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Two strangers. Six nights exploring their deepest, darkest fantasies.

Whatever he wants, she’ll try.

Whatever she wants, he’ll submit.

Nick’s not looking for commitment. A few weeks with a woman and then he’s ready to move on. 

Sarah can’t get past the death of her fiancé but she’s lonely. She misses the feel of a man surrounding her, filling her.

A contract. Six nights of physical intimacy. Nothing more. Nothing less.

Simple. Uncomplicated. Fun.

But she didn’t expect Nick to be sweet and sexy and he never expected to want more.

When the contract is over will either of them be able to walk away?

A new adult erotic romance that’s filled with second chances, kinky sex and raw emotions of two damaged people finding each other and learning that life is worth taking a chance.
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Book 1


Interviewing For Her Lover
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​CHAPTER 1:  SARAH

––––––––
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“Do I have to take off my clothes?” Sarah tugged on the hem of her black dress.  It was shorter and lower cut in the front than she normally wore, but the Viewing was about finding a man for sex and according to Ethan men liked to look.  

“No.”  Ethan turned her away from the door and forced her to look at him.  “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do.”

She stared into his blue eyes.  Why couldn’t he be interested in her?  She’d only met with him five or six times, but she trusted him.  He ran his business, La Petite Mort Club, very professionally and he was gorgeous with his sandy brown hair, strong cheekbones and vibrant blue eyes.  Sex between them would be good.  Easy.  He was attractive and...not for her.  She didn’t want decent sex or good sex, she wanted mind blowing, screaming orgasms and that wouldn’t happen between him and her because there was no chemistry, no attraction.

“Listen to me.”  He moved his hands to her shoulders and gave her a gentle shake.  “You aren’t selling yourself to the highest bidder.  You’re looking for a partner.  One who’ll”—he grinned—“turn you on in ways you can’t even imagine.”

She glanced at the door where the men waited.  Waited for her.  Waited to decide if they wanted to fuck her.  “I’m a bit nervous.”

“About what?”

This was embarrassing but she’d been honest with him up to this point.  She’d had to be.  He was helping her...had helped her to choose the five men in the other room.  “What if none of them...”

“They will want you.”  He touched her chin, turning her face toward him.  “A few of them may back out after this but not because they don’t want you.”

“Yeah, right.”  

“I’m only going to say this once.  You’re beautiful and different, unique.” 

“That’s not necessarily a good thing.”  She had long legs and a nice body—trim and firm—but with her auburn hair and green eyes she was cute at best, not gorgeous.  The men she’d chosen were all rich, good looking and powerful.  They could have anyone they wanted.  

“It’s exactly what they want, or most of them anyway.”  He took her hand and led her closer to the door. 

She leaned on his arm, hating these shoes.  She should’ve stuck with her flats but Ethan had given her a list of what she should wear and high heels were on the top.  She’d found the smallest heels in the store and by Ethan’s look when he’d first seen her she might’ve been better off going barefoot.  He’d met her at the private entrance and his gaze had been appreciating as it’d skimmed over her dress, until he got to her feet.  Then he’d frowned and shook his head.

“Finding the right men for you wasn’t easy.”  He stopped at the door.  

“Thanks a lot.”  She shifted away from him, his words hurting a little.  She hadn’t been sure of her appeal to the opposite sex in a long time, not since the early years with Adam.

“It’s not because you aren’t beautiful but because you want to be dominated and you want to dominate—” 

“I do not want to dominate.”  All she could picture was a woman in black leather with a whip and that wasn’t her, not at all.

“If you say so.”  He smiled a little.  “But, you do want to lead the scene.  Right?  Because that’s what—”

“Yes.”  Her face was red.  She could feel it.  She didn’t want to talk about her fantasies again.  It’d been embarrassing enough the first time, but he’d had to know what she wanted to compile a list of candidates.

“Most at the club are either doms or subs.  Very few are switches.”  His eyes raked over her.  “That’s what’s so special about you.  You want it all and...that’s what made choosing these men difficult.”

He’d given her a selection of twenty-two men who might be interested in what she wanted.  She’d narrowed it down to seven.  Two had been uninterested when he’d approached.  That’d left her with the five who’d see her in person for the first time tonight, but she wouldn’t see them.  That’d come after the Viewing when she interviewed any who were still interested.  

“Remember what you want.  This is your deal.  You call the shots.  At least a little.”  He kissed her forehead.  “But don’t refuse to give them anything.  You don’t want a submissive.”

“No.”  That didn’t turn her on at all and she only had eight weeks.  One night each week for two months before she’d go back to her lonely life, her lonely bed, dreaming of Adam.  

“You can do this.”  He pulled a flask from his jacket and unscrewed the lid.  “For courage.”  

“Thanks.”  She took a large swallow, the brandy too thick and sweet for her taste but it was better than nothing.  

“Now, go find your lover.”

She laughed a little but sadness swept through her.  There’d be no love between this man and herself.  This would be sex, fucking.  That’s all.  The only man she’d ever love, her only lover, was dead.  This was purely physical.  “Thank you again.”  She stood on tip-toe and kissed his cheek.  He may be gorgeous and run a sex club but he was a good man, a good friend.

She turned and opened the door and walked into the room, trying to stay balanced on these stupid heels.  Men wouldn’t find them so attractive if they had to wear them.  The room was dark except for one light highlighting a small platform.  That was for her.  She stepped up onto the small stage.  The room was silent but they were there, above her, hidden behind the one-way mirrors, watching her and deciding if they wanted to take the next step—to eventually take her.  

She stared into the blackness of the room.  It wasn’t huge but its emptiness made it seem vast.  She glanced upward, the light making her squint and she quickly stared back into the darkness.  This was arranged for them to see her.  That was it.  She’d get no glimpse of them yet.  She’d seen their pictures, chosen them but meeting them in person would be different.  A picture couldn’t tell her their smell or the sound of their voices.  

She tugged at her dress where it hugged her hips, wishing the questions would start, but there was only silence.  She shifted, the heels already killing her feet.  Ethan hadn’t liked them and if they weren’t going to impress, she might as well take them off.  She moved to the back of the stage, leaned against the wall and removed her shoes.  As she returned to the center of the stage a man spoke, his voice loud and commanding almost echoing throughout the room.

“Don’t stop there.  Take off your dress.”

She bent, placing her shoes on the floor.  That wasn’t part of the deal.  She wasn’t going to undress in front of five men, only one.  Only the one she chose.  She straightened.  “No.”

“What?”  He was surprised and not happy.

“I said no.  That’s not part of the Viewing.”

“I want to see what I’m getting.”

She stared up toward the windows, squinting a little.  She couldn’t tell from where the voice had come.  The speaker system made it sound as if it were coming from God himself.  “And you will if I pick you.”

Another man laughed.

“It’s not funny.  She’s disobedient,” said the man with the loud voice.

“Not always.  I can be obedient.”  These men liked to be in control but sometimes, so did she.  

“Will you raise your dress?  Just a little,” asked another voice.

“Didn’t you see enough in the photos?”  She’d applied a few months ago for this one-time contract.  She’d been excited and nervous when she’d received the acceptance email with an appointment for a photography session.  She’d never had her picture professionally taken, since she didn’t count school portraits or the ones her parents had had done at JCPenny’s.  She’d been anxious and a little turned on imagining wearing her new lingerie in front of a strange man, so she’d been disappointed to find the photographer was an elderly woman, but the lady had put her at ease and the photos had turned out better than she’d expected.  She glanced up at the mirrors, hoping she wasn’t disappointing all the men.  That’d be too embarrassing.

“Those were...nice, but I’d like to see the real thing before deciding if you’re worth my time.”

She raised a brow.  “You can always leave.”  She shouldn’t antagonize him.  She was sure the bossy man had already decided against committing to this agreement.  Disobedience didn’t appeal to him.  That left four.  If she didn’t pick any of them, she could go through the process again, but she didn’t think she would.

The man chuckled slightly.  “I know that, but I haven’t decided I don’t want to fuck you.  Not yet, anyway.”

The word, so harsh and vulgar excited her.  It was the truth.  That was what she, what they were all deciding.  Who’d get to fuck her.  It was what she wanted, what she’d agreed to do, and as much as she dreaded it, she wanted it.  She was tired of being alone.  She missed having a man inside her—his tongue and fingers and cock.

“Do any of you have any questions?”  She clasped her dress at her waist and slowly gathered it upward, displaying more and more of her long legs.  She ran.  They were in shape.  The men would like them.

“Lower your top,” said the same man who’d told her to take off her dress.

She didn’t like him.  If he didn’t back out, she’d have Ethan remove him from her list.  He was too commanding.  He’d never allow her to be in control.

“I don’t know if he’s done looking at my legs yet.”  She continued raising the dress until her black and green lace panties were almost exposed.

“Very nice and thank you,” said the polite man.

“You’re welcome.”  This man might work.  She shifted the dress up another inch before dropping it, giving them a glance at her panties.  

“Now, your top,” said the bossy guy.

She lowered her spaghetti string off one shoulder, letting the dress dip, but not enough to show anything besides the side of her bra.

“More,” he said.

“No.”  She raised the strap, covering herself.  She didn’t like this man and wished he’d leave.  She’d kick him out but that wasn’t part of the process and they were very firm about their rules at this club.

“He got to see your pussy.  Why don’t I get to see your tits?”

“You got to see as much as he did.”  She was ready to move on.  She bent and picked up her shoes.  “If there’s nothing else, gentleman, we can set up times for the interview process.”

“Turn around,” said another man.

It was a command, but she didn’t mind.  There was a politeness to his order and something about the texture of his voice caused an ache between her thighs.  There was a caress in his tone but with an edge and a promise of a good hard fuck.  

“Are you going to obey?”  His words were whisper soft and smooth.

“Yes.”  That was going to be part of this too.  Her commanding and him commanding.  She dropped her shoes and turned.

“Raise you dress again.”

She looked over her shoulder at where she imagined he sat watching her.  

“Please.”  There was humor in his tone.

She smiled and slowly gathered the dress upward.  She stopped right below the curve of her bottom.  

“More.  Please.”  There was a little less humor in his voice.

She wanted to show him her ass.  She wanted to show that voice everything but not with the others around.  This would be just her and one man, one stranger.  That was one of her rules.  “No.  Only if you’re picked do you get to see any more of me than you have.”  She dropped her dress, grabbed her shoes and walked off the stage and out the door.

She was going to have sex with a stranger.  She was going to live out her fantasies for eight nights with a man she didn’t know and would never really know, but she wasn’t going to lose who she was.  She’d keep her honor and her dignity which meant she had to pick a man who’d agree with her rules.
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CHAPTER 2:  NICK
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Nick wanted her.  A lot.  His dick pushed against the zipper of his pants and he plucked at the cloth, trying to make himself more comfortable.  He hadn’t wanted to fuck anyone this badly in a very long time.  He wasn’t sure exactly what it was about her that made him want to dominate her.  She was cute, sexy even but he’d had hotter women.  His eyes caressed her stiff, straight back as she began to raise her dress for Patrick.  Something about the way she’d refused to obey when Terry had ordered her to undress had made him want to bend her to his rule.  To mold her to his desires until they were hers too.  Terry, the idiot, would break her, change her into a submissive.

She had nice legs, long and smooth.  He grinned as she flashed them a quick look at her panties before dropping her dress.  Black lace was typical, but he was almost certain there was green lace interwoven in them too.  Green like her eyes.  He had to find out.  

She lowered the strap of her dress and he sucked in a breath as his hand adjusted himself again.  This was getting painful, but he couldn’t take his eyes from her.  With her long auburn hair, pale skin and green eyes she looked like an Irish fairy from his grandmother’s tales.  Beautiful, magical and dangerous.

Terry bellowed at her again.  She’d leave if that kept up and he’d never see her panties.  That wouldn’t do.  Not at all.  “Turn around.”  He said it as an order but with a hint of a plea.

After some discussion, she obeyed.

“Raise your dress again.”  He really needed to see her panties.  “Please.”  

She lifted her dress almost displaying her ass.  His hand stroked across his cock.  Oh yeah, he’d fuck that.  She hadn’t raised it high enough for him to see if there were green in her panties, but it no longer mattered.  

Patrick’s polite thank you as she walked out the door made him pause.  He should let Patrick have her.  Patrick was a good guy and would treat her right, do exactly what she wanted.  He shifted in his seat, his erection painfully hard in its confinement.  He should let Patrick have her, but he wouldn’t.  He pressed the button on the chair and the door opened.

Veronica strolled in, all lush curves and softness.  She was one of his favorites, always up for anything.

“Nicky, baby you’re all worked up.”  Veronica’s brown eyes stared at the bulge in his pants and slowly raised to his face.  As soon as his eyes met hers, she licked her lush, red lips.  

“Knees.”  He wasn’t in the mood to play.

She strolled forward, her hips rolling seductively.  He usually enjoyed watching her work, but tonight he didn’t want a lush, full-figured platinum blonde.  He wanted an auburn-haired fairy.  He spread his legs, giving her better access and leaned back his head, closing his eyes.  

It was Sarah not Veronica, kneeling before him.  She wore only dark green panties—her breasts bare and her lips full and pink.  It was her tongue that darted out, licking his tip, tasting him.  Her hand stroked his length while her mouth and tongue worked the tip of his cock, sucking and licking.  She felt so good, so hot and wet and...the suction was intense.  His balls tightened and his dick got even bigger, but Sarah kept sucking.  He came hard and fast, spurting in her mouth.  He imagined Sarah swallowing every bit and licking her lips.  His dick twitched and started to harden but he didn’t have time to come again.  He opened his eyes.  Veronica gave him one last lick, to clean him off and then dabbed at her lips, her red lipstick still dark and intact.  He put his semi-flaccid dick back in his pants and zipped them up.  

“Thank you, Veronica.”  He reached for his wallet and handed her a couple of hundreds.  The service was free, part of the membership to the club, but good tips kept the best girls coming.

“Should I stay?”  Her hand trailed up his thigh.  

It wouldn’t be too long before he could go again and Veronica was fun, but she wasn’t who he wanted.  “Not tonight.”

She frowned a little as she stood.  “If you change your mind, I’m here until midnight.”  She waved at him as she left.

He poured himself another drink.  It was tempting, but he didn’t have time for a night of sex.  His interview could be tomorrow or the next day and he had to win.  He had to have Sarah and that meant he had to beat his competition.

Terry was out, but the others weren’t going to lose without a fight.  Ethan wouldn’t help him.  His friend took the rules of his club seriously.  No, he had to decipher what she wanted by himself.  He opened her dossier, paying closer attention to her desires and fantasies than he’d done before.  It wasn’t going to be easy to figure out what she wanted by her words alone.  Women never knew what they really wanted.  They only knew what they thought they wanted and the two were never, ever the same.
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CHAPTER 3:  SARAH
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Two evenings later Sarah waited in the interview room.  Ethan had gone to get the next candidate.  She’d interviewed one yesterday.  It hadn’t gone well.  He’d seemed interested, but the way he’d looked at her had sent a shiver down her spine and not in a good way.  So, she’d crossed him from her list and the rude man from the Viewing had dropped out.  That left her with three.  She glanced at the door.  They should’ve been here by now.  She hoped another candidate hadn’t dropped out.

Her lingerie photos had garnered considerable interest, but more than half had declined the next stage of the process because of her demands.  These men were used to either getting their way with women or having women dominate them.  Most weren’t ready for a little of both.  After she’d given Ethan her list of seven, he’d suggested she lower her standards, but she’d refused.  She wanted a man she was attracted to and one who’d agree to her rules.  Most on the original list of twenty-two fell short in either the appearance department or their portfolios had requirements in them that she wouldn’t do.

The door opened and Ethan entered followed by another man.  She’d seen his picture of course, but there was something smooth, sensual and dangerous about him.  He almost glided into the room, confident and pure male.

“Sarah, this is Nicholas.”  Ethan placed a cell phone on the table between them.  They were to call when they were done or if they needed anything.  “I’ll leave you to your discussion.”  

As long as he didn’t drool or give her the creeps, this man would do.  He’d do very nicely.  He had dark hair and a slight tint to his skin, like he was of Italian or perhaps Greek descent.  His eyes were so brown they were almost black and framed by a strong brow and thick, dark lashes she’d kill for.  His body was lean and muscular, his arms well defined.  He wore jeans and a polo.  She’d expected a suit like the other man had worn.  Clothes that’d accentuate his wealth and power.  Her eyes skimmed down his legs as he sat.

“Is Sarah your real name,” he asked.

“Yes.  Is Nicholas yours?”  This was the man with the voice; the one that’d sent tingles through her with his words.

“Yeah, but my friends call me Nick.”

“Am I your friend?”  Things were looking up.  Maybe, she’d be successful after all.  He was attractive, smelled nice and his voice made her body hum.

“That’s what we’re here to find out, isn’t it?”  His dark eyes seemed to caress her as they trailed from her face to her breasts.  

Her nipples tightened as if it were his fingers, not his eyes touching them.  Luckily, she’d worn the padded, push up bra.  It wouldn’t do to let him know he affected her so easily.

“A drink?”  He stood and walked to the bar.  

She shouldn’t.  She needed to keep her mind sharp.  This was where they’d negotiate her demands and his to see if they’d come to an agreement, but she found herself saying, “Yes, thank you.”

“Red or white?”  He pointed to the wine.

“Crown Royal on the rocks.”  

His lips quirked upward as his eyes gleamed with surprise.  He turned and poured her a healthy drink.  He filled another glass with Glenlivet scotch straight and came back to the table.

“Thank you.”  She accepted the glass, her fingers brushing against his for a moment and a tingle ran straight to her belly and lower.  As far as attraction went, he’d do very, very nicely.

He sat down across from her, leaning back in his chair.  She took a sip, letting the liquor relax her.  She hadn’t been nervous with the other candidate because there’d been nothing for her to lose.  She hadn’t found him attractive, but this man...this man she wanted.

“Shall we start,” he said.

“Of course.  Sorry.”  She slid two contracts across the table.  “I’ve already marked the options on your list that...won’t work for me.”

A thinning of his sensual lips was the only sign he was unhappy.  She wanted to kiss him, remove his unhappiness.  She took another drink.  Perhaps, he wouldn’t do after all.  She didn’t want to be too attracted to the man or she’d fall for him and she had no intention of doing that.  One broken heart in a lifetime was enough.

“Let’s see what you find so”—his eyes roamed over her again, making her skin tingle—“distasteful that it isn’t even worth a discussion.”

“Don’t get angry.  There aren’t many things that...that I won’t agree to try.”

He flipped through the pages, stopping on his list of desires.  His finger tapped the paper.  “A threesome can be quite enjoyable.”

“No.  Only you and me for eight weeks.”  She didn’t want two men or another woman.  She wanted one man and her fantasies.

“Eight weeks is too long.”  He flipped through her contract, stopping on the page where she’d set the time limit and glancing up at her.  “I’ll grow tired of you before then.”

Her back stiffened.  That was rude, but this part was all about honesty.  “How many weeks then?  I’m flexible.”

“I certainly hope so.”  He grinned.

That smile with the hidden meaning made more wetness pool between her legs.  Too much time with this man would be dangerous.  She didn’t want to forget that this wasn’t real.  It was only a fantasy they’d create together.  

“May I see you naked before I agree to a time limit?”

“You heard my rules the other night.  I’ll only undress for the one I choose.”

His eyes hardened a bit.  “And you haven’t chosen me yet.”

“Exactly.”  She still had the polite man and another one to interview.  

“Come here.”  He shifted his chair so it was facing away from the table.

“Why?”  She wanted to obey, but she forced herself to remain seated.

“I’d like a better look at what you showed the other night.  A closer look.”

The throbbing between her legs made her shift on her seat.  If she got too close and he touched her, she’d let him do anything.  She wanted him that badly.  She stood.  “No touching.”

He frowned but nodded.

She walked over to him, her hands shaking a little.

“Turn around.”  

She did as he commanded.

“Raise your skirt.”

Her hands trembled as she gathered the cloth between her fists, slowly raising it to right below her butt.  

“Higher, please.”  His voice was a whisper of desire that twisted in her stomach and settled between her thighs.

“That’s as high as I went the other night.”  She wanted to raise her skirt all the way and sit on his lap, take him inside of her, but this wasn’t the time.  They still had a contract to go over.

“May I touch you.”  He’d leaned forward, his breath a heated caress at the small of her back.  “Just where your skin is bare.”

She shouldn’t, but she nodded.  She could swear she heard the smile in his exhale as his hand, rough and warm ran up her outer thigh and then down before sliding around to the back.  His fingers trailed upward, this time on her inner thigh.  It was a slow caress and she wanted to spread her legs to give him better access, but he stopped right at her skirt.  Her heart pounded, wanting him to continue and his breathing was warm and ragged on her legs.

“Turn around.”  

His voice was barely a whisper but it may as well have been a command because there was no way she could disobey.  When she turned, his face would be right where she wanted it.  

She moved slowly, his hands keeping contact with her flesh.  Her legs were trembling as she stood before him.  He inhaled deeply.  He had to know how aroused she was.  He lifted his head, his eyes black with desire.

“Raise your skirt.  You did the other night.  Right before you dropped it.”

Her heart was going to explode out of her chest.  Sex wasn’t part of this stage, she kept reminding herself but her hands moved upward.  When her skirt was around her waist she stopped, glad she’d worn a sexy pair of panties.  His eyes feasted on her mound as if he could see through the turquoise satin.  His fingers moved upward on her thigh.  He was so close to where she wanted him, so close to where she needed his touch, but this wasn’t the time.  Her breath hitched in her throat as she stepped back, dropping her skirt.

“I didn’t say you could do that.”

That was it.  That was the reason they couldn’t do this now.  There was no contract and a man like him expected obedience that she wouldn’t always give.  “It’s what I did the other night and it’s all you get.”  She started toward her chair but he grabbed her wrist, stopping her.

“Your bra.  I get to see that up close too.”

She thought about refusing him, but the muscle twitching in his cheek told her he was on the edge and she was a little frightened and aroused by what would happen if she pushed him over.  It might cause him to grab her and touch her and she wouldn’t stop him.  Then, he’d be her partner for the next several weeks and she’d obey every order he gave, or he might get mad and leave and she didn’t want that.  

She turned toward him and unbuttoned the first button on her blouse.  His eyes raked in the exposed skin.  She unhooked another and another until she could slip the cloth off her shoulder.  He stared at her matching turquoise bra but it hid more than it exposed, except the top of her breasts.  Those were for him to feast his eyes upon and he did.  She glanced at the bulge in his pants.  It was firm and long and her panties became uncomfortably wet.  

“That’s enough.”  She stepped back, starting to button her shirt.

“Leave it.”  

“We still have a lot to talk about.”

“Please.”  His gaze met hers but even though the word was a request, his eyes demanded she obey.

She shrugged and moved back to her seat.  Having him focus on her breasts might give her an edge in the negotiations.  She sat, clearing her throat and straightening her contracts.  “Do you want to go over the rest of what I won’t agree to, or are you good?”

His lips quirked upward in a half smile.  “Oh, I’m very good but”—he tapped the page without looking at it—“we need to agree on how long this contract will last or the rest doesn’t matter.  My limit is usually a month, but I think you’ll be fun for a little longer.  I’ll agree to just the two of us and to five weeks but not eight.”

Five weeks was better than his usual month, but it wasn’t eight.  That left her going back to her lonely bed three weeks sooner.  “I’ll take that into consideration when I make my choice.”

“This is a negotiation.  You’re not supposed to hold what we agree upon against me.”

“Really?  That’s exactly what this stage is for.  Yes, it’s a negotiation but I’m going to choose the man who is the perfect fit.”

“Come here and I’ll prove that I fit perfectly.”  His eyes gleamed.  

“That’s not what I meant.”  She wanted to do exactly that.  Instead, she shifted on her seat putting pressure on her pussy.  It was a poor substitute for his touch but it was the best she had.  

“Perhaps, but keep it in mind.”  He flipped through the rest of the document.  “The other dismissals are fine, but not this one.”

“Which one?”  She leaned forward to see where he was pointing.  This was going better than she’d expected.  Of course, there hadn’t been much that she’d taken off the table.  Most of the items she’d said she’d be willing to try once.  She could give him this one as a gift.

“I’m not using a condom.”

“Oh,” her mouth dropped open.  She hadn’t even considered that it’d be a problem.  “You have to.”

“I’m clean and so are you.  Ask Ethan.  We’re all tested.”

“Yes, I know, but—”

“You’re on birth control.  So, what’s the problem?”

It was true.  Just one more perk from the La Petite Mort Club.  The women were implanted with a device so pregnancy was highly unlikely.  “They don’t always work.”

“They work.  We’ll be fine.”

“No.  Really.  I did my research.  No birth control is one hundred percent effective.”  She knew that for a fact.

“Neither are condoms.”

“No, but the two together are closer.”  She wasn’t going to budge on this.

“But not one hundred percent.”

“Well, no, but...”

“Do you want me to fuck you through your underwear?”

“What?  No.  Is that even possible?”

“Fuck no, it’s not possible but that’s what a condom feels like.”

“You have to use a condom.”  This was spiraling out of control.  She really wanted this guy but she couldn’t, wouldn’t give on this point.

“I’ll pay if you get pregnant.”  He jotted something on the paper.  “Ethan will add it to our contract.”

“Pay?  For what?  An abortion?  Child support for the next twenty years?”  

“Whatever you want?”

The arrogance of the man made her want to slap him.  “And how much is a father worth to a child?  How about my life that’d be turned upside down by raising your child alone?”

“You’d keep the baby?”  His eyes raked over her face, studying her.  

“Yes.  No.  I don’t know.”  She leaned forward, forgetting about her unbuttoned shirt until his gaze settled on her breasts.  She sat up, buttoning her shirt.
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