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Chapter 1

	Rexie

	 

	SinSations. Arguably the hottest strip club in Chicago, with clientele ranging from movie stars to mob bosses. Anyone who’s anyone would kill to be seen here, to rub elbows with the rich and fabulous. The waitlist to get in is ten miles long, and I’ve heard of bitches getting cut for even trying to skip ahead in line.

	So how did I, a thirty-something nobody, get in on a bustling Saturday night?

	I swiped right, that’s how. His profile picture was hot, and so what if the whole bio about being a self-made zillionaire was bullshit? It was probably my one and only chance at hobnobbing with the In crowd.

	This was not how I pictured things, though. In my mind, my silk brocade cheongsam dress was the hit of the evening, with models and actresses gasping and asking me where I got such a gorgeous outfit. In my mind, heads turned when I walked in on the arm of my rich boytoy. In my mind, things would be magical.

	Trevor belched and waved over a harried waitress, demanding another round of drinks. I’d barely touched my first martini, but he’d already chugged his way through seven of his own drinks, plus the six others he ordered for me that I hadn’t asked for. I hoped he really was as rich as he claimed, because he insisted on getting top shelf each time, and I knew my lousy hotel hostess pay wouldn’t cover even half of these.

	I decided to try sparking a conversation, since I was stuck here with him for the evening. “So, Trevor, your GetSome app profile said you like to dance?”

	Another gut-busting belch. Another swig. “Nah. That’s just some crap I put up there to get chicks interested. I like watching ‘em dance, though.” He demonstrated as much when a stripper strode up to our table and whispered in his ear. He bellowed out a laugh, then shoved a wad of bills in her barely-there G-string. When she stood back to start the lap dance, I had to avert my gaze. Trevor’s cock was at full mast, and he didn’t seem to care who saw the tent in his pants.

	“Hey, Roxy, come over here.”

	I rolled my eyes as he got my name wrong again. “It’s Rexie. And I’m not interested in a lap dance, thanks.”

	His fingers clasped painfully around my wrist, making me spill my drink. “I didn’t ask if you were interested, Rexie. I told you to come here.”

	Regret flooded me as I glanced around the private alcove we sat in. No one seemed to be paying attention to the show Trevor and the dancer were putting on—he now had his other hand firmly on her ass, while she ground her pelvis against him—and I worried he might try something I wasn’t into.

	I stood and inched around the table, standing awkwardly next to Trevor as he licked the dancer’s neck. His hand released my wrist and moved to my waist, pulling me down until I just about fell into his lap.

	Hot, acrid breath wafted across my face as Trevor leaned in. “Your profile said you like to dance, too. You even went to school for it, right? How about you two have a little dance-off for me?”

	He wasn’t wrong about my profile, but I wasn’t about to dance for his pleasure. Trevor probably wanted more than just a dance, and he probably expected me to do a lot more when we left here.

	Why did I ever agree to this date?

	The hand on my waist slid across my lap, and I clamped my legs shut before he could get his grimy mitts under the high split in my dress. “C’mon, Rexie. I’m trying to be nice here, but if you don’t behave I might have to get mean.”

	I froze at the words. Would he really hurt me in public?

	“Dance, Rexie. Dance with the nice lady, and if you’re good, I might give you a treat.”

	Bile rose in my throat, but with no one nearby to hear or care if I screamed, I didn’t see much of a way out. Trevor had picked me up in his private limo, and I didn’t have enough cash on me for a cab. I was stuck until this disastrous night was over.

	“I really don’t want to dance, Trevor. Maybe you can hire another dancer to come over instead if that’s what you want.” I tried to stand, but he released the stripper and latched onto my hips with both hands. “Trevor, let me go.”

	His grip turned from bullying to bruising. “I want to watch you dance. I’m not paying good money for this date just for you to sit here drinking on my dime.”

	“Me? You’re the one who’s been knocking ‘em back!” I jerked out of his hands and stood, scrambling back to the other side of the plush-lined alcove. “I didn’t even ask for the first one. Don’t blame me when you’re the one drinking away your inheritance.”

	Trevor exploded out of his seat and slammed a fist on the table. “Bitch! I earn my own shit, you slut.”

	The stripper managed to dart around the velvet rope and disappear into the crowd, leaving me alone with the enraged drunk. I looked around helplessly, desperate for a sympathetic face in the throng, and hope surged for a tiny second when a beefy security guard met my gaze. I waved my arms and shouted, though I wasn’t sure he could even hear me over the thumping bass being pumped through the club.

	“Hey! Hey! I need some help over here!”

	I lost sight of the bouncer when Trevor yanked me back onto the cushy loveseat. Frantic, I started swinging with fists and feet, hoping to connect with something vital that would make Trevor let me go. My vision tunneled as panic seized me, and when Trevor’s hand curled into a fist, I was sure I’d meet my end in this dark corner of SinSations.

	Before Trevor’s punch could connect, though, a tattooed hand shot between us and latched onto his open collar. I skittered back and tugged at my skirt, which had ridden up in the struggle. When I looked back up, six feet of muscled salvation stood between me and Trevor. The SinSations logo stretched across his broad back, the t-shirt’s fabric straining to contain him as he manhandled my date out of the alcove and tossed him unceremoniously onto the sticky club floor.

	“I’ll have your job for this, Neanderthal! Nobody dares touch me like that without paying for it!”

	A harried man in a fancy suit, probably a manager of some sort, rushed up to where Trevor lay on the floor and helped him to his feet. “I’m so sorry, Mr. Johnson. It won’t happen again.”

	I couldn’t let my rescuer get fired for helping me. “Sir, Mr. Johnson here was getting grabby. Your staff came to stop him.”

	The manager turned back to Trevor. “Is that true?”

	Trevor huffed and yanked his arm out of the manager’s grip, wavering on his feet. “Bitch deserved it.”

	Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the bouncer’s hands clench white-knuckled at his sides. I chewed at my lip, trying to think of something to diffuse the situation. I had to get rid of Trevor without getting this kind man fired—or arrested.

	“I swear, sir, Trevor was about to assault me. If your guard hadn’t stopped him, it could have been much worse.”

	After a few hushed words into a mic that was clipped to his cuff, three more guards appeared out of nowhere to haul Trevor away. The manager pulled my savior to the side and muttered something close, then turned back to me. “I’m sorry for the trouble, Miss. Mr. Johnson won’t be bothering you any more tonight, but I’m afraid he, er, left without paying his tab. I don’t suppose you have the funds to cover your tab?”

	Wait—I was attacked, and he expected me to pay the bill?

	“Take it out of my check, boss.”

	My jaw dropped as the bouncer spoke up. Was he serious? “I can’t ask you to do that, Mister ...” I realized I had no idea what his name is. His shirt just had the club logo on it. No name tag. I looked up into his dark eyes and almost melted. Thick, dark hair pulled back into a sexy little man-bun, lashes to die for, and just enough stubble to make it tickle. How did I not notice how hot he was from across the club?

	Oh, right. I was kind of freaking out at the time.
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