initially tried to ice her out. Harper had been stubborn in her quiet way. So he’d relented. Knowing he could never bring her home to his shitty apartment where his father laid out his guns like her mother probably displayed
Better Homes and Gardens
magazines. Knowing he could never walk her down the streets of his neighborhood because to the men loitering on those corners and in the doorways, she would be seen as a thing they could use, abuse, or kill to get to Rion. And yet, he’d still hoarded her friendship.

And she’d introduced him to the classics such as Edgar Allan Poe, Nathaniel Hawthorne, H.P. Lovecraft, and movies like
Citizen Kane, Journey into Fear
, and
Othello
. She’d opened up a new, vibrant, beautiful world that had been shut off to him before. If not for the unforgiving, ruthless existence he’d been born into where the son of a mob hitman didn’t waste time on “sissy shit,” he might’ve been a cinematographer, combining his love of movies and photography. Through sheer doggedness, and Harper’s unflagging belief in him, he’d suffered his father’s disdain and occasional beatings and refused to give up on dreams of something better. This—the club, his friends by his side, his freedom, and his photography—was his better.

“I based the idea of The Loft on the story,” he revealed.

“The Loft?” She turned, an eyebrow arched.

“This upper level”—he waved his hand—“is The Loft. It’s a part of Lick but separate from downstairs. To gain entrance here, a person has to go through an intense application process. We interview applicants as well as conduct a background investigation. That might seem overboard, but all things considered, it’s not just prudent but necessary.”

“All things considered?” she repeated, slower, and maybe just a bit wary.

Good.

“Harper, do you know what an aphrodisiac club is?” He stalked closer to her, not stopping until his chest was a breath away from grazing hers. Though lust simmered in his gut, he didn’t touch her. The conscience he’d believed drowned out, waved one last desperate arm, offering her another opportunity to back away from this path she seemed determined to tread. “It’s not a BDSM club. Or rather not just a BDSM club. We offer more than that. Whatever a person finds sexually exciting aside from demeaning or unsanitary fetishes and illegal acts, we offer. It’s not just about the kink—although there’s plenty of that—it’s also about the fantasy. Behind each door”—he nodded at the multi-colored doors on either side of the hall—“is a room for a particular desire. If you want to be spanked, tied down, watched, or just somewhere to express yourself, Lick is a safe place to do so.”

“I know what you’re trying to do,” she breathed. “You’re trying to warn me away again. But that doesn’t scare me. It sounds…beautiful.” She sighed, and the whisper of sound seemed almost wistful, envious. “Freeing,” she added.

Unable to help himself, he cupped her jaw and rubbed his thumb across her lush bottom lip. “Freeing? That’s an odd choice of word. Have you been in prison until now, Harper?” What had that asshole she was married to done to her?

“All of us are in some way or another, right?” She deflected the question, but he didn’t miss the forced nonchalance in her voice. He’d allow it…for now. But at some point tonight, she would give him the answer. “Will you show me now?”

He leveled one last, long look at her, and she met his stare. Neither moved except for his deliberately firm caress over her mouth. Finally, he dropped his hand and shifted backward. Once more, he enclosed her fingers in his and headed deeper into the world he and his friends had created.

Walls had been torn down and added in the converted space, fashioning rooms and large play spaces. As they neared the end of the corridor, he stopped in front of a light blue door. He opened it and strode inside, bringing Harper with him. Easing to the side and behind her, he allowed her to soak in the scene before her. Her sharp gasp reached his ears, and she stiffened, her fingers locking his in a vise grip.

She’d stated she wanted to watch. In this room, that need was not only indulged but encouraged.

Several leather couches of varying lengths, large armchairs, and long, wood tables dotted the large room. Dim light from three sconces deepened the shadows in the black-painted room. On the wall nearest them, a bartender served drinks to the twenty or so people occupying the area. The ages of the men and women ran the gamut from early twenties to early sixties, and they wore tuxedoes, expensive dresses, jeans, and slinky mini-dresses that barely covered their asses. Several lounged on the couches, drinks in hand. Some men had women perched on their laps, hands casually fondling breasts or sliding between parted, bare legs. Others leaned against the walls or crowded into the corners, their grunts and low cries peppering the air.

But none of them were the focal point of the room.

The naked couple behind the glass wall held that honor.

The couple, a well-built man, his dark hair cut close to his head, and a slim, blonde woman with breasts too buoyant to be real, stretched out on a wrought-iron bed that wouldn’t have been out of place in a country bed and breakfast. The bed rested on a raised platform and was turned sideways so the audience had an unhindered view. The large, white pillows and eyelet blankets added a sweetness to the sin taking place on top of them.

Looming over his woman, the man drew a berry-colored nipple into his mouth, sucking so hard on the tip, she cried out, her back arching. A large hand slid down her flat stomach and disappeared between her legs, stroking bare flesh, already glistening with moisture. Without releasing her nipple, he spread her thighs wider, pressing them flat to the bed so their audience had a perfect, erotic view of his thick fingers sliding through her flushed, pink lips and dipping into her pussy. Even through the glass partition, her cry of pleasure reached them.

A shudder rippled through Harper, and he gently shook his hand free from hers and placed both of his on her hips, steadying her.

“R-Rion,” she stammered, inching backward. He pressed his chest to her back, notched his cock against the high rise of her ass and the dip in her spine. Unlike before, he didn’t try to hide her effect on him. He wanted her to feel what she did to him. What she would take in her mouth and pussy before the night was over. She released a small whimper but didn’t move. Didn’t flee the room. That sign of need, of
trust
, made his flesh harden more until he damn near resembled stone.

“This is the voyeur room,” he murmured in her ear. “Look around, Harper. All these people have the same desire as you. To watch others fuck. They love it; they get off on it. Just like you.” He shifted her toward the back of the room and, pressing his spine to the wall, widened his legs and drew her between them. Her gaze was riveted to the sensual scene being played out in front of them. Her chest rose and fell on rapid breaths, her fingers twisting in front of her. He covered her hands with one of his own, halting the nervous fidgeting.

In the adjoining room, the man eased to the floor and knelt between his woman’s legs. As if presenting a beautiful, priceless treasure, he spread her legs wide, allowing them to see her swollen, wet folds. Taking pride in her restless grinding of hips, arching back, and needy plucking at her own nipples, he trailed his lips up one calf and down a toned, pale thigh, toward her pussy. In front of him, tension entered Harper’s frame, and she stilled. And when the man bypassed the woman’s sex, instead repeating his caress on her other leg, Harper’s frustrated sigh echoed the other woman’s growl. Again, that tension crept back into her frame when the man neared his partner’s drenched flesh. This time, his tongue licked a slow path up her slit, flicking the clit. Several long, lust-filled groans filled the room. Including one from Harper.

Tearing his gaze from the scene, Rion dropped it to her face, needing to witness the pleasure that vibrated against his chest.

Fuck. The muted lighting couldn’t hide the wide eyes darkened by surprise and pleasure or her parted lips. Couldn’t conceal the flush painting her high, sculpted cheekbones or slashing across the skin her scooped, modest neckline revealed. Lust looked gorgeous on her. She was meant to wear it.

Harper leaned against him as if her legs could no longer bear her weight. A peek back at the glass showed the man working the woman over with long, hungry strokes, teasing laps, and greedy sucks. Slowly, Rion spread his fingers wide over Harper’s belly. God, she was so fucking tiny. Each hand spanned her stomach, throwing in sharp relief how much he dwarfed her. An image of them in bed taunted him. He would cover her completely, dominate her. Would her petite body be able to take the rough, dirty sex he liked? Could she, so delicate and small, take all of his dick inside her undoubtedly tight and equally small pussy? Sweat dampened his palms and the base of his spine at the thought. He’d only caressed the damp folds, and inching himself inside her would be torture and pleasure. Both guaranteed to kill him.

But, sweet fuck, what a way to go.

Slowly, he slid his hands up her torso and cupped her breasts. She jerked hard in his hold, releasing a startled cry.

“Shh,” he soothed, nuzzling her ear. He placed a soft kiss behind her ear, and she twitched again. Noting that spot, he whispered, “Easy, baby.”

This time, he didn’t regret the endearment. Not here, in the dark, with sex riding the air like a perfume. Like he’d assured her, everything was allowed. No regrets. No shame. What he couldn’t utter if they’d met on the street or even downstairs, he could here. Squeezing her flesh, he hummed, pleasure a hot, tight knot in his gut. Even with the dress in the way, she filled his hands. Not overflowing like the woman writhing on the bed, but natural, enough. Perfect.

He stared down over her shoulder, stared at his hands cradling her tits, shaping them, molding them. Part of him couldn’t believe he was finally—
finally
—touching Harper. That same part held its breath, waiting for him to wake up from another wet dream, his dick in his hand. But no. She was real. Harper, his Harper—because for the next few hours before he let her go, she belonged to him—stood in front of him, her ass wedged against his cock, her fingers locked around his wrists, her nipples at rigid attention under his thumbs.

Her head dropped on his shoulder, but her eyes remained on the couple where the man tongue-fucked his woman. She’d curled her hands behind her knees, trapping her thighs to her chest, granting her lover unhindered access to her pussy. Yeah, it was hot. But not as arousing as the slick of Harper’s tongue over her lips. Or the tiny sounds she emitted as Rion pinched her nipples.

Shaking her hands loose, he skimmed his down her arms and drew them over her head and behind his neck. He squeezed her fingers, ensuring she understood not to move, then gathered the heavy silk of her hair and flipped the dark strands over her shoulder. The tab of her dress called to him, and he answered, tugging the zipper down. The material parted, exposing inch after inch of smooth, dusky skin. She carried the evidence of her Italian heritage in the olive and porcelain tone. Made a man hungry and thirsty at the same time.

For a moment, he just stared at the slice of skin, once more reverting to that young man who had been offered the chance to touch, but with blood on his hands, hadn’t been clean or worthy enough to take. The one who had stood there, stoic and raging inside when she’d gutted him by choosing to marry someone with her parents’ stamp of approval.

But that youth no longer existed. The man who would take her over and over again tonight, satiating the craving that had dogged him for years, did. And he would do just that before walking away and never looking back.
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