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ONE

 

 

POUNCING ONTO HER elbows, Sersha awoke suddenly. 

Bed low to the floor, black satin sheets, stag heads embroidered in the corner of the pillowcases. Stag. Ire McDade’s nightclub. His private bedroom. Their deal. Sex for silence.

Except she was alone. 

“McDade,” she whispered, touching her lips.

What happened? She’d done as told, stripped off and slipped into his bed, then waited and waited… Apparently, he’d never arrived.

Casting the sheet aside, she got up to check the closet. No one. Her hand brushed along the hanging clothes until she snagged a shirt to button it over her bare body.

In the bathroom… Still no one. And no steam or water droplets to suggest recent use. 

Leaving by the second door, she rounded into the long living space. A large segmented semi-circular window at the other end let in daylight. 

Passing between the seating area and stocked bar, she skirted the dining table to peek outside. No one was out there either. The kitchen by the window tempted her closer. Drinks in the fridge, coffee, nothing to eat. Padded stools, better suited for a bar than a kitchen island, suggested they used the space for entertaining rather than as a full-time residence. 

What kind of home would a man like Ire McDade live in?

And where had he gone? Last night she’d assumed he would come to her in bed and hadn’t asked for further instructions. Whatever he expected, he hadn’t been explicit, and there was no way she’d hang around all day waiting and wondering.

Real or not, she took a shower and put her dress back on, pairing it with one of Ire’s suit jackets. For warmth. And to hide the morning-after shame. Not that there had been a night-before. Wasn’t sex what he wanted? Why demand complete sexual submission only to pass up the chance to exploit it?

He didn’t seem like the type to flake on someone. Or the type to sleep next to a sexually accessible woman and keep his hands off. Unless he’d changed his mind about their deal. Shit. What would that mean for their sex tape? Could it already be out there?

Dread became more real in the vacant office. From the internal windows there, she checked out the club below. Empty too. 

Being alone was eerie. Everything looked different bathed in the sun streaming through the glazed roof panels. She hadn’t even known they existed. With the club lights and the night always above, she’d never given the ceiling much thought.

The office wasn’t locked. Good. At least she wasn’t a prisoner. No one stood on the stairs, or even at the bottom of them. Where was security? Off-duty? Had she slept through the apocalypse? 

The club entrance was closed. No big deal, except how did she open such massive doors? They folded back, maybe, hinges in the middle—a smaller section opened in from the outside before she got that far. What the hell? Another thing she’d never noticed. A door within a door. 

Stepping outside, past the guy who’d opened the door, her focus stuck on her McDade protector, Daly, waiting by the Bentley at the curb. 

“Going to work?” he asked, opening the back door.

“Home first,” she said, frowning when he held the takeout coffee cup toward her. “What is that?”

“Venti hazelnut latte, skinny, extra shot.”

She laughed, taking the cup from him to sniff the steam. “How do you know my coffee?”

“Normal day is breaking kneecaps and noses collecting cash,” he said. “Getting a guy to spill on your coffee order is cake.”

Uh… “Okay.”

Ducking into the car, the door closed behind her, and she sipped the coffee. Nothing was as she expected. No sex but protection, a driver, and the perfect coffee. What game was McDade playing?

 

***

 

WORK HAD A WAY of focusing her. After too many hours in The Chronicler basement archives, she needed to get out of the building. If she didn’t breathe fresh air at regular intervals, she got pretty myopic.

Outside, the Bentley was waiting. Just… waiting. Daly got out as she approached.

“I don’t need the car. I’m going to a deli down the block,” she said, looking up and down the street. “Are you allowed to park there all day?”

“Think some beat cop’s gonna challenge us?” Maybe. Maybe not. “Need me to come with you?”

“No,” she said, smiling as she retreated. “You want anything?”

He shook his head, so she turned to lose herself in the bustle of people. They didn’t matter. She was too in her own head. Facts and possibilities whizzed around in her mind.

McDade and Manzani. Maybe it wasn’t wise to squeeze herself in between two families like theirs.

Her boss, Steeple, wanted her to build on the exposé piece she’d written about the Manzani family. Then her friend and source, Strat, tantalized her with a decades old McDade mystery. As an investigative reporter, she couldn’t ignore the intrigue.

A McDade was missing. A McDade woman… and they were rare.

Connel’s cousin. Did he know her? Remember her? She’d been gone a long time. Maybe they’d never met. Maybe she was long dead. And that was the mystery. What happened to Dorsey McDade?

In the deli, she ordered and sat at a table, all the while texting. Her brother. Strat. Steeple. 

“Which one is it?”

The male voice drew her attention up, but the speaker was already sinking into the perpendicular chair.

“Evander,” she said, every muscle tensing.

Evander “Vex” Manzani. Her not-so-secret admirer. Son of Don Silvio Manzani who ran most any part of the city Ire didn’t.

“You get my flowers?” he asked, sliding a hand over hers. “You and your games, baby.”

Why was he smiling? 

Shit, that never led to anything good. “I’m not playing games.” She withdrew from his touch. “How many times do I have to say it, Evander?”

“I love this play,” he said, picking up her hand. “Shit, you love stirring it up. Staying all night at McDade’s club…? Fuck, I thought you’d lost your mind, screwing that bastard. I’d fight that war for my princess, but talk about going nuclear.”

“I’m not your princess,” she said, dragging her hand from his again. “We’ve talked about this. This is not a game.”

“That Irish scum…” he said like she hadn’t spoken at all. “It’s gotta be one of his guys… You want me to take them out one by one ‘til I hit the one you fucked last night? I’ll spill their blood for you. I’ll play this out, right to the end.”

His palm skimmed her arm; disgust prickled beneath it.

“Evander,” she said, pacing a slow breath. “I don’t want any blood spilled. What I was doing last night is none of your business. Are your people still following me?”

There was no other way he could know she’d spent the night at Stag.

“They expected you to come out. Every night you do… until last night. That fuck McDade is beneath you, beneath us, but his people… why the fuck…? Why degrade yourself? Is it blackmail? Have they got something on you? Why fuck with his guys?”

“I’m not. I wouldn’t.”

“McDade left with a blonde and a redhead after two,” he said. Lucky women. “He know you were in his place fucking his guys?”

Keeping her face still, an odd curl of jealousy grew barbs in her belly. “Stop this. It isn’t healthy for either of us.”

“It’s our curse,” he said, his hand reaching the side of her neck. “Wanting each other.”

“You can’t keep doing this,” she said. “Showing up like this. Someone will get hurt.” Thank God Daly hadn’t joined her or there would’ve been carnage. The deli people didn’t deserve that. No one did. “Did you come in the front?”

If Daly saw…

“I know what you want,” he said, dragging his chair closer, prompting her to look away. Why did he have to get so close? Sickness churned in her gut. When his lips touched her shoulder, she recoiled and whipped around, ready to lash out. But she couldn’t. With a guy like Evander, there was a careful line to tread. “You want to keep it secret? Fuck with him behind his back?”

No, she really didn’t, but this guy never heard her. “Evander—”

“This weekend, it’s time to do this,” he said. “Tomorrow night, Platinum Suite.”

“What?”

He stood and bent over to kiss her hair. “Midnight.”

Fading toward the back of the deli, he disappeared through an employee door.

Midnight. Friday. He wasn’t suggesting… Except there, on the table by her coffee, was a key card bearing the Grand Hotel’s logo.

Shit.


 

 

TWO

 

 

BACK IN THE archives that afternoon, putting together the McDade family tree complicated her attempts to rid Ire from her mind. Tough not to think about the guy when reading his name every twenty seconds. 

Should she tell him about her conversation with Evander in the deli? Should she not? Ire assumed she’d chosen Stag for protection. Yes, fine, true. That didn’t mean she’d ever intended for their paths to cross. Yet, somehow, not only had she got the McDades involved in her mess, but she’d ended up holding the detonator between the two factions.

Okay, so the families wouldn’t be breaking bread anytime soon; that wasn’t on her. But there was a tentative peace between the McDades and the Manzanis. Each had their own territories, their own strengths. They stayed away from each other’s business as much as possible. By all outward appearances anyway.

How many news reports had she read that day? Hundreds? Thousands? However many it was, by the time she left The Chronicler building, it was dark out, and she didn’t feel any wiser. 

“Thought you’d ditched us again,” Daly said, opening her car door. “Stag?”

“Home.”

Before she could get in, he pushed the door to block her way. “Boss is expecting you.”

And that was part of the deal. 

“I’m hungry,” she said. “And I’d bet he doesn’t want me showing up without taking a shower and changing my clothes.”

“An hour, max.,” he said, determined, widening the ingress again.

“Did he say something?” she asked. “If he’s giving you shit, just tell him the truth. I’m working. I have to do my job.”

“This started as watching Manzani’s mark.”

One related to the other, how? “I don’t—”

“Watching the boss’s woman is a different gig. A whole different ballgame.”

She smiled, ready to dismiss his concern. “Yeah, but it’s not—” 

Wait. Did Daly know about the deal? He had to know the relationship wasn’t real. Didn’t he? Hmm, best ask Connel and get some clarity on who knew what. 

Daly stayed serious. “I have a job to do too.” 

Even if Daly was aware the relationship was a sham, others weren’t. Did being Ire McDade’s woman put her in a different kind of jeopardy? Avoiding Evander was one thing. Being queen in the hornet’s nest was a new angle that could lead to worse trouble.

No one else should take heat for her choices. “I’ll talk to him.”

“You don’t want to do that,” he said.

“I don’t?”

He shook his head and gestured inside. “Fifty-nine minutes.”

Okay, right, he wanted to get moving. Now she did too. She and Ire needed to have a conversation.

 

***

 

THE EMBROIDERED NARROW straps of her red dress descended into a plunge that revealed her cleavage. It was just lucky she had a thing for buying dresses. Both her work and family lives required her to attend a bunch of functions, giving her plenty of excuses to splurge. 

Haste. Yes, Daly wanted her to be quick. Still, things took as long as they took. More than an hour passed while she cooked, showered, and prettied herself for Stag. Her routine was the same as always… wasn’t it? Okay, so she lingered over hair and makeup, and even did her nails. Either she cared about impressing Ire or was delaying the inevitable. 

Both were probably true.

By the time the car pulled up to Stag, necessity drove her on. She got out with purpose in her step. How often was that purpose played through to the end? Never. Each time, Ire pulled the rug out from under her, and she ended up flat on her back. Literally. Being around him got her dizzy. Getting close… too close… 

It wouldn’t happen again. She’d have a drink, screw her head on straight, and complete her objective.

Guards at the foot of the stairs to the office moved aside, but her trajectory remained the same. Going straight past them, she strode on into the club. Something about the music grounded her. As always, the club delivered. Oblivion. Anonymity. Safe harbor.

Everyone needed to forget their lives sometimes. Forget who they were and everything going on around them. How could her life have become such a hot mess? 

She ordered a drink and sat at the bar, pretending nothing was different. Like she could just sit there, protected by the surrounding shell, the illusion of safety.

“Let me get that for you.”

Fuck. A guy. A random guy. It never failed. 

Her shoulders dropped as she exhaled. “No, thank you.” 

The guy, whoever he was, it didn’t matter, sidled up close. Too close for a woman who wanted to be alone. 

“Back up there, buddy.”

Daly. He must’ve followed her because there he was, right behind her.

“Just talking to the lady.”

“Yeah, you don’t want to do that.” Daly’s arm came down on the bar between her and the guy she hadn’t even looked at. “Back up.”

“Who are you?” the guy asked. “She your girlfriend?”

Daly’s head turned her way to murmur. “You don’t want to do this, Sersha.” The warning came in his words and his serious gaze. “They call him Ire for a reason.”

“Hey, dude…” the guy said.

The bartender came over with her drink. “Daly, there a problem?”

Daly’s eyes stayed on hers. “No problem, Biggs. Right, Sersha? Tell Biggs there’s no problem.”

Drawing in a breath, she picked up her drink. “No. No problem.”

Her leash was short. 

As she slipped off the stool, Daly’s protective arm closed around her waist, guiding her through the tables, toward the exit again. But there was no reprieve. The security guys stepped out of the way to let them ascend the stairs toward the office.

“Playing with him isn’t like playing with other guys,” Daly hissed.

“I wasn’t playing with anyone,” she said. “Can’t a girl just want a drink?”

“There’s a fully stocked bar upstairs,” he said, stopping at the top, holding the door handle. “You want a bartender up there? Just say the word.” Their eyes met again. “But you cannot be around other guys like that. Women don’t leave McDades. And you sure don’t screw around on Ire McDade.”

“Because Ire has a rep to protect?”

“Not for his sake.”

“Mine?”

“Theirs,” he said and edged in closer. “Shit, Sersha, you understand what he’s capable of, right? He shot Dingo for walking in on you two together. What do you think a guy they call ‘Ire’ will do to any man who touches you? Who flirts with you? Who buys you a drink?”

Concern brought her brows closer. “Are you telling me to be afraid of him?”

“I’m telling you to be afraid for them. You want to fuck around with other guys? Their injuries, their deaths, will be on you.”

She blinked in surprise. “Their deaths? You’re exaggerating… aren’t you?”

He snickered in contradiction. Someone pulled the door from his hand, opening it from the other side. 

Niall stood there before them. “Just her. We’re going out,” he said to Daly, who turned to descend again. “Miss McLeod.”

The acknowledgement came with Niall putting a hand on her lower back to push her inside. He closed the door behind her. 

Ire was at the desk, on the phone, fixated on something in the corner. As she went a few steps, the long nook opposite his position opened up. The two blondes were on the chesterfield again. Sans clothes.

“Bring her…” Ire said into the phone, beckoning her with two straight fingers and pointing at the chair at the end of his desk. He smiled as his attention drifted, but it wasn’t for her. “Make you no promises… I’ve heard…” She went to sit, putting the glass and her purse on the desk. “Not sure I do. Your Doherty puts on a show…” His light tone wasn’t typical. Was it the blondes? Them enjoying each other seemed to be his focus. “I was there that night… Think every guy did…”

The blondes were beautiful, no denying it. Long silky hair. Perfect skin. What was it men enjoyed about women enjoying each other? Not that she judged them. Having never been with a woman, she couldn’t say whether it would be satisfying to touch one like the pair on the couch touched each other. 

Over the years, more than a dozen men had groped her. They’d used their hands and fingers to please her. She was used to men’s bodies. The hard angles. The ridge of their arousal. How it felt to be filled by them.

The touch of his lips on her shoulder startled her. Was he finished on the phone? She tried to turn on a smile. With the women present, they couldn’t talk about their situation, their deal, or about Evander.

Ire’s narrow eyes stayed close, his lips a breath from her shoulder. What was it with men kissing her there?

Looking into him, a weight of need settled over her. Tired suddenly, but not in need of sleep, she licked her lips, aching to feel his against her again.

“Did I interrupt?” she asked, reaching for some semblance of sanity.

“My cousin.”

That was a shock. The blondes, over there… 

“They’re your cousins?”

“On the phone,” he said, sweeping her hair from her shoulder as he stood up.

Good, because that would be weird. Creepy… Perverted. They didn’t look Irish either. Scandinavian? Russian? What did she know? Ire’s father had dark hair. He looked just like him; she’d been looking at pictures of McDades all day. The women over there, kissing, touching, they didn’t have the family’s authority. Even in 2D, the McDades presented formidable figures.

Yet, something about the women entranced her. She couldn’t tear her eyes away. Did they enjoy being on show? A hand on a breast slid lower. Sensing it, the second woman parted her thighs, moving into the caress.

“Want to join them?”

She jumped. How could she be unaware of him when he was her reason for being there? 

His question filtered in and she breathed out an awkward laugh. “No. God, no.”

“You’re used to living with rules,” he said, rounding the desk, whiskey in hand, to prop himself on the corner, observing the women too. “Those rules don’t exist here, Sersha. Learn to be a bad girl. Satisfy your curiosity.”

That lilt, the way he said her name, even that didn’t quite land right. Mesmerized by the delicate fingers sliding through soft hair, the allure tempted her.

“I wouldn’t—I mean I’ve never…” Her mouth dried. His glass landed on the desk, then his open hand was in front of her. “What?”

She slipped her hand into his and with one tug, he pulled her to her feet. His other hand drifted up her arm, along her clavicle to her throat. 

“We don’t need a reason to do something in this house,” he said. The back of his finger ascended the front of her neck to ease her chin higher. He ducked to kiss her slow. No tongue, just a long, gentle press of his lips to hers. Her eyes stayed closed when his mouth ebbed. “We need a reason not to do it… No one expects you to be a good girl here. You don’t need to behave. What reason is there to resist what feels good?”


 

 

THREE

 

 

HIS MOUTH GRAZED HERS. One kiss. And another. Taking more each time, he tempted her lips to part, sharing his breath as their tongues met. 

The grate of her zipper descending razed the air.

She pulled away. “I can’t,” she whispered, grabbing for the edges of her dress beneath her arm.

“Because?”

“The first time… I trusted this because it felt so good.”

“No cameras,” he said, his hands curling around her waist, squeezing her so tight she had to straighten her posture to draw in more air. “No recordings. No audio. No video. Just us this time.”

“Conn—”

“That’s it,” he murmured, crouching to kiss her again. “The way you say my name when you’re turned on…” His palms descended as his fingers curled to gather her dress into his fists. “Fuck, baby, that’s pleasure right there.”

Really? “I trusted you before.”

“You can trust me,” he said. “Can I trust you?”

What did that mean? Trust her? She was… He stood on the opposite side of the tracks, wielding power over her and her family. But didn’t she hold that same power? Damn, she hadn’t even thought about it. Being so close to him, to his inner workings… He’d conducted business around her. She could’ve gone to her father about Babcock. Her brother. Connel wasn’t the only one with leverage.

She could bring the McDade house tumbling down.

“The door’s unlocked,” she said, touching his face. “Being caught with you is one thing—”

“Lock it,” he said. He’d let her do that? Lock his guards, his trusted advisors, out of the room? “Pleasure’s the only rule, Ser.”

So many pleasures. So many things she’d imagined doing with him. It was liberating. So freeing that it was almost funny. Usually people didn’t take chains from her, they put them on. Would any of her exes have suggested anything even close to…?

“I’ll embarrass myself.”

“Not in my house,” he said with a single head shake, resting his hands on her shoulders to push the straps down. “Dasha.”

The command brought one blonde immediately to her feet. Wearing nothing but a smile, she came trotting over. 

“Connel,” she said, but he was already going to the door. 

The snick of the key was unexpected. When he turned, their eyes met. Locking them in was a sign of reassurance and respect, which was… odd.

The blonde’s hair tickled her arm before the heat of her soft lips touched the corner of her mouth. Connel was right there. Watching… Even on his approach, she was his focus. 

Fingers linked between hers to guide her. Taking one step and another. Connel crossed behind them, heading for the desk. 

The blonde, Dasha, guided her to the center of the rug as the second woman came to join them. 

“I’m Darla,” the second said, caressing her arm. 

Dasha was forward about taking her arms from the dress, pushing it from her hips with her panties to expose her body. Darla directed her head around to steal her mouth. The kiss was different. Not bad different, just… less forceful, more playful. There was little authority in the way Darla kissed, though nothing tentative about it. Her tongue was faster, yet less intrusive. Smaller, maybe that was—

The warmth of hands on her breasts forced her away from the kiss. Dasha tossed her hair and bent to tickle her nipple with the tip of her tongue. Darla’s mouth touched hers again. 

Sensory overload stalled her processing. Darla was kissing her. Dasha’s mouth was on her breasts, hands guided her hips, then she was down, sitting on cool leather with fingers in her hair, a tongue in her mouth. Another hand on her cheek pulled her head around. Someone’s fingers slid up her thigh, but she clamped them together.

“Slow it down, ladies.” Connel… somewhere in the room. “You’ve gotta learn to share.”

Freed from the kiss, she swallowed hard, fighting to keep up with the panting of her breathing. 

The hand escaped her thighs to tangle its fingers between hers. 

“Can we go upstairs?” one woman asked. 

“When she’s ready,” Connel said. 

Between the women flanking her, caressing her body, she sought him. Perched against the front of the desk, whiskey in hand, there was something arousing about just having his eyes on hers.

Did she say his name differently when turned on? “Conn,” she breathed, testing its depth on her tongue. 

“While you’re mine, this is your kingdom, baby.” And maybe that was it, what he was showing her, that she could be free. Dasha and Darla might be intimate with each other, with him, but she hadn’t seen any suggestion of a committed relationship. Did they know her association with Connel wasn’t real? “Act like it.”

Act like it… If she was his woman… If this was her safe place… A place she could do and say and be anything she wanted.

Tearing her eyes from him, she looked from one blonde to the other. They really were beautiful and must know what Connel liked. Maybe it wasn’t about just pleasing him. There was power in it. A power that quaked inside her when she kissed Dasha. 

It was real. That moment. It didn’t mean anything, no more than the sweet need to experience something new. No one judged her. She was only doing what they’d done probably a hundred times before. 

She could let them lead, be a passive player, or she could seize the moment. 

Hadn’t she come into Stag wishing for oblivion? Maybe that’s exactly what the opportunity afforded her.

One arm wound around Darla. She stroked her back, felt the warmth of her hair in her fingers as her hand went higher. Switching her kiss to Darla, she pulled herself closer while caressing Dasha, squeezing her breast, enjoying the firm, soft flesh yielding to her grasp. 

Dasha kissed her neck, the wet delight tingled on the surface of her sensitive skin. As her mouth got closer, Darla turned her head, kissing Dasha then her. In that moment, between them, the heat of excitement burned bright. The texture of their breasts on hers, their hair stimulating every part it touched. She’d never known hair was so arousing.

When she saw him again, her chest moving deep and slow, she could only think him being closer would enhance so much about the moment.

“Upstairs.”

That bassy command ignited a surge of energy. Dasha and Darla leaped up, their hands linked in hers to guide her across the room fast. Trusting them to keep her going the right way, she twisted to look back for Connel. 

He tossed the whiskey back in his throat and stalked after them. They weren’t going up there alone. Maybe she’d get her wish. 

Except as they ascended the stairs and flipped around to scurry toward the bedroom, trepidation cooled some of her need. She’d trusted him in that room before and it had come back to bite her.

Dasha and Darla were laughing as they climbed onto the bed, kissing before they’d even got as far as the pillows. Wrapped in each other, the women looked different in the dim light. Spread out there, on the black sheets, their delicate skin almost glowed. 

His rough fingers skimmed onto her waist as he closed in behind her. Holding her in a half embrace, his caress continued to her breast.

“Trust me,” he murmured above her ear.

Which was probably exactly what someone she shouldn’t trust would say. “Will you join us?” she asked, her eyes closing as his touch got more demanding. 

“I’ll do what feels good,” he said, still fondling her breast when he grabbed her hips to yank them back against his solid arousal. “Just like you.”

“Come play,” Dasha said, crawling away from Darla to snatch her hand and pull her down onto the bed. 

What was she doing? Kissing one woman, the other, pushing the first down to test more with her mouth. The smoothness of her jaw under her lips tempted her mouth lower. She kissed the swell of Dasha’s breast and her nipple, enjoying how it reacted to the swirl of her tongue. Then she was on her back, Darla’s body on top of hers, their breasts together, legs intermingled. 

Kissing there, on her back in the bed, was easier than downstairs. Relaxing, hands could move, legs could open. This time when a feminine hand trailed across her hip, she pushed up into it. Fingernails grazed the seam of her leg. Not too long, but a new sensation. The push on her clit made her gasp; the circular stimulation sped and slowed. She hadn’t even opened her eyes when the slick slide of a tongue on her pussy startled her. 

Her eyes opened. Connel stood at the end of the bed. Naked. Cock in hand. Fuck. While her pussy was being spoiled by two women, he was enjoying the view in the most intimate, exposing way.

“Connel…” she breathed, undulating against the pleasure being gifted to her.

His gaze locked on hers and he shook his head. It wasn’t enough. Petulant in her annoyance, she wanted to toss aside the women and beg him to fill her up. She needed it. More than them, she needed him.

It was selfish. She was being selfish. Everyone was in the moment, enjoying what felt good, and her focus was on what she was being denied.

Determined not to ruin what everyone else reveled in, she sat up. Pushing the women from their feast, she gripped Dasha’s hair, pulling her mouth up to share the taste the blonde had been enjoying. Her. That sweet nectar belonged to her, and Darla wanted in on the action, taking one kiss and another. 

Easing Dasha onto her back, she took the kiss and guided the two women’s mouths together as she took advantage of the chance to know the taste of another woman. Kissing Dasha’s body as her own had been kissed, she rubbed her cheek against the woman’s breast and kept going south, trailing a hand down Darla’s body as Dasha’s legs parted. 

The open invitation lured her curious mouth. She kissed, licked, rolled her tongue around Dasha’s clit and the beauty’s moan encouraged her. It was power. Going down on a guy was empowering too, but there was something so much more vulnerable about a woman in the throes of passion. Something much more giving too. With guys she was giving, and they were all about the taking, which was fine. That’s how she thought it went. But Dasha was giving even in the way she moved her hips, in the whispers of gratitude that escaped her lips.

Darla joined her, kissing the center of their third, touching their tongues even as she teased Dasha’s opening. Her curiosity was alive, captivated, lost in the moment of exploration. It was only the certainty of that hand on her hip that reminded her of the pleasure she craved. 

When his blunt head probed her folds, her head rose just a fraction. It was impossible not to push back into that offering. She wanted it. More than her other lovers, more than her intrigue. He kept hold of her hip in one hand, his cock just there, resting against its goal. He couldn’t be so cruel, could he? Couldn’t tease her with proximity and withhold the drug she needed? 

Dasha’s pants and squeals grew louder, but her own head just rested there on the woman’s thigh as Darla did the real work. 

Grabbing her other hip, he surged forward. A spear of climax and agony shot through her. 

She rose onto her knees, grasping for his hand on her hip. 

“Conn,” she gasped, pleading with him as her back hit his body. 

She tried to twist, to seek his mouth, but it was Dasha’s that found hers. The women kissed her, each other, but it was the man driving in and out of her that got her body glowing, her heart racing. 

It was his hands she wanted on her breasts, not Darla’s mouth. Dasha was going lower, her tongue slid against her clit. But it didn’t last. Connel propelled into her, using the strength in his grip to move her hips fast. His other arm came around her, pulling her back to him, pushing Dasha’s head away from her body.

She couldn’t even think as she dropped to catch her weight on her straight arms. Dasha and Darla were down there, sort of beneath her, entertaining each other as the mass of orgasm built, stealing her breath, her sense, her wits. All she wanted was that. Him inside her, hammering hard, racing toward his own end.

“Connel!” she screamed when climax hit hard. 

She sucked in a breath and braced; still static, immobile as the world kept spinning. He slid out of her, and she dropped onto the bed, slowing her breathing. In the middle of the bed, the blondes remained wrapped in each other. Neither noticed Connel enter the bathroom. She did. 

Was he finished or was a blonde next? She didn’t want to watch that. Stupid as that was. He’d just watched the three women together and encouraged her to be free. Still, how would she feel witnessing him pleasuring another woman?


 

 

FOUR

 

 

HER BODY MOVED as she opened her eyes and there were his, just a few inches away.

“Connel,” she said, her voice hoarse. What a night… What did she remember? Oh, it took effort to rouse herself to check the bed. “Just us?”

“Extras don’t stay the night,” he said.

The sheet was over her breasts, but his torso was bare. Shit. Ripped wasn’t a strong enough word. Every ridge and groove threatened to torment her tastebuds.

“I’m not an extra?”

“Not as far as the world’s concerned.”

The world? Shit. Light shone from the living room into the doorless room.

She sat up, holding the sheet to her chest. “The world,” she gasped the words. “Oh my fucking God, the world.”

Forgetting modesty, she scrambled for the end of the bed.

“I can get ‘em back with a call, baby,” he said. “Relax.”

She looked left to right, searching the floor and coming up short. Her clothes… damnit, they’d be downstairs.

Suddenly, he grabbed her wrist to yank her down to the bed, on her back, him on her.

“Conn—”

He kissed her. Not gentle or slow, he was already massaging her breast, opening her legs with his.

She pushed at him. “Don’t,” she said, but he kissed her chin, her throat, that sensitive spot just above her collarbone. “I have to get out of here.”

“Fuck your boss,” he said, stroking his lips left to right on her breast. “My guys will go over there. Talk to him.”

“Steeple doesn’t care,” she said, trying to ignore the coil of enticement his mouth left in its wake. “Your guys are still here, right? Some of them must stay somewhere on the premises. The whole basement thing…” Thank God he was busy with her navel. “Which one of them could be fucking me?”

That didn’t come out right, not that she realized until his dark eyes appeared above hers.

“I’ll tolerate other women on my terms,” he said, glaring. “Any guy touches you, I’ll gut him myself…” The depth of his certainty clung to her, but damn if her hips didn’t tilt to push her pussy against him. His brow twitched. “You bloodthirsty, baby? Fuck, you’re with the right guy.”

No, but it gave her an answer about that night. Her heart sped up, thumping hard between them. She had to close her eyes, to stop looking into his, to break the connection.
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