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Chapter Eight: A New Position
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‘My, how the tables have turned,’ I thought as I sat at the gentlemen’s club.

The cigar smoke filled the air, and the three men who thought they had me under their thumb were staring back at me after reading their wives’ ultimatums.

“Are they serious?” Howie asked.

I knew he would be the first to say something. The others were still dumbfounded. “As a heart attack,” I smiled as my drink order was put on my table.

The three men were still looking behind me at their so-called bodyguards, the ones all these rich men would order to get someone or ‘handle’ the troublemakers.

The men behind me were the ones who had roughed me up and sat me down in this same chair just a few months ago. Now, they were standing behind me and staring at the three husbands. ‘Yes, the tables had turned,’ I thought.

“And they still want us to pay you?” George asked. “Even though they are divorcing us?”

“Yup,” I quickly responded with a grin.

“That’s ridiculous!” Lucas spat. “I won’t pay some ruffian, some....”

“Is everything alright over here?” a voice asked.

It came from an old man smoking a cigar. “Yes, General,” I smiled.

The whole room was quiet. Cherie had introduced me to the General, the man who owned the Gentlemen’s club. The entire room watched our table.

“Am I to believe you are going back on a deal that you made in my club?” the General pulled a chair from another table. The sound of wood scraping across the wooden floor was exceptionally loud.

“No sir,” Lucas swallowed as the General put a gun down on the table.

“Okay, because we all know the rule,” the General said. “All deals are final, until both sides agree to the terms of disengagement.”

“Yes sir,” the three men nodded quickly.

“Do you disagree with the terms of disengagement?” the General looked at me.

“No, sir,” I grinned.

“It’s Desmond, to a friend of Cherie’s,” the old man winked.

“No Desmond,” I repeated.

“There you go,” Desmond smiled. “Until the terms are met the deal continues, have a good day gentleman.”

He slowly got up and leaned forward, staring at the three. “And your dues are also due every month. There is only one way out of this club,” he smiled as he patted the gun before picking it up.

Desmond walked away, and the three men looked at each other. “This is going to break me,” George said.

“Might want to let your young side piece know she won’t be getting all those nice gifts,” I laughed.

“This is not funny!” Howie exclaimed. “She will take everything!”

“Should have thought about that before taking advantage of her, and lying to her throughout the years,” I shrugged. “Why did you think she wanted the divorce, and why she started cheating?”

“Fuck you!” Howie said as he sat back in his chair. “You get married and tell me how long you can keep the good husband act up.”

The only one who was silent was Lucas, whose face had turned from pale to crimson red. “You want to say it so bad,” I smiled as I leaned forward. The word you wanted to say before Desmond walked up starts with an N, am I right?”

Lucas’s hands trembled with rage as he stared back at me. “You see,” I looked at the others. “While the two of you had some income coming in before you got married, Cherie helped make Lucas the man he is today,” I grinned as I kept my eyes on Lucas. “He was a good ole boy, son of a farmer, living in a small town, but he had big ideas, and Cherie helped him make those ideas a reality, and he made good money, real good money, but,” I laughed. “She made you, not the other way around, and she is going to take it all away.”

“Lucas?” Howie asked.

“Fuck all of you!” Lucas stood up and looked around. “All of you can fuck off, letting a...”

“Escort him outside,” one of the old men said as Lucas screamed profanity after profanity as he was pulled outside.

“They won’t, would they?” George asked.

“What do you think?” I asked.

“Any of you gentlemen care to take Mr. Groves’ car back to his house?” one of the men came in later with the keys to Lucas’s car. “He will no longer need it.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





