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Terry is rich, attractive and all Dom.

When he sees something he likes, he gets it.

His women are hot, successful and experienced in BDSM. 

Until he meets Maggie.

She’s not at all his usual type. She’s round, lush and a hot mess of a woman. 

It’s obvious she doesn’t belong at La Petite Mort Club, and he can’t help following her. She needs someone to look out for her. She’s a little rabbit in a club full of predators.

When she gets herself into a situation, he has no choice but to rescue her. 

When he realizes that she’s a natural submissive and innocent of the kinkier side of sex, he’ll stop at nothing to have. He can’t wait to show her how good it’ll feel when she surrenders to his desires.

Maggie had no idea that the club she was going to was a “sex” club. 

She tries not to look, but there are people doing it everywhere. She is not getting turned on by it. Not at all. Really, she isn’t.

All she has to do is find her friend and get out of there. 

Of course, that’s easier said than done. Not only has she bumped into just about every person in the club, but one of the men—a very handsome and extremely rude stranger—not only follows her but suggests that they “do it” in the hallway. As if she’d ever do something like that. She’s a recently divorced, mother of three, not some wild, young woman.

She tells him, in no uncertain terms, what she thinks of his suggestion but then, she finds herself in a dangerous situation.

Will the rude stranger save her, or will he turn out to be even more dangerous than the others?

If you enjoy steamy, second chance, contemporary, erotic romantic comedy, then you'll love this story. Most of us can relate to Maggie - a curvy, divorced, single mother of three who yearns to feel like a woman - sexy and desired. Terry is just the alpha male Dom who's ready to show her how hot and good it can be between them. This is the second chance for both of them but are either of them brave enough to risk it all for love.
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​PART ONE – HIS SUB

CHAPTER 1:  Terry
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Terry wandered through the crowd of well-dressed women and men at La Petite Mort Club. It was the same scene every time Ethan, his friend and owner of the Club, threw one of these events. The members mingled with the newbies, hoping to snag something different or someone interesting. 

Ethan strolled casually toward him, a ready smile on his face as he greeted his guests. “Terry, about time you made it down here.”

“Like you can talk.” His friend spent most of the time in the back office, watching the Club on monitors.

“I’ve been mingling for over an hour.”

“It’s your business not mine.” He leaned against the balustrade, peering down on the crowd. 

“True, but you could sell your practice and buy me out.”

“And run this place?” He laughed. “No, thank you.” He tossed back his scotch. “I spend enough time here as it is.” He used to practically live here except when he was at the office or in court, but lately he’d been staying home more.

“Good turn out tonight.” Ethan waved at a waitress and a moment later they each had another drink.

“Yeah, but I don’t see one interesting person in this crop of wannabe members.” 

“And you can tell if someone is interesting just by looking at them?”

“I can tell not one of them has an original thought. Look at them. They’re all in red.” The Club was awash in a sea of red dresses—short, long, dark, light but always red. 

“It is a Valentine’s Day party.”

“I know but you’d think one woman”—he held up his finger—“one would consider that everyone else would be in red and wear a different color.”

“There are some pinks out there.” 

“Same thing, just lighter.”

Ethan grabbed his phone from his pocket and looked at the text, frowning.

“Problem?” The Club was usually a safe place but on open night events, when Ethan allowed non-members access in order to recruit new members, the place could get dangerous.

“A little skirmish over a woman.” Ethan grinned, his blue eyes sparkling as a couple of young guys hurried past them, almost tripping in their haste to stay close to a group of very attractive women. “These youngsters haven’t learned that sharing is more fun.”

He ignored Ethan’s teasing. He’d taken a lot of shit from Ethan, Nick and even Patrick because he wasn’t into the sharing thing. He preferred it to be him and one woman, one sweet, little sub. Since he was in no mood to listen to any more crap, he’d change the subject. “Those kids barely look old enough to drink.”

“You’re showing your age.” Ethan patted his shoulder. “You should find some nice, young thing and teach her how to please her master.”

“Maybe I will, if any of them show enough originality to dress in something other than red.” 

“I’ve got to go and sort out this problem.” Ethan slid his phone into his pocket. “I’ll find you later. If you find that elusive non-red dress, I’d suggest we share but...” He chuckled as he headed down the stairs, maneuvering through the crowd like he had nowhere to go, when in reality he was heading for the back—the playrooms.

Terry’s eyes stopped and lingered on the new hire, Desiree, who was moving around the room, talking and flirting with all the men and some women. She was interesting—exotic and beautiful—but there was a shrewdness behind her eyes that he’d learned a long time ago to avoid. A woman like her had an agenda and she stuck with it, no matter what. 

Someone slammed into his back, causing his drink to spill down his front, staining his shirt and suit.

“Oh...oh, I’m so sorry.”

He spun around and encountered a red dress and breasts—milky white and lush. The skin would be fragrant and softer than rose petals. 

“Oh. Your shirt. Let me get something to wipe that up.” 

He forced his eyes away from those lovely breasts. Her hair was a rich mahogany. It’d probably hang past her shoulders in waves of curly silk but right now it was piled haphazardly on her head in what had been some kind of elegant style before disobedient strands had escaped their restraint. She looked mussed and damnit, he wanted to be the one to muss her.

“Paper towels? Napkins?” She glanced around and then hurried over to the bar. 

She was short and curvy—her body succulent, ripe and he’d bet juicy. She grabbed a stack of napkins and headed for him. Her dress was too tight, like she’d recently gained some weight. He usually went for the tall, athletic types but for some reason his dick had picked this woman. 

She returned to his side and dabbed at the wetness on his shirt and jacket as if she actually gave a shit about his clothes. This was no subtle caress, no flirtation—just indifferent efficiency.

“I’m so sorry.” She wadded the napkins in her hand, still patting at his clothes.

“You said that already.” His words came out gruffer than he’d meant. No one treated him with disinterest. He was a rich, successful, attractive man and she was treating him like a child. He wanted to pull up her—unfortunately, red—dress and fuck her right here. They were at the Club. It wasn’t out of the question.

Her hand froze. “Oh.” Her large hazel eyes looked startled and then hurt. “Sorry. Ah, excuse me.” She headed toward the stairs, dropping the wet napkins in the trash before disappearing in the crowd.

He turned around, so he could see the first floor and waited for her to appear. She hurried across the downstairs room, bumping and stumbling through the crowd. A lone, scared, little rabbit in a room full of predators. She stopped for a moment, scanning the crowd as if searching for someone.

“Who are you looking for, little rabbit?” he mumbled to himself. “A husband? Boyfriend?” He grinned as he lifted his scotch to his lips. “Girlfriend?” He frowned at the empty glass. “You spilled my drink. I’ll forgive you, but it’s going to cost you.” He waved at one of the waitresses. “Everything has a price, little rabbit.” As one of the best divorce lawyers in town, he knew that better than anyone. 

The waitress brought him another drink. He paid, giving her a large tip before turning to find his little rabbit. He took a sip of the scotch, enjoying the smooth burn and his lush little bunny’s journey through La Petite Mort Club. She froze in her tracks, her jaw dropping open as she gazed at a threesome on one of the couches. 

The woman was sandwiched between two men, stroking one’s cock as the other man fondled her beneath her red dress. The man behind her looked up and said something to the little rabbit. Her face heated and Terry’s eyes dropped to her chest. Yep, they were a pretty shade of pink but what he really wanted to know was if the color matched her pussy.

She stumbled away from the threesome, bumping into another man. It was Richard, who stopped her from falling and then immediately let her go, stepping away. She was safe with Richard. As a member of the Club and a gentleman, he knew that safewords were law and consent was absolutely necessary. She said something to him and continued through the Club, disappearing in the crowd. 

“You’re not getting away that easily.” He followed along on the upper floor, keeping her in sight. He had no idea why but he wanted her. Maybe, it was simply because she was different than everyone else here.

He took another sip of his drink. It was obviously the little rabbit’s first time at a place like this but she didn’t seem eager to participate or interested in watching. She truly seemed to be looking for someone specific—not just someone to fuck. Well, she’d found the latter because he was going to fuck her. In the office he followed his head but at La Petite Mort Club his cock was king.

She headed toward the playrooms. There was no way he was going to miss this. He sauntered down the stairs, grabbing another drink on the way. She wasn’t hard to follow. She left a path of irritated people in her wake as she bumped into them and apologized profusely before hurrying forward. Her full, round hips swayed under her tight, red dress that’d seen better days—hem frayed and at least five years out of style. Not that he minded, especially the snug fit of the cloth, but his women were usually much more put together.

They were the CEO types—women  who thrived on being in charge. He enjoyed teaching them how much fun turning over control could be. When they were with him, he was their dom, their master and he made sure they loved every second. He told them when to kneel, when to suck, when to spread their legs or ass and when to come. The more power they had in their everyday life the more they craved bowing to his wishes. His little rabbit wouldn’t know what power was. She was a hot mess of a woman. Still, his dick wanted her, so his dick would have her.

She was hurrying out of the first playroom when he entered the hallway. Her eyes were huge and her cheeks were on fire. She ducked into the next room and quickly came out—even redder than before. 

“Excuse me.” He’d offer his assistance in her search. She’d be grateful. He could capitalize on that unless she was looking for her husband or boyfriend. He wasn’t in the mood to share. He would, however, allow the other man to watch. He could give the guy some pointers on how to take care of his wife because this woman needed guidance. 

“You?” Her eyes narrowed.

That wasn’t the reaction he was used to. Women usually purred for him.

“Are you following me?”

“What would you do if I said I was?” He took a step toward her.

“I’d scream. There are bouncers here. I saw them.”

Lord, she was cute. “Yes, but if they came running at every little scream they’d die of exhaustion.” 

As if to emphasis his point, a woman screamed in ecstasy. His little rabbit’s face heated and she averted her gaze.

“Who are you looking for?” He skimmed his finger down her cheek. Her skin was as smooth as porcelain but much warmer and softer.

“Ah...” Her breath hitched, making her breasts swell dangerously above her gown.

He could have her out of it in a minute. The skin would be even softer than that on her face.  “Did you lose your husband?”

“No.” She licked her lips.

There was no way he could let that offer pass. He slowly bent, giving her time to refuse him. He may command his women but he made sure they always wanted it first. Her eyes dropped to his mouth and he couldn’t help a slight smirk. She wanted this as much as he did. He moved closer and let his lips rest gently on hers. He’d take it slow, make her yearn for him and then he’d make her obey.

“What are you doing?” She turned her head.

“Kissing you.” His lips brushed against her cheek. He wasn’t about to lose ground. 

“Why?” She turned again, her eyes meeting his.

The confusion in her hazel gaze was as clear as the hideous dress on her gorgeous body. She may remind him of a rabbit but she couldn’t be that naive. She had to be in her mid to late thirties.

He should use flowery words—tell her she was beautiful, desirable—but that wasn’t him. Blunt was the kindest word to describe him. “Because, I want to.” 

“You don’t even know me.”

He was losing ground. The interest in her face was being replaced with disgust. “No, but I know I want you.” Damn, he shouldn’t have said that.

“Well, too bad.” She pushed on his chest and he stepped back, letting her pass.

“This is a sex club, you know.” He followed. “If you aren’t here for sex, why are you here?”

She spun around. “I’m quite aware of what this place is and just because I don’t want you, a stranger to...to”—she waved her hand about—"in the hallway.”

He laughed. “We wouldn’t be the first. There are people fucking in the main room.”

“I know. I saw.” Her cheeks heated.

He stepped closer. “You are adorable.” He touched a strand of hair that was resting on her shoulder. It was like satin.

“I’m a mess.” She pulled her hair from his fingers.

“A hot mess. A fiery, hot, sexy mess.” He moved closer with every other word. “One I want to fuck, right now.”

Her eyes hardened. “Too bad because I don’t”—again she waved her hand about—“you know, with strangers in the hallway.” She shoved his chest again.

He took a small step back but he wasn’t giving up yet. “We can go to a private room.”

“No.” 

Shit. By the look on her face, he’d just made a bigger blunder.

“Let me go.” She pushed him again. 

Damn. She’d said the worst three words in the English language besides I love you. He moved away, releasing her for the moment. “Sorry.”

She harrumphed.

“I made a mistake.”

“Yes, you did.” She hurried down the hallway but not before he’d seen the look of hurt in her large eyes.

“What the fuck do you want from me? I made a mistake and apologized.” He trailed after her. 

“I want you to leave me alone. Please. Go away.”

He stopped. His little rabbit was running but perhaps, he shouldn’t chase. She darted down a hallway toward the hardcore BDSM rooms. 

Normally, she’d be fine—embarrassed but fine. Except with all the newbies here, tonight wasn’t a normal night. He hurried after her. “Hey, I don’t think you want to go—”

“Leave me alone.” She walked faster. “I need to find my friend and get out of here.”

“Okay, but I don’t—”

“Go away.” She sounded both mad and as if she were going to cry.

“Suit yourself, but I warned you.” 

She strode into the closest room. He should leave. Let her find out that he wasn’t the worst thing in a place like this, not in a long shot, but his feet followed her. She was his little rabbit. He’d found her. No one else was going to enjoy her until he’d had his taste. 

“Vicky? Vicky? Are you in here?”

He stepped into the room, staying in the shadows. She was looking around in the dark for her friend. It only took a moment for one of the six guys to notice the little rabbit who’d stumbled into their den.

“Shit,” he mumbled. Not one of those guys was a regular. 
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That man was an ass. Maggie had never met a guy like him, but he fit every preconceived notion she had of rich, handsome men—tall, arrogant, dark haired, entitled, in excellent shape and his suit had to cost a fortune. She needed to find Vicky and get out of this place. She wasn’t a prude but the things they were doing in here—in public—were indecent, immoral. She should be disgusted but she wasn’t. She was flushed and not only from embarrassment. It’d been over a year since her divorce and she was lonely.

“Hey there, sweetheart.” A tall guy stepped forward, smiling at her breasts.

“Hello. Have you seen...” 

A woman was bent over a wooden horse, naked except for a black scarf around her eyes. Her hands were tied together in front and her legs tied to two of the horse’s legs. Several men surrounded her, all in various stages of undress. A man, wearing assless chaps and a mask, stood behind her holding a paddle. By the color of the woman’s butt, he’d used it...a lot.

“We have a new toy,” said one of the other men. “I can’t wait to see those titties swing when we spank her.”

“I want to fuck her so hard they bounce,” said the tall guy who’d first greeted her.

“Oh...oh...no. I’m sorry.” She stumbled backward but the men shifted, blocking her route to the door.

“Don’t run away, darling,” said the tall man. “You’ll love it. We’ll make sure.” He grabbed her shoulders, twisting her so she was staring right at the woman in the center of the room. “Watch Renee. See how much fun she’s having.” 

The man in the chaps slapped Renee’s ass with the paddle and she screamed. He caressed her skin, letting his fingers slip between her legs and stroke her pussy. 

“Yes...please,” moaned Renee.

Maggie’s breath hitched in her chest as the other woman writhed against the man’s fingers. She’d never imagined being spanked could bring pleasure.

“See. You’ll like it.” The tall man’s breath was hot in her ear—the heavy scent of alcohol making her turn away. “Watch while he fucks her and then we’ll all fuck her.” He began pushing Maggie toward another wooden horse. 

“What?” Oh, no. This was not for her.

“Don’t worry. We’ll fuck you too.” 

“No, please. Let me go.” She tried to pull free but his fingers dug into her arms. “I don’t want to do this.” Her stomach roiled. She was going to puke. 

“You know the rules, boys,” said someone from near the door.

She knew that voice. It was the man from the hallway. “Please, help me.”

“Yeah, we know the rules. Everyone has to want it.” The tall man yanked her to his side and squeezed her ass. “She does.”

“I don’t. I don’t want this.” She elbowed him in the stomach but he only tightened his grip. 

“Don’t lie, bitch. You want it. You came in here and walked right over to us.”

“I came in here by accident. I was looking for my friend. I couldn’t see what you were doing.” It sounded stupid even to her, but the room was dark and she’d heard a moan and had thought Vicky might be in trouble. 

“We’d love to be your friends.” The tall man pulled her closer. “Wouldn’t we?”

The other men chimed in with agreement.

“We ain’t opposed to one more.” The tall guy turned to the man from the hallway. “But you go last.”

Dear God, she was going to be gang raped. She had to get out of there. “Let me go.” She shoved at the man, but he was too strong.

“You heard her.” The hallway man’s voice was low and dangerous. “She is not consenting. You know the rules.”

The man holding her looked at the tall, dark stranger. “Fine. Take her. Bitch ain’t worth the trouble.” He shoved her toward the hallway man. 

She stumbled forward, tripping over the tall guy’s foot. The stranger moved fast like a cat, catching her against his body long enough to steady her, before taking her arm and pushing her behind him. 

“She’s too fat anyway.” The tall guy walked toward the restrained woman.

It shouldn’t hurt. She didn’t know this man or like what she did know about him, but the words, so similar to her ex-husband’s, stung.

“Renee, it’s Terry. Are you okay?” asked the man from the hallway.

“Fabulous,” she purred as the man with the paddle trailed kisses across her pink ass.

“Good.” Terry grabbed Maggie’s arm. “Let’s go.” 

She almost had to run to keep up with his long strides. He dropped his hold as soon as they stepped into the hallway. He closed the door, shutting out the danger and Maggie’s knees buckled. That could’ve been so bad. 

“Hey, you okay?” Terry touched her arm, but it was with concern not force.

“Thank you.” She blinked back tears but they slipped out anyway. All she’d wanted was a night out—to be a woman for a few hours, not a mother, not a hostess and not an unwanted and unloved wife, ex-wife.

“Ah, hell.” He took her hand and started down the hallway.

“Where are you taking me?” She pulled against his grip. She’d just gotten out of a situation. She wasn’t about to jump into another one.

He stopped, giving her a disgusted look. “I saved you from being raped and you still don’t trust me?”

“I...ah...” It did sound a little unappreciative the way he said it.

“I don’t force women. Ever.” He squeezed her hand which she hadn’t even thought about removing from his grasp. “I need to report their behavior to Ethan.”

“Ethan?”

“The owner. I don’t want anyone else accidentally encountering them.”

“The owner will do something?”

“Of course. This is a reputable club. There is no rape here. Rape fantasies, sure, but not rape.” 

“A respectable sex club? Right.” She’d heard about these kinds of places but the real thing was so much worse. “Those guys were so respectful.”

“Those guys are not members and never will be.”

“You’re a member.” She should’ve known. He may have saved her but he’d also tried to have sex with her in this very hallway.

“Yes, I am.” Pride filled his tone. “And I assure you, no member would ever do anything like those guys were going to do to you. It isn’t allowed. Ever.” He tugged on her hand. “I really need to speak with Ethan.”

“I-I need to find my friend.” She didn’t want to wander around alone but Vicky could be hurt or in a bad situation like she’d been.

“We can do that too. Ethan will find your friend and you can wait in one of the back rooms.”

Her breath hitched in her throat. That was where he’d said they could go to have sex in private.

He sighed as if weary of this conversation. “You turned me down. You were almost raped. I’m not going to attack you. Trust me.”

She nodded, following him down the hallway and hoping she wasn’t making the biggest mistake of her life.
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Terry followed his frightened little rabbit inside one of the private suites and closed the door behind them.

“This is where...” She looked around the room, eyes wide.

Ethan didn’t do anything half-assed, including decorating these rooms. The carpet was plush and brown with hints of blue to match the walls. The furniture was a solid, light-colored wood, a refreshing break from the darker décor of the club. 

“There’s no bed?” She looked at him her face pale as a hint of a blush crept into her cheeks. “Not that we were...” Her hands fluttered in her nervousness.

“Believe me, you made that perfectly clear.” But he had every intention of changing her mind—not tonight, but soon.

“I didn’t mean it.”

He raised his brow. Maybe, tonight would work. 

“No. I...that’s not...” She took a deep breath. “We aren’t going to, you know, but I didn’t mean to be rude.”

“I don’t mind.” He chuckled. She was beyond adorable. “I’m almost always rude.”

“No.” She reached out as if to touch him but stopped, her fingers only a breath away from his arm. “You saved me. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, but I shouldn’t have had to. Which reminds me.” He pulled his cell phone from his pocket and texted Ethan, sliding it back into his jacket when he was done. “Please, have a seat.” He motioned to one of the chairs by the couch and then pointed at the door near the bar. “That should be the bathroom and there”—he nodded at the door across from them—“should be the bedroom...with the bed.”

“Oh.” She blushed, looking anywhere but at him. 

It was a promising sign. He moved to the bar. His little rabbit was shy and flustered, a little frightened after her ordeal but she was attracted to him which meant, he’d have her. It may take some persuading but he loved a challenge. “Drink?” He poured himself a scotch on the rocks. 

“No. Thank you.” She was sitting on a chair, her entire body stiff, but her eyes kept darting his way and skimming over him in a fleeting caress.

She might not be as much of a challenge as he’d thought and that was excellent. He was in the market for a new sub and she’d be fun to mold. He poured her some wine and carried it to her.

He sat on the chair across from hers, putting his drink on the nearby table. He leaned forward, taking her hand. It was small and cold. He wrapped it around the wine glass. “This will help with your nerves.” He kept a hold of her, his heat warming her chilled flesh.

“Okay.” Her gaze was on their hands but she didn’t attempt to pull free. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.” He continued to stare at her for one long moment. If she looked up, he’d kiss her and take her mind off her near rape.

“I-I don’t know what I would’ve done if you hadn’t...” Her hand began to tremble. She looked up at him and he could’ve sworn his heart wrenched in his chest. She was so vulnerable, helpless and scared. 

“Come here.” He took the glass from her and set it by his before tugging on her hand.

“Wh-what are you doing?” There was a hitch of panic in her voice.

“Trust me.” His hands went to her waist. “I’m not going to do anything but hold you.” He lifted her, placing her on his lap.

“Let me go.” She struggled.

“I won’t touch you. I swear.” He lifted his hands. Forcing her wouldn’t gain her trust and he needed her to trust him if she were going to submit to him. 

“You’re touching me now.” She glanced down. “Just about everywhere.”

“That’s not what I meant and you know it.” 

“Yeah. Well...”

When she didn’t move, he wanted to grin like a fool but instead he wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her head to his shoulder. “You’re safe now. No one can hurt you.” He’d protect her. All she had to do was let him.

“I don’t even know you.” She stiffened, as if having second thoughts about their situation. 

He couldn’t allow that. He loosened his hold a little and she relaxed. Okay, so that was how she worked. It might take a while to get her to bend to his wishes, but he was patient and determined. In the end, she’d submit. “I’m Terry.”

“I’m Maggie.” She relaxed a little more.

She was soft and lush and smelled good—vanilla, woman and strawberries from her shampoo. Delicious. Later she’d be his to taste, but for right now....He grabbed her wine and handed it to her. “Drink.” 

She took a sip and then another. He smiled against the top of her head. She was a fast study. She’d be obeying his every whim soon.
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Maggie should get up and sit on her own chair, but her body melted against Terry’s warmth and strength. She needed this closeness for just a moment. The terror from earlier still rolled through her in shockwaves and it’d been so long since she’d been able to count on a man for anything. Not that she could count on him for more than this small comfort. 

“Relax.” 

She let him take the glass from her hand again. He put it on the table and pulled her head to his chest. His heart beat strong and steady. She missed this closeness. She’d been divorced for over a year but even before that David had barely touched her, except when he’d wanted sex. This was different. Terry didn’t seem to want anything from her. 

“You’re cold. Probably, shock.” His hand ran up and down her arm. 

“I’m fine.” She wasn’t but she could be if only time would stop for a while. She’d been so worried lately, so alone, and she still was. She took a deep breath. “I should move.”

“Why?” He seemed genuinely confused.

“I don’t know you.” She sat up and blushed when she felt a bulge against her thigh. Apparently, more than her comfort was on his mind. “I’m not in the habit of being held by strange men.”

“Why did you come to a sex club?” His hand was on her hip now, holding her in place and he was growing beneath her leg. “Unless you know someone here, besides that friend you’re looking for, I assume you came for sex with a strange man...or woman.” 

“What? No. I’m not...I’m not into women.” She shoved at his hand and he dropped his arms, not even trying to keep her on his lap. She wasn’t disappointed. Truly, she wasn’t. She stood. A guy like him wouldn’t actually be attracted to her.

He was older, maybe early to mid-forties, distinguished, in great physical shape and handsome but not in a pretty-boy way. He had dark hair that was graying at the temples and a man’s face with a five o’clock shadow and heavy brow and jaw, but his lips were sensual and his eyes a warm, dark brown. 

“Then a strange man was your goal.” He smiled, his gaze roaming over her face and down across her breasts like a caress. “I’d be more than happy to help, whenever you’re ready.”

“I didn’t come here for that.” She started pacing. “I didn’t know this was a sex club.”

There was a knock on the door. “Terry, it’s Ethan.”

Terry walked to the door, moving with a fluid grace that bespoke confidence and strength. He was a large man—broad shoulders and tall. Her heart skipped a beat. He’d probably be big down there too. She closed her eyes counting to five. She would not think about that. It’d been a long time since she’d had sex but she wasn’t going to do it with a stranger, even one who looked like him. She did not have one-night stands, no matter how tempting. “I’m not like that.”

Terry opened the door and turned toward her. “I’m sorry, what did you say?”

“Nothing.” Her face heated. “I was talking to myself.”

Another man walked into the room and her mouth dropped open. She had to consciously command her jaw to close. Terry was attractive but this man was drop-dead gorgeous. Ethan had sandy blonde hair and blue eyes like the ocean, but he was more than handsome. There was a sophisticated elegance about him mixed with danger and temptation.

“Hi, I’m Ethan.” He walked over to her and held out his hand. “I’m so sorry for what happened.”

“Thank you.” The words came out breathless and flirty. Good lord, what was wrong with her?

Ethan’s eyes sparkled and she almost missed the quick trip they took to her bosom.

“Did you take care of them?” Terry’s voice was clipped.

“Of course.” Ethan glanced at the other man his brow wrinkled with confusion. “They’ve been evicted from the Club and will never be allowed back.”

Terry moved to her side, taking her arm. “Maggie, why don’t you sit and tell Ethan what happened.” He led her to a chair and stood next to her.

Ethan’s eyes gleamed with amusement.

“This is funny to you?” She couldn’t help it. He was either laughing at the situation she’d been in or he was laughing at her. She was a mess—hair, makeup and dress. 

“No.” Ethan immediately sobered. “Not at all. I’m sorry.”

She almost asked why he was amused but decided that she didn’t want to hear him flounder for an excuse. To be honest, she’d been a partial mess before she’d left her house. The babysitter had been late and Isabella, her oldest, had wanted to help with her hair. She’d had to wear an old dress because she couldn’t afford a new one and it was too tight. She hadn’t quite lost the baby weight even though it’d been almost two years since she’d had little Davy. The final touch was when Peter had hugged her, smearing a bit of vanilla ice cream on her hem. She hadn’t changed because she didn’t have anything else. She was nothing but a frumpy fool to men like these.  

“I take the safety of everyone at the Club very seriously.” Ethan sat on the chair across from her. “Tell me what happened.”

“You said you took care of it. Kicked them out.” Panic clawed at her throat. She didn’t want to relive it by talking about it.

“Yes, but I need to know. Why did you go in there? Into that part of the Club?”

“So, this is my fault?” Unbelievable. She’d almost been gang raped and she was to blame because she’d wandered into the wrong room.

“Of course not, don’t be a fool,” said Terry

“Now, I’m a fool?” She stood. “I’ve had enough insults for one night.”

“Sit down.” Terry’s voice was firm.

She had no idea why, but her legs bent and she sat.

“Good girl.” Terry’s lips curled in smug satisfaction.

“I’m not a girl.” She wanted to slap that smirk from his handsome face.

“No doubt about that.” His eyes roamed over her body, making her skin tingle, before he turned and grabbed another chair. He placed it on the other side of hers and sat.

“I didn’t mean to imply you were at fault.” Ethan’s voice was smooth and as calming as a warm breeze. “I just like to have all the facts.”

“Oh. Okay. I understand that.” She took a deep, shaky breath. “I...I...” She really didn’t want to talk about those men and what almost happened in that room.

Ethan reached for her hand but Terry grabbed it first, causing Ethan’s eyes to almost explode with humor. Something was going on between the two men. They were probably playing some sick game with her, like in the movies when the handsome guy dates the plain girl on a bet.

“Why don’t you start with why you came here tonight?” Terry shot Ethan a dirty look.

“I didn’t know what kind of club this was until I got inside. My sister-in-law invited—”

“You’re married?” asked Terry.

“Divorced. She’s my ex-sister-in-law but we’re still friends. Vicky invited me to go out with her tonight.” Her hand tightened around his. “You have to find her. I was looking for her when I stumbled into that room. She might be...” Vicky might be getting hurt or raped and she’d been sitting here snuggling in Terry’s arms. She was a horrible person.

“Don’t worry. We’ll find her,” said Ethan. “Terry mentioned something about your friend in his text. I have security checking all the rooms to ensure no one is there unless they want to be.”

“Thank you.” She wanted to melt against the seat but instead squeezed Terry’s hand.

“Now, what does your friend look like?” Ethan pulled out his phone.

“She’s about my age, slender, blonde hair.”

“Straight or curly? Long or short?” Ethan was typing the information as she spoke.

“Straight hair and it’s about shoulder length.”

“What was she was wearing?”

“I’ll bet it was red,” muttered Terry.

“I don’t know. We were meeting here.” She glanced at Terry. Did he not like red? Her gaze dropped to her old, tight, red dress.

“Okay.” Ethan stood and walked across the room. “We’ll start searching for her. You wait here.” He paused. “Terry can keep you company.” He opened the door. “What’s her last name?”

“Givens.”

“Vicky Givens?” asked Ethan.

“Yes.”

“Thanks. I’ll be back soon.” Ethan smiled and left.
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​CHAPTER 5:  Terry
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Terry stared at the closed door. Something was going on. Ethan was excellent at hiding his true thoughts but he’d known the man for years and as a lawyer, he’d learned to see behind the masks people wore.

“If something happened to her...” Maggie stood and began to pace. “David is going to blame me.”

He grabbed her wine glass from the table and went to the bar. He was thankful for the distraction, especially since she was such a hot mess. He had no idea how it’d happened but her hair was even more mussed than earlier. New, thick strands had slipped free from their restraint and rested on her shoulders. His fingers itched to feel that satiny softness, but it wasn’t the time, not yet. He filled her glass with wine and walked over to her. “Relax. Your friend will be fine.”

“How do you know?” She accepted the glass from him. “I wouldn’t have been if you hadn’t...” She gulped half of her drink.

He took her arm, enjoying the softness of her body as he led her to the chair. “Sit.” He struggled to keep the satisfaction from his face when she immediately obeyed. She didn’t realize it but she was a natural submissive. He couldn’t wait to train her for his pleasure and hers.

“She may be in trouble too. Like I was.” She stared up at him, her eyes huge and filled with worry. She was beyond adorable.

“I doubt that.”

“You don’t know.”

“Let’s look at the facts, okay?” She nodded and he sat across from her, letting his knees brush against hers. “She invited you here, right?”

“Yeah.” She took a sip of her wine.

“You got into trouble because you didn’t realize what kind of place this was.”

“Yes, but—”

“If you’d known what went on in the playrooms, would you have gone there?”

“No. Absolutely not.” 

He smiled slightly. He’d enjoy taking her in every one of them and showing her the pleasures to be had. “Since this event was only open to members, their guests and some others who have applied to be members, your friend, Vicky, has to be familiar with the Club. She’ll avoid those rooms, unless that’s what she’s into.”

“She wouldn’t want....” She took a much larger sip of her wine. 

He leaned back in his seat, enjoying the slight flush creeping into her cheeks. His eyes dipped for a quick glance. The tops of her breasts were a shade or so lighter than her face. He took a sip of his scotch, grimacing slightly. The ice had melted and it was weak and watery. 

“She’s not...I mean, she’s a little wild but she’d never want to do anything like that.” She finished her drink. 

Terry carried his glass to the bar, dumping the contents in the sink before refilling it and grabbing the bottle of wine.

“I’m sure she didn’t know what type of place this was either. Someone must’ve tricked her. She’d never want to do...”

He refilled her glass and sat. “You can’t be that innocent. You were married.”

“What has that got to do with this?” She was in a huff now and it was a glorious sight. Her rapid breathing caused her large breasts to jiggle in her too tight dress. 

His dick started to rise, wanting to get its own look at the wonder of her tits. “This is a sex club. Married people have sex.”

“Not like that.” 

“No wonder you got divorced.”

Her mouth dropped open and her eyes widened. Oh, his dick was paying full attention now. Her lips were lush and red and would wrap around his cock so nicely.

“That was a terrible thing to say.” She almost huffed her breasts out of her dress.

“I told you I was rude.” He leaned forward. “But if all you and your husband did was fuck missionary style it’s probably why he left.” He took a sip of his drink, his eyes roving over her mouth, wondering what it’d feel like, taste like. “I’m assuming it was he who left.”

“That’s none of your business. None of this is any of your business.” She put her drink down on the nearby table. “I think I’d prefer to wait by myself.”

“Too bad.” He grinned. “I’m not leaving you alone. Who knows what other mischief you’ll find?”

“I’m not an idiot. I’m not going to do anything but wait here for Ethan.” She was sitting as stiff as if she were strapped to a post, but her voice had held a hint of breathlessness when she’d said Ethan’s name.

“All the same, I’ll keep you company.” He took another sip of his drink, tamping down his irritation at her and himself. He’d never been the jealous type. Ethan liked innocent, young women. He liked experienced women who thought they knew what they wanted, but this time, this innocent woman was his.

“I don’t need your kind of company.”

“The last time you told me to go away you ended up in a situation that could’ve been very serious.”

“Yes, I did.” She frowned, as if in pain. “Thank you again for saving me.” She forced a smile. “Why don’t we talk about something else?”

She was a pleaser by nature. Terry liked pleasers. “Who’s David?”

“Why?” She was getting defensive again.

But he’d break down every wall until she learned to trust him completely. Then, they’d play. “You said David would blame you if anything happened to Vicky.”

“Oh. Right. I did.” She took a sip of her drink. “He’s my ex. Vicky’s older brother.”

“When I got divorced, I stopped having anything to do with all of my ex’s family.” It’d been hard and lonely. They’d been his family too for more than twelve years.

“Vicky and I were friends before David and I married. That’s how I met him.”

“Still. Uncomfortable.” Cutting all ties was hard but best in the long run.

She shrugged but her eyes sparkled. Mischievous Maggie was a sight to behold—red, lush lips, breasts a man could be happy being smothered by, and hazel eyes eager and interested. Too bad she wasn’t looking at his dick.

“If you think my marriage failed due to”—her hand fluttered—“bedroom issues, what about yours? Same reason?” Her face was red now, but she held his gaze.

“Hardly. I wasn’t a member here then but we did more than fuck missionary style.”

“I forgot you were a member.” She glanced down. “Do you come here a lot?”

“Yes.” He grinned. “I come here very often.”

She looked up at him, her brow wrinkled in confusion. Terry knew the exact moment she understood his double entendre. Her cheeks heated and for one glorious second her eyes dipped to his crotch. He’d love to unzip his pants and let her get a good look, but she wasn’t quite ready for that.

“That’s not what I meant.” She took the last sip of her wine.

“I know. That’s why it was funny.” He grabbed the bottle and leaned over to fill her glass.

“I shouldn’t.” She put her hand on the top.

“Did you drive?”

“No. I took an Uber. Vicky was going to take me home.”

He moved her hand and filled her glass. “Then drink up.”

“I really shouldn’t. I have to be up early.”

“One more glass won’t kill you.” He let his knee brush against hers and her eyes immediately went to their legs. Good. She felt the attraction too.

She picked up the glass and shifted, leaning back in her seat and breaking the connection with his leg.

You can run, little rabbit but you won’t escape. He took another drink, savoring the chase. Would he taste his little rabbit tonight or would she make him work for it? He couldn’t decide which would be more fun. Fucking her now would ease the ache in his groin but waiting...That was the sweetest torture.

“What do you do for a living?” she asked.

“Safe topic.”

“I thought so.” She smiled over her glass.

It was the first real smile he’d seen and it was like a massive jolt to his dick. He didn’t want to wait. He wanted her now. His hand tightened around his drink. “I’m a lawyer.”

“Oh, that’s nice.”

He shrugged. It was a job and he was damn good at it. “You?”

“I’m a hostess at Outback.” She glanced away.

She was hiding something, but he’d ferret out all her secrets. Knowing everything about her was the only way to wring every spark of pleasure from her body. “I’ll have to start eating there more often.”

Her smile was fleeting but bright, like the sun peeking through the clouds on a dismal day. “Why were you following me?” She held up her hand. “I’m not complaining. If you hadn’t been there...I was just wondering why?”

“Do you really want to know?” He leaned forward until he was a few inches from her. “And before you answer, I need to warn you that I don’t sugarcoat anything. Not for any reason. I’ve already told you that I’m rude but I’ve also been called crass and brutally honest.” He took a deep breath. “This is the only warning you’ll get. Don’t ask me any questions unless you want my honest answer because that’s the only kind I give.”

She nodded and took a sip of her drink. She seemed to draw some courage from it because she repeated, “Why were you following me?”

“Because I want to fuck you.”
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​CHAPTER 6:  Maggie
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Maggie almost dropped her drink. She’d never had a man, even her husband, talk to her like that. 

Terry leaned closer. She should move but his dark eyes held her in place, mesmerizing her like a rabbit facing a snake. She could smell the light scent of scotch on his breath and his musky, masculine cologne. Her eyes dropped to his lips, sensual especially paired with his strong cheek bones and five o’clock shadow. 

“You’re giving me all sorts of ideas.” He touched her chin, his finger warm and rough as he closed her mouth. 

She hadn’t realized that her mouth had been hanging open. She must be as red as a tomato because he laughed and leaned back against his seat 

“No comment?” His eyes sparkled with humor.

“No one has ever spoken to me like that.” Usually, she let things slide, tried to see the good in everything and everyone, but this attractive, sophisticated, arrogant man thought he was better than her because he was rich and worldly. 

“Shame.”

She almost sputtered. “It is not. It’s rude and...”

“Crass?” He laughed but quickly sobered. “Like I promised, brutally honest.” His gaze lingered on her lips before dropping to her breasts.

Most men pretended not to stare at her chest, but not him. His dark eyes sparkled like they could see through the cloth. She wanted to fan herself or hide, or maybe, pull the top of her dress down so he could get a good look. And a taste. She blinked. No, she did not want that. She didn’t even know this man.

“Why did you come to the Club?” His gaze lifted to hers.

“I told you. I didn’t know what this place was.”

“Yes, but you went out tonight looking for something.”

“Not this. Not a relationship.”

“Then you came to the right place.” This time his smile was wide and god help her he was even better looking. 

“I wasn’t looking for”—she lowered her voice—“sex either.”

His smile shifted becoming more smug as one side of his mouth lifted in a smirk. “Then what were you looking for if not a relationship and not sex? Conversation?”

“Well, no. I don’t know.” She took a gulp of the wine. What had she expected to find tonight? She really didn’t have time for a relationship, not with work and the kids, but she was lonely. “I’m not the kind of woman who has one-night stands.”

“Good because one night with you won’t be enough.” His voice had grown darker and richer.

“Oh.” That was the nicest thing she’d heard from a man in years.

“I’ll need more time than that to teach you how to please me.”

Her mouth dropped open again and when his dark eyes landed on her lips, she snapped her jaw shut, making her teeth clank together. 

The ass laughed as he leaned forward. “We can have an arrangement.” His hand slipped behind her neck. It was warm and strong, making her want to dissolve into him. “I promise. You’ll enjoy every minute.” 

His mouth came down on hers, gentle and coaxing. His tongue played along the crease of her lips but she couldn’t let him in. She hadn’t kissed anyone but her husband in over ten years. She had no idea how to kiss anyone else. It’d been too long. What if she were a bad kisser? 

His lips moved to her ear and down her neck as his other hand cupped her cheek. Her head rested against his palm. He was an excellent kisser, his lips warm and coaxing. He smelled so good, cologne, fabric softener and him. It’d been so long since she’d been touched or held by a man. He nibbled her ear and she gasped, reaching for him, no longer worried about anything but touching him. Her fingers tangled in the lapels of his jacket. His chest was strong beneath her knuckles and the heat from his body made her want to wrap around him and soak in his warmth. 

His lips found a spot behind her ear and a throaty moan slipped from her. Before she could breathe his mouth was on hers, his tongue sliding inside. The faint taste of scotch was dark and delicious and she couldn’t get enough.

His hand moved to the hem of her dress, slipping underneath. She should stop him, but she didn’t want to. He was right. This was what she’d been looking for—to feel desired, wanted, sexy.

“Ahem. Excuse me.”

She gasped and broke from the kiss, pushing on his chest but it was like moving a mountain with a feather.

“Go away, Ethan,” Terry said against her neck, his fingers still trailing farther up her thigh. “Come back in an hour.”

“Stop it.” She slapped at his hand, her face flushing from passion and embarrassment. 

“Shit.” Terry straightened his eyes on her legs. 

She started to tug her dress down, but he bent, his lips brushing against the exposed flesh of her thigh and his tongue darting out for a quick taste that made her insides throb and her thighs drop open a little more. He smirked as he leaned back in his chair.

Her hands trembled and her breathing was rapid as she pulled her hem down, covering her legs. Terry’s dark eyes were like a weight as she tried to look anywhere but at either of the men.

“Ah Terry, can I speak with you?” Ethan nodded at the door.

“Did you find Vicky?” She was a terrible person. Once again, she’d forgotten about her friend.

“No. She’s not here,” said Ethan.

“Not here? She has to be here.”

“Terry.” Ethan’s head snapped toward the door.

“Did something happen to her?”

“Nothing happened to her.” Ethan sighed. “Vicky Givens is not allowed here any longer.”

“What?” That meant that Vicky used to come here. That meant that Vicky knew exactly what kind of place this was.

“Your friend used to be a regular, but I had to cancel her membership.”

“When did you cancel?” Her stomach felt like she’d eaten a boulder.

“Six months ago.”

“Did she know?” This had to be a mistake. 

“Yes. I told her personally.” Ethan walked toward her. “She also knew that she couldn’t sneak inside. She must’ve convinced another member to put you down as a guest. Don’t worry. I’ll find out who.”

She nodded, tears forming at the back of her eyes. She’d thought they were still friends. She’d believed Vicky had gotten over the divorce but she’d been wrong. She gulped down her drink. Vicky had done this on purpose. 

“I’m sorry.” Ethan walked over to her.

“I was almost raped. Vicky couldn’t have wanted that to happen. She couldn’t have.” She and Vicky had been friends for years. The other woman couldn’t hate her. The divorce wasn’t even her fault.

“I’m very sorry about that. About all of it.” Ethan took her hand. “Come. Let me take you home.”

“I’ll take her.” Terry stood, snatching her hand from Ethan.
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​CHAPTER 7:  Terry



[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


Terry led Maggie to his car and held the door while she climbed inside. So much for a night of sex. She was a mess. He got into the driver’s side. “What’s your address?”

She rattled it off and he input it into the GPS. She stared out the window, shoulders slumped and the sparkle long gone from her tear-filled eyes. She looked like her entire world had collapsed and he had no idea how to fix it.

He pulled out of the parking lot. “I’m sorry.” It was the best he had. 

She sniffled. 

His foot pushed down on the gas. He was great with stubborn women, angry women, flustered women but not crying women. He always said the wrong thing and made everything worse.

“Not your fault.” She used part of her sleeve to dab at her eyes.

“No, but I’m sorry anyway.” There, that wasn’t too bad.

“Don’t be.” She sat up straighter. “At least, I now know what kind of person she really is. Although, I’m sure she didn’t think I’d almost be raped.” She shook her head. “No. Vicky wouldn’t have done that.”

“Stop, okay. This woman, this friend, tricked you into going to a sex club. She had to know you’d look for her and that meant she had to, at least, assume you’d go into the playrooms.” The words came out harsher than he’d meant.

“I guess, but that doesn’t mean she thought men like them would be there.”

“Still. She put you at risk, leaving you there alone.” His fist tightened on the steering wheel. Maggie was sweet and basically innocent. She should never be in the Club alone, with him was a different story.

“You said things like that didn’t happen at the Club. You said everyone understood who wanted to...you know and who didn’t.”

“Jesus, you can’t even say the word, can you?” He glanced at her. 

“Yes, I can, but I don’t see the reason.”

“I don’t believe you.” 

She was getting flustered but at least she wasn’t ready to cry. “Fine. Have sex. Are you happy now?”

“That’s not the word I meant.”

“Well, that’s the only word I’m going to say.” She crossed her arms over her chest.

“I’ll take that as a challenge.” He couldn’t wait to make her pant for him, beg him to fuck her.

“It wasn’t.” She turned toward the window, sad again.

“Come on, say it.”

“No.” 

“Please.”

She glanced at him. “No.” But her tone was amused. “I’m not saying the f-word.”

“You owe me.”

“Now, I owe you for saving me?”

“Of course.” He grinned. “Everything has a price and I want to hear you say fuck.”

“Too bad. Tonight, you’re not going to get what you want.”

“You’re right about that.” He made sure she saw his eyes rake over her and he swore she shivered. “You know, when we get to your place, we can finish what we started before Ethan interrupted.”

“I-I don’t think so.”

“Indecision. I’ll take that as a yes.”

She laughed. “It’s not. Trust me, we’re not doing anything at my house.”

“There’s a nice hotel right up the street.” 

She laughed harder. “Going to a hotel with you is not a good idea.”

“But it’ll be fun.” He stopped at a light and he leaned toward her. “Don’t you want to be naughty? I bet your ex is being naughty. If he left you, he probably already has another woman.”

Her shoulders drooped and tears formed in her eyes.  

Damn, he’d blown it again. “I’m sorry.”

“You should be.” 

He hadn’t expected that. He almost snapped that it was the truth, but instead gritted his teeth and drove in silence. She sniffled and he stepped on the gas. He had no idea how to stop her from crying, so getting her home was the next best thing. He followed the GPS and pulled into a driveway at a nice house in a nice neighborhood.

“Thank you for the ride.”

“I’ll give you a ride anytime. Any kind of ride you want.”

“Stop. Please.” She got out of the car. “I really...just can’t.” She closed the door and headed up the driveway.

“Wait.” He hurried after her, catching her on the front porch. He wasn’t giving up yet. “I’d like to see you again.” He’d like to see her naked and bent over his lap.

She sighed. It was sad and weary. “I appreciate everything you’ve done for me, but I don’t have time for anything else in my life.” She opened the door and slipped inside.

Damn, he loved a challenge.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​CHAPTER 8:  Terry
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The next evening, Terry knocked twice and walked into Ethan’s office, heading straight to the bar in the back room. 

“What are you doing here?” Ethan was stretched out on the couch watching the Club through the monitors. “Do you need a room or something?” 

“No. Why would you ask that?” He grabbed the scotch and poured himself a drink.

Ethan held his brandy snifter up for a refill. “Because you found a sub last night.”

Terry filled Ethan’s glass before plopping his large frame onto one of the big chairs. “Hardly.” 

“What happened?” Ethan sat up.

“Besides you interrupting?” He was still a little pissed about that. Ethan could’ve stepped inside and discreetly left. The bastard had probably wanted to join.

“Sorry. I didn’t think you’d be making a move.”

“Oh? Why?” She wasn’t exactly his type but he’d made it clear that he was interested in her.

“She’d almost been raped.”

“Oh. Yeah. That.” He took a sip of his drink. “You know what they say. When you fall off a bike, it’s best to get right back on.”

“You’re an ass.” Ethan laughed.

Terry chuckled. “Never said I wasn’t.”

“So, what happened?”

“Nothing.”

“Nothing? Really? You struck out?” Ethan grinned.

“For now.” He had no intentions of letting his little rabbit get away for good.

“You’re going after her?” Ethan studied him. “I haven’t seen you chase a woman in years.”

“And you won’t this time either.” He did not pursue women. 

“Then, you don’t want her?”

“I do, but she’ll come to me.” He wasn’t sure how he’d accomplish that, but a little peek into her life and he’d find some way he could assist her besides in the bedroom.

“Really? What are you going to do? Sue her for something?”

“If I have to.” He smiled.

“Hmm.”

“Don’t start. I’m telling you, she wants me.”

“She just doesn’t know it.” Ethan rolled his eyes. “Now, you sound like Nick did.”

“Don’t ever say that.” He tried to keep a straight face but failed. He and Nick always bickered but the young guy was like a somewhat estranged brother to him. “And this is different because she knows she wants me, but she’s scared.”

“Good instincts, that one.”

“Fuck you.”

The phone rang and Ethan answered it. “Who?” He smirked at Terry. “Send her up.”

“Who’s here?” Terry was nervous. Ethan had that same look of victory in his eyes as when he’d bet on something with bad odds and won.

“You’ll see.” Ethan stood and made a production of straightening his clothes and hair.

“Who is it, the fucking Queen or something?” He didn’t like this. As a lawyer, he wanted to know the answers before the questions were asked.

There was a knock on the door. Ethan strode over and opened it. “Come in.”

Terry followed him out of the back room and almost groaned. It was Maggie. She was dressed in her Outback uniform and she looked delicious with the black pants and white button-down shirt. He wanted to unbutton it and kiss that soft skin until he found her breasts. They’d be warm and smooth, softer than satin, and her nipples would be succulent.
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