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Prologue

I’d had dreams about him before.

A stranger with dark eyes, and a penetrating stare so intense that I felt his gaze upon me, way before I actually turned and found him watching me. At least I think I had. I work as a writer, so my dreams often blur with things I’ve read, or written, and sometimes it can be difficult to distinguish between them. I’d certainly had dreams about what my ideal man might look like, so perhaps that was what kept niggling at me tonight.

The feeling of being watched was definitely swirling around me, but as it fluttered across my skin again I dismissed the smoky images of the perfect man from my dreams, and put it down to nothing more than my overactive imagination playing tricks on me.

There was a very good reason why my brain was in overdrive tonight, and that was because I was in a place called Club Twist for the first time. This was not just a bar, or nightclub, as the name might outwardly indicate; oh no, it was London’s most exclusive sex club, a place with an A-list clientele, and one where the members were encouraged to “explore their twisted side”.

And I was now perched on a stool at the heart of it.

I read a quote once that said, “Life is found in the dance between your deepest desire and your greatest fear.” I hadn’t placed much importance on it at the time, but now, finding myself in the warm confines of this club, the quote came floating back into my mind, feeling particularly appropriate. Just a brief glance around had given me a deep feeling of resonance that I couldn’t even begin to understand, but for some reason, I felt oddly at home here.

Even as my pulse rose with curiosity, there was no denying that these four walls also represented my greatest fears. I was Robyn Amber Scott, a relatively reclusive writer, with no sex life to speak of; there was no way I could want what these people had. Was there? And even if I did, I couldn’t see myself managing to lower my inhibitions like the carefree souls who surrounded me.

Taking a sip of my drink, I gazed around, trying to loosen off the tension in my body. The deep bass of the music was helping me relax, but also soaking right into my core, throbbing in a way that was undeniably heightening my arousal. There was already a potent sexual energy saturating the air of the club around me, but I had to shift on my stool to ease the sudden ache between my legs.

My cheeks flushed with embarrassment at how easily my neglected sex drive had been ignited, and as I tried to suppress the jittery feeling in my stomach I became aware of something moving across my skin; not an actual touch, but a tingling awareness, like the gentle caress of fingers moving just millimetres above my skin and brushing the hairs there.

No one was touching me, but as I felt the sensation again, I became convinced that someone was watching me. Instead of being scared by the thought, exciting visions flashed in my mind again of a stranger with a stare so intense that it could reach across the packed room and affect me to this extent.

I let out a dry laugh at my vivid imagination. What was more likely was that I was allowing the heady experience of my surroundings to influence my thoughts. I’d reached the age of twenty-seven without ever experiencing an initial connection with anyone like that, so tonight was hardly likely to be my first.

The strange electricity zinged across my skin again just seconds later, warming me throughout, increasing my already amped arousal. Then, as if on cue, the hairs on the back of my neck all stood up in unison. It was so unusual that I scanned my eyes over the club goers to see if my earlier suspicions had been right.

Everyone seemed caught up in their own particular pleasures, be that drinking, dancing, or kissing. Even the girls I’d come with – my flatmates, Chloe and Sasha – were just dancing and enjoying themselves.

Shaking off my earlier sensation of being watched, I turned my gaze back to the bar, and that’s when I saw him. Someone was watching me. And he was exactly as my dreams of the perfect man had conjured: dark hair, dark eyes, and with a dangerous air about him that made me shiver with anticipation. His eyes were intently focused on me from the far end of the bar; eyes so dark that they looked like smouldering coal across the space between us. The distance did nothing to reduce the impact of his gaze, because my skin went wild with chills, and my heart accelerated so rapidly that I could hear it thundering in my ears.

Try as I might, I just couldn’t drag my eyes away. His gaze locked with mine, somehow freezing me on the spot. He appeared to be rather handsome, but he was partly in the shadows, which made it tricky to tell. Thinking about it, his place in the darkness almost seemed menacing, but I was also intrigued by the thread of electricity that seemed to be connecting us. Just as I was mulling this over, he shifted slightly, his whole body coming into view as he leaned sideways against the bar, his gaze still fixed with mine.

It was now confirmed – he was definitely a very handsome man. In fact, it would be no exaggeration to say he was quite possibly the best-looking man I’d ever laid eyes on in all my years on this planet. With his chiselled cheekbones and unruly hair, he was the perfect mixture. Drop-dead gorgeous meets dark and dangerous – because this man was dangerous. Just one short glance at his come-to-bed eyes, sexy smirk, and overtly confident posture convinced me of that fact.

There was something emanating from him that screamed “run”, but even sensing this, I couldn’t persuade my head to turn away. He was utterly compelling, and his eyes continued to hold mine captive. He didn’t seem to care that he was staring, either. In fact, as his gaze flitted briefly across my body and returned to my eyes, he looked rather smug about it. With his half smile, and the way his eyes were possessively burning into me, it felt like he assumed every right to watch me. Like he already considered me to be his, somehow.

That last thought caused shivers to run up my spine, and finally kick-started my brain into dropping my gaze from his. Instead of turning away as I had planned, I found myself looking over his tall, broad body, which was wrapped up to perfection in a dark three-piece suit and crisp white shirt.

Looks, dress sense, and a stare that sent my hormones crazy. Good lord. He was over ten metres away, but somehow this stranger had brought my dreams to life and, in the process, sent my mind and body wild. Giving a dry, nervous laugh, I ripped my gaze from his body and forced myself to turn away. I was here to research my novel, not find a man. Dreams were fine when they happened in the darkness of your bedroom, but stepping beyond that safety was a whole other level, and not one I could contemplate. I downed the last of my drink, turned back to my phone, and saved the notes that I’d made so far. Perhaps it was time I left.



Chapter One

Robyn

Four hours earlier

Grinding my teeth in annoyance, I listened as Sasha huffed out a breathy moan for what must have been the fifth time in two minutes. I rotated my neck, trying to loosen the stiff muscles, and leaned back from my laptop, too distracted by Sasha’s agitation to keep typing.

‘What the heck is wrong with you?’ I finally demanded, glaring over at the sofa where I knew she was reclining with a book and a cup of tea. I couldn’t see the book, or the tea for that matter, because my view was blocked by the back of the sofa, but she was there all right, in all her huffy-puffy glory. In fact, the only part of Sasha I could see were her stripy-sock-clad feet which were dangling over the arm rest and swinging perilously close to a vase of week-old flowers.

‘This book is totally hot! I can’t believe I waited so long to read it!’ she exclaimed, her mass of wild blonde curls appearing as she sat up to look at me over the sofa cushions. ‘I think I might need fifteen minutes in my room with the contents of my vibrator drawer,’ she added with a cackle and a cheeky wiggle of her well-plucked eyebrows.

Since she was momentarily distracted from whatever she was reading, I swung to face her. ‘You have an entire drawer for vibrators?’ I’d known Sasha since we were teenagers. How did I not know this about her? ‘No … no … actually, don’t answer that, I don’t want to know!’ I held up my hand to stop her with a wince and an amused grimace. Blimey, I only owned one vibrator, which barely ever got used. How many did she have to justify allocating a specific space in her living quarters for such things?

Wow, sex toy storage, what a thought. Maybe that could be a new range for Ikea to consider.

Rolling my eyes, I looked at Sasha and saw her unashamed look. Her cheeks were flushed and there was a smile as wide as the River Thames on her face as she raised up the book she was reading. ‘Have you read it? It’s called Fifty Shades of …’

I cut her off by raising my hand again.

‘Stop,’ I said firmly, ‘Sasha, you may not know the code of etiquette when it comes to authors, but to spout the name of an international best seller to me when I am struggling to get one or two damn copies of my latest book sold is not what I need right now.’

Writing romance was what I wanted to do full time, but my books weren’t exactly flying off the shelves at the moment, so I also worked part time as an editor for a local newspaper. It was perfect – I got to work from home, but it paid enough to cover my bills and rent.

‘Oh. Sorry.’ She flushed further and hid the book below my line of sight but not before I’d glimpsed its now infamous black and grey cover. ‘I bought a copy of your book, too,’ she added supportively with a perky smile.

‘Yeah?’ I gave her a weak nod. ‘Have you read it?’

If possible, Sasha’s flush got even deeper. ‘Well … I was sort of halfway through it when I found this in my bedside drawer still unread …’ She wiggled the goddamn best seller at me again. ‘Yours was really good and everything but I kinda got distracted and started reading this instead …’

A huge sigh escaped my lips, ‘Exactly!’ I exclaimed, jumping up from my seat at the dining room table – also known as my work desk – before hoisting Sasha’s legs off the sofa and plonking myself next to her dejectedly to snatch the book from her hand.

‘How the hell can my crappy chintzy romances compare to this stuff?’ I flicked miserably through the pages and could instantly tell where the naughty bits were because Sasha had turned the corners of the pages over.

There were a lot of turned corners.

My lips tightened as I examined the pages. I might not like to admit it, but I’d read a couple of the most recent “erotic” novels on the market, including this one, which had started the whole craze a few years ago, and they even got me pretty hot under the collar, which seeing as I’m not really into sex is saying something.

‘Don’t shoot me for saying this but you have a point, babe,’ Sasha said, retrieving her book protectively and sticking a bookmark in to keep her all-important page, ‘These types of books are still selling like hot cakes,’ she admitted with a nod. ‘People thought it was going to be a fad, but it’s continued. Apparently, a nice bit of hanky-spanky soft porn is exactly what ladies want these days.’ Her smirk caused me to let out a deflated sigh.

Hanky-spanky soft porn? I really was doomed. There was no way I could write that type of stuff; I had no clue about any of it.

‘You’re a really good writer, Robyn, and you already write loads of different genres … why don’t you just expand your horizons a bit and write one of these?’ she suggested helpfully.

I practically choked on my own near-hysterical laughter. ‘Yeah right, because I know sooo much about erotic kinky sex!’ I said, rolling my eyes at her. ‘You’ve known me my entire adult life, Sash. Exactly which of my ex-boyfriends do you think could act as fodder for a kinky book?’

I was currently single, and my five exes were all that way for very good reasons: Xbox fanatic, immature student, Star Trek geek, pot head, and workaholic, in that order. They might have been funny and considerate enough to attract my initial attention, but none of them could ever be labelled as “exciting in the sack”, hence my general lack of interest in sex. All my friends said it was great, but I’d never found that when I’d been between the sheets.

‘Okay, point taken …’ Sasha conceded, ‘Didn’t the Star Trek guy have a toe fetish?’ Her lip curled up in amusement as she spoke, but I grimaced, remembering only too well Brian’s excessive lust towards my feet. Freak. ‘Ugh, yes, not discussing that again – ever.’ I shuddered. ‘Besides, I’m not writing a kinky novel about a guy with a toe fetish. It’s hardly going to appeal to the reading masses, is it?’

Giggling loudly, Sasha shook her head, causing her blonde curls to swirl around her face. ‘No … probably not,’ she agreed when she could finally suppress her grin. ‘Well, I could help with ideas for some of the sex scenes … Although I’ve not done much kinky stuff either,’ she admitted with a grimace which looked more disappointed than disgusted.

‘You’ve just done most of the men in London with a pulse,’ I joked, not altogether untruthfully.

‘Yeah, yeah.’ Sasha dismissed my friendly insult with a casual flick of her wrist. ‘Least I’m not celibate like you.’ She gave a teasing bump to my shoulder.

Yes, that’s right. Not the most exciting status to have. But after five failed attempts at relationships I decided late last year to have a man-free period in my life and concentrate on my writing.

Celibate, however, is not a real word for Sasha. She would probably consider it more of a blasphemous term and has gone out of her way to do the exact opposite of me, by shagging anything as long as it’s male and breathing. I know this because we have adjoining walls in our bedrooms. Yeah, lucky me. But it’s fine because Sasha is my best friend, so I put up with it – plus I have a really good pair of earplugs.

It makes me cringe to think of the number of men that Sasha must have totted up since we’ve shared our flat together for the last three years, but sex is her coping mechanism. Her story is a really sad one, and the reason for her casual “bang ’em and leave” lifestyle. Her father died unexpectedly when she was just seven, and she lost her mother to cancer at seventeen. They both died way before their time, and after she moved in with her aunt she developed a motto of “live each day as if it is your last”, and boy, has she stuck to it.

She’s worked her arse off to get her dream job with an interior design magazine, and now lives a pretty decadent lifestyle: nights out, luxurious holidays, fancy food, and, of course, a long string of different men to warm her bed. The only reason I can afford to live in Central London is because Sasha pays the lion’s share of the rent on the apartment we share.

The five guys I’ve dated are also the only men that I’ve slept with – no one-night stands for me, Little Miss Goody Two-Shoes – and all of them I dated for a few weeks before allowing things to progress to the bedroom.

Breaking me from my reverie, Sasha adjusted herself on the sofa. ‘I suppose we could probably find some stuff on the internet to help you out,’ she suggested, which I had to grant her was actually quite a good idea if I really was going to attempt to write an erotic book of some sort. Me, an erotic novelist? I nearly snorted at how ridiculous it sounded.

‘Or …’ She had a sudden gleam in her eye which I didn’t like the look of at all. It was her I have a cunning plan look, which usually ended with alcohol, dancing, trouble, or all three combined.

‘Let’s think about it from a different perspective … We could go out and do some research first hand.’

Research first hand? She couldn’t possibly be thinking what I thought she was. Even Sasha wasn’t that crazy.

Was she?



Chapter Two

Robyn

It turned out that yes, Sasha really was that crazy, because several hours later, after being plied with multiple beers to persuade me, I found myself dressed up ready to go out on an erotic research mission to the local bars in Soho.

Heaven help me.

More to the point, heaven help my poor readers.

We nearly made it out of the front door, but just as I was reaching for the latch it swung open to reveal intense disapproval in human form – also known as Chloe – who gave my attire one long, sweeping look and placed both her hands on her hips in instant admonishment.

Ah yes, dearest Chloe.

As well as sharing my flat with Sasha I also have another roommate. She’s a little … how can I put it politely? Stuck up? Boring? Prissy? She’s lovely, but she’s definitely a bit more of a prude than Sasha and myself. She works in risk management, and the caution she implements into her work has transferred into the rest of her life. Considering that she is mid-twenties like Sasha and me, her behaviour is sometimes more akin to that of a sensible old lady.

‘Jesus Christ, you look like a couple of hookers. Where the hell are you two going dressed like that?’ she sighed, stepping inside the apartment and slamming the door behind her. Flicking the lock, she then turned and gave us both a raised eyebrowed look. Perhaps we weren’t going out, after all. Not in the immediate future anyway.

Her words regarding our outfits might have sounded a bit harsh, but to be fair Chloe was probably right. The alcoholic buzz from my earlier beers and shots had begun to wear off and as I glanced down at the clothing that I had allowed Sasha to dress me in, I winced. Luminous pink boob tube, leather miniskirt and knee-high boots. It was a long way off from my usual attire, and I suppose Chloe wasn’t far from the mark with her “hooker” label.

Needless to say, after we’d explained our plans for the evening, Chloe was firmly against it. ‘Oh, come on, Chloe,’ I started, putting on my most persuasive tone. ‘It’s just for research. I need to get something published soon, and to hit the right market Sasha thinks I need to see this stuff first hand.’

‘Why am I not surprised that this was your idea?’ Chloe muttered, glaring at Sasha who was still grinning away happily.

‘I’m only going to help Robyn with her research. I’ll behave, I promise. Pinkie swear?’ she said solemnly, holding out her little finger towards Chloe. Both Sash and I knew this promise would never be adhered to – Sasha was not the most honest of girls at times – but Chloe, being the newest addition to our flat, was luckily oblivious of this and narrowed her eyes before linking her little finger with Sasha’s and shaking it to bind the agreement.

‘Okay fine. Research. Perhaps a quick drink, and then we leave,’ Chloe stated and crossed her arms firmly over her chest.

Sasha and I exchanged shocked glances. ‘We?’ Sasha asked carefully.

‘Of course, I’m hardly going to let you go on your own, am I? So what exactly does one wear to visit a sex club?’ she asked sourly, making a huffy gesture and putting her hands onto her hips again.

‘As little as possible!’ Sasha giggled gleefully.

‘Don’t think for one second that we’re going out with you two dressed like that. Go and change your bloody clothes and then we’ll go,’ Chloe ordered. She might be a bit prudish, but Chloe was definitely the stand-in mother figure around our place, and so, with grins splitting our faces, Sasha and I dutifully headed to our rooms to change.

The knee-high boots stayed, but I exchanged the micro miniskirt for one that fell to just above the knee and peeled off the boob tube in exchange for a nice silk blouse. A look in the mirror showed the result. I looked sexy, but not whorish. In other words, much better.

Sasha had taken charge of our night out, and after popping into one of the bars in Soho to get recommendations of local venues we now stood staring up at a disused theatre. It certainly didn’t look like the hottest sex club in town. The exterior looked bland, as if the place was vacant, but the guy who had given Sasha the address said that behind the plain frontage was a wild night ready to be enjoyed by all who ventured in.

The plaque on the door stated that this place was called Club Twist, and below the name was a tag line – ”Explore your twisted side”. Pointing at the words, Sasha grinned. ‘This sounds just like the type of place we need, doesn’t it?’

Explore your twisted side? My stomach squirmed with nerves. What the heck was I doing here? I tried to tell myself that I was young, free, and single, there was absolutely nothing wrong with what I was doing, but only ended up exhaling harshly and shaking my head at my stupidity, I was going into a sex club – of course there was something wrong with what I was doing!

Wiggling her eyebrows at me in glee, Sasha grabbed the large brass door handle and pulled it open, allowing a rush of warm air and the deep, throbbing bass of dance music to escape.

Here we go then.

Our nervous laughter and wobbly footsteps were abruptly stopped by a burly man standing just inside the door, who informed us that this club was so exclusive that you could only gain entry as either a member, or a listed guest. We opted for guest status, and he took some details from us and stamped our hands with a red, coiled logo. We were each given a booklet of ten guest passes and ushered towards a dark corridor. After the ten passes were used up (although I doubt I’d ever be making use of the other nine), we either had to become members, or never come back.

He gave us a definite smirk as we entered, but with our attire and shocked faces we must have screamed “never been to a sex club before” and he was clearly wondering what we were doing here, too. My heart was galloping painfully, and I started to find it hard to breathe. Yep, I was on the verge of a major panic attack.

I calmed down surprisingly quickly, because inside was nowhere near as shocking as I’d been imagining. It wasn’t sleazy, sticky, or coated in plastic. In fact, the interior was the complete opposite: tasteful, relaxed, and spotless. There was a bar along one wall, a large, bustling dance floor, and a few pedestals with some erotic dancing taking place on them. I’d had visions of huge orgies, or stages with where full-on sex occurred, but from my first few glances I couldn’t see either of those.

Yes, there was more skin on display than in other nightclubs I’d been to, and yes, there was some rather provocative dancing, but apart from that, it had a chilled vibe, and looked like any other London venue for a night out.

No sooner had we entered the club then Sasha had downed a vodka shot and shimmied her way onto the dance floor. Watching her progress, I couldn’t decide if I should be impressed, or terrified by her ability to instantly attract the opposite sex. She’d been on the dance floor for no longer than five seconds and she was already surrounded by a circle of men and somehow managing to practically dry hump every single one of them.

‘She made me a pinkie promise that she’d behave herself!’ Chloe spluttered, before staring at me aghast, then striding off towards Sasha murmuring something about “going to rein her in”.

Looking down at my gorgeous, but hugely uncomfortable new boots with a wince, I chose to grab a stool at the bar, instead of following her. The short walk here had nearly finished me off; dancing would just about cripple me.

Making myself comfortable on the stool, I started to mentally list all the interesting things around me that would make good fodder for my book. There was plenty. What with all the Spandex, leather, exotic dancing and other more intimate things going on, I wasn’t short on things to look at. Next time I’d have to bring a notepad. There was way too much stuff here to remember it all.

Suddenly, the most bizarre feeling tingled through my body. Electricity seemed to zing across my skin, warming me throughout. Then, as if on cue, the hairs on the back of my neck all stood up in unison. It was unnerving, just like the sensation of someone watching me, so I began to pass my eyes over the club goers to see if I was right.

Everyone seemed caught up in their own particular pleasures, be that drinking, dancing, or kissing. Watching as Sasha attracted the attention of yet more men on the dance floor, I rolled my eyes at her flirtatious moves, then giggled as Chloe tried and failed to control her.

Shaking off my earlier sensation of being watched, I turned my gaze back to the bar, and that’s when I saw him.

He was exactly as my dreams had conjured, and as I registered that his steely eyes were focused solely on me from the other end of the room, a surprised gasp leaped from my throat.



Chapter Three

Oliver

Who was that girl? I’d certainly have remembered her beautiful face if I’d ever met her before. She’d entered about five minutes ago with two friends, and they were now sat at the bar ordering some drinks. Her looks and posture were drawing me to her, and I felt an immediate urge to speak to her, but I didn’t fraternise with the customers – it was one of my personal rules – so I tried to distract myself from her addictive features by glancing around the bar.

It was still relatively early, so it was good to see it so busy in the club tonight. As well as lots of familiar faces, there were quite a few groups of newbies, too. Potential new members, hopefully. Business fluctuated, but times had been tougher ever since Westminster Council had decided it needed to “clean up” Soho a few years ago and rid it of all the sleaze. As far as I was concerned, as long as things were done of their own bidding, I didn’t care what shops people went into, where they drank, or if they liked to indulge in an hour of mindless fucking in our club to de-stress after a long week at work.

Against my will, I found my eyes straying again to the brunette at the bar. I could quite happily entertain the idea of some mindless fucking with her. She was one of the newbies, I’d place money on that, because she had the slightly dazed look that a person got when they first arrived here and took in everything going on around them. She had an air of innocence about her, too, which appealed to me, and made her stand out like some sort of fragile angel when compared to the rest of the clientele.

She was on her own now, both of her friends choosing to dance, not drink. Looking down into her lap, she started to root through her handbag, causing her long brown hair to cascade around her face. It looked so soft and shiny that I was practically itching to go over and tuck it behind her ears for her, just so I could get a feel. The shifting of her arm caused her top to slip down her shoulder, exposing a triangle of pale skin and a cerise pink bra strap. The sight was instantly arousing, causing my cock to give an interested twitch, and made me wonder if perhaps I was wrong about her innocence – could I be wrong? I was usually such a good judge of character, but was she perhaps as wild in bed as her choice in underwear colours?

Suddenly, she tensed and looked up. As she rubbed at the back of her neck she ran her gaze over the crowd and caught me staring at her.

Mierda! I didn’t usually focus on the new talent like this, so God knows why this girl had caught my attention. I inwardly chuckled to myself about how I still resorted to Spanish when swearing, but as my eyes locked with the brunette’s I forgot all other thoughts. Instead of looking away as I should have, I found myself cockily stepping from the shadows and leaning on the bar so she could clearly see me watching her.

Her eyes widened at my blatant observation, but to give her credit, she didn’t break our gaze. My body felt alive, my mind churning with sudden possibilities. What was this peculiar reaction streaming through me? It was like a current or magnetic force trying to pull me closer to her. She was naturally beautiful, yes, and wearing hardly any make-up, which appealed to me, but still, this was getting stupid. I was staring at her like a stalker.

Assessing her features again, I changed my earlier assessment; she couldn’t really be labelled a “girl”, she looked at least mid-twenties, but her open naivety in these surroundings was clear on her face, making her look far more innocent than those who shared the bar with her.

Before I could decide if I should break my own non-fraternisation rule, the girl looked away, busying herself with her handbag again, and the moment we’d shared was broken.

Drawing in a long breath through my nose, I tried to suppress the urge to go and speak to her. I hadn’t socialised with, or fucked, any of the customers for years. It was far better to keep business and pleasure separate. But dios, she made it so tempting.

I ripped my gaze away and held my glass up to David for a refill, hoping the burn of the liquor might help. As the first sip of the thick, oaky liquid coated my throat I caught sight of a large silhouette making its way around the perimeter of the club.

When I saw who it was, my lip curled in distaste. Dominic. A dominant, sadist, and all-round moody bastard. As another of the part-owners of this place he might be my business partner, but that was where our relationship ended. I couldn’t stand him, or his approach to sex. My lips thinned as I watched him stalking in the darker corners of the club, no doubt selecting his next target from the women here tonight.

My hackles began to rise as I saw him pause, his expression turning interested as he seemed to focus on someone. Zeroing in on his target for the evening, no doubt. Following his gaze to see who he’d selected, I saw him staring at a girl at the bar.

My girl at the bar, the brunette I’d been watching since she’d arrived.

Mierda. No.

Surely even Dominic had enough decency to realise that she was a newbie and steer clear of her? His tastes were far too extreme for someone unacquainted with this lifestyle, as I would bet this girl was. I stood up from my stool and watched him walk towards the reception area, craning my neck to see what he was doing. He spoke briefly to the guy on the desk and pointed towards the girl at the bar before both of their heads dropped to the entry log. Was he trying to find out her name? Fuck. He was. There was not a chance in hell that she would ever be ready to experience the things that Dominic liked to do. But would she be brave enough to knock him back?

I felt my back straighten out vertebrae by vertebrae until I was stood rod straight and was surprised I hadn’t heard my bones cracking from the tension now in my body. I had no idea why I felt so protective over a girl I’d only laid eyes on just over twenty minutes ago, but I did, and there was not a chance in hell that I was letting Dominic get his paws on her.

Expelling a breath, I adjusted my shirt collars until they felt perfect, flattened down my suit jacket, and began to make my way through the crowds. Looked like my no-fraternisation rule was about to go up in smoke, because if anyone was going to be talking to her tonight it was going to be me, not Dominic.
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