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THE BILLIONAIRE PLAYBOY wants more than just a lap dance...but is she woman enough to keep his interest?

Equally worried that her brother would be lured into one of London’s notorious gangs and for her sisters’ safety while she works evenings at a supermarket, Chantelle Payne takes a job as an exotic dancer at an exclusive men’s club until she completes her degree.  Her only rule: no lap dances.

Billionaire property developer Dominic O’Brien visits the club to conclude a business deal and is captivated by Chantelle’s sexy dance moves.  He offers an obscene amount of money for a private lap dance and the chance to get closer to the stunning young woman.

Chantelle notices the sexy tycoon while on stage and feels the sparks that fly between them.  When he offers an amount large enough to take care of her financial problems and enable her to immediately quit the job, she breaks her rule.  

Totally inflamed by the lap dance, Dominic offers a matching amount for Chantelle to sleep with him.  Infuriated, she flees from him and the club.  He pursues her but loses her in the ensuing car chase.  Not one to give up easily, when he discovers that the club owner doesn’t know Chantelle’s real identity, he hires several of the country’s best private investigators to track her down.  But she’s disappeared without a trace.

She haunts his days and nights for the next five months.  And just when he’s given up hope of ever finding her, she walks unexpectedly back into his life.

Dating a billionaire is not easy as Chantelle soon finds out.  She has to rise to the challenge, or walk away before it’s too late!
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Chapter One 
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Chantelle Payne adjusted her long woolen skirt and straightened the hem of her jumper before pressing the buzzer next to the heavy door painted an uncompromising black.

“Yes?”  The door swung open without a sound and she was startled by the appearance of the man who looked as though he had to stoop to avoid hitting the tops of most doorways.

“I’m here to see Mr. Armstrong,” she explained, fighting the urge to run back to her car and speed away.

“For what purpose?”  The man, obviously a bouncer, looked her slowly up and down.  Chantelle cringed inside.  She knew that she wasn’t dressed appropriately.  She’d had to rush out of her last lecture and had risked getting a speeding ticket to get to the club on time.

“I have an audition.”

The man’s lips curved into a smirk.  He dismissed her chances with the single word, “Sure.”

Instantly annoyed, Chantelle straightened her shoulders, glared up at him and said with all the hauteur she could muster.  “I don’t have time to stand here all day!” 

“Sorry,” he apologized, seeming to remember that it wasn’t his place to assess her suitability.  “Please come inside.  I’ll tell the boss you’re here.”

Chantelle stepped through the fire door into the lavishly furnished club.  Never in a million years would she have imagined that she would be here today, but life had left her little choice.

“Are you Elle?” asked a cultured, well-modulated voice with an American twang from behind her.

Turning, Chantelle took in the man who was a blast from the past...well, her parents’ past, not her own.  Wearing a psychedelic shirt and flared red trousers, Colin Armstrong looked as if he was playing the part of a pimp in a Blaxploitation movie.  He swirled a cane in his slim right hand and even from a few feet away, Chantelle noticed that it was professionally manicured.

“Yes,” she responded, willing herself not to laugh at his attire; she needed this job too desperately.

“I’m Colin.”  He offered his hand and she shook it. “You’re a bit larger than I expected, but your face is gorgeous.”

Chantelle would have loved nothing better than to tell him to go jump into a lake, but she kept her features composed as he assessed her with unnerving thoroughness.

“If you can dance I would be willing to take you on, if you promise to start going to the gym regularly.”

“Do you mind if we start the audition, please?”  Time was a precious commodity she had little of.  The last thing she needed was to waste time making promises she would only have to keep if he offered her the job.

“By all means.”  His lips pursed primly and Chantelle sensed that he didn’t like her taking control of the situation.  She wouldn’t normally have done, but she had less than two hours to drive back to the university campus and eat her homemade sandwich before the start of her next lecture.  He pointed towards a dark red door. “The changing rooms are through there.  I take it you’ve brought an outfit to change into?”

“Yes, I have,” she told him and then hurried towards the indicated door.

Slipping off her outer garments, Chantelle rubbed her arms briskly as the chill air of the unheated dressing room caressed her body.  Taking a deep breath, she pushed open the door and walked back into the club.

“Hot damn, girl, your body is fly!”  Colin clearly watched far too many African-American movies.  And they were obviously the much-older movies as his lingo indicated.

Chantelle smiled at his reaction—the eighteen-inch difference between her waist and hips was dramatic and at 5’10” she was tall for a woman.  Her unusual measurements made it impossible to find properly fitting clothing.  She tended to wear loose, flowing clothing which made her look larger than the size 12 on the labels of most of her clothing.  Finding a pair of jeans was a nightmare—she inevitably had to end up taking them to her local tailor to have the waists adjusted.

“Why didn’t you tell me you had a body like this hidden under those ugly clothes?” he demanded.

“I would have done if you’d refused to let me audition for you.”

“You’re sassy.  I think I’m going to like you.”

Chantelle wasn’t worried by his statement.  She’d come by the club one evening and waited until one of his waitresses had come out for a smoke break to ask a few pertinent questions.  The woman had said that he was a sweetheart and kept a strictly professional relationship with his employees.

But she needed this over and done with as soon as possible, so she prompted, “Do you mind if we start?”

“Sure.  I want you to try a special song for me.  Something about you reminds me of Grace Jones.  If you can get the routine right, your act could become a club special.”

Chantelle’s hopes plummeted at his words.  She’d expected him to let her choose her own song.  She’d come prepared, but not for this.

“I had planned to dance to Rihanna’s Rude Boy,” she told him, desperately.  She had learned the song by heart and perfected her routine.  “I have it here on my brother’s iPod in case you don’t—”

“No, no!  I want something a little classier for you.”

Chantelle folded her arms around her midriff and watched helplessly as he hurried across the room to the DJ booth.  She didn’t know any Grace Jones songs.  This wasn’t what she’d expected.  Why was he insisting on her dancing to music of his choice when he usually let the dancers choose their own?  This wasn’t going to work out, she acknowledged with resignation, but it was probably for the best.

Pull Up To The Bumper started playing as Colin hurried back to her side and Chantelle almost laughed in relief.  The Grace Jones’ hit had become popular again when Patra had released a cover version.  A lifetime ago when her mother had been a happy-go-lucky young wife she used to put on music and dance along with her children to the Reggae and dancehall music she’d grown up with in Jamaica.

“I’ve put it on repeat.  Get up on the stage and let me see you move,” Colin instructed once he was close enough to be heard over the music.

Dancing came naturally to Chantelle.  Even as a child when she’d attended parties, grown-ups soon notice that she wasn’t simply mimicking the moves she had seen in music videos as most of the other children were doing, but actually moving to the beat of songs and even making up her own little dance moves as she went along.

She paused when she got to the middle of the stage and took a deep breath.  She was unaccountably nervous—there was so much riding on her getting this job. Closing her eyes, she raised her arms above her head and started to gyrate her waist and hips.

“Wow!” Colin said after a couple of minutes and she opened her eyes to find that he had moved closer to the front of the stage.  He watched her for another minute or so and then enthused, “You can dance, girl!”

“Shall I stop, then?” she asked hopefully.  There would be more traffic heading towards the city, as she would be on her way back.  It would take her twice as long, if she was lucky.

“Yes, get dressed again and we’ll go to my office to talk business,” Colin instructed, turning once again to walk towards the DJ booth.

Chantelle hurriedly slipped her clothes back on, almost as nervous about the request she needed to make as she had been about the audition.

Colin was waiting for her just outside the door.

“I’ve seen hundreds of women dance since I opened the club twelve years ago, but you’re something special.”

Please God!  As Colin led the way to his office, Chantelle surreptitiously crossed her fingers behind her back.

“Sit down,” he invited, indicating a dark brown leather swivel chair in front of a solid desk of a slightly darker hue.  The office was as immaculate as the man, but rather more conventional in styling.  To Chantelle’s relief, he got straight down to business.  “The pay is five hundred pounds a night, but you can make as much as five or six times that amount by giving private lap—”

“I’m not interested in giving lap dances,” Chantelle interrupted.

“Then I guess that I won’t have to tell you that sex with clients is strictly forbidden.”

“Mr. Armstrong, all I want to do is perform my routine and leave the club as soon as I’m done.”

“Are you sure that you want to work here?”  He looked at her quizzically.  “You’re a great mover, but you don’t seem the type.”

“I need the money,” she explained simply.

“I suspected as much.”  He nodded his head as if she had confirmed his suspicion.  “But I’m a little surprised that you won’t take lap dance requests and make more of it.”

“No thanks.  And I would like to be paid cash in hand.”

“I run a legit business here, young lady.”  Colin bristled as if she’d accused him of running a brothel.  He lost all traces of the American accent as he continued, “Each employee has to pay tax and National Insurance.”

“I’m not saying that you shouldn’t deduct the appropriate amounts from my pay,” Chantelle explained hastily.  “I just don’t want to appear on your books.”

Chantelle held her breath as she waited for him to make a decision.  Finally he smiled and said, “Alright.  You told me on the phone that you’re twenty-two.  You look younger, but call me an old fool, I’ll take your word for it.  I know what it’s like to have life kick you in the teeth, so I’m willing to give you a chance.  I’ve been looking for a dancer to bring a little sophistication to the club.  I think you could be that girl, but let me down, girl, and I’ll fire you on the spot!”

“I promise to do my best.”  Chantelle crossed her fingers and breathed a sigh of relief.  She was hired!  All she needed to do now is find the courage to ask him for the biggest favor of all.  But, that could wait until her first night on the job.

“Okay.”  The man’s stern expression softened and he smiled.

“Thanks, Mr. Armstrong.”  Jumping up, she offered her hand to her new employer. “I must hurry back.”

Rushing out of the building, Chantelle headed to her battered Ford Escort.  All in all things had gone well.  She had spent less time than she’d thought she would and might be able to quickly finish her cheese sandwich before her lecture started.

Gunning the engine, she quickly reversed out of the club’s parking space.  She then slipped a pair of prescription glasses onto the bridge of her nose and glanced at her reflection in the rear view mirror.  She smiled as she pulled off the wig and shook her shoulder-length Sisterlocks free.  Now all she needed to do was find somewhere convenient to pull over and take off the fake number plates that were neatly covering hers.

*****
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Chapter Two
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“Armstrong’s got the best bloody dancers in London.  You’ll have a great time!”

Property developer Dominic O’Brien gritted his teeth and tried to follow Russell Clark’s inane conversation as they travelled through Shoreditch in the man’s Hummer limousine.  He was beginning to understand why the Mafia reputedly eliminated unwanted competition and annoyances.  Russell, a rival property developer but on a much smaller scale, had deliberately bought a building he knew Dominic wanted and now the obnoxious older man was trying to jerk him around because he had the upper hand.  Dominic already owned nine of the ten adjoining properties on the block, but without Russell’s he couldn’t tear them all down and build the multi-million pound luxury homes he planned to.  Russell had bought the property out of spite, at the last possible moment offering the owner ten thousand pounds above the price she had agreed with Dominic.  Had the woman asked, Dominic would have raised his offer, but by the time he had gotten wind of the situation the sale had gone through.  Russell had stubbornly held on to the property for the last three months.

When they had met earlier in the day the man had suggested Dominic join him on a visit to a strip club to see a magnificent black dancer.  Dominic had immediately refused.  He could pretty much get any woman he wanted—black, white or other—and if he wanted a woman to strip for him, he could afford to pay one to come to his home and do so privately.  But then Russell had upped the ante by promising to give him a final decision on the property, if he came to the club.

“I’m not here to enjoy myself,” he reminded the man curtly.  “We do this deal tonight or this is over.”

If at the end of the evening Russell didn’t accept his more than generous offer, he would sell the nine properties he owned at a minimum 50% profit as less than a week ago there had been an announcement of a major shopping centre to be built within a twenty-minute walk from the properties—close enough for convenience, but distant enough to not detract from the purely residential theme he planned to implement.  His PA had already had taken calls from several other property developers interested in buying if he decided to sell.  It would be a blow as he had a gut feeling the properties would more than quadruple their value within a year.  But you win some, you lose some—he would use the money to invest in another up-and-coming part of the capital, if needs be.

This was Russell’s last chance before he cut his losses and moved on.

The members-only club was classier than Dominic had expected.  A huge black bouncer shook Russell’s hand and patted him familiarly on the shoulder, before a smiling, scantily-dressed young woman ushered them to a table for two right in front of the stage, once she’d confirmed that they weren’t part of a larger party.

Dominic seated himself in one of the two comfortable leather seats and looked around the large, softly-lit interior.  A woman who looked to be in her mid thirties performed on the stage.  Her daring routine made Dominic hold his breath twice, fearing that she would fall on her head and break her neck.

Thankfully, she finished her routine safely and another dancer soon took her place.  Dominic tried to look interested, but he was miles away, already thinking ahead to his next possible investment if this one fell through.  Russell had so far not given any indication as to whether or not he’d decided to sell on their way to the club, so Dominic hoped for the best but was mentally prepared for the worst.  Even if he had to resell the properties, he was looking at a potential profit in the region of two and a quarter million pounds.

He would sell them to any developer other than Russell, though.

“This is the woman I wanted you to see.”  Russell’s eager voice penetrated Dominic’s thoughts.  He blinked and focused on the woman on the stage.

His breath caught as he watched her start to move.  She was magnificent.  Short, straight hair framed her beautiful, oval face and large, dark eyes gazed coolly out at the crowd.  Her smooth, dark skin glistened as she moved effortlessly in four-inch heels which added to her already taller-than-average height and made her long legs look endless.

All Dominic could think of was having those legs wrapped around his waist.

Unlike the other dancers, she didn’t jump up onto the pole, but occasionally used it as a prop.  It somehow gave her act a sophistication he wouldn’t have expected in a strip club.

He had seen Grace Jones perform the song live during her Hurricane Tour 2009 at Paradiso, Amsterdam while he was there on business and had admired her incredible athleticism for a woman of sixty.  Grace had engaged her fans, enticing them with her sexy moves; this dancer moved like the music originated from inside her body and yet she was coolly aloof, alluring and strangely innocent all at the same time.

It was the most erotic thing Dominic had ever seen in his life.  He was certain that every man in the room was aroused to some degree.  He was definitely sporting wood.  He needed to get some action soon—with one thing or another, it was over a month since he’d last had any.

The dancer turned and all the men in the room groaned at the sight of her apple-shaped bumper which looked as though it could just about park a long, black limousine.  When she bent over, Dominic tore his eyes away from her delectable bottom and sought her gaze.

Their eyes connected as she smacked the rounded left cheek of her behind and Dominic almost came.

He grimaced and shifted in his chair, trying to find some comfort within the confines of his trousers for his sudden, rampant erection.

***

[image: ]


CHANTELLE LET HER EYES roam over the men in the club, praying as usual that no one from the university was among them.  She wasn’t worried about fellow students—it was unlikely that any of them could afford the pricey membership fee, but lecturers with their greater disposable incomes were a definite threat.  Heaven help her if Professor Baines walked in and saw her on stage!  He had unashamedly hit on her since her freshman year and wouldn’t be above resorting to a little blackmail if he had anything he could hold over her head.  What she was doing wasn’t illegal, but if word got back to the university it could well put paid to the First Class Honors she was hoping to achieve on graduation less than six months away.

Initially she hadn’t been concerned, assuming that most of the club’s members would be leery, older men who liked to gawk at naked young women.  Once she’d begun working, she’d realized how upscale the clientele was—actors, footballers and even members of parliament.  She’d almost quit on her first night when she’d realized how wrong her assumption had been, but by then it had been too late—she’d already quit her supermarket job.

She needn’t have worried, though.  Except for one drunken footballer cursing and demanding if they knew who the hell he was as Colin and two bouncers assisted him out of the club when Chantelle refused him a lap dance, she hadn’t been bothered by anyone in the nine weeks she’d been working at the club.

Bending over, she slapped her behind gently—she’d learned the hard way that it stung like a bee when she had done it too enthusiastically on her first night—and had a good look at the crowd through her parted legs.

Usually the men were too busy looking at her behind to make eye contact.  Tonight was no different.  Except for the tall, powerfully-built man seated at the table closest to the stage.

Their eyes connected and for a moment Chantelle forgot to breathe.

No man could be that perfectly handsome!

It had to be because she was upside down, she realized and smiled as she automatically righted herself and spun to face forward again, all without missing a beat.

Oh God!

He was even better looking the right side up!  And he was staring at her as though he’d been starved for months and she was the first morsel of food he’d come across.

She continued her routine by sheer instinct, her heart thumping against her ribcage.  It wasn’t possible that he could be as affected by her as she was him...and yet he seemed shell shocked, too.  She had always scoffed at the concept of ‘love at first sight’.  Heck, she hardly believed in ‘lust at first sight’, but something weird had happened when their eyes had connected and even now she couldn’t pull her gaze away.

Her heart kept up its erratic beat, as if it wanted to break free and run to him where it belonged...or run as far away as possible before he enslaved it, she thought fancifully as she finally dragged her eyes away, bowed and left the stage.

Her legs felt barely able to support her as she stumbled to her dressing room.

What the hell had just happened?

***
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“COME HERE,” RUSSELL beckoned one of the waitresses as the song came to an end.  “Tell that dancer I’ll give her £1000 to give me and my friend here a private lap dance.”

“I’m sorry, sir,” the woman apologized.  “She doesn’t give private dances.”

“Tell her I’ll pay £5,000, then.”

The waitress’s eyes widened at the sum.

“Okay, I will tell her,” she agreed, “but she might still refuse.”

“She won’t refuse,” Russell said arrogantly.  “That’s more money than she’s ever seen in her life.”

The waitress hurried to do Russell’s bidding.

“I bet she refuses,” Dominic warned the other man.

“You wanna bet?”

“Actually, let’s make it an official bet.  If she accepts, I will pay for the lap dance.  If she refuses, you sell me the property at the price I offered today.”

“Deal!” The man confidently pumped Dominic’s hand and then slouched back against his chair with a smile.

Dominic felt confident too, although he had pretty much sealed his fate with the all-or-nothing offer.  The woman had a look that was out of place even in the classier-than-average strip joint.  He sensed that she wouldn’t be tempted unless the sum was large enough for her to quit.

The waitress came hurrying back to them and Dominic barely resisted the urge to punch the air in triumph—from the look on her face he knew she wasn’t returning with a positive answer.

“I’m sorry, sir.  She said that she’s not interested.”

“Bloody stupid bitch!”  Russell snarled in disbelief.

“I’ll be at your office at noon tomorrow.”  Dominic didn’t lose any time in reminding the older man that they’d had a deal and he’d lost.

“Fine!”  The man stood up and stormed out, seeming to have forgotten that Dominic had accompanied him to the club in his Hummer.

Jubilant, Dominic sat back and savored several sips of his cognac—his chauffeur was only a phone call away.

The waitress who had delivered the message was passing by again, this time with an empty tray and heading towards the bar.  Dominic raised his hand and called her over.

“Tell her I said to name her price.”

“Sir, I don’t—”

“Just ask her, please.”  He gave her the smile his mother called his lethal weapon and the woman smiled in return.

“Okay,” she agreed, but didn’t look hopeful.

Less than five minutes later she hurried back to him, looking pretty much the way she’d done when she’d given Russell the bad news.

Prepared for another refusal, Dominic was stunned when she informed him, “She said £50,000 in cash.

“No problem,” he assured the woman, with another warm smile.  He had read the dancer correctly—she was looking for nothing less than quitting money.  If she’d asked for twice the sum, he would have still agreed to pay it.

The waitress blinked in surprise at his response.  “She also wants to check the notes before she gives you the dance.”

“By all means,” he agreed.  He was liking the dance’s style more and more.  “What time does she leave the club?”

“She leaves at one.”

“Tell her that I’ll have the money ready by the time she’s finished.”

Dominic pressed some notes into the woman’s hand, then stood up and walked out of the club, pulling out his mobile phone and speed dialing his chauffeur’s number as he approached the door.

“Alvin,” he said, when the man answered after the second ring.  “Tell Rogers I need four of the brown envelopes from my desk drawer.  Bring them here to me at Armstrong’s in an hour’s time.”

“Yes, boss.”

Dominic smiled and shook his head.  He had given up asking Alvin to not call him “boss”.  “Mr. O’Brien” would sound less formal, but it was better than being called “sir”, he’d decided and accepted that the man would never call him by his first name although they were almost the same age.

If Alvin Thomas wondered what his employer was doing at the elite strip club, he knew better than to ask.  He quickly confirmed the instructions and hung up aware of the short time window.

***
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“HE AGREED!”  TIFFANY burst into the tiny dressing room, grinning as if she’d won the lottery.  She opened her hand and revealed several crumbled fifty pound notes, her grin widening until it almost split her face. “And my God!  Look, he gave me all of these!”

“He’s insane!” Chantelle gasped.  Her ridiculous demand of £50,000 had been a joke she’d expected him to laugh off.  “Are you sure he’s right in the head?”

“He looks fine to me.  Too bloody fine!”  Tiffany closed her eyes and faked a moan of satisfaction.  “Honey, if I was a dancer I would give him a lap dance for free!”

Chantelle laughed as the woman graphically demonstrated the kind of lap dance she wanted to give the man.

“You should be on stage, girlfriend!  I’ll have to tell Colin that you’re wasting your talent.”

“Shit!  I better get back before he comes looking for my ass!”  The woman laughed and raced out of the room, stuffing the notes she had quickly and skillfully folded into a neat rectangle up under her large breasts, where Chantelle suspected it would stay hidden until the woman’s next break when she could discreetly slip it into her purse.  Waitresses usually shared tips, but the sum the man had given Tiffany was more than her week’s wages.

As the door closed behind the woman, Chantelle’s legs gave way as reality stepped in.  She felt blindly behind her for the chair she’d been sitting on and sat down again, heavily.

Mother of God!  £50,000!

She had been tempted by the offer of £5,000.  It would have meant giving both him and the shorter, older man at the table a lap dance.  It would have also meant that she could have taken some time off in the weeks before and during her final exams, using the money instead of working.

But then she’d remember her body’s strange reaction to the younger man and changed her mind about getting that close to him.

She would be just fine, she decided, as long as she kept to the study timetable she’d devised.

Then Tiffany had returned and told her that the older man had left in a huff and Mr. Sinfully Handsome was asking Chantelle to name her price.

She had automatically quoted the sum she prayed she’d win each week when she played her single line of numbers on the National Lottery.  Most players wanted to hit the jackpot; all she’d ever hoped for was enough to get her alcoholic mother back home to Jamaica in the care of her grandparents and have enough remaining to take care of living expenses for her and her three siblings until she graduated and found a job.

On her opening night, she had convinced Colin that she didn’t need to strip completely—that a miniscule bra and thong would be classier than being completely nude.  He hadn’t been thrilled, saying that he wouldn’t have hired her if he’d known that she had a problem getting naked.  She’d assured him that she would strip if she had to, but begged him to let her try it her way first.  The men had, of course, loudly voiced their displeasure at the end of the song.  But most had cheered enthusiastically when she’d given an encore performance.  Pleased with the crowd’s response, Colin had paid her £500 net instead of gross, from that very first night.

Chantelle had used the unexpected extra money to buy her siblings some of the little luxuries they had been denied over the years without complaining.  Grateful to finally own one, her brother had been willing to have an iPhone 3 or 4, but she’d insisted on buying him the latest version.  He looked after his possessions and was likely to have it for quite some time.

Colin was a gem of a boss.  He wasn’t married or in a relationship as far as she could tell.  Some of the women hinted that he may be in the closet, but Chantelle wasn’t so sure.  He treated his employees well—often giving advances to them when rent or a bill payment was due which they couldn’t meet.

Her fellow dancers hadn’t been as welcoming.  One of the dancers had called Chantelle ‘a stuck-up cow’ for not wanting to give lap dances.  Most of the others seemed to have the same impression, but they had thankfully not been quite so vocal about it.  For them, as it was in her case, the job was a means to an end.  They failed to understand why she wouldn’t use the chance to maximize her earnings.

What she couldn’t tell them was that she was serious about pursuing a career in the male-dominated world of architecture and didn’t want anything to jeopardize her plan now that she was so close.  Heaven forbid, she shook a potential business colleague’s hand in greeting as she moved up the career ladder later in life and be recognized as the woman who had once danced on his lap!

Her student loan had gone towards paying household bills and keeping her brother and sisters fed and clothed.  Her evening job at Waitrose had been physically exhausting and as a result had affected her studies.  Dancing at the club had enabled her to be at home with her siblings six evenings a week and provided the extra money to pay for the course materials and expensive textbooks she needed for her degree, instead of spending hours in the library using their ‘Reference Only’ copies.

The job at the club had changed her life for the better.

Now, just one lap dance could make her dreams come true.

Please, please, please, please, God! she prayed fervently, yet felt guilty about bothering Him about such a matter.  It felt wrong to pray about it, clad in nothing but a robe and three strategically placed tiny triangles of material held together by flimsy straps.

But, if He answered her prayer, this would be her last night in the club.

It was too much to hope for and yet she found herself praying desperately. 

***
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THE DANCER WALKED SLOWLY into the room, her smooth skin glowing with youth and vitality.

My God, she’s even more beautiful close up!

Dominic barely restrained the urge to get up and touch her as she closed the door behind her.

She placed a handbag on the small table by the door and stood staring across at him.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

She quirked a beautifully-arched eyebrow, widened her stance, then placed her hands on her hips and continued to stare at him.  After a long pause she finally answered, “Grace Jones.”

“That’s not your real name.”

“Does it matter?”  Again the raised eyebrow.

“Yes,” he insisted.

“Sorry.  If it was important you should have said so before you paid the money.”

Dominic smiled and shook his head.  She was confident for someone of her age—she looked about nineteen, but likely had to be over twenty-one to work in the club.

“Okay,” he conceded.  “You win this round of negotiations.” 

“Is there a special song you’d like?” she asked, coming a little closer.  But not close enough for him to reach out and touch her.

“Private Dancer.”  It was clichéd and overdone, but it fit the moment.

The rules disallowed the clients touching the dancers.  Dominic swore under his breath.  He would have a hell of a time keeping his hands to himself.

She pressed a few buttons on a panel on the wall and the introduction of the song filtered through the speakers in the private booth.  She hesitated fractionally, as if she was nervous, then gave a little shake of her head and undid the tie of her robe.

It fell apart to reveal the matching black lingerie she’d been wearing, to the crowd’s disappointment, when she’d finished dancing on the stage.  But instead of disappointment, he’d felt a strange kind of relief when he’d realized that she wasn’t going to reveal herself completely to every man in the room.

His eyes met hers and Dominic acknowledged just why he hadn’t wanted her to strip entirely—he wanted to be the only man who saw her naked.

“Come to me,” he commanded softly, settling himself more comfortably in the low, armless chair he’d occupied while awaiting her arrival.

***
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HEART BEATING IN TRIPLE time, Chantelle straddled his muscular legs.  She wasn’t frightened—a single press of either alarm button near the chair would summon one of the club’s four bouncers.

She’d never been this close to an adult male, black or white, before.  It should have felt strange, but it didn’t.  She lifted her hands to his shoulders and her eyes to his as she started to slowly undulate her waist and move her hips in perfect time to the beat of the song.

Her stomach clenched as once again she felt a sort of electric shock run through her as she held his gaze.  His eyes were a beautiful hazel, she realized and shivered in surprise—she’d thought they would be blue.  His thick hair was dark, and wavy though it was not particularly long.  His nose was bold and well shaped.  His full lips were another surprise—shaped in an almost perfect Cupid’s bow, and so...kissable.

Kissable?  Where the hell did that thought come from?

“Tell me your name,” he demanded again, holding onto her hips and pulling her forward onto his lap.

Chantelle gasped as she felt the hard length of his erection beneath her.  She took a deep steadying breath and her nostrils filled with his woody, subtle yet heady aftershave as she continued the dance.  Seated on his lap, her legs in the high-heeled shoes were almost in line with her ears.  She moved her waist in small circles, imitating the moves she would make if they were making love and she was on top.

“Tell me.”  This time the words were whispered persuasively into her ear as he pulled her torso closer to his.

Her nipples tightened as they came into contact with his broad chest.  His groan told her that he felt her reaction through the soft cotton of his shirt.

Following a womanly instinct that shocked her even as she did it, she rubbed herself harder against the bulge pressed against her.

“I want you.”  The words were almost a growl as he clamped his hands on her hips and stilled the movement.  “I’ll pay you another fifty thousand pounds if you sleep with me.”

Disappointment flooded Chantelle.  She knew that a few of the dancers occasionally had private dates with select club members—Colin was aware of it, but ignored the practice once nothing occurred on his property—but she would never sleep with a man for money.

She had wanted to make the lap dance memorable for the client, had been willing to stretch Colin’s rules but stay within their boundaries.  He would never know how grateful she would always be to him.

But she wasn’t that grateful!

“Most men seem to think that the words stripper and prostitute are synonymous.  I was mistaken in thinking that you were intelligent enough to know the difference,” she told him scornfully, abruptly swinging her right leg up and over, narrowly missing his arrogant head.  Standing, she glared down at him and snapped, “Look up the meaning in a frigging dictionary.”

Whirling, she raced out of the room, only stopping to grab her handbag and robe before slamming the door behind her.  Then turning left, she headed to the back door.

It was hard to walk away from the money she had earned tonight although it was a paltry sum compared to the amount she had in the handbag clutched at her side. Tomorrow she would call Colin to let him know that she wouldn’t be returning.  And she would forfeit the night’s wages—a small price to pay for his generosity.  Technically she didn’t need that money now and though there would no doubt come a day when she would regret not collecting it, she was certainly not going to wait around!

***

[image: ]


DOMINIC TOOK A MOMENT to bring his body under control before he left the private room.

He cursed as he almost stumbled in the now-darkened club.

The dancer on stage was using the lights as an effect, so they’d been dimmed further to enhance her act.  Glancing left and then right, he saw no sign of the dancer who had given him the lap dance.  As skimpily dressed as she was, she would have to get changed first, he decided, and rushed to the exit.  He would be waiting when she left the club.

He dialed Alvin’s mobile number as soon as he was outside and instructed, “Pick me up at the entrance.”

Alvin came speeding around the corner moments later.  He was more suited to a race track, Dominic always thought, but he wasn’t about to let a brilliant, safe driver out of his employ.  He paid the man more than double what he would have received elsewhere, which may him less likely to try out as a stunt car, or racing, driver.

“Did you see a woman leave the club?” he asked the driver as he jumped in the car beside him—this wasn’t the time to stand on formality and get in the back.  If by chance she’d left the club, he needed to start pursuit immediately. 

“A tall black woman?” Alvin queried as he swung the car around to the exit.

“Yes,” Dominic confirmed, banging his fist on the beautiful, wooden inlaid dashboard in front of him.  “Where did she go?”

“She just swung out of here in a Ford Escort, boss.”

Alvin knew the brown envelopes contained cash—it wasn’t the first time the man had conveyed money to Dominic from his butler.  Dominic knew that the driver would immediately jump to the wrong conclusion, but there was no time to explain.  He ordered, “Follow her!”

Alvin immediately gunned the engine.

“Faster!”  Dominic ordered.

“She raced out of here, boss.”  The driver obediently accelerated, but he shook his head ruefully.  “I don’t think we’ll catch her.”

“We have to.”

“Yes, boss.”

Dominic fumed as they raced along the quiet road.  He would have been faster in his Lamborghini, even if it meant breaking the speed limit.  Damn his wayward cock!  He usually had more finesse than he had displayed tonight.  But the thought of her writhing under him, those long legs wrapped around his waist as he buried himself deep within her had destroyed his customary style.  

They came to a major intersection and Alvin said apologetically, “Sorry, boss, I think she’s gone.”

Dominic cursed again, this time aloud.  He’d envisioned the night ending somewhat differently—with the two of them making love in the back of the limousine and several times more when he got her to his place.  Now, all he could do is go home and imagine it was her tightness, instead of his hand, wrapped around him as he jerked himself off.  There were a dozen or more women he could call and all would be willing for him to come over and warm their bed, but no other woman would do tonight.

***
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CHANTELLE REACHED UNDER her pillow and ran her fingertips over the edges of the envelopes that would radically change her life.

Nothing in the way the night had begun had prepared her for the way it had ended.  When she noticed the man and had had the strange reaction as their eyes had connected, she had dismissed it as one of those strange, freaky moments in life.

Dancing for him had been as easy as breathing.  She might have done it for free, as Tiffany had declared earlier in the evening.  She had good uses for every last penny of the money he’d paid her.  Yet, she had been tempted to toss it back in his face when he had propositioned her like a common whore.

How dared he!

*****
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Chapter Three
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Five months later.

Dominic and the other two panel members all smiled politely as his PA, Angela Daniels, ushered in a statuesque beauty, the last of the five people they had shortlisted for interviews.

The young black woman, Chantelle Payne, was their wildcard.  A recent university graduate, she was by far the youngest and the least experienced of the candidates.  But she had achieved a First in Architecture, Planning and Landscape, and was tipped to beat the rest of the year’s graduates to the prestigious Institute of Architecture’s Most-Promising Designer Award.

Dominic’s breath caught in his throat at the sight of her.  For a moment the young woman reminded him of the dancer from Armstrong’s with her height and smooth dark skin.  This woman was different, though.  Instead of short straightened hair, this woman had tiny plaits which were pulled neatly back into a chignon.  And she appeared warmly approachable—not coolly aloof as the dancer had been.

Forget that damn woman! he reprimanded himself angrily.  You’ve wasted enough time, money and effort chasing her!

He could do nothing about heated memories of the dancer invading his dreams, but he would be damned if he let her control his waking moments, too!

“Chantelle, let me introduce the panel.  Lauren Everton, Head of Acquisitions, Mark Albright, Chief Architect and Dominic O’Brien, CEO and—”

The woman’s eyes widened moments before her gasp of surprise interrupted Angela’s words.

Dominic stared at her in shock for several long moments, unable to believe what his eyes and the stirring in his groin were telling him—this was too surreal.  His mother always told him that he had more luck than anyone she knew, even with his Irish ancestry.  She just might be on to something, he decided, as he felt his smile turn predatory.  He had searched high and low for this woman, had spent tens of thousands of pounds on the best private investigators he could find to no avail, and now she had flown like a helpless fly into his spider’s web.

She wouldn’t escape this time!

“Would you all excuse us for a minute?”  He dismissed the others.  “Ms Payne and I need to have a brief discussion.”

“I knew this was too bloody good to be true!”  Chantelle’s eyes sparked like ebony chips as she glared angrily across at him as the door clicked shut behind his PA and the other two interviewers.  “Did you set up this interview just to embarrass me?”

“No,” he denied.  “I didn’t know it was you.  Armstrong couldn’t tell me your name.”

Colin had warned Chantelle that Dominic had gone back to the club to question him.  She had been so relieved at the time that Colin, though he might have not divulged the information, didn’t know anything about her.

“I spent months looking for you and couldn’t find you.”  Dominic couldn’t help the bitterness that tinged his voice—he wasn’t used to not getting what he wanted.  “I hired six private investigators, all ex-Scotland Yard, and they couldn’t find you.”
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