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Alison is pregnant and Harker should be the happiest man alive, except she hates him. 

He’ll do anything she wants him to do except the one thing she asks, to let her go.

Alison wants nothing to do with Harker ever again, but she’s bound by the contract to stay with him. Worse than that, her body doesn’t care that he betrayed her. It wants him – his touch, his kiss, his love.

Can she stay away from him until she has their child, or will she cave into her desire?

This steamy, later in life, enemies to lovers, romantic comedy will have you laughing out loud. Harker’s an alpha a-hole and Alison is just the feisty female to put him in his place. 

This is book three in a four-book series. Book four ends with an HEA.
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If you want to read the stories before they are published, follow me on Ream. You'll get access to my work(s) in progress as I write them. 
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CHAPTER 1:  Alison
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Alison grabbed Ellie’s arm as she followed her friend into La Petite Mort Club. “Have you ever been here without Adrian?” The Club seemed a bit intimidating without Harker. 

“Twice. The night I came to yell at him and the night I met him. Marc was late, remember?”

“Oh, that’s right. And you weren’t nervous?”

“A little but it’s just a bar, Alison.” Ellie walked across the room as if she belonged there.

“Where people have sex.” She envied Ellie’s confidence. She was more of a stay in the background kind of person.

“Not much different than other nightclubs.”

“Really?” Her eyes darted to one of the stages where a domme punished her sub with a whip. “At what club have you seen that happen?”

Ellie laughed as she made her way through the crowd and up to the bar. “None but we’ve both seen couples who you knew were going to do something like that at home. This place is just more open about it.” She pulled out a chair and sat. “It’s actually safer here. Everyone is up front about what they want and if you tell them you aren’t interested, they accept your refusal and move on. Good luck getting that at a traditional nightclub. The guys there are positive that you want them, and if you disagree, they’re determined to show you that you’re wrong.”

“I guess.” She sat next to her friend. “It just feels...different.”

“Without Harker you mean?”

“Yeah. And stop.”

“Stop what?” 

“Thinking there’s more to my statement than there is. I just felt safe with him here and without him, I feel like...I don’t know...a piece of meat.” A sexy guy smiled at her from across the bar.

“And why is that different than any other club?”

“Because everyone is here for sex.”

“Still not seeing the difference.” Ellie laughed.

“What are you ladies drinking tonight?” asked the bartender. He was a young, good-looking guy whom Alison had never seen before.

“Two margaritas,” said Ellie. “On the rocks with salt.”

“And two shots of tequila.” Alison was going to get drunk and forget about Harker. She wasn’t actually going to pick anyone up, but she was going home plastered enough to pass out.

“Shots?” Ellie winced. “I have to work tomorrow.” 

“So do I.”

“But I’m not married to my boss.”

“You’re lucky and trust me, he’s not going to be too forgiving about my hangover.” She couldn’t wait to see him pissed off and grumpy. It served him right.

“Alison, I think you should tell him the truth about tonight.”

“Why? He doesn’t tell me the truth.”

The bartender dropped off their drinks and both women handed him their credit cards.

“I’ve got it.” Alison pushed Ellie’s hand back. “This is Harker’s card. I want him to see these charges.”

“Thanks and you’re evil.” Ellie put her card away. “You know, Harker didn’t actually lie about the contract. He told you to hire a lawyer to look over it. I told you to hire a lawyer but—”

“I didn’t think I needed to.” That was the worst part of all of this. “I hate being stupid. I’m never stupid except when it comes to men.”

“You’re not stupid and you know it but doing this is...well, stupid.”

“This is stupid? Why is teaching him what it feels like—”

“What are you teaching him exactly? To not trust you. Because as far as you’ve told me, he hasn’t cheated on you.” Ellie took a sip of her drink.

“And I’m not going to cheat on him.”

“He hasn’t even given you a reason to think he’s cheated on you. He’s with you every night and all day.”

“Yeah, but the contract—”

“Alison, you don’t want to do this. You need to trust him until he gives you a good reason not to.”

“I can’t believe you’re giving me advice on trust.” Alison tossed back her shot. “You didn’t even trust Adrian who’s so freaking perfect—” 

“Adrian is not perfect, but neither am I. I’m begging you don’t do this. I almost lost the best thing that’s ever happened to me because of my trust issues. Harker is crazy about you. Don’t ruin that because of pride.”

“He’s not crazy enough to agree to be monogamous.”

“But he has agreed to be monogamous. He just wants you to trust him. Forget that stupid clause in the contract.”

“I can’t.” She took a big gulp of her drink. “Harker is always thinking ahead. Always. He’s shrewd. I know he wants me now but if he were really planning on being faithful then he’d change the contract. He says it’s about trust but what happens when I’m six months pregnant or eight months pregnant? I doubt I’ll be in the mood to have sex as much as he wants and even if I am he’s not going to want me.” Her voice cracked. “I'm going to be fat and swollen and my ass is going to be huge.”

“Oh, honey.” Ellie hugged her. “I think you'll be cute when you’re all preggo.’

“It isn't funny.” Alison pulled away and grabbed a napkin to wipe the tears from her eyes.

“I'm not laughing. Really, I’m not. But I do think you're making too big of a deal out of this.”

“It is a big deal that he tricked me. He slipped that addendum in there so he wouldn’t be stuck having bad sex for a year. Yes, I should’ve hired a lawyer, but I trusted him.” She bit her lip. “That’s what really hurts.”

“I know.” Ellie squeezed her hand. “And it was a shit thing for him to do. Talk to him about it. Explain it to him.”

“I’ve tried.” She pushed her shot glass forward, signaling the bartender for a refill. It killed her that Harker wouldn’t even attempt to understand her point of view.

“Okay.” Ellie sighed. “Let’s look at this logically. First, we both know you aren’t going to go out every night sucking stranger’s dicks.”

“I might.” Alison glanced at her out of the corner of her eyes and tried not to smile.

“Right.” It was clear Ellie didn’t believe that at all. “So, since torturing him until he goes mad with jealousy isn’t going to happen, what are your other choices? I agree he should change the contract but are you willing to throw all of this away if he doesn’t?”

“No. I want my program and my partnership.”

“Is that all you want out of this?”

It wasn't but she wasn't ready to admit that to anyone, even her best friend.

“Because if that's all you want then I don't understand why you're so upset if Harker sleeps with other women.” Ellie glanced around. “If he’s coming here for sex, you don’t have to worry about STDs. I can’t believe how often Adrian and I have to be tested just to maintain our membership. We don’t even sleep with anyone but each other.” Ellie took a sip of her drink. “And Harker’s right. Only the paternity of a child is ever in question. So if all you really want is to have his child in order to get your partnership, then why do you care if he has sex with someone else?”

“I hate it when you make sense.” Alison finished her drink in three gulps and pushed her glass to the front of the bar.

“That's what friends are for.” Ellie tossed back her shot, wincing.

“No. Friends are for agreeing with you and being on your side and you're not doing that.” She’d wanted a fun night of Harker bashing. Instead she was being lectured about things she was trying to ignore like her feelings for her jerk of a husband.

“Are you sure you're not pregnant? You're usually much more rational than this.”

“No. At least I don’t think so. You know my periods are never regular, especially when I’m stressed.” Her last one had been a bit of spotting for only about half a day, but the same thing had happened a couple of times during college. Back then, she’d freaked out, thinking she was pregnant, but she hadn’t been. She’d just been over stressed, and college was nothing compared to her marriage.

“Maybe you should see a doctor or take a pregnancy test.”

“Not necessary. I’m only irrational because Harker drives me crazy.” 

“So you are in love.” Ellie smiled at her. 

“No. I'm just very competitive and the bastard won. I don't care whether he has sex with someone else or not.” Oh, that was a doozy of a lie, but there was no going back. “What bothers me is that he tricked me, and I fell for it.”

“Do you want to have sex with someone else?”

“That's not the point.” She only wished she did want to fuck someone else. This would be so much easier if her feelings weren’t involved.

“I think that's exactly the point. I understand that you’re both competitive but—” 

“Good evening, ladies.” Ethan walked up to them. “I didn’t expect to see you here without your partners.”

“It’s allowed, isn’t it?” Ellie smiled at him, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “Or am I breaking another rule?”

Alison knew her friend wasn’t Ethan’s biggest fan, but she had nothing against the man.

“Of course, it’s allowed. It’s just unexpected.” He turned toward Alison. “It’s good to see you again.” His eyes roamed over her. “You look lovely this evening.”

“Thank you.” Alison couldn’t help it; she blushed. Ethan was so damn hot and what they’d done the last time she’d been here...

“I’m surprised Harker let you out of his sight,” he said. “He does have a jealous streak when it comes to you.”

“He wasn’t happy about it.” That was an understatement.

“Does he know you’re here?” he asked.

“No, and he doesn’t need to,” said Ellie. “He doesn’t own her.”

“Some laws should’ve never been changed,” muttered Ethan.

Ellie’s mouth dropped open.

“Oh, you mean like the one where oral sex was illegal?” Alison tried not to laugh.

“No. Not that law.” Ethan frowned but his eyes sparkled with amusement. “That should’ve never been illegal. Too hard to enforce. I mean, who’s going to report it?” He winked at her as his phone buzzed. He pulled it from his pocket and glanced at it. “Excuse me.” He turned and walked away.

“That man is such a jerk,” said Ellie.

“You’re just mad at him because he was pissed that you snuck into the Club. I think he’s sweet and sexy as sin.”

“Yeah, he’s hot but you’ve never been on the receiving side of his temper. I have. He can be a real ass...” Ellie’s eyes widened. “Ah...Alison, as your friend I think you should run.”

“What?” She spun around and her stomach dropped to her toes as Harker strode through the crowd toward her.

“I’ve never seen anyone that angry,” whispered Ellie. “I swear I can see steam coming from his ears like in a cartoon.”

“Oh...shit.” Alison hopped off her seat. 

“He won’t hurt you, will he?” asked Ellie.

“Ah...no.” She didn’t think so. “But maybe I should use the restroom.” She wasn’t proud of it but apparently her fight or flight instinct was flight.

“Good idea.” Ellie pushed her. “Go. I’ll see if I can stall him.”

Alison hurried toward the back hallway.

“Alison, stop,” Harker roared.

She froze, glancing over her shoulder as he stormed toward her. “Nope. Not a good idea.” She ran through the crowd toward the bathroom.
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CHAPTER 2:  Harker
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Harker was furious when he arrived at La Petite Mort Club, but when he walked inside and saw Ethan talking to Alison, he lost it. Everything disappeared except the two of them, chatting so cozily together...without him. 

Rage surged through him for the first time in years. In college after Merri had chosen Tobias, he’d mastered the art of turning his anger into ruthlessness, but once again it filled him, blocking out everything else. She was his and Ethan had no right to be anywhere near her. 

People took one look at him and stepped aside. It was like the parting of the Red Sea as he made his way across the bar. Ethan walked away from Alison, but Harker’s focus stayed on her. She glanced at him and the panic in her eyes before she scurried away fed his fury.

“Alison, stop!” He shifted direction like a missile seeking its target.

She hesitated, glancing at him before turning and running in the other direction.

“Son of a...” He was going to wring her pretty little neck. He took off after her, not caring who he bumped into or the fact that well-known, reputable doms did not chase their subs across a bar. This was going to be the talk of the Club for months, maybe years and he didn’t give a fuck. 

She darted down the hallway toward the restrooms—like that’d stop him. Nothing would keep him from her.

“Alison, if you know what's good for you, you’ll stop right now,” he yelled.

She ran faster, disobeying him again. He charged forward, launching himself at her. His arms wrapped around her as he pushed her against the wall. He placed his hands on either side of her head, trapping her with his body. 

“Harker? What are you doing here?” She stared at him with an innocent expression on her face, but her chest heaved from her race across the bar, making her breasts rub against him with every breath.

“I saw you with him.” His cock rose from her nearness. He should shove that sexy dress up and fuck her right here. Show her and everyone that she belonged to him.

“With whom?” she asked.

“Don't play dumb. You came here to be with Ethan.”

“I did not.” The fake innocence fled her face, replaced by honest anger as she pushed at his chest. “Let me go.”

“No. You are mine,” he almost shouted the last word. “You’re my wife. You and your body belong to me.” He pressed against her, making sure she felt every hard inch of him.

“I don’t belong to you. According to your contract, I can’t have vaginal sex with anyone but you, but I can do anything else I want with anyone else.” She shoved his chest. “Now, let me go.”

“You are my wife.” His jaw was clenched so tight he was sure it’d shatter along with his temper. “You will touch no one but me.”

“Excuse me. Is everything okay?” asked a woman.

“Everything’s fine.” He stared at Alison, daring her to disagree with him.

“I need to hear that from the lady,” said the woman. 

“Go away. This is between me and my wife.” 

“I don't care if it's between you and your sub; I need to hear from her that everything is okay.” The lady’s voice had steel in it that made it clear she wouldn’t back down easily.

He glanced at her. Fuck. It was Cassandra Beaumont. The stubbornest, nosiest woman at the Club and there wasn’t one sub-like cell in her body. “Alison, tell her it's okay.”

Alison's eyes narrowed in challenge.

“Don't do it.” He’d paddle her ass right here if she did.

“I'm not worried he's going to hurt me, but I do want him to let me go.” She gave him a triumphant look.

“Harker, you heard her,” said Cassandra. “Wife or not...consent is—” 

“I don’t need a fucking lecture.” He stepped back.

“It sure looked like you needed to learn that lesson again.” Cassandra smiled. “I’d ask if your wife wanted to walk with me to the bar to ensure that you remember the meaning of consent, but I think you two have a bigger issue.” 

Harker turned in the direction Cassandra was staring. Ethan and four of his bouncers walked toward them.

“Good luck, honey.” Cassandra patted Alison’s arm and moved far enough away not to be in the path of Ethan and his bouncers but close enough to hear every word.

“Thank you, Cassandra,” said Ethan. “Alison, are you okay?”

“What the fuck?” Harker barely stopped himself from punching Ethan in that pretty face of his. “You know I’d never hurt her, but I will beat the shit out of you if you ever touch her again.”

“What are you talking about?” asked Ethan.

“I saw the two of you, whispering and flirting.” He stepped forward. His fists clenched at his sides.

The bouncers moved as one to block him, but Ethan held up his hand, stopping them. “Alison and I were talking. Not whispering or anything else.”

“Right.” His gaze shifted to Alison. “I know what her plans were for tonight and now I know with whom.”

“We had no plans. I saw her and Ellie here alone and went to talk to them.” Ethan glanced down the hallway that was now filled with curious members. “This is why I don't like married couples in the bar. You know the rules, Harker. Marriage issues stay at home. You don’t bring them into the Club.”

“It wasn't my idea to come to the Club.” He glared at Alison.

“This isn’t my fault,” said Alison. “It’s his. I didn't come here to cause problems. I didn't even tell him I was coming here.”

“That was the start of the problem.” Ethan frowned at her.

“No. All my problems started with him.” She pointed at Harker.

“I wasn't the one who left our house all dressed up to find another man.” 

“No, but you can anytime you want while I'm not allowed.”

“You signed that contract,” he almost shouted.

“I don’t care.” Ethan stepped between them. “The two of you are done. One month suspension from the Club.”

“Fine with me.” Harker wasn’t in the mood to see Ethan again anyway.

“Me? What did I do? I came here to have a fun night. It's not my fault Harker followed me here and is being an asshole.”

“It is partially your fault,” said Ethan.

Harker struggled to keep from laughing at Alison’s expression. She was about to meet the other side of Ethan.

“How?” She crossed her arms over her chest and Harker’s eyes dropped to her cleavage.

“Did you think he’d be happy about you being here without him?” asked Ethan.

“I didn’t care.”

“You should’ve. You brought trouble into the Club. That’s not allowed.”

“How was I supposed to know that?”

“You didn’t read that contract either, did you?” Harker didn’t even try to keep the smugness from his tone.

“Don’t start. This is not the same th—”

“It’s a pattern and now you’re going to whine that it’s unfair when everything is in the fucking contract,” he said.

“Enough,” said Ethan. “One more word from either of you and you’re out for two months.”

“Two? I might be pregnant by then and—”

“No pregnant women in the Club,” said Ethan.

“What?” Alison looked at Harker. 

“Since when is that a rule?” Even he’d never heard that one.

“Since tonight. And you’re both talking so that’s three months suspension,” said Ethan.

“Three?” Alison almost screamed. “You said two and—” 

“Not...one...more...word.” Ethan said each word slowly and precisely.

“That's not fair.” Ellie pushed her way through the crowd.

“Ellie, don’t.” Adrian followed her. “Just give Alison her purse and let’s go.” 

Ethan spun around. “I don't want to hear a word from you either.” 

“That’s discriminatory unless you ban the father as well.” Ellie handed Alison her purse.

“Do you two want to be suspended too?” Ethan looked over Ellie’s shoulder at Adrian. 

“Us?” asked Ellie. “All I did was voice my opinion.”

“Let it go.” Adrian grabbed Ellie’s arm, trying to drag her away. 

“I can't believe you're taking his side,” said Ellie.

“I’m taking his side because he's right.” Adrian continued to pull her through the crowd. “No one wants to see fighting.”

“I wouldn't say no one,” said Alison. “I think everyone in the Club is here watching us.”

“Why are you still here?” Ethan glared at her.

“Good question.” Harker grabbed Alison's arm.

“I’m not going home with you.” She pulled at his fingers, but he wasn’t letting go.

“Ethan, is force allowed in this case?” Harker’s grip tightened.

“Are you scared for your safety, Alison?” Ethan studied her. “And don’t lie.”

Alison’s eyes narrowed at Harker.

“Tell him the truth, Alison.” He’d paddle her ass until it glowed if she lied.

“No. I’m not afraid of him.” 

“Then...Harker you have my permission to get her out of my Club in whatever manner you choose. I don’t want to see either of you for three months.” The crowd parted as Ethan and his bouncers walked away.

“You heard the man.” He tugged on her arm, but she still refused to move.

“Let me go. I'm going out with Ellie.” She glanced down the hallway. “Ellie! Adrian! Wait for me.” 

Adrian kept walking, but he lifted his arm and half-waved as he pulled Ellie into the main part of the Club.

“Come to my place,” yelled Ellie. “You can stay the night if you want to.”

“That's not going to happen.” Harker strode down the hallway. 
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