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About the Author

Alice Raine was born in London and educated in Manchester, but now spends her time in the sleepy English countryside, walking her dogs, working at her local fire station as an on-call firefighter, and of course, writing. Alice lives with her hugely supportive partner, their two dogs and a cranky cat who keeps the whole household on its toes.

Childhood was one long made-up story for Alice, with days often spent creating stories in her head. Mundane car journeys turned into a voyage of a secret stow away hidden under a blanket, and climbing a tree would become the challenge of scaling the wall of a magical castle.

Originally qualified as an archaeologist, Alice soon realised that jobs in this sector were minimal and moved into the teaching sector. After teaching for many years, Alice has now adjusted her enthusiasm into helping others and works as an on-call firefighter in her spare time, a job she absolutely loves, especially when she gets to drive the big red trucks!

Music is a huge influence in Alice’s writing, she listens to everything from Snow Patrol and Linkin Park to Evanescence and REM.

Alice enjoys writing a wide range of genres including comical real life stories and youth paranormal fantasy, but her first published novels are the adult-themed series Untwisted.
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Praise for Alice Raine’s Club Twist series

‘Fiery chemistry, unexpected danger and sweet romance – this book has it all’

Grace Lowrie




About the Book
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David Halton, owner of Club Twist, begins a steamy relationship with Natalia after saving her from a drunk patron. Despite being the bartender at the sex club, Natalia is fairly inexperienced, but she’s irresistibly drawn to her sexy boss and the allure of his world.

Meanwhile, Oliver and Robyn are basking in their post-honeymoon glow, and Marcus and Sasha are ready to take their sizzling relationship to the next level.

Life couldn’t be better for the friends until the events of one night puts their lives and David’s livelihood on the line. . . With so much at stake, they will have to fight to hold on to what they each love most.




This book is dedicated to Biscuit, you know who you are!
The impact you’ve had on my life can’t be put into words,
but will be with me forever. Love always x




Chapter One

Sasha

I gazed at the gorgeous man sat across the table from me and I felt my heart flip with excitement. Marcus Price. My long-term crush, and miraculously, now my boyfriend. A warm flush spread over my skin as I thought about just how much I felt for him. With the way my emotions spiralled out of control every time I was near him or so much as thought about him, it seemed to indicate that it was veering dangerously towards the ‘L’ word.

Inwardly I smiled to myself, because in the past that would have been enough to have me running for the hills screaming like a banshee. But things with Marcus were different. I was different when I was with him. With his sweet ways and sexy glances, he had softened me, and I had finally managed to relax my paranoia over relationships and let him in.

Robyn said we made a perfect couple, but given both of our hang-ups with relationships we were far from perfect. The early deaths of my parents had left me with major issues about letting my emotional barriers down, and after his ex-girlfriend had attempted to stab him to death Marcus had some understandable difficulties with accepting closeness and physical contact. Regardless of how challenging it should have been for us to be together, it wasn’t; we just clicked and connected in ways that I had never imagined possible. Perhaps it was our shared issues which made things between us so good, and so easy. I had no idea, and while we might not be the perfect couple Robyn described, we were certainly living up to the nickname I had once given us: a perfectly imperfect pair.

Given Marcus’s aversion to physical contact I had worried how we would manage to move our relationship forwards, especially after the tense but passionate encounters we had had before we’d got together – the quickie in the corner of the nightclub in Spain was still quite a highlight in my memories. I had wondered if we’d be able to keep our hands off each other while we eased Marcus into being able to cope with touching, but thankfully, it was going far better than I had anticipated. The magnetic chemistry between us had made it almost impossible not to launch myself at him and ravish him, and from the heated stares he sent my way I knew he was struggling with it too, but so far we’d managed to avoid the temptation and were taking things at a slower pace.

He had always been OK with hand-holding, so that was now a daily occurrence, as was kissing, and boy was he a magnificent kisser! Cuddling was becoming easier for him too, with his heart rate remaining steadier and the tension in his body less noticeable when I was in his arms. We hadn’t had sex again yet, and given my usual appetite for a bit of fun between the sheets I was surprised that it hadn’t been an issue at all. I knew he needed time, and because I wanted to be with him on more than just a physical level, I was more than happy to give him that.




Chapter Two

Sasha

I finished my coffee and walked through to my bedroom with an appreciative look around my little apartment. I bloody loved this place. Cosy, warm and so lovely and sunny, it really was perfect for me. Thinking about my developing relationship with Marcus I paused in the living room with a frown. This flat might not be so perfect if things with him continued to develop though, because while it was ideal for me, it would probably be a bit of a squash for two adults to share. Mind you, Chloe and I had managed for the month or so that she had been here, so it could work, I guess.

Wandering through to my bedroom I opened the skylight and rolled up onto my tiptoes so I could look down and see Robyn and Oliver’s house across the street. They were arriving back from their honeymoon the next day and I couldn’t wait to see them. They’d been travelling around Europe and had been gone just short of a month, but after living with Robyn for years and seeing her everyday it had felt like so much longer since I’d seen her.

Just at that moment my phone began to ring and, to my delight, as I pulled it from my jeans pocket I saw Robyn’s number. Ha! It was almost like she’d been thinking of me at exactly the same time.

‘Rob! Hey! How’s the honeymoon been?’

I heard a dreamy sigh down the phone and just about managed not to snort my disapproval at her soppiness. ‘It’s been a–maz–ing! Sorry I’ve not phoned sooner, but we’ve had our mobiles switched off. I have so much to update you on! And Chloe, is she there too?’

Drawing in a breath, I walked from my room and pushed open the door to my spare room. There was the faint aroma of Chloe’s perfume in the air, but nothing else. The room was completely empty.

‘Nope. Chloe’s gone.’

There was a moment of silence down the line, and then Robyn’s voice again, sounding distinctly confused. ‘What do you mean “Chloe’s gone”? I’ve only been away for three weeks! How can she be gone?’

I could hear the shock in Robyn’s voice, and as I stared into the empty shell of a room that Chloe had left behind rather abruptly last week, I felt it resonate through me too. ‘I mean she’s bloody well gone!’ I huffed. Closing the door, I wandered back into the lounge and dropped down onto the sofa. ‘And you’ve been gone four weeks actually, not three.’

‘Three, four, whatever,’ Robyn said dismissively. ‘Where is she then? Is she OK?’

‘She’s fine. Moved to Birmingham, apparently.’ I gave a shrug, but couldn’t say much else because I didn’t know anything else.

‘With no warning? It doesn’t sound like Chloe at all, I mean she was Little Miss Routine. Change was like her least favourite thing.’

‘I know.’ Robyn was right in her assessment of Chloe. She was so sensible it had almost been painful to witness, especially given my fly-by-the-seat-of-my-pants approach to life. ‘She’d mentioned a possible new job up there a few months ago, but then she’d never talked about it again, so I’d assumed she hadn’t gone for it.’ I flicked at a piece of lint on my T-shirt and watched it sail through the sunbeams streaming in from my roof windows. ‘I never thought she’d up and leave, but she did!’

‘Wow,’ Robyn murmured. Wow indeed. I might not have been as friendly with Chloe as I was with Robyn, nowhere near, but she’d been my flatmate. I’d seen her practically every day for the last year or so, so it still felt weird with her not being around anymore.

‘So, are you going to apply for a new lodger?’

Looking around my lovely lounge I couldn’t help but smile to myself again at how beautiful my flat was. ‘Nah. I’m not adverse to someone else living here, but I don’t need the extra money, so I think I’ll hold off for now and just enjoy having the place to myself for a bit.’

I heard a chuckle down the line. ‘What I’m reading from that comment is that you’re enjoying having the apartment to yourself so you and Marcus can get down and dirty without having to be quiet!’

A filthy cackle rose in my throat, but I shook my head. For once in my life I wasn’t having frantic sex with a man at every possible moment. In fact, I wasn’t having any sex with a man. Or a woman, for that matter. I, Sasha Mortimer, was finally managing to take things slowly with someone instead of humping them silly. It was quite a novel experience. ‘It’s not like that, actually,’ I replied tartly, trying to sound affronted at her assumption, when actually, given my track record as a serial shagger, it really was a bloody miracle that I wasn’t jumping his bones at every given opportunity.

‘Still taking things slow?’ Robyn enquired softly, the teasing edge to her earlier voice dropping away. ‘Actually, hold that answer . . . Are you free for a glass of wine in the sun and a proper catch-up?’

I frowned and immediately glanced at the date on my watch. They weren’t back from honeymoon yet. Were they? ‘When?’

‘Now, obviously. That’s why I called,’ Robyn replied, a smile obvious in her tone.

Her reply had me sitting up and grinning like an excited kid. ‘You’re back? I though you guys landed tomorrow?’

Her soft chuckle floated down the line. ‘Nope, we landed last night. Wanna meet?’

‘Hell yeah!’ I was standing up and walking back to my bedroom before the words were even out of my mouth.

‘You might wanna bring your shades, I’m jet-lagged and I’ve only just woken up, so I look like arse.’

For all her modesty I could honestly say that in all my years of knowing her I’d never seen Robyn looking ‘like arse’. Even back in our clubbing days when she’d had a hangover and less than an hour’s sleep under her belt she’d always managed to look fresh as a flipping daisy. ‘I doubt that, very much.’

She laughed again and I grinned. ‘I do, I look like hell. But I think a liquid lunch might just be the perfect cure.’

‘I think you might be right!’ I agreed enthusiastically. ‘Give me five minutes and I’ll be down. I wanna hear all about your honeymoon. And when I say all about, I mean it, so get ready to share all the saucy deets!’

I could practically hear Robyn’s eyeroll down the phone, and I hung up with a broad grin on my face.

My bestie was back, and I couldn’t wait to see her.
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