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Chapter 1
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“Hey, Sarah, Mike is here again,” Aurora called as she pulled her stocking up one long, shapely leg.

Sarah sighed as she dabbed glitter around her emerald eyes distractedly, neatening up the dark eyeliner before straightening. She brushed her thick crimson locks back over her shoulders, tugging her bra into a more comfortable position.

“He might propose again,” Lucy giggled.

The blonde haired, blue-eyed woman was perched on a nearby chair, straddling the back comfortably.

Tonight she wore her favourite ‘Goldilocks’ outfit, a light blue peek-a-boo dress that showed everything but the clit piercing she had recently put in at her boyfriend’s suggestion.

Her hair was pulled into a pigtail on either side of her cherub shaped face and she toyed with the ends of one almost absently.

“If he does, I’ll have to turn him down,” Sarah dismissed, the Irish lilt in her voice lapping seductively at the ear. “Again.”

She rose from the stool she had been perched on, to stand in front of the full length mirror occupying one of the walls. It was large enough for several of the women to study their appearance with critical observation, before venturing out onto the main floor.

A deep red, hooded cape was clasped at Sarah’s throat, not even near to covering the tiny red dress she wore. A white frilly petticoat made the skirt flare out slightly, the hem stopping at the top of her thighs and leaving cheeky glimpses of the white thong beneath.

Similar frills decorated the top of the tight-fitting bodice, barely covering her firm breasts.

As though to prove the point, she leant over to tug one of the white stockings up higher and a flash of nipple peeked out from their scarce covering.

Sarah glanced at the women changing behind her, watching their reflections as she straightened to absently tug at her bodice.

It was ‘Fairytale Night’ at the Club and the working girls had been ordered to make those stereotypical princesses, take on a not so innocent outlook in their patrons’ eyes.

“Is there anyone new or rich in house tonight?” Sarah asked idly.

“A few out of towners,” Sarabella answered with a grunt as she slid into her skimpy, cerulean ‘Jasmine’ costume. Her caramel skin set off the outfit strikingly, her dark hair pulled into a messy braid over one bare shoulder. “One or two look like they’ll spend big. Maybe even enough for a private room.”

“There’s also the Stag party,” a redhead reminded her, the paler woman adjusting her thong and shell bra with practiced motions, a barely-there sarong wrapped about her hips.

Anastasia was dressed as ‘Ariel’ and would be entertaining in the Ocean room. Belle would be placed within the Desert room, unless told otherwise, while Lucy would have the Forest room.

She, on the other hand, wouldn’t be serving in any of the rooms, much to their boss’ displeasure, Sarah mused idly. She would instead be out on the main floor serving drinks and lap dances in equal measure.

Unlike the other women, she avoided any sort of touching where and when possible. If any of the customers persisted in attempting to grope at her or any of the women in fact, the men were quickly provided with a different girl or even removed from the Club if they refused to behave.

“Sarah, David is wondering why you’re not out on the floor,” a blonde woman cut in icily, interrupting the casual conversation in the dressing room.

She had appeared apparently from nowhere and the working girls jumped, startled by her unexpected arrival. They hurried away with a clack of heels on the tiled floor and Sarah grimaced vaguely before covering the look as she turned to face her step-mother with a neutral expression.

“Claudia, I’m not meant to be working tonight,” she rebuked. “This is my time off...”

“You’re covering for Gabriella,” Claudia snipped curtly. “Gabriella starts at six. You’re already an hour late.” Sarah clenched her jaw, not bothering to mask her annoyance.

“That was because I was out enjoying my time off like any other normal person would,” she said impatiently.

Before Claudia could retort, Sarah simply waved a hand in irritation and strode past the older woman, heading towards the dark hallway leading to the main floor.

*
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She made her way to the swing door at the end and took a moment to inhale deeply, standing just out of the way in case one of the other women returned to the dressing room.

The throbbing music coming from the main building, permeated through the sound-proofed door dully, seeping into her pores.

With the sound, came the distinct taste of lust in the air, fuelling her muted thirst and her breath caught in her throat, her eyes widening as her pupils dilated.

She took another deep breath and a shudder ran through her at the intoxicating tang of sexual desire. Her body responded instinctively, until she forced back the natural urge to seek out those producing such a delicious scent.

She swallowed; exhaling shakily as she deliberately slowed her breathing, controlling her inner demon. Once she was sure that she wasn’t going to attack the first person she saw, she strode forward, pushing the door open.

*
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As the door swung shut behind her, Sarah took a moment to study the room, letting her eyes adjust to the gloom.

Electric blue lights lit the room; hidden behind alcoves and set into the ceiling, running just under the bar. Armchairs were spread out around the room, surrounding small circular tables, currently filled by patrons eagerly watching their chosen dancer for the night as the women danced upon their small platform.

Comfortable black leather sofas were spread out along the back walls on one side of the room, circular tables resting in the centre of each booth, sturdy enough to support the weight of the dancers. Thick crimson curtains were tied back to show the exclusive space, but they could be released to give the occupants privacy.

Dotted about the room, were suited bouncers, coiled wires going from their ears to their chest pockets. The burly men stood to attention, keeping a sharp eye out for any unwarranted touching of the working women, their hands clasped in front of them professionally.

Two of the bigger bouncers stood at the entrance of the Club, standing just inside the door. They identified each customer with a sharp-eyed scrutiny before granting them access. More than one under-aged lad hoping to get a glimpse of the inside, were turned away, much to their dismay.

A bar ran along the length of the unoccupied wall, stretching from one corner of the room to stop just short of the entrance. The mirrored shelves behind the bar were lit by dim white lights, faint lights just bright enough to see a person’s face hanging just over the bar itself.

They were enough to tell if anyone was underage, though it was rarely needed, the bouncers very much on the ball when it came to keeping any illegal business out of the building.

At the moment, a twenty-something year old man served as bartender, taking orders from both the workers and the paying customers. A second man acted as his assistant, the pair of them working efficiently to get the drinks prepped and delivered in as quick a time as possible.

A stage was set along the wall opposite the bar, lit by neon lights. Metal poles extended to the high ceiling at regular intervals where several women danced, whilst overhead, more women danced in steel barred cages, drawing the eye up to them.

At the moment, near-naked women floated about the busy room; serving drinks, collecting glasses, or entertaining groups of eager customers.

Regular patrons sat at the bar, sipping their drinks morosely until one of the working girls sauntered up to them at a nod from a brown haired man standing at the end of the bar, watching the room silently. Newcomers huddled uncertainly by the entrance, staying in their tight-knit group before another girl led them to an empty table.

“There you are,” a brunette breathed in relief as she came up to Sarah. She adjusted the tray of drinks balanced precariously on one hand, using the other to brush her wavy hair out of her face. “David is fuming.”

“What’s his problem this time?” Sarah sighed.

“Starting late,” Eleanor exasperated, rolling her eyes.

Everyone knew what David was like, Sarah exasperated, making a face. He had the tendency to flare up over the slightest thing.

Admittedly in this case, she was actually late, but in her defence, she hadn’t been told of the shift until ten minutes before he had wanted her to start.

Sarah carefully took the tray from the other woman, resting it against her hip and Eleanor nodded at the group of young men watching them interestedly from nearby, the group obviously Eleanor’s table.

“Stag party,” Eleanor supplied helpfully. Sarah nodded.

“Right.”

Lifting the tray and pasting a sultry smile on her face, Sarah swayed over to the men as Eleanor disappeared into the changing room.

At her approach, Sarah tasted their rising lust and she licked her dry lips, taking shallow breaths to control the surge of hunger rising within her. She leant over to place their drinks on the table in front of them, the action allowing them a healthy view of breast and nipple, the sight causing one man to choke.

She pretended not to notice, flashing them all a smile as she straightened, placing a hand casually on her hip.

“So, who’s the lucky man?” she asked lightly.

The group laughed as one of the grinning men, held up a hand almost guiltily.

“Un-lucky you mean,” a second man chortled, shaking the ‘groom’ by the shoulder. “My baby bro is throwing away his chance to be with all of you lovely ladies, to settle down with a she-devil in disguise first thing in the morning.”

Sarah laughed at his phrasing.

He probably meant it metaphorically, but considering she knew a She-Demon personally, she found it amusing that the man would consider his impending sister-in-law to be such a being. She was sure that he would reconsider his opinion if he met an actual demon from Hell.

“That is unfortunate,” Sarah teased, winking playfully to the unlucky groom. “We’ll just have to make your last night of freedom one to remember.”

“Absolutely,” a third man enthused and Sarah glanced at him.

Light brown hair, hazel eyes, plain features, of medium height though somewhat a little podgy around the middle...

He was ordinary enough to not have stood out in a crowd and from the glances being shot his way; Sarah could tell that the other men didn’t want him there with them.

They had likely only invited him out of pity or lack of funds, possibly even as a joke.

That annoyed her. She found it difficult to make friends herself, especially ones that she could trust and seeing others take advantage of the underdog, just made her mad.

Sarah cocked her head, hiding her irritation behind a smile as she gazed at the man unwaveringly, as though he was the most fascinating man in existence. Her blatant interest in him made the others look between themselves in confusion, but Sarah ignored them as she swayed around the centre table to stand beside him.

He gulped nervously and she placed a light hand on his shoulder. She ordinarily disliked being touched; wary of anyone even brushing against her bare skin, but this was different.

Concentrating carefully, she funnelled enough energy into her touch that it would affect him through his suit, helping him relax. She tasted his spike of desire and winked at him saucily.

“Care to help me up?” she asked archly.

He blinked owlishly then nodded jerkily, almost tripping over his feet in his haste as he stood to assist her. She placed a hand on his shaking one and let him help her up onto the table, before giving him a grateful smile.

“Thanks.”

She leant down to place a chaste kiss on his cheek, before straightening once more. Her arm slinked around the smooth pole, the cool metal sliding effortlessly against her hot flesh as her body began to sway with the music.

Almost as one, the men stared at her, watching transfixed as her body moved.

“Now, let’s make this a night for you all to remember,” she suggested lightly and they nodded dumbly in unison.

~*~
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Chapter 2
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“Hey, Sar, looks like you’re having fun,” Sarabella teased as she waited for Dave to finish preparing her drink. 

Sarah handed her order to the man before glancing at her friend with a smile.

“University students,” she explained amusedly. “Just graduated so they decided to celebrate.”

“In what topic?” Belle asked curiously.

“Sport,” Sarah answered, waggling her eyebrows. “Which means...?”

“They’re built,” Belle grumbled. “Do you wanna take over my guy? Do a swap?”

Sarah raised an eyebrow in surprise.

Belle rarely gave up her clients unless she had to. The She-Wolf could be a little territorial when it came to keeping what was hers.

“Is he being a pest?” Sarah asked inquisitively.

“Nah. He just won’t stop watching you,” Belle laughed. “It’s making my job a lot harder.”

“Is it Mike?” Sarah asked with a sigh. “I’ve been avoiding him all night.”

“Nah, just one of our irregulars,” Belle dismissed. “One of those businessmen that come in every now and then. He tips well though.”

“You might as well enjoy him for as long as you can then,” Sarah teased. “They don’t come along often.”

As Belle slid her tray from the bar, wandering back over to her businessman, Sarah peeked at the booth her friend was occupying.

She paused, her breath catching in her throat as her eyes widened fractionally.

Steel-grey eyes set under slanted eyebrows, unbroken nose, his mouth a hard, straight line. His black hair was just long enough to brush the collar of his crisp, pale blue shirt, a shirt that was pulled tantalisingly tight across a broad chest as he leant back, his unwavering stare fixed on Sarah unblinkingly.

Maybe she should have taken Belle up on her offer, Sarah mused almost regretfully.

“Order up, Sar.”

She blinked, tearing her gaze from the man, to smile at Dave as he finished making up her tray.

“Thanks, Dave.”

She picked her now full tray and winked at him playfully before sashaying back over to her clients, the group of recently graduated young men eagerly awaiting her return.

Awareness prickled across her body, setting her senses on high alert as she felt a piercing stare fixed on her, tasting the heady spike of lust when she bent over to place her tray on the low table. The taste of such potent desire made her gasp inaudibly, though she managed to hide her reaction behind a cheeky smile at one of the men.

The surge didn’t come from the well-built men around her, but from the direction of the booths in front of her and her gaze rose, her eyes glowing faintly.

Belle was now seated beside the grey eyed man, leaning forward invitingly to reveal her generous cleavage. His expression was mildly interested as she whispered in his ear, his hand lightly caressing the skin of her upper arm. He murmured softly to her in reply and she giggled.

Sarah felt an uncommon stab of jealousy, much to her surprise.

She never got jealous of the other working girls and their clients. In fact, she preferred that they took over the role of doing the actual touching, leaving her to do the more basic jobs of serving or dancing.

As though sensing her mood, the man’s gaze flickered up to meet hers, his eyes holding a mix of curiosity and suspicion.

Not to mention a strong helping of lust.

She blinked at the sudden attention, at having been caught looking at him, and her gaze skittered away nervously. She mumbled an apology to the group she was meant to be serving and hurried over to the bar.

Dave handed her a glass of water at her flustered gesture and she gulped it down, trying to cool her flushed cheeks.

“You’re meant to be working.”

Sarah jumped at the gruff voice behind her then cursed as she spilt her drink down herself. She dabbed at the moisture rolling down her chest, before turning to face her father.

A dark brunette with shrewd blue eyes, David stood at a towering six foot three, much taller than Sarah’s own five foot nine. He was slim but muscular, more than capable of dealing with any trouble.

Not that he needed to use physical strength to deal with anybody.

“I’m allowed a glass of water, dad,” she exasperated. David bristled at her casual tone.

“You will call me ‘sir’ like everyone else,” he barked.

She gave him an insolent smile as she bowed to him sarcastically, hiding her hurt as he denied their blood connection yet again.

“Of course, Sir. Whatever his lordship desires,” she mocked. She straightened, handing her glass back to a silent Dave. “Now, back to whoring myself out for my dearest, slave-driving father.”

David’s face reddened angrily, but before he could speak, a man wandered over to them as though lost, but he was looking at Sarah hopefully.

“Um, hi...you probably don’t remember me,” he stammered as Sarah and David looked at him distractedly. “You danced for us earlier...”

Contrary to his assumption, Sarah recognised the timid man from the original Stag party, his ‘friends’ now nowhere to be seen. She smiled at him warmly.

“Bobby, right?” she recalled vaguely and he flushed with pleasure as she remembered his name. “Where’s the rest of your party?”

“Well...they’ve gone on without me...They must’ve just forgotten to tell me where they went,” he decided, nodding to himself. “Anyway, I just...I was wondering...if you’re not already taken that is...I’d like to hire you. For...a booth?”

“Actually, I...”

“She’s yours,” David interrupted before Sarah could refuse. “Helena, take over Sarah’s table.”

The dark haired woman ducked her head at David’s order, but nodded and hurried over to Sarah’s waiting group. David turned back to Bobby, ignoring Sarah’s growing fury.

“For fifty quid, you can have her for two hours in the booth,” David offered. Sarah’s eyes narrowed dangerously.

Normally, a client would have to pay one hundred-and-fifty pounds for the use of a booth for a single hour. By practically giving her away, he was degrading her to nothing more than a street-corner prostitute.

It was his way of reminding her who was boss when they were in front of witnesses.

Bobby looked surprised, sensing something not quite right.

“I was told that a booth cost...”

“Fifty quid. Take it or leave it,” David said shortly. “If you don’t, someone else will.”

Bobby gulped, hurriedly reaching into his pocket.

“I’ll take it.”

*
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Nikolai watched as the woman began her dance in an open booth just down the room from him, his grey eyes brooding.

She was a beauty, a natural one. Not one that had been on a surgeon’s table.

Her crimson hair was gathered in the hood of her cape, but he could imagine it flowing down to her waist, something a man could grab hold of in the throes of passion. Tendrils curled about her delicate face, outlining her soft jaw line and dainty features. Her eyes were a mesmerising shade of emerald green that seemed to glow under the lights, flashing wickedly as she moved.

He couldn’t tear his gaze from her face, would have been unable to tell anyone what she was wearing, even if they had asked that very moment.

As she moved elegantly on the pole in the booth she was dancing in, a strand of hair fell to caress her cheek lightly before catching on her shining lips. His hand clenched on his thigh as his groin jerked in response, and he mentally fought the urge to stride over and take her customer’s place.

The dark woman beside him leant forward to see what had taken his attention, tilting her head curiously. She smirked though, when she saw who he was fixated on, leaning back against the cushions calmly.

“You want her?”

He blinked at Belle’s question, scrambling for an answer that wouldn’t make him sound like some lusting youth.

At over eight hundred years old, he was more than experienced with those of the opposite sex. This woman just hit him differently.

Belle chuckled, her dark eyes twinkling in amusement.

“It’s okay,” she assured him, her lips twitching. “You’re not the first and you definitely won’t be the last.”

“Why haven’t I seen her before?” he asked distractedly. “Is she new?”

“Why the interest?” she countered suspiciously. He shrugged disinterestedly, but she rolled her eyes drolly. “I can smell your desire, Mikos.” He grimaced.

“Let’s call it...curiosity,” he hedged. “I’ve never seen anyone quite like her before.”

“I don’t doubt that,” she said dryly. “Sarah’s the best.”

Sarah, he mused, rolling her name on his tongue. Now he had a name for the beauty.

“As for why you haven’t seen her before, it’s because you always come in on her day off,” Belle continued.

“You decide the days, Belle.”

“Except today,” she pointed out, looking irked. “Today you felt the need to drop in unannounced.”

“Perhaps I should do so more often,” he murmured, glancing at Sarah again.

“I thought you were here about the murders, not looking for a bed partner,” Belle rebuked. “If you had wanted some fun, I would’ve sent Ana over. She’s also a redhead.”

“Ana is lovely, but she would not have stirred my desire,” he said lightly, glancing at her with a smile. “Therefore, she would be unsuitable as a bed partner.”

“I know your reputation, Mikos,” Belle scoffed, rolling her eyes exasperatedly. “There is definitely someone here that would have tickled your fancy.” He looked innocent, holding a hand to his chest.

“You wound me, Belle.”

“I thought I already had,” she quipped, smirking at him.

“You’re not going to let me forget that, are you?” he sighed.

“Not in my lifetime,” she replied sweetly. “Besides, you being so ‘long in the tooth’, I have to keep reminding you. Bad memory comes with old age after all.”

He chuckled before glancing back at the redhead, his brows drawn together in concentration as he frowned faintly.

“Why is she so...tense?” he murmured.

Belle followed his gaze, studying Sarah’s graceful movements for a few moments, before sighing.

“She’s angry,” she said simply.

“What could she be angry about?” he asked in puzzlement. “Her customer isn’t being a pest.” She shook her head with a grimace.

“You haven’t met David yet, have you?”

“I’ve seen him from a distance, but never spoken to the man,” he dismissed. “He seems competent at his job.” He tilted his head. “Why?”

“Well, judging from how pissed she is, David is forcing her to dance for very little money again. As punishment,” Belle said glumly then nudged him pointedly. “Anyway, she’s off-limits in the bedroom department.” He frowned at the comment.

“Why?” he repeated. Belle hesitated then, as though unsure of what to tell him. “Belle?”

“It’s complicated,” she finally said then wagged a finger at him sternly. “Now that’s all you’re getting outta me. About Sarah at least.”

“Please, Belle?” he coaxed. “Off the record?” She shook her head, standing to kiss his cheek lightly.

“I’ll see you again, Mikos.”

Belle weaved through the crush of people until she found an unattended table. She was soon dancing for the group gathered there, their money held out readily and Nikolai leant back against the leather broodingly.

He was supposed to be working. Hell, he had come himself instead of sending either Miguel or Fury, because he knew the pair would have been distracted the moment they entered the door. Instead, he was the one being distracted from his task.

His gaze drifted back to the redhead again.

The urge to stride over and take the other man’s place, was so intense that he was forced to dig his fingers into his thigh to stop himself.

Perhaps he could hire her, he mused. For a private dance, or even for one of the exclusive rooms where he could touch her skin himself...

He stopped himself short at that thought before he could get carried away. Running his tongue over his now elongated canines, he stood, shrugging on his suit jacket absently.

Taking one last glance in the redhead’s direction, he finished his drink in one gulp before making his way to the bar where the owner stood, purveying the room like a king overseeing his subjects.

Perhaps it was time to meet this ‘David’.

~*~
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Chapter 3
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Sarah sank onto a barstool wearily.

It was seven in the morning, the main lights being turned on to reveal the mess left behind by the patrons. It was opening time for most normal businesses, but closing time for the Club.

Finally.

A headache pounded at her temples, her feet and ankles were sore, her back aching and her thighs throbbing. Worst of all, the burning thirst that she had been forcing back all night, hovered uncertainly on the thin line of her self-control.

She hadn’t fed in the past week and the strain was starting to show. If her shift had been any longer...

“Some people just don’t know when to leave,” Dave chuckled as he wiped down the bar, his eyes flickering to the patrons attempting to linger as the bouncers herded them towards the door.

Sarah nodded, looking around tiredly.

Bobby was still standing at the bar, his glass half-full. He offered her a tentative smile when she caught his eye and she smiled back politely. A few regulars still chatted in the armchairs, until they were shifted by the bouncers, the burly men not taking no for an answer.

Sarah sighed when she saw that Mike was with them.

He was probably gonna try speaking with her again, she sighed grumpily.

The computer technician was irritatingly persistent, but easily enough removed at the end of the night. She knew, without a doubt, he would be back the following night, just as interested as he was every other night.

In fact, that was one of the reasons that David forced her to remain constantly within view of the patrons. He knew that she would draw in the repeat customers.

The other working girls were dispersing through the changing room door; talking and laughing as they went, but Sarah knew that they were all as tired as she was. The second bartender – Steve – collected the glasses from around the room, but the grey eyed man who had been watching her all night, was nowhere to be seen.

Hiding her vague disappointment, she sighed as she turned back to the bar.

“You’re looking a bit peaky,” Dave commented and she glanced at him. “Need a top up?” She grimaced.

“It’s that obvious?” she asked glumly.

He just grinned and looked around the emptying room before beckoning, disappearing into the back room. She ducked under the bar before following him into the narrow corridor.

*
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She shut the door behind her and was immediately drawn back against a warm body, lust swirling about her in a tangible aura.

She gasped as her thirst burned even hotter, before spinning to face Dave hungrily. His mouth opened obligingly and her eyes shone a luminescent green in the dark, as a pale blue mist floated out past his lips.

Sarah inhaled it deeply, something primal deep inside her drawing out his very essence, his soul, for her to devour.

As it slid down her throat, she felt her body regain its strength, warmth flooding through her with such delicious pleasure, that it was almost orgasmic.

She had to be careful though. If she took too much, he would die.

Forcing herself to relax, she reluctantly clamped down on the pull of his energy, until it slowed to a stop. She wasn’t completely satisfied, or anywhere near full, but it would tide her over for the next few days when she would need to feed again.

She took a moment to enjoy the taste of the young man’s vibrant soul, before fuelling enough energy back into him to set off an orgasm, as per their deal. He gasped, his body shuddering weakly and she carefully lowered him onto the chair placed there for that very reason.

“You’re not allowed back here!”

Sarah looked up sharply at Belle’s interruption, her eyes still glowing brightly.

The man with steel-grey eyes now stood in the open doorway, a hand thrust into his trouser pocket almost casually. He was watching her silently, his face expressionless as Belle hovered behind him, her hand outstretched as though to pull him back.

“Sir, you can’t be back here,” Sarah told him evenly, repeating Belle’s words.

He had seen what she could do. He would blow her cover, she panicked. He might even try to hurt her, like the others had done before she had joined the Club.

If he noticed the tremor in her voice, he didn’t acknowledge it. Instead, he simply inclined his head to her politely, his eyes not leaving her face and she felt a shiver of fear run through her.

“My apologies for interrupting,” he murmured, his voice low and husky. A shiver of a different kind ran through her then and Sarah blinked.

No man affected her this way, especially not with just his voice.

“I was looking for the restroom,” he continued calmly. “I got a little...lost.”

“I’ll show you,” Belle said firmly. He glanced at her impassively, a silent message seeming to pass between them, before he turned back to Sarah with a raised eyebrow.

“Perhaps your friend could show me the way?” he suggested.

Belle hesitated, looking between them, before nodding reluctantly. Sarah nodded mutely in return and he smiled, small dimples appearing in his cheeks. Her stomach turned somersaults at the look and she scolded herself sternly for acting like a schoolgirl with her first crush.

Taking one last look at the barely conscious Dave, she stepped forward.

“This way,” she mumbled, turning sideways to get past him in the tight passage.

There wasn’t enough room for them both and she somehow found herself wedged between him and the doorframe. Her breath caught in her throat painfully.

Beneath his expensive suit, his body was toned, his abs hard against her hands as she attempted to put space between them. The warmth of his body seeped into hers, as his underlying desire called out to her thirst tauntingly, renewing her hunger instantly.

Her eyes shot to his, her cheeks flushed and she found herself snared by his mesmerising stare.

“You have beautiful eyes,” he murmured. She cursed mentally as she realised that they were glowing, but she couldn’t seem to tear her gaze from his.

“Contacts,” she answered breathlessly, the answer automatic.

She shook herself, dragging herself back to how she was pressed to him. She tried to wriggle past, but the action became pure torture as it caused her body to rub against his firmly.

The urge to touch him became unbearable the longer she kept in contact with him.

By the time she managed to get past, Belle had disappeared from the doorway and Sarah’s body was on fire. She took a deep breath to calm herself, but it was the wrong thing to do.

The scent of him, of his lust, entered her nostrils and her hands began to shake from her hunger. She couldn’t help but take another breath. Manly musk mixed with a light waft of sandalwood, an entirely masculine scent that made her want to rip his clothes off right there and then.

“I thought you were showing me where the bathroom is,” he murmured behind her, startling her, and she jumped.

Sarah spun to face him, her heart pounding. She froze when she found his face barely inches from hers, their noses nearly touching. His cool breath drifted over her heated cheek and he raised an eyebrow at her obvious discomfort, humour glinting in his grey eyes.

“I believe we have...” He checked his watch briefly. “Nine minutes before everything is locked up tight, with us on the inside.”

“Um...right,” she stammered. “This way.”

*
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Nikolai chuckled to himself as he followed Sarah out of the stock room.

So, a Succubus, he mused. This one was nervous though, not confident like her kind usually were. Especially not when compared to Moira...

His mood turned sombre at the memory and he changed his line of thought firmly.

Sarah should be nervous of him. He knew her secret. Her aura was subdued, obviously being forcibly squashed, but he had caught her in the act of feeding from one of the staff, a human.

Normally, he revelled in the fear that he instilled in those who saw him, but this woman stirred something different within him. He didn’t want her to be afraid of him. He wanted her relaxed, comfortable around him even. She intrigued him.

He almost groaned aloud as he remembered how ferocious the urge to simply take her there in the corridor had been.

If she had been pressed against him any harder, or wriggled against him any longer...

“Here we are,” Sarah murmured, interrupting his thoughts as she came to a stop in front of him. She turned, her now dimmed eyes wary on him. “Exit is just over there.” She pointed and he nodded.

He hadn’t needed to use the bathroom. It had just been the first excuse that had come to mind when Belle – curse the She-Wolf – had caught him watching Sarah feed.

He would have to have a word with her at some point about her poor timing.

Sarah made to leave, but he caught her wrist lightly as she went to pass and felt the responding surge of lust that came from his contact with her bare skin.

“Wait,” he requested, controlling the natural flow of energy from her, squashing his desire to take her right where she stood.

She looked at him irritably, shaking his hand free from her and easing the increase in his libido.

“What now?” she asked grumpily. “I’m tired, I’m hungry, I’m sore and I want to go home.” He held his hand out for her to shake.

“Nikolai Mikos,” he introduced. He saw no recognition of his name and he paused.

Perhaps he should emphasise who he was...

“Really?” she said flatly, looking unamused. “Please don’t tell me that you’re keeping me from my bed, just to exchange names.”

He chuckled, giving her a boyish smile and her expression gentled in response.

“Exchanging would require you to give yours in return,” he teased.

She held a hand to her forehead as if he was giving her a headache, rubbing her forehead wearily.

“If I tell you my name, will you go away?” she sighed.

“If that’s what you would like,” he agreed easily.

“It’s Sarah. Now goodnight.” She grimaced. “Come again,” she muttered as an afterthought.

She gave him a sarcastic wave as she brushed past, making her way towards the door that he assumed led to the changing room. Watching her curvy hips sway from side to side as she walked, he allowed himself a small smile.

Oh yes, he would definitely have to come again, he agreed.

~*~
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Chapter 4
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NEXT DAY

(2nd February 2016)

“Hey, Luce, what’s with the police car out front?” Sarah asked curiously as she entered the Club.

Lucy took one look at Sarah and fled, her expression terrified. Sarah looked baffled by the unusual behaviour and looked around the usually busy room.

It was busy, but not how it normally was. Women were gathered in clusters around the room, whispering to each other almost excitedly. The bouncers were all stood together to the side of the room, not gossiping, but waiting patiently, their eyes sharp on everything going on around them.

Tension filled the air as uniformed officers took what appeared to be statements from the women, pens scratching on notepads. Even Steve the barman was being questioned.

Sarah saw Belle standing at the bar with Dave, and frowned.

“Belle?”

The pair were talking between themselves, but they looked up when Sarah called. Belle hurried over to hug Sarah tightly and Sarah frowned harder.

“I’ve been trying to get hold of you,” Belle hissed. She drew back, her eyes searching Sarah’s face worriedly as Sarah looked perplexed.

“My phone died. I forgot to charge it last night,” she explained, baffled by everyone’s reactions. “What happened?”

“A body was found right outside our dressing rooms,” Belle explained in a hushed whisper. The police think you did it. They’ve been asking everyone about your temper, how stressed you’ve been, if you’ve had any problems at work or home...”

“What?” Sarah yelped in disbelief, staring at her incredulously and Belle drew her over to an empty corner. “Why me? What did I do? Stab them with my shoes?”

“Heels are a damn good form of defence,” Belle objected. Sarah rolled her eyes. “I mean it. The number of times that I’ve...”

“Sarah Lawson?” a man interrupted and the pair looked around.

A man stood behind them, handsome but unsmiling, his eyes sharp on the pair. His long brown overcoat reached his ankles, but hung open to show the smart suit beneath. He held the customary notepad in his hand, a pen at the ready.

All he was missing, was the hat to go with it, Sarah mused distractedly. Then he would match one of those old-time detectives on TV.

“That’s me,” she confirmed, going back to his question.

He nodded, flipping open his wallet to show the badge and identification before tucking it back into his chest pocket.

“Detective Inspector Hanners,” he introduced brusquely. “I would like to ask you a few questions, if that’s alright?”

“Okay,” she accepted nervously.

Belle sidled away at his glance and he opened his notepad to a clean page. Sarah wrapped her arms around herself, goosebumps prickling across her body as the seriousness of the situation set in.

“Is it true?” she asked hesitantly. “A body was found?”

“Yes. Robert White. Twenty-five years of age. Computer technician for the Mikos Corporation,” he confirmed evenly. “Do you know him?”

Sarah looked puzzled, shaking her head and he held up a photo. She paled at the sight of so much blood, but forced herself to look at the face of the deceased man.

“That’s Bobby,” she mumbled, a hand covering her mouth. “How did he die?”

“We’re still working on the cause,” Detective Hanners admitted, slipping the photo into the back of his notepad. “You spent time with Mr White last night. Could you elaborate?”

“I danced for him,” she answered simply. “He came in with a few colleagues for a Stag party. When they left, Bobby paid for a booth.”

He nodded, jotting down notes as she spoke, then he frowned faintly.

“Apparently Mr White was offered a discount of a considerable amount,” he mentioned. “Didn’t that make you angry?”

She shrugged, even while she mentally killed Dave for his big mouth.

“Sure, but the deal was made with David,” she said blandly. “How I felt about it, was irrelevant.”

“David Lawson? The owner?” he clarified and she nodded. “How would you describe your relationship with Mr Lawson?” She almost laughed at the question, picturing their rather volatile relationship.

“It can be rocky at times, but what father-daughter relationship isn’t?” she joked.

Detective Hanners paused, staring at her.

“Father?” he repeated questioningly and she grimaced.

Now David was gonna be pissed, she groaned. Though to be fair, the officer wasn’t very good at his job if he hadn’t already pieced together that the pair were related somehow, given their uncommon surname.

“Guess he forgot to mention that, huh?” she sighed. “Look, a girl’s gotta pay the bills. It hasn’t got anything to do with this, so please move on.” He scribbled in his notepad instead and she cursed again.

“So, once Mr White’s time was up,” Detective Hanners continued after a moment of writing. “What did he do?”

“I would assume that one of the other girls saw to him,” she answered vaguely. “I was called to serve a large party.

“Did you leave at any time while Mr White was here?” he continued.

“Not that I know of,” she denied, shaking her head. “I didn’t leave the room all night.”

“Did you see him again at all during the night?”

“I saw him once just before I checked out,” she admitted. “I had to help our last customer find the bathroom before the Club was locked up. Then I left.” Detective Hanners nodded, writing as she spoke.

“Do you know this last customer?” he asked and she rolled her eyes.

“I rarely know the name of every man that walks through the door, Detective,” she drawled. He inclined his head in acknowledgement.

“So he wasn’t a regular then?” She shook her head. “What did you do once you clocked off?”

“I went straight home, ate, washed up then slept until about two hours ago. I got up, dressed, ate, then walked here,” she listed. “Do you need to know if I used the toilet as well, or is that enough detail?” He didn’t seem impressed by her sarcasm, but didn’t respond to it.

“Is there anyone who can verify your alibi, Miss Lawson?” he questioned.

How about the dozen bugs and cameras that David had planted in her apartment, she muttered to herself sourly.

“Am I a suspect, Detective?” she asked instead, not willing to open up the can of worms involved with David invading her privacy.

“At this point, everyone is a suspect, Ma’am,” he countered, his tone unwavering. “I’m sure that you want to catch the killer as much as we do.”

“Of course...”

“So, I repeat. Do you have any witnesses to your whereabouts?” he asked. Her shoulders slumped as she was left unable to give any names.

She lived alone with not even a pet to keep her company on the rare occasion that she was home. She barely even knew her neighbours.

“No, I...”

“She was with me,” a man answered and the pair looked around in surprise. Sarah blinked.

It was the man with steel-grey eyes – Nikolai Mikos.

Sarah turned to Detective Hanners, holding her hand out towards Mikos in offering.

“Here’s that last customer you wanted to know about,” she said weakly.

Detective Hanners blinked owlishly, seeming more stunned than Sarah was, to see the other man. He gaped at Mikos as though not believing his eyes, before regaining his senses, clearing his throat as he offered his hand to Mikos.

“Mr Mikos, Sir. A pleasure to meet you,” the man said professionally. Mikos shook his hand politely, before looking to Sarah questioningly.

“Last customer?” he repeated curiously.

“As I told Detective Hanners, I had to show you to the bathroom as we were closing up,” she explained. Clarification dawned and he turned to Detective Hanners with a guilty expression.

“I may run a multi-billion corporation, but I’m dreadful for losing my way,” he confessed. “I wouldn’t know my way around my own home if it weren’t for the straight lines.”

“I’m the same way, Sir. My wife loses me every time we go shopping,” he agreed.

Sarah watched them in bafflement, when Detective Hanners suddenly remembered that she was there and the reason for his presence at the Club.

“You were Miss Lawson’s final customer, Mr Mikos?” Detective Hanners asked.

“Yes. Once I left, I realised that I hadn’t thanked her and ordered my driver to turn around,” Mikos confirmed. “Halfway back, I found her walking home. After a lot of persuasion, she allowed me to give her a lift home. This was about twenty-past seven this morning I believe.”

Detective Hanners nodded as he wrote quickly.

Sarah remained quiet, simply eyeing Mikos suspiciously.

Twice now he’d made his presence known. First he’d seen her feeding from Dave, and as far as she could tell, he hadn’t told anyone.

Now he was acting as her alibi to remove her as a suspect in Bobby’s murder. What she wanted – needed – to know, was what he wanted in return.

“I doubt Sarah would have been able to kill Mr White, change her clothes and be halfway home by the time I picked her up,” Mikos finished. “I know the ladies here are fast with their outfit changes, but I doubt they’re that fast.”

“Of course, Mr Mikos, but I do have to ask these things,” Detective Hanners apologised. “If Miss Lawson had simply said that she was with you...”

“I asked her not to mention my name,” Mikos interrupted, shaking his head. “I only speak up now because I cannot in good faith, have a young lady be arrested on suspicion of murder, just because I had asked her not to speak of our interaction.”

“Of course, Sir.” Detective Hanners snapped his notepad shut. “Miss Lawson, thank you for your cooperation. If you think of anything else, anything at all...”

“I’ll call,” Sarah sighed. Detective Hanners nodded then strode to a uniformed officer.

Sarah turned to Mikos with a hesitant smile and reached out to touch his hand lightly. She subtly let her energy flow out from her fingertips, causing him to unwillingly relax, lowering his inhibitions.

His pupils dilated in response to her touch, his breath catching quietly. Instead of becoming a blubbering idiot willing to spill his secrets like she had planned, his mouth tightened before he grabbed her wrist.

He pulled her against his hard body, instantly rousing her hunger and desire, as a blush stole across her cheeks. He disregarded the officers still within the room, as he lowered his mouth to her ear.

“Don’t use your tricks on me, little Succubus,” he warned softly. She froze, her heart skipping a beat as her eyes widened.

“I don’t know what...”

“What are you doing tomorrow?” he interrupted lowly.

“Tomorrow?” she stammered.

“Yes.” He rubbed his cheek against hers, a day’s growth of stubble prickling her skin. “Are you working?” he clarified.

“Yes...”

“Then I shall see you tomorrow,” he decided. “We’ll talk then.”

He turned to leave and she caught his sleeve. She released it when he glanced at her, keeping her hands firmly clasped in front of her.

“Wait. Please.” She hesitated. “Why haven’t you told anyone about last night?” she asked quietly.

“Who says I haven’t?” he asked mildly.

“The fact that someone hasn’t tried to kill or kidnap me yet is a good indication,” she drawled and his lips twitched.

“The night is still young,” he said lightly and she paused uncertainly, doubt flickering in her eyes. “Don’t worry, Sarah. I won’t allow you to be kidnapped by anyone other than myself.”

“You?” she repeated suspiciously.

“If I planned to kidnap you, not only would you thoroughly enjoy it, but you would want me to do it again,” he confirmed idly.

Annoyance flickered in her eyes at his confident claim, but her expression remained pleasant, as inside, she fumed at his arrogance.

“Of course, sir, but I’m afraid that you would have to pay a lot of money for that to happen and most certainly beforehand,” she said blandly. Irritation flickered in his own eyes at her deference, but like her, he chose not to react to it. “So, Mr...Mikos, was it?”

He took her hand to raise it to his lips, pressing them to her knuckles gently. Electricity ran through her body, her stomach clenching in response.

As though sensing her sudden desire, his eyes met hers steadily and she blushed.

“Nikolai,” he corrected huskily. She cleared her throat embarrassedly, removing her hand from his.

“So, Nikolai,” she accepted. “What is your plan?”

“My plan?” he repeated mildly.

“I would hate to use my ‘tricks’ on you to find out the truth about what it is you want from me,” she warned. He cocked an eyebrow, apparently not intimidated by her threat.

“I have no plan, dearest Sarah.”

His endearment left her feeling warm and she scolded herself, ordering her body to behave. Determined to remain neutral, she folded her arms across her chest, giving him a sceptical look.

“I don’t believe that for a second, Mr Mikos.”

He chuckled quietly, leaning forward to place a chaste kiss on her cheek. His cool breath breezed across her suddenly warm skin as he drew back.

“I shall see you tomorrow,” he repeated instead.

He nodded to her once in farewell, before striding to the room and she let out her breath shakily.

“Sarah!”

Sarah grimaced at the familiar stern tone, the voice causing stress to pinch between her shoulders expectantly. She turned apprehensively to face David as her father approached quickly and at his expression, she sighed wearily.

It was already becoming a long night and she had only just arrived.

“I’ve only just got here,” she grumbled. “You can’t blame me for anything.”

She hissed lowly when he grabbed her covered arm in a pincer-tight grip, tight enough to leave a bruise in his wake. He dragged her further into the corner, even shaking her a little as he tugged her to a stop.

“He had better not be your next victim,” David growled, ignoring her grimace of pain as he gestured in the direction that Nikolai had left. “Or even a ‘potential’ romance.”

Sarah rolled her eyes, wrenching her arm free from his hold.

“There’s nothing between Mr Mikos and myself,” she muttered, rubbing her arm. “He just...”

“Mikos?” he repeated sharply. “That insanely rich business tycoon?”

“I don’t watch enough TV to keep up with the rich and famous,” she exasperated, though at his words, she realised why Detective Hanners had been so shocked to see Nikolai there.

David pointed a warning finger at her.

“You may get away with killing his employee, but killing a man like Nikolai Mikos will not be tolerated,” he warned. “I will quite willingly hand you over to the police.”

“I haven’t killed anyone!” she frustrated. He waved a hand distractedly.

“This man, Barry...Robbie...”

“Bobbie,” she corrected flatly. “His name was Bobby.”

“Whatever,” he snapped. “You were the last person to see him then he gets found dead just outside the dressing room. I’m not stupid, Sarah.”

“I would say worse than that,” she muttered under her breath.

He heard her and his eyes narrowed warningly. Her mouth tightened in return.

“I haven’t killed anyone, no matter how much you might think otherwise,” she said lowly. “I danced for Bobby. That is it. On your orders I might add. You had me working all night.”
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