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            WILD FOR HIM

          

          THE WILD SERIES, BOOK ONE

        

      

    

    
      Everyone’s crashed a sex club to catch their boyfriend cheating, right?

      

      Maeve

      

      All I want is to prove my soon-to-be-ex is a liar and a cheat.

      Until I meet Gabriel.

      One touch, one firmly worded command, and the only thing at the club I’m interested in is him.

      Our connection is instant, our chemistry undeniable. Gabe awakens a part of me I never knew existed.

      Never expecting to see Gabriel again, I walk away from that unforgettable night, afraid of what it means.

      Only to start my new job and have to face him over an operating table.

      

      Gabriel

      I’ve spent the last month searching the Sapphire club for the woman who changed my life in one hot and perfect night.

      I never expected to find her working at the clinic as our new vet tech.

      Despite our attraction, I’ve seen how disastrous it can be when coworkers date.  I need to focus on my career and forget about Maeve and our explosive chemistry.

      But as time goes on, ignoring my growing love for Maeve is easier said than done.  As is admitting the real truth about why I can’t be with her.

      

      Author’s Note: This is the first in a series of stand-alone, short and dirty (So.Very.Dirty.) novellas. If you’re looking for quick, one-handed (ahem) reads with insta-love and over-the-top alpha heroes, then the trope-alicious Wild Series is for you!
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        For more information on the Wild Series, go HERE.
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        Gabriel

      

      

      The woman’s soft cries and pleas made me only more determined to tease and torment.  I licked a slow path up her inner thigh, ignoring her babbling for more, and nipped at the soft skin when she arched.

      Her gasp was drowned out by the low voice of the man holding her wrists above her head.  He murmured a few words, too faint for me to hear from my position between her legs, but the woman nodded before her body relaxed a fraction.

      The man smiled his approval and leaned down to suck lightly on one of her nipples.  I continued my exploration of her inner thighs, even though I was dying to bury my mouth in her wet pussy again.  When she was moaning and writhing and begging in a trembling voice, my best friend lifted his head, releasing her nipple with a soft pop and said, “Give her what she wants, Gabe.”

      I grinned at Finn.  “Are you sure?  I think Hattie can take a little more torment.”

      “The sooner you make her come, the quicker we can fuck her,” Finn said.

      I immediately buried my face in Hattie’s pussy, licking and sucking at her clit as I rubbed my aching, leaking dick against the bed.  Hattie shrieked, and I clamped my hands on her thighs, opening her wide and holding her down as she came all over my face.  I licked her clean before sitting up and wiping my beard with the sheet.

      Hattie shuddered and moaned, and Finn stroked her body lightly.  He spoke into her ear, and she nodded before sitting up.  I smoothed her hair back from her face, and she pressed a kiss against my mouth.  “Thank you, Gabe.”

      “You’re welcome, Hattie.”  I smiled at her.  “Are you enjoying your birthday so far?”

      “Best birthday of my life,” she said emphatically, her chest still heaving for air.

      Finn handed me a condom and some lube before lying on his back on the bed.  “Straddle me, Hattie.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      She moved quickly to obey Finn and aching need surged through my cock.  What I wouldn’t give to have a woman in my bed, eager to obey my every command.

      You do have that.  Any time you go to the club.

      I did, but this was different.  Hattie was Finn’s submissive, not just because it fulfilled a need for her but because she loved him.  Finn had found his soulmate, and as happy as I was for him, I was also… jealous.

      “Gabe?”

      I realized I was still sitting on the bed, the condom in one hand, and no doubt a weird look on my face.  Hattie had straddled Finn, her hand wrapped around his thick cock as she stroked him slowly, but there was sudden worry on her face.

      “Have you changed your mind?” she asked with a quick look at Finn.  “It’s okay if you have.”

      “I haven’t,” I said, ripping open the condom and rolling it on.  “I want this very much, Hattie.”

      I wasn’t lying to her.  It had been a few years since Finn and I had shared a woman, and, truthfully, I hadn’t expected Finn to ever share Hattie with me, not when he was so possessive over and in love with her.

      But when Finn confessed that for her birthday, Hattie wanted to try taking two men, and she wanted the other man to be me, I didn’t hesitate to say yes.  Hattie was a beautiful woman and while I might not have the same depth of feeling for her that Finn did, I wouldn’t turn down the chance to fuck her tight ass.

      “Hattie,” Finn said.  It was all he said, but Hattie immediately guided his cock to her pussy.  I watched as she took his thick length into her body, her teeth pulling at her bottom lip, a soft gasp escaping from her mouth as she stretched around him.

      “Good girl,” Finn said.

      I knelt between Finn’s legs, running my hand over Hattie’s ass.  It was bright red and hot to the touch, thanks to a very thorough spanking from Finn earlier.  I itched to spank it myself, but I wasn’t Hattie’s Dom.  While it probably wouldn’t bother Finn if I let loose with my own Dom tendencies on Hattie, I couldn’t do it.  Not when it was so evident that Hattie wanted Finn and only Finn to be her Dom.

      I moved closer, sliding my dick into the crack of Hattie’s ass.  She moaned and ground against me, arching her back when I reached around her and cupped her breasts.  I played with her nipples as Finn watched with a hot and glittering gaze.

      “Please,” Hattie moaned.  “I need it, Gabe.”

      I gave her nipples a final pinch before sitting back and coating my cock liberally with the lube.

      “Bend over me, Hattie,” Finn said.

      She did what he asked, bracing her hands on either side of his head and moaning happily when he kissed her.

      I parted Hattie’s ass cheeks, my cock hardening even more when I saw her perfect puckered hole.  I coated it with lube, ignoring her body’s jerk and her gasp against Finn’s mouth.

      “Cold,” she muttered.

      I poured lube onto my fingers and eased them into Hattie’s ass, stretching her lightly as she rocked back against my hand.

      “Christ, baby, you have got to stop squeezing my dick like that, or this will be over before it starts,” Finn bit out.

      “Feels so good,” she panted.  “Please, Finn.”

      “Gabe, fuck her, for Christ’s sake,” Finn snapped.

      I grinned and tossed the bottle of lube onto the bed before notching my cock at the entrance to Hattie’s ass.  I pushed experimentally, stopping when Hattie’s body stiffened.

      I rubbed her hot ass gently as Finn cupped her jaw and kissed her.  “Relax, baby.”

      She nodded and took a deep breath before glancing over her shoulder at me.  I smiled reassuringly at her, and she nodded again before studying Finn intently.  Finn held her gaze, murmuring soft words that I couldn’t hear as I pushed steadily forward, the head of my cock slipping into her ass.

      “Push back against me, Hattie,” I said.

      She didn’t move, and unable to help myself, I gave her ass a sharp slap.  “Do as I say.”

      She cried out and I groaned when her ass tightened around me.  Her breath sharp pants, she pushed back, her body opening around my thick cock little by little.

      “Finn, it’s too much,” she moaned.

      “It isn’t,” Finn said.  He reached between them and circled her clit.  “Look at me, baby.”

      She stared at him, her body already relaxing as he rubbed her clit.  “Be my good girl and take us both, Hattie.”

      “Yes, Finn,” she moaned.

      Gasping and moaning, Hattie pushed back against me, making a sharp cry when I breached her fully and my pelvis rested against her ass.

      “Oh God, oh God, oh God,” she muttered, her head down and her hair hanging in her face.  I held still, even though every nerve in my body begged me to move, to plunge, to rut, to fuck.

      “Shh, baby, you’re good,” Finn said, tucking Hattie’s hair behind her ears.

      “So full,” she moaned.

      “I know,” he said, “but you’re being so good to take us both.”

      She gasped when Finn cupped her tits, his fingers tugging lightly at her nipples.  He shifted slightly under her, made a short experimental thrust of his hips, and my moan matched Hattie’s in intensity.

      “Fuck,” I groaned.  Hattie was so fucking hot and tight and Finn’s thick cock buried in her pussy, only made Hattie’s ass snugger.

      “Gabe,” Finn’s voice had finally lost some of that iron control, “fuck her.”

      I gripped Hattie’s hips, holding her steady as I thrust in and out.  Below her, Finn’s hips were beginning to move and, despite how long it’d been since we’d fucked a woman together, we fell into a smooth rhythm almost immediately.

      Hattie cried out, her soft body pressed between us as she clung to Finn’s shoulders.  Her mouth dropped open, and she heaved in a big breath of air before, with a loud cry, she climaxed.

      “Fuck!”  I snapped, my control eroding at the unexpected tightening of Hattie’s body.  I thrust wildly, making Hattie’s body bounce and Finn groan beneath her.

      “Gabe,” he snarled.  “Control!”

      Sweat sliding down my back, I made myself slow down, but couldn’t completely stop, not when Hattie’s body felt so good around my cock.

      “Oh God,” Hattie moaned, her body shuddering between us.  “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to come without permission.”

      Finn chuckled, his hand cupping Hattie’s face.  “It’s fine, baby.  That rule doesn’t apply on your birthday.  You come whenever you want.”

      “Don’t want it this quick,” she panted.  “I want to make it last.”

      Finn laughed again.  “We’ll fuck you for as long as you need.  Right, Gabe?”

      I nodded, even though I could have easily come as soon as Hattie did.

      “Yes,” I gritted out.  “Whatever you need, Hattie.”

      I held her hips, my gaze meeting Finn’s over Hattie’s shoulder as with slow and measured moves, we began to fuck her together again.
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        Gabriel

      

      

      I drank a swallow of beer, staring up at the night sky as I shifted in the deck chair.  At my house in Havenport, there was too much light pollution to see the stars, but here in Finn’s backyard, on a quiet street in Willowdale, the stars shone bright.

      I had left Finn to do Hattie’s aftercare, knowing instinctively that the couple needed some alone time. I should have gone home, but instead, I helped myself to a beer and went to the backyard.

      I didn’t want to be alone.  I was tired of being alone.

      The patio door slid open, and, holding a beer, Finn joined me, sinking into the chair next to mine.  He took a few big swallows before staring silently at the star studded sky.

      “Is Hattie okay?”  I asked.

      “She is,” Finn said.  “She fell asleep.  Thank you for doing this for us, Gabe.”

      “You’re welcome.”  I held my beer out, and we clinked bottles before drinking.

      “Are you okay?”  I asked.

      “Why wouldn’t I be?  We’ve shared women in the past.”

      “Sure, but never a woman you were in love with,” I said.

      Finn contemplated my question as he stared at the sky again.  “Hattie has wanted this for a while now, and I want to make her happy.  Sharing her with my best friend, knowing it’s what she wants, makes me feel good.”

      I didn’t reply, and Finn glanced at me.  “Not that I’m planning on making this a regular thing, but I do appreciate you helping me make Hattie’s birthday one to remember.”

      I grinned at him.  “It wasn’t exactly a hardship, Finn.  You’re a lucky guy to have Hattie in your life.”

      “I am,” he said.  “I’m asking her to marry me tonight.”

      “Good,” I said.  “I’m happy for you, buddy.”

      “Thank you.”

      We sat in silence for a few minutes longer before Finn said, “Tell me what’s wrong.”

      “Nothing,” I said.

      He gave me his Finn look, the one that said, why the fuck do you even try to lie to me, and I folded immediately.  “I want what you have.  A woman I love in my bed every night.”

      “Okay,” Finn said.  “So, we find that for you.”

      My laugh was bitter.  “I’m forty-five years old, Finn.  I had my chance at love, and I blew it, remember?”

      “You didn’t blow it,” he said.  “You were young, and your career was important to you, just like Delilah’s career was important to her.”

      I stared moodily at my beer bottle.  “I should have made a better effort.”

      “Maybe,” Finn said, “but so should she have.  You drifted apart, and your marriage ended because you both prioritized your careers over each other.”

      I winced, but honestly, I’d been best friends with Finn since high school, and I was used to his bluntness.  Besides, he was absolutely right.  Delilah and I had married young, and I’d spent too many hours at the vet clinic while she spent too many at the law firm, and before we knew it, we were strangers.

      “Is there anyone at the club who could be something more?”  Finn asked.

      I shook my head.  “No.”

      “How about at work?”

      “I don’t date people I work with,” I said.  “Don’t you remember what happened with Grant and the vet tech?  It turned really ugly when they broke up, and the entire clinic suffered because of it.”

      “Then I guess it’s dating apps,” Finn said.

      I shuddered, and Finn laughed.  “They’re not that bad.”

      “How the fuck would you know?” I asked.

      He laughed again.  “You have to try something, and it’s what all the kids are doing now.”

      I scrubbed my hands through my hair.  “Christ, I am too fucking old for this.  Especially since I just secured the financing to open my own clinic.”

      Finn blinked at me.  “You got the financing for the clinic?”

      “I did,” I said.

      “Holy shit,” he said.  “Congratulations, buddy.  Why didn’t you tell me before?”

      “I just found out this afternoon,” I said.

      Finn leaned back in his chair, giving me a proud look.  “The Weller Veterinary Clinic has a nice ring to it.”

      I laughed.  “I haven’t even found a building yet, so maybe we’ll hold off on naming it.  Besides, I’m not sure I want to have my last name on it.  Maybe I’ll do something cutesy with the name like ‘Heartfelt Paws’ or ‘Tail Waggers’.”

      Finn rolled his eyes.  “I am not bringing my dog to a clinic called Heartfelt Paws.”

      “You don’t have a dog,” I said.

      “Hattie wants to get one,” he said.

      “You hate the hair everywhere,” I said.  “Before Zeke died, you used to bitch all the time about his fur getting on your clothes whenever you were at my house.”

      Finn shrugged.  “Hattie said she’d get a non-shedding dog.  She’s been checking out a few rescues.  She might text you to get your opinion on a couple of them.”

      “Sure,” I said.  “Do you think I’m too old to open my own clinic?”

      “No,” Finn said.  “You hate working for someone else and always have.  I don’t know why it’s taken you this long to do it.”

      I shrugged.  “A bit of PTSD from my career ruining my marriage.”

      “Fair,” Finn said.  “But again, it wasn’t just you who didn’t work hard enough at the relationship.  Don’t forget that.”

      “How can I when you keep reminding me for the last fucking decade,” I said.

      He laughed.  “And I’ll keep reminding you, asshole, until you believe me.”

      We drank some more beer as the crickets sang to each other, and somewhere beyond the fence, a small creature rustled in the grass.

      “What do you want more?”  Finn finally asked.  “Love or your own clinic?”

      “Both,” I said, then laughed.  “Greedy bastard, huh?”

      Finn shook his head, his gaze solemn.  “No, I think you deserve every happiness, Gabe.”

      My throat got tight, and I swallowed hard.  “Thanks, man.”

      A little overwhelmed by my emotions, I changed the subject.  “I’ll be at the club this weekend.  Will you and Hattie be there?”

      “No.  I’m taking her on a weekend getaway for her birthday.”  Finn eyed me over his beer.  “If you’re looking for love, you won’t find it at the club, Gabe.”

      “I know,” I said.

      Finn was right, but I didn’t want to spend the weekend alone, and the idea of signing up for a dating app made me queasy.  I drank the last of my beer and stared into the darkness.  I’d had my chance at love and blown it.  It was time to accept that I was meant to be alone.
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      I took a sip of my drink, stared at the red lip imprint on the glass, and automatically ran my tongue over my front teeth.  I rarely wore lipstick and never this bright fuck me red, so the concern that lipstick was smeared all over my teeth was a valid one.

      My leg jiggled so wildly, I would fall off the bar stool if I weren’t careful.  I took a deep breath and looked around.

      Wrong move, Maeve.

      My cheeks on fire, I returned my gaze to my glass, hating how easily shocked I was.  How embarrassed I was to be in a place like this.

      Take three deep breaths.

      I did what my inner voice suggested, but it only calmed my racing heartbeat enough that I might not pass out and fall off the stool in a puddle of red lipstick, embarrassment, and a too tight little black dress.

      I pulled self-consciously at the material, hating how it clung to the round belly I could never lose, despite how active I was.

      A woman slid onto the stool beside me, and I was instantly about a thousand times more self-conscious about how I looked.  Unlike me, who looked exactly what I was - a forty something woman in cheap heels and too much makeup, she was young and thin and… gorgeous.

      Ethereal maybe.  A literal blonde angel in white who looked sweet and innocent, but how could she be in a place like this?

      This place was the Sapphire.  A night club that, on the upper level, was like every other night club in Newport.  A place where the music was too loud, the drinks too expensive, and the patrons were looking for a good time.

      But beneath Sapphire’s main floor… now that was where you went for a really good time.

      If you were into spanking and submission and orgies with men and women with hard eyes and even harder hands.

      Which I wasn’t.  At all.

      Yet, here I was, sweating through my dress, drinking a glass of wine that was more expensive than I could afford, and wishing I were anywhere but here.

      So go home, Maeve.

      Go home to what?  An empty house and a soon to be ex boyfriend who would rather fuck his lover in a place like this, then build a life with me?

      Fuck that bullshit.

      Brent wasn’t just a cheating piece of shit, he was a lying cheating piece of shit, and before I ended the relationship for good, I was determined to prove to him that I knew he was cheating on me.

      Why?  Just pack your shit and go.  He’s not worth it.

      No, he probably wasn’t, but I had put my all into the relationship, and he owed me the truth, goddammit.

      The blonde angel beside me smiled at me before looking me up and down.  My face flushed even more when a look crossed her face, one I recognized well.

      How did she even get in here?  The blonde’s face practically screamed the question.

      I straightened my shoulders, pretending that I at least felt confident enough to belong here.  I had, after all, gotten the invite, right?

      Sure, but it took you eleven attempts.

      I refused to let the shame take a deeper hold.  So what if I’d had to spend eleven Saturday nights in the upper level of Sapphire’s, dressing increasingly more provocatively each time in a desperate attempt to catch the eye of the employees who prowled the club’s top floor specifically looking for club goers who would be into what was going on right below our stomping, dancing feet.

      I’d almost given up.  Almost convinced myself I was too old, too out of shape to garner an invitation to a secret sex club.  And hell, maybe I was, I certainly hadn’t seen any other women my age, and I’d been here for nearly two hours already.

      Maybe the woman who had discreetly tapped me on the shoulder before inviting me to a quiet room to meet a woman named Sylvia had only done so because she felt sorry for me.

      I cringed at the thought but pushed it out of my head.  It didn’t matter how I got here, only that I was here, and my chance to catch Brent cheating on me had finally come.

      If I could find his cheating ass, which was proving to be much more difficult than I had expected.  The club below was much larger than the club above, and I’d spent the first hour walking the maze of hallways and rooms, searching for Brent’s cheating lying ass and coming up empty.

      Finally, my feet killing me, I had returned to the main room and taken a seat at the bar, ordering some wine while I people watched.

      Barely people watched.  You can hardly look up from your drink without blushing.  You can’t find Brent if you don’t actually look for him.

      Okay, so my inner voice had a point, but the club had only gotten busier in the last couple of hours, and the sheer volume of people wearing very little clothing had started to overwhelm me.  I was wearing the smallest piece of clothing I owned, and I was still way overdressed.  I was definitely the only woman wearing a bra in the whole damn place.

      Most of the women in the club either wore sheer dresses with nothing underneath like the woman beside me, or just enough clothing to cover their tits and crotch.

      Or sometimes not even that.

      Lord, wasn’t that the truth.  I had seen at least four naked women and two naked men wandering the club, and I could only just keep my mouth from dropping open.

      Thank God.  Dropping my mouth open in a place like this would probably lead to a dick in it.

      The angel beside me touched the ornate collar that graced her slender neck, then leaned closer.  “Are you new?”

      I nodded, and she gave me a friendly smile.  “I thought so.  I can always tell who the newbies are.  You look like you might pee your pants.”

      I tried to smile, but I'm pretty sure it came out as a grimace.  The blonde patted my still vibrating leg.  “I know it can be overwhelming, especially if you’re new to the world of submission, but trust me, you’ll be in good hands here.  There isn’t a Dom in this place who can’t make a woman come until she forgets her own name.”

      I held in my snort of derision, but just barely.  Coming until I forgot my name was not something I ever did.  I didn’t care how good the guy was with his fingers or mouth.

      As someone who struggled to come at the best of times, a small, perfectly nice, perfectly polite orgasm was more than enough to make me happy.

      But I couldn’t exactly say that to the woman sitting beside me who looked like she could climax just from a soft wind, now could I?  A woman like her, in charge of her own pleasure, and who knew what she wanted… yeah, I was a little envious.  But could you blame me?  She was, what, all of twenty-five years old and more confident in her sexuality than I was at forty-two.

      You’re making a lot of assumptions about a woman you don’t even know.

      Okay, maybe I was, but I doubted I was wrong.  Not with how confidently the woman talked and moved and acted right here in an honest-to-god sex club.

      “What’s your name?”  the woman asked.

      “Maeve,” I said.

      “Cute,” she said.  “I’m Eliana.  It’s nice to meet you.”

      “You as well,” I said.

      Eliana waved at someone across the large room before returning her attention to me.  Her gaze wandered over my dress, landing on my cheap shoes, before she smiled again.  “So, are you into men or women?”

      “Oh, uh, men,” I said as I took another quick peek around the large room.  Where the fuck was Brent?  Was he spanking a woman in some dark back room?  Getting his dick sucked by a woman in handcuffs?  A woman who wouldn’t talk back to him.  A woman who would be his perfect little sex doll in bed.

      “Cool.  I’m pansexual, which comes in handy at a place like this,” Eliana said with a careless flick of her blonde hair.  “Just allows me to experience so much more, you know?”

      “Right,” I said.  “Uh… good for you.”

      “Very good for me,” she said with a pretty laugh.  “What’s your kink?”

      I stared at her, and she raised an eyebrow at me.  “Your kink?  Impact play?  Shibari?  Pet play?  Humiliation?”

      “Oh, um… impact play,” I said quickly.  I was definitely not into humiliation or pet play, and I had no idea what Shibari meant.

      “Okay,” she leaned forward conspiratorially, “so let me give you some advice since you’re new.  Stay away from Rupert.  He’s one of the impact play Doms, but he’s also big into humiliation.  So, unless you want to kiss his feet or be called his dirty whore, he’s not the Dom for you.”

      I stared wide-eyed at her.  “I… there are women who like that sort of thing?”

      “Oh yeah,” she said.  “I’ve been called a whore on occasion, and in the right scenario with the right person, it can be super hot.”

      “Oh,” I said.

      She smiled at me.  It was a bit condescending, but apparently I was desperate for a friend in this place, because it didn’t bother me all that much.

      “Have you ever explored your kink just with, like, a boyfriend or something?”  Eliana asked.

      “No,” I said.

      She tapped one long purple nail against the bar thoughtfully.  “Wow.  You really are a newbie.  Okay, so that leaves two Doms who are good with the newbies.  Alex and Gabriel.  Alex might be best because he -”

      “Actually,” I said, “I’m looking for a Dom named, uh, Brent.  Do you know if he’s here tonight?”

      Eliana’s brow creased.  “Brent?  I don’t know a Dom named Brent.”

      “Are you sure?”  I pressed.  “He’s about 5’8”, thinning blond hair, and, um, a bit of a belly.”

      She thought carefully before shaking her head.  “Nope.  Doesn’t sound familiar.  Are you sure he’s a Dom at this club?”

      “Yes,” I said.

      “Well, I come here all the time, and I haven’t heard of him,” Eliana said.

      Before I could reply, a tattooed bald man wearing leather pants, leather cuffs, and nothing else, joined us.  I swallowed nervously as he looked me up and down before his gaze turned to Eliana.

      “Good evening, Eliana.”

      Her cheeks pink, Eliana cast her eyes downward.  The confident woman from only a moment ago was gone.  In her place was a quiet, almost demure woman who didn’t lift her gaze higher than the man’s knees.

      “Hello, sir.”

      He traced the collar around her neck.  “This is new.  Which Dom does this belong to?”

      “No one, sir.  I saw it online and thought it was pretty, so I bought it.”

      He trailed one finger down her arm.  “It’s very pretty.  But I think my collar would look better on you this evening, don’t you?”

      He held out his hand, and her body vibrating, Eliana slid off the stool and took his hand, her gaze still on her feet.  “Yes, sir.  I would like that very much.”

      “Good,” he said.  His gaze turned to me, his hazel eyes studying my mouth and then my tits before he reached out and touched a strand of my curly dark hair.  “My name is Blaine.  Would you like to join us as well?”

      “Oh, uh, no, thank you,” I said.

      Eliana poked me lightly, and I cleared my throat.  “I mean, no thank you, sir.”

      He studied me a moment longer before, one hand still gripping Eliana’s, he turned, and they walked away.

      I slumped against the bar, my pulse thumping and thudding, my skin too hot, and feeling uneasy and on edge.  Why was I here?  Did it even matter if I confronted Brent?  It’s not like I would forgive him or try to pick up the pieces of our shattered relationship.  Why was it so important that I catch him in just one of the many lies he’d told over the last few years?  I needed to get the fuck out of here, go home, pack my shit, and forget that I’d ever known the asshole formerly known as Brent.

      I slugged back the rest of my wine, but before I could slide off the stool, a deep voice beside me said, “May I join you, pretty girl?”

      I couldn’t hold back my snort this time.  “Girl?  You obviously have me mistaken for someone…”

      My breath caught in my throat, my voice dying out, as I caught my first look at the man the deep voice belonged to.  He was my age, or close to it, with dark brown hair gone silver at the temples.  Coffee coloured eyes stared at me from beneath thick but well groomed brows, and full lips were surrounded by a short dark beard threaded with more silver.

      He wore jeans and a tight navy blue Henley that clung to his broad chest and thick biceps.  He was tall, at least 6’2”, and he was the most goddamn beautiful man I’d ever seen.

      “May I join you?” he repeated, one brow raised.

      My throat suddenly as dry as lizard skin, I nodded mutely, and he sat on the stool beside me, his hard thigh brushing against mine.

      My entire body shuddered in reaction to his heat, his scent, his sheer presence.

      What the fuck was happening to me?
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