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Chapter	One
	

Dean

“Knock,	knock.”

I	was	so	engrossed	in	the	stack	of	membership	applications	laid	out	in	front	of	me	that
I	barely	heard	her	soft	voice	over	the	pounding	bass	from	the	club	downstairs.	When	I
looked	up	I	almost	didn’t	recognize	the	beautiful	young	woman	standing	in	the	doorway
of	my	office.

“Marissa?”	I	asked,	standing	up	from	my	desk.

“Surprise!	Melissa	told	me	you	were	up	here	and	said	it	would	be	okay	if	I	came	in	to
say	hello.	The	security	guard	let	me	up.	I	hope	that	is	okay,”	Marissa	said	as	she	stepped
into	my	office.

Holy	fuck,	my	baby	sister’s	childhood	best	friend	was	all	grown	up.	Her	long,	thin	legs
were	encased	in	a	pair	of	tight	denim	jeans.	Her	loose,	flowy	cream	top	fell	just	above	the
waist	band	of	said,	sexy-as-hell	jeans,	teasing	me	with	the	sexiest	little	sliver	of	creamy,
pale	skin.	My	cock	twitched	in	my	slacks,	surprising	the	hell	out	of	me.	I	tried	my	hardest
to	recall	the	last	time	I	had	seen	her,	but	I	was	coming	up	blank.

I	blinked	a	few	times	and	tried	to	clear	my	vision.	What	the	hell	was	wrong	with	me?	I
was	a	thirty-eight-year-old	man	who	owned	one	of	the	hottest	nightclubs	in	the	city.	Why
was	I	fighting	an	erection	from	seeing	the	smallest	amount	of	flesh?	I	had	half	naked
women	throwing	themselves	at	me	every	night;	begging	me	really.

“Where	are	my	manners?	Please	come	in.”	I	walked	around	my	desk	to	greet	her
properly.

Before	I	knew	what	was	happening,	her	slender	arms	were	wrapped	around	my	waist
and	she	was	burrowing	in	under	my	chin,	squeezing	me	tightly.	How	long	had	it	been
since	a	woman	touched	me	freely,	without	my	permission?	When	the	shock	of	her	touch
wore	off	I	wrapped	my	arms	around	her	and	returned	the	hug.	Then	it	hit	me.	Her	smell.	A
flood	of	memories	rushed	me.	I	inhaled	deeply,	taking	in	the	coconut	scent	of	her	hair.	I
had	associated	that	smell	with	Marissa	since	she	was	a	scrawny	little	teenager,	but	the
woman	in	my	arms	was	no	longer	a	kid.	My	body	was	reacting	to	the	woman	she	had
become.

She	was	stunningly	beautiful.	Long	chestnut	hair	that	would	be	perfect	to	slide	my
fingers	through,	wrap	around	my	fist,	and	twist	until	tears	sprang	from	her	eyes.	I	felt
myself	starting	to	lengthen	and	harden	at	the	thought	of	her	begging	me	to	loosen	my	grip
as	I	fed	her	my…	what	the	fuck	was	I	thinking?	This	is	not	some	woman	I	could	take	or
use.	This	was	my	sister’s	best	friend.

I	cleared	my	throat	and	prayed	to	God	my	voice	did	not	give	away	my	current	state	of
arousal.	“How	long	are	you	visiting	for?”	I	asked.
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She	pulled	away	from	my	chest	and	smiled	up	at	me.	A	smile	that	hit	me	straight	in	the
gut,	a	bright	and	sweet	smile.	A	smile	that	was	so	full	of	youthful	innocence.	A	smile	that
was	throwing	up	warning	signs	all	over	the	place.	I	was	suckered	in	by	an	innocent	smile
once.	A	smile	that	promised	to	be	sweet	and	sexy,	but	instead	was	sour	and	cold.	I	would
never	make	that	mistake	again.

“Mel	didn’t	tell	you?	I	moved	back.”	Marissa	had	a	hopeful	look	on	her	face.	A	look	I
didn’t	quite	understand.

“No,	my	sister	didn’t	mention	it.	Though,	since	she	has	given	birth	to	that…poop
machine	she	calls	a	son,	she	tends	to	forget	a	lot	of	things,	outside	of	diapers,	barf,	and	
breast	feeding.	I	could	go	the	rest	of	my	life	never	hearing	my	sister	talk	about	nipple	care	
again.”		

“Oh,”	Marissa	murmured,	the	smile	falling	from	her	lips.

Lips	that	were	painted	with	clear	gloss	and	I	suddenly	wondered	if	they	would	taste	as
good	as	they	looked	and	how	my	cock	would	look	as	it	plunged	in	and	out	of	her	mouth.

“I	was	hoping	she	had	talked	to	you.	She	said	you	were	hiring	a	new	manager.”

“Say	what?”	I	must	have	been	hearing	things.	Either	that	or	my	sex	deprived	mind	was
playing	tricks	on	me.	I	really	needed	to	take	on	a	new	sub.	It	had	been	a	long	time	since
my	last	contract	ended.	There	was	not	a	chance	in	hell	my	baby	sister	would	throw	me
under	the	bus	and	send	little	Marissa	my	way	for	a	job.

“I	graduated	Summa	Cum	Laude	from	Cornell	University,	School	of	Hotel
Administration.	I	have	an	executive	MBA	from	Columbia	University,	and	studied…”

“Stop.	Marissa…”	I	blew	out	a	breath,	contemplating	how	I	was	going	to	break	this
down	to	the	wide	eyed	innocent	young	girl	in	front	of	me.	“You	are	far	too	qualified	for
what	I	am	looking	for.	I	have	no	doubt	in	your	abilities	and	education.	However,	I	am
simply	looking	for	a	bar	manager.	You	would	be	bored	to	death	the	first	day.”	There.	That
sounded	plausible.

“Dean,	that	is	exactly	what	I	am	looking	for.	I	have	spent	the	last	four	years	running
one	of	the	largest	boutique	hotels	in	New	York	City.	I	need	a	change,	a	slower…”

“Stop.”	Fuck	me,	this	girl	had	tenacity.	“Rissa,	I	really	don’t	think	that	the	club	is	a
good	fit	for	you.”	I	watched	in	horror	as	the	smile	faded	and	her	eyes	dimmed.	Damn,	why
did	that	bother	me	so	much?	Why	did	I	want	to	pull	my	words	back	just	so	I	could	see	that
smile	light	up	again?

“Umm,	okay,	I	uh,	understand.	I	am	sorry	to	have	bothered	you.	I’ll	just,	uh,	leave
now,”	Marissa	stuttered.

God	damn	it,	now	I’d	made	the	girl	uncomfortable.

I	was	going	to	strangle	my	sister.	The	last	thing	I	wanted	to	do	was	tell	little	Marissa
about	what	went	on	in	my	club.	I	didn’t	know	what	was	worse;	me	allowing	Marissa	to
leave	my	office	feeling	like	she	wasn’t	good	enough,	or	filling	her	mind	with	visions	of
the	debauchery	and	carnal	pleasures	that	took	place	on	a	nightly	basis.
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Before	I	could	get	my	thoughts	together,	Marissa	was	all	but	sprinting	to	the	door.	All
of	my	protective	nature	came	out	and	the	thought	of	her	leaving	feeling	like	she	was	“less
than”	was	abhorrent.

“Stop,”	I	barked	out.

Much	to	my	surprise,	she	stopped	in	her	tracks,	turned	towards	me,	and	lowered	her
eyes	to	the	floor.	She	had	no	understanding	what	her	posture	and	obedience	was	doing	to
my	body.	God	damn,	this	woman	was	going	to	have	me	embarrassing	myself	before	the
conversation	was	over.

“I’m	sorry,	Dean.	I	shouldn’t	have	asked.	It	was	rude	of	me	to	barge	into	your	office.”
She	barely	spoke	above	a	whisper.	Gone	was	the	playful	woman	that	walked	into	my
office.	Shit.	I	needed	to	fix	this.

“I	know	you	won’t	believe	this,	but	I	really	am	trying	to	do	what	is	best	for	you.
Restraint	is	not	a	place	for	someone	like	you.”

It	was	like	lighting	a	match.	Those	green	eyes	of	hers	lit	up	with	anger,	and	it	was	like
I	had	roused	some	hurt	she	was	trying	to	keep	buried.

“Someone	like	me?	What	does	that	mean	exactly?	I	am	not	good	enough	for	your
upscale	night	club?	I	am	not	my	parents,	Dean,	and	I	will	not	be	judged	for	their	felonies.	I
am	more	than	enough	for	this	position.	So	you	can	spare	me	the	‘it’s	not	you’,	bullshit.	I
have	heard	it	my	whole	life.	I	just	never	expected	it	to	come	from	you,”	she	spat	out	in
disgust.

“Wait.	What?	What	are	you	talking	about	your	parents	for?	I	only	meant	you	are	too
good	for	this	place.”	I	was	completely	confused,	then	it	hit	me	like	a	ton	of	bricks.	What
an	asshole	I	was.	Her	parents	had	been	arrested	her	junior	year	of	high	school.	I	barely
remembered	the	details,	something	about	them	embezzling	money.	I	was	out	of	the	state
by	then,	in	college	at	UNLV.	I	tried	my	hardest	to	recall	anything	important,	but	I	was
coming	up	blank.

“Don’t	play	dumb	with	me,	Dean,	it	is	unbecoming.	And,	pray	tell,	why	I	am	too	good
for	your	nightclub?	This	should	be	good.”	She	cocked	her	head	to	the	side	and	placed	one
hand	on	her	hip.

While	it	was	nice	to	see	the	feistiness	come	back,	I	had	an	overwhelming	urge	to	bend
her	over	my	lap	and	pinken	that	pretty	little	ass	of	hers.

“For	one	thing,	I	have	no	recollection	of	the	details	of	your	parents’	arrest.	All	I
remember	is	you	moving	in	with	your	grandparents.	As	far	as	my	nightclub	is	concerned,
it	caters	to	a	very	specific	clientele,	one	that	you	are	far	too	innocent	to	be	around.”	I	was
fast	losing	my	temper.	I	had	not	been	questioned	about	my	decisions	in	years,	and
certainly	not	by	a	too	innocent	for	her	own	good	subbie.	WAIT.	What	the	fuck	was	I
thinking?	I	had	to	stop	thinking	as	Marissa	as	a	submissive.	She	was	my	sister’s	friend.
Plain	and	simply	off	limits.

“Too	innocent	to	be	around	your	club?	You	do	realize	I	am	a	28-year-old	grown
woman,	right?	One	that	has	been	on	her	own	for	ten	years	now,	living	in	the	city.	I	am	not
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some	child	that	you	need	to	coddle.	I	am	not	the	eight-year-old	little	girl	you	left	behind
when	you	went	off	to	college.”

Was	that	hurt	and	accusation	I	heard	in	her	voice?	What	the	hell	did	she	mean,	left
behind?	She	was	a	child	when	I	graduated	high	school.

“Marissa,”	I	growled	out	in	warning.	She	wanted	to	push	me	for	answers?	Answers
she	would	get.	Fuck	it.	“I	need	a	bar	manager	for	my	BDSM	club,	Restraint.	It	is	a	private,
members-only	kink	club	in	the	back	of	the	nightclub.”

I	knew	the	moment	that	realization	hit.	The	very	moment	she	fully	understood	what
my	words	meant.	Her	eyes	lit	up	and	a	sinful	smile	played	on	her	lips.	Oh	hell,	I	think	I
just	bought	myself	some	trouble.

	

***

Marissa

“A	sex	club?	You	own	a	sex	club?”	I	prayed	that	my	cheeks	were	not	as	red	as	they
felt.

The	last	thing	I	needed	to	do	was	give	him	any	more	ammunition.	Dean	had	called	me
innocent	more	than	once.	My	pink	cheeks	would	most	definitely	confirm	that.	There	was
no	way	I	wanted	to	give	away	more	than	I	already	had.	I	was	telling	him	the	truth	when	I
reminded	him	I	was	a	grown	woman,	I	just	failed	to	mention	that	in	the	sex	department	I
was	basically	an	adolescent.	The	few	times	I	had	sex	I	found	it…boring.	I	didn’t
understand	what	all	the	hype	was	about.	After	my	last	boyfriend	told	me	that	jerking	off	in
a	sock	was	more	fun	than	having	sex	with	me,	I	gave	up	and	concentrated	on	my	studies.
Sure,	I	got	hit	on	all	the	time.	I	was	blessed	with	my	mother’s	beauty.	But	I	was	socially
awkward	with	a	huge	side	helping	of	bitchy.	It	was	easy	to	turn	men	away,	or,	more	to	the
point,	turn	them	off.

“A	kink	club,”	Dean	answered,	his	tone	unusually	gruff.	It	sounded	gravelly,	like	he
had	just	rolled	out	of	bed.

Oh,	dear	God!	The	last	thing	I	needed	to	be	thinking	about	was	Dean	getting	out	of
bed.	Or	anywhere	near	a	bed.	Now	was	not	the	time	to	think	about	the	crush	I	had	been
harboring	for	basically	my	whole	life.	How	for	so	many	years	I	had	wished	I	was	one	of
his	many	girlfriends,	if	you	could	call	them	that.	Fuck	buddies.	That	is	all	Dean	ever	had.

Time	had	been	kind	to	him.	He	had	grown	into	his	tall,	lanky	frame.	He	was	now
broad	and,	by	the	looks	of	it,	well	built	under	that	suit.	His	eyes	were	as	deep	blue	as	I
remembered	them.	His	hair	looked	like	it	was	a	shade	or	two	darker	then	the	last	time	I
saw	him.	Then	again,	that	was	ten	years	ago	at	my	high	school	graduation	where	I	had
asked	him	to	take	my	virginity.	Luckily	for	me	he	was	so	drunk	I	don’t	think	he
remembered.

Dean’s	voice	brought	me	back	to	the	present.	“What’s	the	matter,	Rissa?	Cat	got	your
tongue?	I	am	trying	to	decipher	if	that	is	embarrassment	or	something	else	in	your	eyes.”
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He	laughed	as	he	walked	to	the	door	and	shut	it.	The	room	was	suddenly	silent.	The
electro	anthem,	‘I	Wanna	Love	You	With	The	Lights	On’	could	no	longer	be	heard	from
the	club	below.

“No,	of	course	not.	I	am	just…	surprised	is	all.	I	never	thought	you	were	the	type.”	Oh
hell,	that	came	out	all	wrong.	See?	Socially	awkward.	I	just	blurted	out	whatever	idiotic
thing	came	to	my	mind.			

“The	type?	What	type	would	that	be,	Rissa?”	I	could	feel	his	breath	on	my	face	when
he	spoke.	How	did	I	miss	him	getting	so	close?

“Um,	you	know	a,	umm,	sex	owner…”	I	was	such	a	freaking	idiot.	“I	mean	a	sex	club,
or	a,	you	know,	a	kink	club	owner.”	I	prayed	the	ground	would	open	up	and	swallow	me
whole.	I	couldn’t	think	straight	when	he	was	this	close	to	me.	All	I	wanted	to	do	was	close
my	eyes	and	enjoy	his	closeness.	The	feel	of	his	breath,	the	scent	of	his	cologne.	Instead,	I
was	making	a	fool	of	myself.

“Having	trouble	with	your	words,	little	one?”	Dean	reached	out	and	brushed	my	cheek
with	his	knuckles.	As	soon	as	he	touched	me,	I	felt	it.	My	body	heated	up,	my	panties
dampened,	and	my	belly	swooshed.	I	had	waited	for	what	seemed	like	a	lifetime	to	feel	his
touch.	I	had	dreamt	of	it,	but	never	in	my	dreams	did	my	body	catch	fire.	Never	in	my
dreams	was	it	like	this.	Fire	and	need	rolled	together	into	one	overwhelming	sensation.

I	jumped	back	and	bumped	into	his	desk,	knocking	the	pencil	holder	over.	Pens	and
pencils	scattered	all	over	the	floor.	I	did	the	only	thing	I	could	do.	I	fled.	Only	I	didn’t
make	it	very	far.	I	turned	to	run,	but	Dean	was	right	in	front	of	me.	As	in,	the	man	was	so
close	that	when	I	turned	I	smacked	my	face	right	into	his	chest.

“OMPH.”	I	tried	to	push	away	and	get	around	him.

I	always	made	a	fool	of	myself	around	this	man.	When	I	was	six	I	went	out	to	the
kitchen	to	get	a	drink	of	water	in	my	wonder	woman	night	shirt	and	matching	underwear.
He	was	sitting	on	the	couch	playing	a	video	game.	All	he	said	was,	“Nice	underoos,	kid”.
When	I	was	eight	Melissa	told	a	joke	and	I	laughed	so	hard	I	peed	my	pants.	We	were	in
her	back	yard,	so	I	pulled	my	shorts	off	before	I	went	into	the	house	I	didn’t	want	to	drip
pee	on	the	carpet.	He	was	there	for	that	too.	That	time	I	got	a	“Nice	undies,	kid”.	Come	to
think	of	it,	all	of	my	embarrassing	moments	from	my	childhood	somehow	centered	around
Dean	and	my	underwear.

Both	of	his	hands	came	up	and	he	grabbed	my	upper	arms	to	steady	me.	There	it	was
again.	That	electric	shock.	Even	in	my	embarrassment	I	could	feel	the	sizzle	of
excitement.	I	continued	to	struggle	to	get	away	from	him.	Suddenly	my	move	back	to
California	didn’t	seem	like	such	a	good	idea.	I	needed	to	live	three	thousand	miles	away
from	this	man.	Clearly	it	was	safer	for	everyone	involved.

“Be	still!”	he	commanded	in	that	same	gravelly	voice	he	had	used	before.	Once	again	I
felt	the	swoosh	in	my	belly.	I	stopped	struggling.	“Good	girl.”

His	voice.	The	tone,	the	roughness,	the	words.	I	felt	all	of	it.	It	started	in	my	tummy
and	tingled	downward.	I	shivered	at	sensations	I	didn’t	quite	understand.	It	was	like
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nothing	I	had	ever	felt	before.

“I’m	sorry,”	I	whispered.	“I	always	make	a	fool	of	myself	when	I	am	around	you.”	My
face	was	burning	at	my	admission.

“Stop!”	He	pulled	me	in	closer,	so	close	I	felt	the	smooth	fabric	of	his	shirt	against	my
cheek.

I	breathed	in	the	scent	of	him,	clean	and	fresh	with	a	hint	of	man.	I	relaxed	into	him,
allowing	my	embarrassment	to	drain	away.

“You	have	nothing	to	be	sorry	for.	Now,	would	you	like	to	see	the	club?”

“Yes.”	I	had	no	idea	at	the	time;	that	single	word,	three	little	letters,	would	change	the
course	of	my	life.	Had	I	known,	I	might	have	weighed	my	options,	taken	a	moment	to
think	about	the	gravity	of	my	answer.	I	am	almost	grateful	for	my	naïveté.	If	I	had	been
thinking	clearly	I	surely	would	have	missed	my	awakening.
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