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        Between a part-time job, school, and dealing with my father’s health issues, my only release is going out every Friday night to the most popular club in town, hoping this is the one where I’ll finally see the inside.

      

        

      
        When a mysterious man comes to my rescue, his act of kindness evolves into a whirlwind romance where he reveals his true identity and sweeps me off my feet with promises of an amazing love.

      

        

      
        But life isn’t a fairytale, things aren’t always what they seem, and after a little rumor hits the tabloids, will our love be exposed as nothing more than a lie?
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      What the hell is the man at the front of the line doing?

      Waiting to get into this club is hard enough without some asshole wearing an expensive suit trying to convince the bouncer he should be let in, even though he’s not on the VIP list.

      A list you only get on by knowing somebody who already goes here, and with the way he’s acting, I’m assuming he doesn’t have any friends who will let him join them inside.

      I’ve never been granted entrance either, yet spend every Friday evening standing here hoping this time it’ll be different. Since the time to get in for the night is about to end, I highly doubt today’s my day either.

      As if it ever is.

      “What a douche,” a deep voice mutters behind me. “He needs to shut the fuck up and leave already.”

      Even though he’s probably not expecting anyone to agree or disagree, I toss a response over my shoulder. “First timer, I bet. He’ll learn quickly he’s not getting in with that pathetic begging.”

      “Not swift enough,” he retorts with a chuckle. “Let’s show him, shall we?”

      “Funny.”

      “I’m not joking.”

      He must be kidding even if he says he’s not. Anybody who is somebody would already be inside, not standing out here freezing their ass off with those of us who only wish we knew what the interior of this place looks like.

      And I don’t know why he’s saying, ‘let’s show him’ because I came here by myself.

      However, both of these put together make me curious enough to turn around, and what I find when I do is less than impressive.

      The guy is tall and nondescript with his ball cap pulled low, and wearing a dark gray sweater, jeans, and aviator sunglasses. Why is he wearing sunglasses when it’s nighttime? Not to mention that I can’t see his hair or eyes thanks to his outfit, he’s scowling, and his hands are shoved into his pockets. Plus, he has a beard, and I don’t like beards, so I frown at him seemingly messing with me.

      “Are you done checking me out?”

      The attitude in the question amuses me, and with an obnoxious flip of my hair, I roll my eyes at him.“Yeah, it’s not like it took long.”

      “Right.” He holds out his hand toward me with palm up, completely unaffected by my reply. “Are you with me or no?”

      Because I believe he’s gonna get shot down flat out, and I want a front row seat, I place my hand on top of his with a shrug. “Sure, why the hell not? Have at it.”

      He readjusts, so our fingers are laced together, and as we walk toward the door, I silently enjoy the warmth and solidness of his hand, which is smooth but definitely rough like someone who does manual labor of some sort.

      The man arguing with the bouncer storms off right as we approach, and when the bouncer is done flipping the man off behind his back, he glares at me and then the guy holding my hand before crossing his arms over his massive chest.

      “Get back in line.” His tone is angry and dismissive, making me want to retreat, which I would if it were just me standing here. “I’m done with the bullshit for the night.”

      “I think you should check your list,” my hand-holding friend suggests, giving mine a squeeze while glaring right back at the bouncer. “Because your job is to check every single person who approaches you against the list, isn’t it?”

      “Yeah, but I can tell by looking at you that this isn’t the place for you, buddy.”

      “Look again. You’ll find me under ‘John Wesson’ and when you do, I want an apology before I have your job.”

      I watch the whole exchange in fascination, especially as the bouncer appears as if he’s about to blow his top, yet snatches up the clipboard and searches through it.

      Then, his eyes snap to the man I know now as John and holds out his hand as he barks, “Let me see your ID.”

      “Absolutely.” John takes his wallet out of his back pocket, takes out his license, and holds it up in the bouncer’s face with a smirk before putting it back. “Satisfied?”

      “Yeah.” He looks at me. “What about you?”

      “This is her first time,” John says, tossing me a smile as he speaks for me, and squeezes my hand. “She’s with me.”

      The bouncer takes out a pen from his pocket and clicks it before barking, “Name?”

      I’m honestly dumbfounded. I hadn’t taken him seriously because why would I? If he could’ve walked right up and gotten in, why the hell had he just stood in line with the rest of us?

      “Hey.” The bouncer snaps his fingers in front of my face while John chuckles beside me. “I ain’t got all day lady.”

      Face flushing, I manage to give him my name while John finally lets go of my hand, holding up my ID. “Harriet. Harriet Green.”

      “Great.” The bouncer’s sarcasm is evident as he glances at my ID before scribbling down my name and then steps aside to let us pass.

      John opens the door as we reach it, stepping back to let me walk through first, and once inside he puts his mouth close to my ear, so I hear him over the music as he says, “You’re welcome!”

      I choose to mouth the words of gratitude rather than scream them, so after turning to face him, I make sure he’s looking right at me when I reply. “Thank you.”

      “Have a great night. See ya around.”

      With that, he removes his arm from around my waist and walks off, leaving me standing near the entrance of the club I’ve spent the last year and a half trying to enter.

      Such a random act of kindness, for him to help me get in when he doesn’t even know me, and I wonder why he did it. People rarely notice me, let alone do nice things for me, and his actions alone have made this the best night of my life in a long time.

      Bummed I can’t offer him a drink or something in return, I walk toward the dance floor and detour toward the restrooms when I see the sign for them.

      A few minutes I walk back out to the dance floor, beelining for one of the empty seats at the bar, and order a drink once I’m seated. The energy in the club is incredible, with everyone dancing to the music and having a good time at that, especially if I go by how much laughing I see.

      I’m more of a people watcher than someone who joins in and tonight is no exception. Now that I’m in, I’ll be let back in whenever I come here, so taking my time to jump in is perfectly acceptable — an approach I’m sure my father will appreciate since he’s always telling me I need to think before doing anything.

      Of course, he’s the type of man who never does anything he doesn’t want to and ends up making the wrong decision ninety-percent of the time. He says because he’s got such bad ‘luck’ he just wants me to be even more careful than he is and not repeat his mistakes.

      As if I want to. His mistakes are what I’ve dealt with since my birth, and I don’t see that changing anytime soon, since I’m the one who has to take care of him now. Just my father, me, and a crappy apartment in the cheapest part of town because it’s all I can afford on my shit wages.

      I’m working on changing that, but between my job and my father’s health issues, my school schedule is only part-time, which means the nursing program will take longer to complete.

      When my phone buzzes in my pocket, I’m unsurprised after pulling it and seeing a text from my father flashing on the screen wanting to know where I’m at. The thing is, I told him where I was going, where I always go on Friday nights, but somehow he forgot. Again.

      Replying that I’m at the club, it’s not even a few seconds before he responds saying that it’s late and I should be at home with him. That’s my cue to leave, as always, because the longer I take to get home the more agitated he becomes.

      Sighing, I pay for my drink and head toward the exit, hoping one day I’ll be able to spend more than a few hours out of the house at a time.

      I won’t be holding my breath on that one.
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