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This is the first book in Desiree’s story where things that happen in this story don’t actually play out completely until later books. Just know, that all the “Easter eggs” that are left here will play a part in later books.
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Desiree woke, stretching. She never wanted to get out of this bed. It was huge and warm and so freaking comfortable. Maybe she’d stay here all day. She didn’t have to go to work tonight, and then she remembered—everything. Her time with Susanna and Juan had been wonderful, but then, as usual, fate had noticed that she was happy. It couldn’t let that happen.

She sat up and crawled out of bed. Dale and Cassandra were probably still sleeping. A shit ton of alcohol did that to people. She opened her door and groaned when she heard the soft sound of the television. At least one of them was up. She didn’t feel like dealing with either of them, but she really didn’t have much choice.

Last night had been nothing but tears and anger. She felt terrible for Cassandra. The woman believed that the death of her grandchildren was her fault, and maybe some of it was. 

She walked out of her bedroom and down the hall to the kitchen. Dale was picking up the mess that they’d made.

“Morning. You don’t have to do that.” It was nice of him, but she just wanted them to leave. Last night had turned...awkward when alcohol had made her forget her rule of keeping her opinions to herself. She’d tried to help Cassandra and had ended up with two enemies. How wonderful and typical for her.

“I made the mess.” He winked at her as he walked over to the couch. “I’m not one of those rich guys who has servants to do all the work. I’m a hands-on kind of guy.” He patted Cassandra’s ass. 

“Go away.” The other woman mumbled into the pillow. 

Desiree had given Cassandra the guest bedroom, but the older woman had passed out on the couch.

“Get up, Candy.” Dale swatted her again. “I’m sure Des would like to enjoy some of her day without us hanging around.”

“Stay as long as you like.” She smiled as she walked into the kitchen and poured herself some coffee that Dale must’ve made. She wanted them gone, but they were her customers. It seemed that neither of them remembered arguing with her last night, and she’d like to keep it that way.

“That’s nice of you, but we do need to get going.” He finished cleaning up the last of the dishes.

The place had been an absolute mess when she’d gone to bed. After having another drink or two, Cassandra had decided that she was hungry for basically everything Dale had picked up at the store. The other woman had made the nastiest concoctions—nacho cheese dip with barbeque potato chips and French onion dip. Desiree wanted to gag just thinking about it. Cassandra had been almost frantic in her quest to eat. Desiree had years of experience watching her mother do things like that, and it hadn’t surprised her when Cassandra had hit that ceiling of her frenzy and crashed before eating anything. 

As much as Desiree had been used to this behavior, she’d never seen a low that low. The pain in the other woman’s sobs had gutted her. That’s when she’d opened her big mouth. Her inebriated brain had been so sure that she could help. She’d tried to explain the lessons she’d learned as a kid; the lessons that had helped her survive. Her first bit of advice was that the past could never be undone. Tears, pleas, and even sacrifices made no difference. The second was that no matter what, everyone did what was best for them. Cassandra may have caused some of the problems that led to the car accident, but she wasn’t the only one to blame. Her daughter and her son-in-law were just as much at fault. Neither Cassandra nor Dale had been happy with her opinion.

She leaned against the counter, sipping her coffee. “How long have you been awake?”

“I don’t know,” said Dale. “I usually get up early.” His eyes darted to Cassandra who was now sitting up on the couch. 

If Desiree had to guess by the bags under Dale’s eyes, he’d stayed up all night, making sure Cassandra didn’t do something stupid. Desiree had worried about that too. So much that she’d hidden all the knives before going to bed. She didn’t need the other woman trying to kill herself. She liked Cassandra, and she didn’t need the hassle with the police, or the impression it’d make on her neighbors. Plus, she was positive Ethan wouldn’t be thrilled to have a member dying at the newly gifted condo of one of his Pleasure Associates.

“Early? You get up at the butt crack of dawn.” Cassandra stood. “It’s annoying, but you’re still young. Life—”

“Forty-two is not young.” Dale almost growled.

“Ha. Wait until life catches up to you.” Cassandra stumbled toward the bathroom. “It will. It comes for all of us.” She shut the door.

Dale pulled his wallet from his pants and walked over to Desiree. “Before she comes out.” He took out some money. “I’d appreciate it if you didn’t say anything about last night. Most of the people at the Club know some of what happened but not everything. I think it should stay that way unless Cassandra decides to tell them.” 

“I won’t say anything.” She had no desire to talk about the other woman’s troubles. “It’s her story to tell, not mine.” 

“I appreciate it.” He held out the money. “I don’t have a lot of cash. I’ll leave you more at the Club.”

Her eyes fell to his hand. Every dollar earned was a step closer to her retirement, but it felt wrong to take it for this. “Thanks, but I don’t need payment to keep my mouth shut.” 

“Just take the money.” He waved it at her.

“No. What happened to Cassandra is....” Horrible. Tragic. The words didn’t seem strong enough for the annihilation of her family. “I’m not going to take money not to gossip.” She walked to the kitchen island and sat.

“I appreciate that. I do, but I’d feel better if you took the money.” He took the seat across from her. “You should get something for last night.” He smiled sheepishly. “I’m sure it wasn’t how you wanted to spend your evening.”

“True.” She grinned. She couldn’t help it. The man was adorable. She let her smile slip away. “But it doesn’t feel right.”

“Seriously, I appreciate you helping with her. You were great, and I know...she wasn’t easy last night.”

That was an understatement. Cassandra had been obstinate, petulant, repetitive, and rude as well as so very sad. “That’s true, but I will never stand by while any woman is forced to leave with a man who she doesn’t want to go with.”

“I would never hurt her.” His blue eyes were almost haunted. 

“I know that, but she didn’t want to go with you.” She wasn’t sure why, but she had her suspicions.

“Still.” Dale placed the money on the counter and put his wallet away. “I appreciate everything you did.”

“I don’t want money for being a decent human being.” She slid the cash toward him.

“Consider it payment for an evening of your company.” He pushed it back.

“Stop trying to protect me, Dale.” Cassandra came out of the bathroom, looking much better after cleaning the smeared makeup off her face. 

Desiree hoped she looked as good as Cassandra did without makeup when she was older. The other woman had wrinkles, but her skin was clear and had a rosy hint to her cheeks.

“I’m not trying to protect you.” Dale shot Desiree a glance that begged her to keep her mouth shut.

“Really?” Cassandra’s eyes went to the table. “Then why is there cash on the counter?”

“Because I thought Desiree needed some compensation for putting up with us last night.” 

“She does deserve that.” Cassandra looked at her. “Take the money. Lord knows we both have plenty of that and not much else.”

“Thanks, but I don’t need payment for last night.” Here was the biggest lie of her life. “It was fun having you both over. It’s nice having company.”

“Well done, my girl.” Cassandra clapped. “You should take up acting. Oh...wait. You already do that in your profession.” Her smile was bitter. “Enough with the bull. Take the money because you need it. You wouldn’t be selling yourself if you didn’t.”

“I do need money, but”—Desiree pushed the cash back toward Dale—“I don’t need it for helping”—she paused because they weren’t exactly friends—“another woman who was having a bad time.”

“A bad time?” Cassandra’s voice grew so sharp it could cut glass.

“That’s not...I didn’t mean...I can’t imagine how you feel. I didn’t mean to minimize it.”

“Cassandra, let it go. Desiree didn’t mean anything by it.”

“Of course, she didn’t.” It didn’t sound like Cassandra believed it. She walked to the counter and grabbed the money, stuffing it into Dale’s shirt pocket. “Keep your money because I don’t care what anyone at the Club thinks. I don’t care if they know my whole story. I don’t care if they know everything. Let the girl talk. She’s here to make money. This story should earn her a fortune.” She grabbed her purse and walked to the door. 

“Where are you going?” asked Dale.

“Home.” 

“You rode here with me, remember?”

“Then take me home.” She stopped at the door.

“Desiree, are you ready? I can drop you off at the Club to get your car.”

“Give me a few minutes to change.” She stood.

“I’ll call an Uber.” Cassandra pulled her phone from her purse.

“Jesus, Cassandra. You can’t wait five minutes?”

“Don’t worry about it.” Desiree sat back down. “I’ll call an Uber later.”

“No.” Dale shot Cassandra a dirty look. “She can wait a few minutes.”

Cassandra glared back at him. This was obviously a power struggle between the two. Desiree kind of wanted to see who’d win, but she’d had more than enough of Cassandra. “No. Go ahead. I need to do some shopping later. I’ll call an Uber after I finish my coffee and shower.”

“We can wait,” said Dale through gritted teeth.

“Maybe you can,” muttered Cassandra, but she didn’t use her phone to call for a ride.

“We both can.” He stared at the older woman, as if daring her to say anything else.

“Seriously, just go.” She didn’t want to be locked in a truck with the two of them.

Cassandra laughed. “There’s the Desiree I like.” She smiled, but it wasn’t very friendly. “You should stop hiding yourself, my dear. Let others love you or leave you. They’re going to leave you anyway. They all may want to fuck you, but no one is going to marry someone in your profession. You may as well let them leave because of who you really are and not who you pretend to be.”

“Cassandra, shut up.” Dale took her arm, sending Desiree an apologetic look. “Thank you again, and I’m sorry.”
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Desiree sighed as she walked into La Petite Mort Club. Yesterday had flown by. Days off always did, but it had been wonderful. After Dale and Cassandra had left, she’d finished cleaning her condo and then had called an Uber to get her car. The rest of the day had been spent moving everything to her new place. 

She opened her locker and tossed her purse inside. She still couldn’t believe something so completely wonderful was now hers...at least for a few years. It almost made coming to work worth it. Almost. She kind of hoped that Richard wouldn’t be here tonight. He wasn’t going to be happy about her leaving instead of meeting with him the other evening. 

“I hear you had quite the night.” Charlie walked over to her and leaned against the wall, a smirk on his handsome face.

“Susanna and Juan are great.” She was pretty sure that wasn’t what he’d meant, but she’d play dumb.

“Yes, they are.”

“I thought their third was always female.” She closed her locker and gave him a funny look.

“It is, but they like to chat with a lot of us. Susanna is hot as hell, but she has a mothering instinct that she can’t stop. She’s always trying to save us from this life.” He grinned. “I might take her up on the offer if I ever get tired of all this money.”

“Tired of the...job? Definitely. But the money? That’s not going to happen.” She laughed as she headed out of the locker room.

“True, but I wasn’t talking about Susanna and Juan.” He followed her. “I heard Cassandra was pass-out plastered, and you went home with her and Dale.”

“I walked out with them.” She wasn’t admitting anything about how drunk Cassandra was or leaving with them.

“Pleeease.” He nudged her shoulder with his. “Your car was here overnight. Everyone knows you left with them.” He lowered his voice. “What happened? Did she try to kill herself again?”

“Again?” She didn’t even have time to try and hide the shock.

“So, she did.” His eyes gleamed with triumph.

“I didn’t say that. I was surprised that she’d tried to kill herself at all. I’d heard about her grandchildren, but that’s all I know.”

“Yeah. That was awful.” He frowned, but the gleam in his eyes barely dimmed. He lowered his voice. “She’s so torn up about it that she’s tried to end it several times. Dale keeps stopping her. Some say it was her fault that her grandchildren died.” He glanced around. “Others say that she killed them and paid to make it look like an accident.”

“I don’t believe either of those stories.” She did kind of believe the first one, since Cassandra said it herself last night, but the second one? No way.

“I don’t believe the second one either but don’t pretend you don’t know. You spent an evening with her, and she was drunk. What did she say about the accident? Was she really the one who was driving and not her son-in-law?” He glanced around. “A lot of people think she used her money to cover up her part in the situation and then framed it on her son-in-law. That’s why her daughter won’t talk to her.”

“I have no idea.” Now, she understood why Dale wanted to pay her to keep her mouth shut. She was glad she’d refused the money. She may be poor and some would say trashy, but she didn’t gossip about those in trouble.

“Come on.” His smile was secretive and charming. 

“I’m serious. I know nothing about Cassandra’s past. I walked out with them, that’s all.” She stopped outside the doors to the main part of the club. 

“So, you walked home?” His smile was gone and there was a glint of anger in his eyes.

“How I got home really isn’t any of your business.” She was done with this conversation. She pushed through the door and walked over to the bar. There were quite a few people here. Her eyes fell on Jimmy, and she sighed. She should go over and talk to him. It was either that or return his money, and she wasn’t doing that. She’d even put the butt plug back in. Talking to him couldn’t be worse than that.

Bea walked over to her.

“Hi, I’ll have a gin—” 

“Ethan wants to see you,” said Bea.

“Oh. Okay.” This wasn’t good. If Charlie already knew about her leaving with Dale and Cassandra there was a good chance that Ethan knew as well. She needed a drink, and she wasn’t in the mood for disgusting gin and tonic. She may have to have a few drinks tonight, especially if she was going to get into trouble. She didn’t think she’d get fired for leaving with them. It wasn’t against the rules. She frowned. Or was it? She really needed to read that handbook. “Can I get a rum and coke?”

Bea turned and walked away.

“What the hell?” She stared at Bea’s back.

Maya, the other bartender on shift, walked over to her. She was a cute brunette in her early thirties with brown hair and a shape like Marilyn Monroe. “What can I get for you?”

“Rum and coke”—she paused and then added—“and do you have any idea why Bea is pissed at me?”

“Not my place to say.” Maya grabbed a glass and began making her drink.

“Come on. Whatever I did, I didn’t mean it.” Usually, she didn’t care if other women disliked her, but she didn’t need enemies at the Club, especially a bartender. The customers loved to fuck the Pleasure Associates, but they were friends with the bartenders and wait staff. Those relationships lasted a lot longer than lust.

Maya put a napkin down and leaned forward as she put the drink on the bar. “Look who she’s talking to.”

She glanced across the room. “She’s talking to Jimmy.”

“They’ve been friends for years.”

“Yeah. So?” She put money on the bar for the tip. The first drink of the night was always on Ethan.

“Think about it.” Maya stared at her like she was trying to give her the answer through telepathy.

Desiree frowned. Bea couldn’t have gotten angry with her for having sex with Jimmy, or the older woman would be mad at most of the female Pleasure Associates. 

“And I thought you were one of the smart ones.” Maya rolled her eyes. 

No one had any idea that she’d removed the butt plug, but Jimmy had seemed upset with her the last time she’d seen him. “I need to apologize to Jimmy.”

“Ya think?” The words dripped with sarcasm. “He’s a good guy. He didn’t deserve you making him feel like shit.”

“I never—”

“Do you think he didn’t know you cried?” Maya gave her a disbelieving look.

“I didn’t cry—”

“The Kimsee brothers talk. A lot.”

“Oh. Shit.” 

“Plus, he’s not an idiot, and you’re not a good actor.”

“I never meant to make him feel bad.” That was true, but she also never gave him a second thought.

“Well, you did. So, fix it.” Maya glanced to the side as a few gentlemen walked up to the bar. 

“I will. Right after I talk to Ethan.”

“Good luck with that.” Maya shook her head. “I don’t envy you. He wasn’t happy. He’s the sexiest guy I’ve ever met, but the man has a temper.” She turned to walk away.

“Wait.”

“Give me one minute.” Maya held up her hand to the gentlemen who’d just sat at the bar before turning back to Desiree. “What?”

“Do you know why Ethan wants to see me?”

“No.” Maya shrugged. “But if I were to guess I’d say it has something to do with a very drunk Cassandra and you leaving your car here overnight.”

“It wouldn’t start. I got a ride—”

“Remember, there are cameras everywhere, including the parking lot.”

“Right. I forgot.” Damn it. She had to remember that.

“A bit of advice. Don’t ever lie to Ethan. He always finds out.” Maya glanced around before leaning closer. “Even if the cameras don’t catch it, the members here gossip all the time. It always gets back to him.”

“Maya, we’re dying of thirst over here,” yelled one of the guys.

“Thank you.” She pulled more money from her pocket and put it on the bar. “I owe you.”

“Don’t mention it. I mean it.” Maya smiled a little. “Seriously, don’t mention anything I said to anyone. I don’t need Bea mad at me too.” The bartender grabbed the cash and left.

“And I don’t need Ethan mad at me,” she mumbled to herself as she picked up her drink and walked back to the employee entrance. She only had a few minutes to figure out how much of the truth she needed to tell Ethan to keep from getting fired.
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Desiree took a deep breath and stopped outside Ethan’s office. It was time to find out how much trouble she was in. 

“Come in,” he yelled before her hand even touched the door.

“Bea said you wanted to see me?” She stepped inside his office. 

“I do.” He stood in front of the giant monitor in the front part of his office, watching the club. There were dozens of screens. He lifted his hand and pointed the remote. The monitor went black. “We need to have a chat.”

She followed him into the back part of his office, her heart racing up her throat. She reminded herself that she hadn’t done anything wrong, but honestly, she didn’t know. She really, really needed to read his handbook.

“Have a seat.” He motioned to a chair as he sat behind the desk.

She sat and gave him her most innocent expression.

“I have a client who’s interested in paying for your time.” 

She almost sagged with relief. This wasn’t about Cassandra. “Oh. Okay. Great.” Then she remembered that she didn’t have to fuck anyone. It was always her choice. “I mean, I’d like to meet him. Is this for one of my firsts?”

“Of course, on meeting him and no on one of your firsts.” His brow wrinkled. “Actually, it will be, unless you’ve participated in an orgy before.”
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“An orgy?” Desiree was pretty sure her eyes almost popped from her head. She had not expected that.

“Yes.” Ethan opened his laptop. “Glenn organizes one every year for himself and his cousins.” 

“I’d be with all of them?” She wasn’t sure that she was ready for another scene with more than one guy. The Kimsee brothers had almost destroyed her.

“Yeah. Probably.” He glanced at her. “But not at once. They aren’t into MFMM or anything like that. You’ll be Glenn’s date for most of the time they’re here, but since you’re new....” He shrugged. “I’m sure Chuck and Terrance will want to fuck you too.”

“Oh.” She wasn’t sure why she’d expected him to couch it in more pleasant terms because that was exactly what the men would want.

“You don’t have to agree to have sex with all three of them. It might cost you the job, but we can discuss it with Glenn.” Ethan looked at his watch. 

“I’m not deciding anything until I meet him.” She wasn’t going to be with anyone as nasty as the Kimsee brothers again.

“Of course. I just wanted to see if you were even interested. Glenn heard a lot about you. He’d like you to be his date.” His face softened. “Glenn’s a good guy. He won’t demean you. He’s not into that.”

“What is he into?”

“Besting his cousins.” Ethan closed his laptop. “They have a bit of a history.”

“Like what? I need to know everything before I decide to spend the night with him or them.” The thought of more than one man made her shiver and not in a good way.

“Their grandfather was very, very, very successful. He left his business to his three grandsons. Glenn, Terrance, and Chuck. Chuck is the boss, and he’s a bit of an ass to his cousins. Terrance and Glenn aren’t thrilled that their grandfather put Chuck in charge. They take shots at him and his authority whenever they can.” Ethan’s eyes sparkled. “Glenn heard about how stunningly beautiful and unique you are. Having you as his date will get under Chuck’s skin.”

“But you said I’d be expected to have sex with Chuck too.”

“You will, but Chuck will know that you belong to Glenn for the two days that they’re here.”

“Two days? You mean two evenings, right?” She wasn’t about to live with anyone.

“That’s the other part of this situation that’s...different. You’ll spend two days with them. They arrive in a few hours. You’ll meet and probably fuck. The toga party...orgy...will start around ten pm tonight. Tomorrow, they’ll meet for business, but you ladies will stay in the suite and be...available when needed.”

“Oh...wow. I-I don’t know.... Wait. Ladies? What other women will be there?” Wives? Mothers? At this point, she had no idea what to expect.

“Glenn has already arranged for Jewel and Carissa to be Chuck and Terrance’s companions.”

“Oh.” It shouldn’t matter, but she couldn’t stand Jewel ever since she’d seen the other Pleasure Associate with Lee.

“Is there a problem?” He was too perceptive for her good.

“No.” She smiled. “I’m just glad I won’t be the only female there.”

“Do you want to meet Glenn? This doesn’t mean you have to agree, just that you’re interested enough to meet him. If not, I have to find someone else.”

“Two days is a long time.”

“Glenn is aware of that, and they pay very well.”

“I’m sure. I just...would’ve liked a little time to think about it.”

“If you’d come back to work when you were supposed to you would’ve had over a week.”

“Oh.” She inwardly cringed. So, all had not been forgiven. 

“I would’ve mentioned it last night, but I wanted to make sure you’d finish the evening.” He leaned forward a little. “Consent is always the rule, but I can’t have you agreeing to this and then disappearing. Do you understand?”

“Yeah.” If she agreed to this, she was in it until the end. “You swear he isn’t like the Kimsee brothers.” Maybe she shouldn’t, but she trusted Ethan—at least a little.

“He is nothing like them. Glenn likes to have fun, and he’s good to his female partners. The only one he’s a shit to is his cousin Chuck.”

She didn’t care about the family problems of the rich. “Then, yes. I’d like to meet him.” It was time to scratch an orgy off her list of firsts.
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“Great.” Ethan grabbed his phone. “I’ll text Glenn the good news.”

“Is he here?” Desiree glanced behind her. She still wasn’t used to meeting men who knew she was a sure thing.

“Not yet.” Ethan finished tapping on his phone. “He should be here in an hour or so.”

“Good.” She stood. This meeting had gone better than she’d expected. “I’ll go mingle until then.”

“Not so fast.” Ethan’s voice was firm. “We have some other things to discuss.”

Damn it. She should’ve known. The only luck she had was bad, but maybe, just maybe, this was about something else. “Other things?” She looked at him innocently as she sat back down. 

“Save the games for the customers.” His blue eyes were serious. “What happened last night?”

“I had a lovely time with Juan and Susanna. Thank you for suggesting them as my first MFF.”

“I’m not talking about them. I’m quite aware of how much they enjoyed your company.”

“Oh.” She’d kind of forgotten about the money. “Did they leave a...gift with you?”

“They did, but you pick them up from the bartender on duty. I only delivered your other gifts because I wanted to speak with you.”

“You wanted to speak with me tonight too?” She smiled. Maybe she could get him off topic. 

“You’re right but not about Juan and Susanna.”

“Oh. Uhm....” She stalled for a moment. “After that I went to the bar. I chatted with some of the customers and then I went home. I walked out with Dale and Cassandra.” That was all true.

“And?” He watched her closely.

She may as well fess up. Maya had told her that there were cameras everywhere. “We chatted and then left to go have a few more drinks.” There was no way Ethan knew about her taking them to her place, unless Cassandra or Dale had talked.

“You have an interesting spin on the evening.”

“I don’t know what you mean.” 

“I’m talking about the fact that Cassandra was shit-faced drunk.”

She didn’t comment because there wasn’t much she could say. The other woman had passed out on the bar.

“I also realize that this is a tough time for her.”

Again, she remained silent.

“It’s not recommended that you see the customers outside of the Club.”

“Is it against the rules?”

“No, but others have tried it, and...it didn’t work out how they’d thought.”

“What happened?” She had no intention of repeating last night, but she was living in Richard’s condo. She needed to make sure she learned from others’ mistakes.

“They were disappointed to realize that the friendship was one-sided. The rich like to slum sometimes, but they seldom invite the employees to their events. It’s best if you keep the line between business and personal very clear.”

“Thank you for the advice. I don’t plan on making a habit of it.”

“Why did you do it last night?”

She hesitated, not sure how much she wanted to divulge. “Are you going to ban Cassandra?”

“I should, but no. Dale got her out of here before there were any issues.” 

“Good.”

“Cassandra is a lovely person, but she’s not your friend.”

“I know that,” she snapped and then cleared her throat. “Sorry, but I’m quite aware that all these wonderful rich people wouldn’t lift a finger to help me, but that doesn’t mean I have to be like them.”

“You think you helped her and Dale?” His eyes widened in amusement.

“As you know, she was drunk. That may seem like an annoying but harmless situation to you, but for women it isn’t.” She should be glad he was amused and not angry, but instead she was annoyed by his male arrogance. “She begged me not to let Dale take her home or to....” She stopped. If she said anything about Dale’s house the question would come up about where they did go, and she wasn’t ready to tell him about the condo from Richard. She may never be. “Or anywhere.” She shrugged. “What was I supposed to do? She’s a woman. She was drunk. I’m a woman. I’d never, ever let a man take a drunk woman anywhere that she didn’t want to go, and it doesn’t matter if she’s the type of woman who’d wipe her shoes on me when she was sober.” She smiled, but it was self-deprecating. “I may be a fool, but I don’t care. This is one area where I will not budge in my opinion no matter the cost to me.”

His expression sobered as he stared at her for a long time. “I agree.” He smiled slightly. “I bet Dale wasn’t thrilled. He’d never hurt Cassandra or any woman.”

“I know that now.” She shrugged again. “But I’d do it again if Cassandra asked.”

“I would too.” He opened his desk drawer. “How much did you learn about Cassandra’s past?”

“Nothing much.” More than she wanted, but she wasn’t talking to anyone about it, not even Ethan. “She was drunk. There were some tears and then she passed out.”

“Hmm.” He didn’t sound like he believed her. “You’re going to get a lot of questions about last night. People know the story, but they don’t know the facts.”

“I’m sure it made the news.” But she didn’t think the entire story did.

“Still so naïve.” He grinned, but it wasn’t friendly. “The rich decide what makes the news and the juicy tidbits that don’t.”

“I guess.” She looked as disinterested as possible. “All I know is what I heard in the Club. Cassandra passed out as soon as we drove out of the parking lot.”

“I’d suggest you stick to that story.” He handed her two envelopes. “It seems Dale and Cassandra are paying you well for your silence.”
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CHAPTER 6:  Desiree
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Desiree couldn’t believe that Dale and Cassandra were trying to buy her silence. She’d told them that she wouldn’t say anything. She stopped at her locker and opened the envelopes. Her irritation turned into giddiness. This was a lot of money for basically nothing but putting up with a drunk for the evening. Too bad her mother hadn’t paid her even a fraction of this for all the times Desiree had dealt with her drunk ass.

She grinned as she put the money in her locker and then headed for the Club. For once, life had rewarded her for doing what was right, and it felt freaking awesome.

She searched the room for Carissa. She wanted to get the other Pleasure Associate’s opinion on Glenn and his cousins. Unfortunately, Carissa was either with a client or not at work yet. Desiree wasn’t in the mood to talk to Jewel. She needed to get over her annoyance with the other Pleasure Associate. Lee didn’t belong to her. She shouldn’t care who he slept with, and she didn’t. Not really. The fact that he immediately fucked Jewel proved that Desiree had been right about not seeing him again. She was nothing but a new toy for him, and she wasn’t going to ruin her chance at great money for that. 

She’d get a drink and mingle. It’d be a good night to meet some of the other members since she’d probably be unavailable for a few days. She could flirt, chat, and disappear. Her scarcity would make her even more appealing. She stopped at the bar.

Bea looked at her and then turned away. 

“Holy hell.” She wanted a drink. She needed to get this situation with Bea fixed now. Her eyes landed on Jimmy who sat on the other side of the bar. He was chatting with a man she hadn’t met yet. The other guy was probably in his fifties, average in weight, and balding. She should go talk to both of them. She needed to apologize to Jimmy, and the other man might make a decent regular customer. She sighed. She knew that not everyone would be like Lee, but that didn’t mean she looked forward to having sex with them. She really, really needed a drink.

She looked for Maya, but Bea was the only one behind the bar. “This is just great.” She waited patiently while Bea chatted with customers. She even waved when the bartender turned her way, but Bea looked directly at her for a long second before walking in the other direction. That was it. She was done with this shit. The other woman may be mad at her, but serving drinks was her job. Desiree had to do her job, even when it was distasteful. 

She smirked as she walked to the other side of the bar. Apologizing to Jimmy just became a little more appealing. She’d make the bitch sell her a drink. “Hey, Jimmy.” She smiled at him. “May I sit?”

“Of course.” He stood, pulling out the chair for her but there were shadows in his dark eyes. “Desiree, this is Clive.” He nodded at the other man as he sat back down. 

“Hi. Nice to meet you.” She shook the other man’s hand.

“Desiree.” Clive smiled. His grip was warm and firm. “It’s nice to finally meet you.”

“Thank you.” She sat. “Hi, Bea. I’ll have a rum and coke.” 

The bartender’s eyes narrowed, but there was nothing she could do, ignoring Desiree in front of the customers would get Bea in trouble. Desiree’s smile widened at the glare the older woman sent her before walking to the drink station. 

“Are you open for a game of cards or pool tonight?” asked Clive. “Jimmy and I were getting ready to go to the game room. We’d love some company.”

“That would be nice, but I’m afraid I have an appointment with Ethan shortly.”

“You’re meeting Glenn and his cousins, right?” Jimmy didn’t look at her.

“Yeah, but how—”

“Everyone knows about the annual party,” said Jimmy.

“Oh. Is it a big event?” 

Bea walked over and put the drink in front of her. “Are you paying now or do you want a tab? You already had your one on the house.”

“I’ve got that one,” said Clive.

Bea nodded, shooting Desiree a disgusted look before walking away.

“Thank you, Clive.” She took a sip of her drink and shifted so she faced the two men. “What’s this party like? I haven’t met Glenn yet, so I haven’t been able to ask too many questions.”

“It’s wild.” Clive grinned. “At least from what I’ve heard.”

“You don’t attend?”

“It’s invitation only.” Jimmy glanced at her. “Some of us don’t hang out with the right crowd.”

“Oh.” She felt terrible for him. She’d been left out of parties a lot in school, especially once the girls started liking boys and most of the boys liked Desiree.

“Don’t listen to him.” Clive frowned. “It’s not that bad. Glenn and his cousins invite members on a rotating basis.”

“Humph,” Jimmy snorted. “That’s what they claim, but I’ve never been rotated in.” He finished his drink and pushed the glass forward.

“Me either, but we don’t know them.”

“True.” Jimmy shrugged. “It’d still be nice to go, at least once.”

“Why don’t we make a point of talking to Glenn, Chuck, or Terrance when they hang out in the Club? That’s how Bruce got an invite this year.”

“Bruce is a nitwit. He paid for all their drinks last year. They almost had to invite him.” Jimmy shook his head. 

“He’s worse than a nitwit, but what I’m saying is that if they’ll invite him, they’ll invite us. We just have to wait for an opportunity to meet them. Then next year, we’re in.” Clive’s blue eyes sparkled.

“Or you don’t worry about that orgy and hang out with me.” Bea grabbed Jimmy’s glass.

“You know we love you best, Bea.” Clive laughed. “But this is an orgy and toga party. I’ve done a lot of things over the years. I’ve even been to a few toga parties but never one that turned into an orgy.”

“Men.” Bea rolled her eyes and walked a few steps to the drink station. “You’re all the same.”

“Don’t say it like that.” Clive grinned. “You know we’re good guys, but I have to admit that this is now on my bucket list.”

“And that means it’s going to happen.” Jimmy laughed, his smile slipping away as he glanced at Desiree.

“Because I work for it.” Clive grinned. “Bea, put Desiree’s next drink on my tab too.” He glanced at her. “If that’s okay with you.” 

“That would be lovely.” She couldn’t help raising her brow at the bartender. It wasn’t much, but right now, she’d take any victory she could. “Thank you.”

Her phone beeped. She looked at the text. 

Richard: Come to the table by the small stage. I have someone I want you to meet.

She sighed inwardly. He was probably not happy about her disappearing the other night. She may as well take care of one upset man before dealing with another. She slid the phone into her pocket. “Jimmy.” She touched his arm. “I have to meet Richard, but I’d like to talk to you.” She glanced at Clive. “In private. It’ll only take a minute.”

“There’s no need, Desiree.” Jimmy stared at his drink. “I understand. Trust me. I do.”

“Please.” She squeezed his arm a little.

“I’ll go get us a table for pool.” Clive stood. “It was a pleasure meeting you, Desiree. I’m not really into your firsts game, but I’d love to spend time with you one evening.”

“I’d like that. Let me know when.” She kind of meant it. He wasn’t much to look at, but he was polite, funny, and he seemed kind. She could definitely do worse. What was she thinking? She had done worse. A lot worse.
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