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​CLICK HERE TO GET MY FREE BILLIONAIRE BOOK

L

ILY

I barely ducked in time to miss the glass flying over my head. With a crash, it exploded against the wall behind me.

“Are you fuckin’ kidding me?” The customer, a surly-as-hell middle-aged man with thinning hair and sweat stains on his button-up shirt, regarded me with an expression of pure annoyance. “What kind of shitty bartender can’t even make a Manhattan right?”

I stood stunned, unable to believe what had just happened. The low music of the bar filled the air, and if any of the other customers -most of them already drunk, or on the way there- were bothered by the commotion, they didn’t show it.

“Sir!” I shouted, my hands shaking from what had happened. “That...you can’t just throw a glass at me!”

I glanced over to Charles, one of the two hulking bouncers employed by McKlusky’s, the bar where I’d been working for the past month. He stepped over to the man and placed his huge hand on his shoulder.

“Sir, you’re gonna have to come with me.” Charles’ voice was deep and booming, carrying through the dingy interior of the bar.

“No...no fuckin’ way!” said the man, swiping his hand through the air and connecting accidentally with Charles’ chest.

It was the last thing he managed to do before Charles grabbed the man’s arm and slammed his face into the bar. Now that got the attention of the customers around us. And I couldn’t help but smile – I was happy as hell to see justice being served. I wasn’t a violent person at all, but after what this prick just pulled, I wouldn’t have been upset to see Charles take him out back and work him over a little.

“Hey-hey-hey!” The voice of Randal, my manager, came from the door to the kitchen. Randal, tall and skinny and forty-something, his thin hair tied in a wispy ponytail, filled the air. “What the fuck is going on here?”

“I’ll tell you what’s going on,” I said, my hands on my hips, my tone righteous. “This jackass didn’t like his drink, so he thought it’d be acceptable behavior to throw his glass at me.”

“Get your fuckin’ hands off me!” shouted the customer, his face still pressed against the bar. He struggled to get up, but Charles was twice his size, easy. It was nothing for him to keep him there, despite him trying to move with all his strength. “Randy, come on!”

Randal rushed over to Charles and the man. “Charles – take your hands off Mr. Cartwright this instant!”

Charles, with only a shrug, did as he was asked. I looked at Charles with a “what the hell!” expression. Charles only shrugged again, as if to say “hey, nothing I can do about it.” And he was right – he was only a bouncer.

Mr. Cartwright coughed as he sat up straight. Randal put his hand on his back, helping him get situated.

“Buddy, are you alright?”

“’Buddy’?” I asked, unable to believe what I was hearing. “You know this guy?”

I wasn’t sure why I was surprised. Randal was as scummy as they came, and nearly every one of his friends that stopped by the bar was just as low rent.

“No, I’m not!” said Mr. Cartwright. “It feels like that goon of yours broke my damn rib!”

“Shit, man,” said Randal, giving him a pat on the shoulder. “I’m so sorry about that. Let me have Lily here make you whatever you want – on the house.”

“Gonna need more than just a drink on the house,” he said. “More like a night’s-worth of drinks.”

“Whatever you want, bud,” said Randal.

Then, seeming pleased as punch that the situation was going exactly how he’d hoped, Mr. Cartwright glanced up at me with a scheming look in his eyes.

“And maybe talk to this little brat here about proper customer service. Her shitty drink was the whole reason this crap happened to begin with.”

Randal turned to me, his eyes narrowed in curiosity. “Is this true, Lily?”

“What? No way – of course, it’s not! He wanted a Manhattan and I made him one. Then, next thing I know, a freaking glass is flying at my head. Do you have any idea what kind of damage that would’ve done if it had actually hit me?”

“But it didn’t,” said Randal. “And right now, the only thing I care about is making sure all of our customers get exactly what they want.”

Mr. Cartwright smiled, seemingly secure in his victory.

“You heard your boss, gorgeous. Why don’t you go ahead and do what he says?” As if he wanted to add insult to injury, his beady little eyes went up and down my body, hanging at my breasts before moving the rest of the way up to my face.

It was about all I could take. I grabbed my nearby glass of water and tossed it at his face. He closed his eyes as the water hit, and as it dripped down his ugly-as-sin face, he slowly wiped it off with his hand.

“Lily...,” said Randal. “What the fuck did you just do?”

“No way in hell I’m serving a creep like him. You want it done? Do it yourself.”

I pulled off my apron and threw it onto the bar. Off near the door, I spotted Charles giving me a smile and a nod, letting me know he very much approved of what he was seeing.

I stormed off, not wanting to wait to hear another word.

“Lily!” shouted Randal after me. “Get your butt back here!”

“Screw you.” I mumbled the words under my breath as I hurried through the kitchen.

Gina, my coworker and only friend at McKlusky’s, looked up from her spot at the line.

“Hey!” she said as I stormed past. “What happened?”

“I don’t want to talk about it,” I replied.

When I reached the back exit, I pressed my body against the metal bar for the door and stepped out into the LA evening air.

“Take the night off!” called Randal after me. “Come back tomorrow with a better attitude!”

Once outside, I stepped over to the nearest wall and leaned against it, the brick cool against my back. But before I could even take a second to wrap my head around what had happened, my phone shook to life in my back pocket.

I didn’t want to answer it. I wanted to have a moment’s peace, maybe even allow myself a few tears of frustration before wondering whether or not I still had a job. Randal’s words made it clear I did, but I’d known for a while he’d been looking to replace me with someone more amenable to his style of management. He wanted the kind of woman who’d get her ass grabbed by some drunk asshole and giggle about it.

That type of woman was most definitely not me.

It was so crazy. Five years ago I’d been certain my life was set. But everything that followed with my parents and my brother and the family business...the fallout from the scandal had been terrible. Now I was forced to work these shitty service jobs to scrape by. And these days I was barely doing that.

I slipped my phone out of my back pocket and checked the screen. It was my brother, Paul – one of the big reasons I was in this mess to begin with. I didn’t even need to speak to him to know what the conversation was going to be about.

“What’s up?” I asked, running my hand through my hair and leaning once more against the brick.

“Hey, sis!” Paul was chipper and warm, and that meant one thing.

“No.”

There was a pause.

“’No?’ Lil, I haven’t even asked you anything.”

“There’s one reason why you call these days, and don’t even try to insult me my pretending that’s not why you’re talking to me. I’m at work right now, so the last thing I need is to have it out with you about the same thing we’ve talked about for the last month. So, the answer is no – I’m not going to lend you money for drugs.”

A long pause followed, one that suggested he was considering whether to keep up with the farce that money wasn’t the reason he’d called.

Then he sighed, and I could hear that familiar desperation return to his voice.

“Lil, you have to help me out. I’m...I’m trying to go clean but it’s impossible. I just need a tiny bit to take the edge off.”

“We talked about this.” I kept my tone firm. “We talked about this.”

“We did,” he said. “We talked about me going to rehab and getting clean. But Lil, you don’t exactly have money for rehab, right? So that’s not going to happen.”

I wanted to protest, but I couldn’t. We were damn near broke, and there wasn’t a chance in hell we’d be able to afford the massive bill that rehab would entail.

“So, this is the next best thing. You lend me a little bit of money, I take the edge off, and then we can talk about rehab down the line.”

“Or you could just go cold turkey. Paul, you got yourself into this mess. You ask me, you’re the one who should get yourself out of it.”

“Spoken like someone who’s never been addicted to drugs. Lil, it feels like I’m going to crawl out of my skin. It’s taking all the energy I have just to focus on this phone call with you. There’s no way I can do this cold turkey.”

There was pain in his voice, pain and suffering. As mad as I was at him he was my brother. How the hell was I supposed to just let him suffer like that?

“Let...let me think about it.”

“There’s no time to-“

“Paul, it’s not like I’m swimming in cash here. And I don’t know for how long I’ll be able to hold on to this job. I...I want to help you. But I need to make sure I can actually pay the bills before I just send you more money to get high. You have to see that.”

Silence followed, and I could sense that while he knew I was speaking the truth, he didn’t like it one bit.

“OK, fine. But just...let me know when you know, alright? I’m dying over here.”

“I will. Talk to you soon.”

I hung up and sighed, knowing that I’d be lucky if an hour passed before he called to “check in.” I closed my eyes and went through my budget, seeing if I could spare even fifty dollars for Paul. But even if I could, that fifty dollars would end up in his arm or down his throat or up his nose before the end of the night. This time tomorrow I’d get another call from him, and we’d be in the same situation.

“You alright?”

I jumped, startled. Then I turned to see Gina near the door, a lit cigarette in her hand, the smoke trailing up into the night sky.

“Holy shit, Gina,” I said, shaking my head. “You scared the hell out of me.”

“Sorry, sorry. But I didn’t want to interrupt.”

Gina was small and slim, with ear-length blonde hair and big brown eyes. She was pretty as they come, which is why she worked in the kitchen – months of putting up with the drunk pervert customers had given her some leeway with Randal to move to the back of the house.

“Everything alright?” she asked.

“What did you hear?”

She shook her head. “Just that you were talking to your brother. I was messing on my phone to not eavesdrop – as much as I wanted to.” She followed this up with a big, broad smile.

“It’s...it’s fine. Just stupid family stuff.” I glanced toward the exit. “How’s Randal?”

“Mad, of course. But not like he’s going to do anything – he knows how lucky he is that a babe like you works in a dump like this. Take the night off, though – you’ve earned it.”

I shook my head. “That was stupid of me. I should’ve put up with it...not like I can afford to take nights off.”

“Well, like it or not, you’re free for the night. And my shift ends in twenty. So...you thinking what I’m thinking?” She smiled mischievously.

Another head shake. “I don’t have money for anything like that. I need to go home and do my budget for the next week.”

And by the looks of things, I was going to need to budget in Paul’s little problem. Just the thought was enough to tighten my stomach.

“But that’s the best part,” she said, her eyes lit up with excitement. “It’s free.”

I was confused. “What? How is it free?”

“I was out last night at this club in Greenpoint. And I, um, met this guy who works at this super-secret club in Hollywood for rich people called Club Ecstasy. He said if I showed up and gave the guy up front his name, I could get in. And he said drinks would be on the house. And he said I could bring a friend. So, all you have to do is put that sexy butt of yours in some skin-tight jeans and come with me!”

“I...I can’t.”

“Yes, you can. Lily, I don’t know what’s going on in your life right now, but I can say for damn certain that you can’t just stress and work and nothing else. You need to blow off steam every now and then, and this is the perfect chance to do it. There’re going to be tons of rich guys here. Maybe you’ll land some billionaire who’ll solve all your problems?”

I laughed. “That kind of thing doesn’t happen in real life, Gina. Especially to women like me.”

“What, you mean totally hot women who somehow haven’t gotten laid in months?”

Another laugh came out of me despite how stressed I was about everything.

“Come on,” she said. “We’ll go out and have one drink. If it sucks, then I’ll buy you some grub and you can go back home and get a good night’s sleep. But if it’s fun, then you’ll be happy you did it. Sound like a plan?”

I sighed, my eyes on the glowing end of her cigarette.

“Alright, fine. But if we get there and I want to go, even if we don’t make it through the first drink, then I’m going to be upset.”

“Don’t even worry about it. But something tells me you’re not going to want to leave so soon.”

“Oh yeah? And why’s that?”

“Because this club...it’s supposed to be really sexy. A place where you can go to forget about everything else.”

My stomach tightened, but this time there was some excitement to it.

“Alright,” I said with a nod, still not sure of myself. “Let’s do this.”
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N

ATHAN

I stepped out of the driver’s seat of my silver Bugatti and adjusted the knot of my Hermes tie. The night was young, and at my club – Club Ecstasy- things were never boring.

I stood in the parking garage for a long moment, savoring the silence, knowing that the peace would be shattered as soon as I stepped through my private entrance.

But that was more than fine. It was what I lived for. I glanced back and took in my reflection in the pitch-black window of my sleek sports car, making sure not a strand of my blond hair was out of place. When I was satisfied, I turned back toward the entrance and started, my bespoke, Italian dress shoes echoing with each foot fall.

I opened the door, and it hit me right away.

I grinned. Time for another night.

The door behind me shut as I stepped into the long, dark hall, bass music from the club below thumping around me. My private entrance to Club Ecstasy gave me two options – I could take the hall all the way down to the private elevator that went to my office. There I could watch over the club from above while going through the books.

Or, I could take the door to my immediate left. That door went down the stairs all the way to the first floor of the club. There, I could mingle with my customers, making appearances and glad-handing. I liked to keep private, for the most part. But being the face of my business had its perks.

For example, giving anyone who knew about my club the illusion that it was exactly the sort of business it appeared to be on the surface.

Tonight, it was the left entrance. But not because I was going to make the rounds. No – I had bigger issues to tackle.

I opened the door and stepped into the private stairwell, making my way down the three floors of the club all the way to the bottom. Once there, the bass thumping even harder, I opened the door and stepped out.

The scene hit me like a bomb – just like it always did. Club Ecstasy Hollywood was packed, all three floors of the place full of men and women in their best clubwear, all of them dancing to the pounding beat of the music. The dominant color was blood red – the walls red, the columns red, the furniture red. Black accents broke it up, but the color of passion, sex, and anger was all around.

And masks were everywhere. The vibe I cultivated was “dark masquerade.” Nearly everyone there wore a mask, and their behavior reflected it. I’d always found it amusing that once someone was able to put a mask on, their inhibitions went out the window and they felt free to engage in their darkest impulses.

Eyes were on me from the moment I stepped out of my private entrance. Men and women’s faces lit up all around me, each of them breaking from whatever they were doing to turn their attention on me. I planted a professional smirk on my face, my eyes narrowed slightly as I took in the scene.

I made the rounds, hands shooting out to shake mine, employees stiffening up and making sure I saw that they were on top of their work. And then there were the women. Not a single one didn’t give me notice as I passed, all of them flashing me the same sultry, inviting expression.

I could have any one of them I wanted. They all knew who I was, the billionaire owner of the hottest clubs in the country. All I’d have to do was lock eyes with the woman of my choice then point to the entrance. Within fifteen minutes we’d be in my office, her skirt hiked up as she leaned over my desk, moans pouring from her mouth as I gave her exactly what she wanted.

Years ago, that sort of life had its appeal. But after I’d spent as much time as I had in the club game, I realized that those sorts of meaningless flings were more of a distraction than anything else. Sure, some meaningless sex with the most beautiful women this city had to offer could be nice every now and then, but with each passing year, the more my business grew, I found myself more and more concerned with the bottom line.

Not to mention the little fact that my clubs all had a secret in their basements – a very illegal secret.

I made the rounds, shaking hands and buying drinks. But the moment I laid eyes on my security manager, James, the purpose of my visit became clear. I spotted him and strode over, James looking tense as I did. It was an odd thing to see – James was huge and hulking, a former Green Beret and a man as tough as they came.

Good. If he didn’t have an explanation for what had happened, he’d be in some seriously deep shit.

“Mr. Thorne,” he said, squaring his shoulders and trying not to appear as nervous as he obviously was. “Good to-“

“Come with me. Now.”

I strode past him toward the door that led to the first floor’s security room. He followed me, and we walked in silence to the small room, the place packed with security monitors.

“Out. Now.” I growled the words to the employees working the desk. Without a peep, they rose and hurried out of the room, leaving James and me alone.

“Mr. Thorne,” said James. “I know why you’re here, and-“

Leaning over the security booth, I raised a finger toward him that said “silence.” He gave me what I wanted.

A few clicks later and I had the reason for the meeting on the screen. It was a scene from earlier in the evening. A pair of young flashy-dressed men were at the bar, the two of them getting close to one another, right in each other’s faces. There was no sound, but I could imagine the words being exchanged.

Then a fight broke out. The cause of the fight was most likely a pointless matter – one of the men’s pride wounded or some other childish instigation. But that didn’t matter.

The fight didn’t last too long. A pair of security guards rushed over and pulled the two apart and out of the shot. I paused the screen, then turned and leaned back against the display, my arms crossed over my chest, my eyes fixed on James.

“Explain. Start with why those two were even in the club to begin with.”

He nodded, then swallowed hard. I had to imagine that I was the only man on earth who made James sweat like that. Any other person talking to him like I did would have their face mashed to a pulp.

“They were high-profile guests,” he said, his voice deep and booming. “The one with the short hair is the son of Abdul Ahmed, this oil tycoon worth billions. The other’s Mark Willard, the-“

“The owner of some stupid app that made him an overnight millionaire. I did my homework. But two hot-headed little shits like that shouldn’t have even been let in. Both have been in the news for causing scenes in public like this. Two of them in the same room together...it was only a matter of time before their testosterone got the better of them.”

James nodded. “We did a cost-benefit analysis when we saw they were on the guest list. Me and the guys figured that there was the risk of an incident. But they’re such huge names...they’re exactly the kind of people we want coming to our clubs.”

“Is that right? Rich brats with no sense of how to behave in public are who we want here?”

Another nod. “Yes. We want the, ah, club portion of the business to look above board, right? Then yes, we need to have guests like them. Otherwise, it would attract suspicion. If people like them aren’t allowed in the club, then who are? Where does the money come from?”

So far, his answer satisfied me. I gave him a gesture to continue.

“We kept an eye on them from the moment they arrived. When they got on top of each other, we had them broken up in seconds.”

He was right – they’d only managed to get a couple of punches off before the staff was able to pull them apart.

“Then what happened?”

“We took them each to private ‘meeting rooms’ and let them know in no uncertain terms that this sort of behavior wasn’t allowed – no matter who they were.”

“Meeting rooms” were where staff dealt with unruly customers, educated them about proper behavior.

“Were they able to walk out of here?”

“They were helped. But no, they didn’t need medical treatment.”

“Good.” I sighed. “Fights aren’t acceptable here. I’m going to have to speak personally to the staff and family of both of these clients and make sure they’re satisfied with explanations for why those two have black eyes and bruises. Luckily, my name carries weight. But it’s still work I shouldn’t have to do.”

“We’ll be more careful in the future,” he said.

“You’re damn right you will. James, I pay you a handsome salary to avoid problems like these. Too many instances like this-“ I pointed to the screen, “-and the authorities will be involved. And if the authorities become involved, they might find out what other business we have at our clubs. And if that were to happen...”

James stiffened. I didn’t need to finish the sentence for him to know what the consequences for a situation like that would be. But instead of speaking, his eyes drifted over my shoulder, to one of the screens.

I turned and saw right away what had caught his attention. A gorgeous woman was in one of the corners of the second floor, a drink in her hand as a trio of men approached her. It was easy to tell from her body language that, not only was she new to a place like this, but that the attention from the men wasn’t welcome in the slightest.

“I’ll get on it,” said James.

But something about the woman caught my eye. I raised my hand to James, telling him without words to not do a thing.

The woman was gorgeous. She had red hair and fair skin, her body perfect and packed into a tight top and even tighter jeans. I could sense that she wasn’t used to wearing clothing like that. Everything about her seemed...out of place.

What was she doing at my club? She was alone, so I couldn’t lay the blame on a friend for bringing her there. Unless, of course, her friend had gotten distracted and left her alone.

The girl seemed innocent, naïve, even. Naïve, at least, about how a club like mine worked.

“Boss,” asked James. “You want me to-“

“No. I’ll handle this myself.”

With that, I reached into my coat pocket and took out the small, black mask I used when I wanted to go incognito in my club.

“Go back to your post and keep an eye on the rest of the club,” I said. “I’ll let you know if I need your assistance.”

He nodded and opened the door for me. I strode out of the security office and found the nearest stairs, taking them up to the second floor. Once there, I stepped back out onto the club floor and made my way to the section where I’d seen the girl.

Sure enough, the three men had surrounded her. There was enough of a commotion around them that the rest of the club didn’t notice what was going on.

But I did.

I strode through the crowd, the mask on my face as I drew closer and closer.

I didn’t get a chance to make a move. The woman brought her hand back and against the face of one of the men, a crack sounding out through the din of the club. She took advantage of the distraction, breaking out into a run to leave through the nearest exit.

The men weren’t content to let her go, however. They ran after her, and as they did, I realized the situation was about to get a hell of a lot more dangerous.

I smirked.

Something told me this was going to be fun.
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Ten minutes earlier...

I was furious. Gina had left me in the middle of the club withno idea what to do with myself.

A pair of handsome, well-dressed men had approached her, both of them wearing masks like me and her and everyone else at the club. They’d whispered something into her ear, the men flicking their eyes up to me as they spoke. Gina had giggled, glancing back at me.

Then, as if under some spell, she and the men left. Gina had hurried over to me before they did, however, taking me aside and speaking in hushed tones to me.

“Do you have any idea who these guys are?” she’d asked, total excitement in her voice.

“No idea. I don’t know who anyone is here.”

“Right, and that’s the point. You’re not supposed to know anyone’s identity unless they tell you. Well, they told me and...holy shit.”

I glanced back at the two men, and now that she’d said something, they seemed...familiar in a way I couldn’t quite put my finger on.

“Anyway, they’re interested in hanging out with both of us tonight. But they want to see me in private first.”

“Wait, what? They want to hang out? What does that even mean?”

“You know,” she said, her mouth in a sly smile. “So, here’s the deal – stay put, and have whatever you want to drink on my tab. I’ll go talk with these guys, and when we’ve got everything sorted out, I’ll come find you. Sound good?”

“No, that doesn’t sound good! Gina, you can’t just leave me here!”

She smiled again, as if nothing in the slightest were wrong.

“It’ll be fine. And I’ll be in touch if anything changes. Just loosen up and have a drink! Do some people-watching – that’s what you like, right?”

She wasn’t wrong. But people-watching in a situation like this wasn’t exactly my idea of fun. Gina didn’t give me a chance to protest, however. She turned and hurried off with the men, vanishing into the crowd and leaving me alone.

Getting wasted by myself wasn’t my idea of a good time. Not to mention I knew I needed to keep my wits about me in a place like this. The fact that everyone was wearing masks only put me more ill at ease.

And, of course, it didn’t take long before a trio of creeps approached. They were three men, all dressed in slim, expensive-looking suits, all of them with the same sly smile under their masks.

I was in the corner – nowhere to go.

“Wow,” said one of them. “Looks like we’ve got some fresh meat here.”

“Yeah,” said the one in the middle, his eyes moving up and down my body in a way that made me want to smack the hell out of him where he stood. “Very fresh.”

But getting hit on by creeps was something I knew how to deal with.

“Listen, guys,” I said. “Not sure where you learned that cornering a woman at a club was the way to her heart, but how about all three of you back up and give me some space?”

The men regarded one another with looks on their faces that suggested they thought the whole thing was funny.

I most definitely did not share their sentiments.

The man in the middle spoke. “Sometimes I hate how we have to wear masks here. It means that women like you who don’t know who we are think they can talk to us like we’re just anyone.”

“Believe me,” said the man on the right. “If you knew, you wouldn’t be taking a tone like that.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said. “I’m sure you’re all rich and famous and powerful or whatever else. But I don’t care. All I want is to have my drink in peace without entitled shitheads bothering me. Now, if you all don’t mind...”

Drink in hand, I began to step through the line of men. But to my shock, they didn’t budge.

They weren’t letting me past.

“What the hell?” I asked. “Are you guys...are you seriously blocking me?”

They regarded each other with a long look before turning their attention back to me.

“Just because you don’t know who we are, doesn’t mean we don’t get what we want,” said the man in the middle. “Now, if you need money, we can give you money. But you’re coming with us. Got it?”

I was shocked that they were speaking to me like this, speaking like I was some item that they could just buy. And more than that, I was beginning to get scared. When the drunk assholes at work bothered me, all I had to do was signal for the bouncers to come save the day if things got too dicey. But as I looked around, I couldn’t spot any sign of security.

What kind of club was this?

“How about you all fuck off,” I said. “And let me pass.”

“Feisty,” said the one on the right. “Maybe we should just pay her now – I’ve got some ideas for what to do with her.”

It was all I needed to hear. If they weren’t going to move, I’d make them move.

Before they could say anything else, I tossed the drink in my hand at the face of the guy in the center. He stepped back, first shocked, then angered.

“What...what the fuck?”

I didn’t give any of the men a chance to react beyond that. I burst into a run, breaking through the wall of men and coming out on the other side.

When I was free, I spotted the tall figure of another man coming toward me, this one dressed all in black, his face hidden behind a mask. Something about him caught my attention – the way he moved, the smirk on his face.

He was different from all the rest – I could tell.

But I wasn’t in the mood to hang around and find out who he was. I rushed away from the scene, my eyes locking on the nearest exit. I didn’t care where it would lead. I just knew that I had to get out of there.

“Fucking bitch!” called out one of the men from behind me.

I didn’t care what any of them had to say. I rushed through the crowd, dropping my drink in the nearest trash can before bursting through the exit. The door opened to a flight of stairs and I ran down, down toward the ground-floor exit. The second I reached it, I heard the door above open.

“There she is!” shouted one of the men.

“Get her ass!”

My heart skipped a beat as I realized I was being followed.

They weren’t leaving me alone. They were coming after me.

And I had no idea what they would do when they caught up.

All I could do was run. I pushed the second exit open, the cool evening air of Manhattan greeting me as I rushed out onto the city street. Just my luck that the exit opened up to some side street where no one was around.

But that didn’t matter. I ran, and I ran hard, not giving a damn about anything but getting clear.

“There!” one of the men shouted down the street. “Get her before she makes it down the block!”

I knew why he’d said that – the intersecting street ahead was Broadway. If I could get there, I’d be around plenty of people. My heart raced and my legs burned as I ran, but a glance over my shoulder revealed that they were catching up with me, moving faster by the moment.

There was no way I’d be able to get there in time.

Then, to make matters worse, my heel caught the space between two sidewalk slats. I tripped, my arms flying out in front of me as I fell to the pavement. I landed on the concrete hard, all the impact on my arms.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
A BILLIONAIRE ROMANCE

RACHEL FOSTER





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg
HOT BILLIONAIRE'S CLUB

RACHEL FOSTER





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





