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      Welcome to Crimson Elite, the most exclusive sex club in the world.

      Enter at your own risk, and always remember our number one rule—

      You must never speak of Crimson Elite—the punishment is severe.

      

      Creed ‘Too Hot for Words’ Christopher

      

      If God created the perfect man he would closely resemble Creed, on the outside that is.

      He’s as cavalier as they come. Unconcerned. Cold. Dismissive. I wonder if he has any feelings at all.

      And when his lips touch mine, everything goes black. He takes me into his world, and it’s the most magical thing I’ve ever experienced.

      And I’m sucked in time and time again.

      Like a moth to the flame, I am ready to be set alight.

      

      Elicea ‘F*cks With My Head’ Beckham

      

      Elicea is a firecracker. She has piqued my interest, and no one piques my interest anymore.

      Beautiful women are what I do—it’s my work.

      Not one of them has managed to get their claws into me the way she does. It’s as if she’s seeing my icy heart and trying to melt it, set it alight with each touch of her sinful lips.

      But that can’t work, it won’t work.

      Not in my world.
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      The cool air hits my skin. I should have been home hours ago, but work finished late and I ended up walking Tracey home, drunk. I hug my body to keep warm. It’s frigid out tonight, it shouldn’t be this cold for spring. Head down, cell phone gripped tightly, I walk one more block to my apartment building. I can tell Siri to call the police.

      Does that actually work? Would she even recognize my voice? I should really try it sometime but not now.

      I walk home alone regularly. Night time doesn’t usually bother me. Tonight, though, I’m getting a weird vibe and I have a strange feeling in the pit of my stomach. Walking these streets—I’ve done it for the last three years, since I moved into this apartment. Arriving at my apartment, I hear it. It’s distant, it’s faint, but I definitely hear it. The cry is faint, but the begging is louder. I know this neighborhood, I grew up not too far from here. I’ve heard stories of people being beaten and left for dead. It’s mostly men, and it’s weird. The authorities can never work out why it happens, or who’s behind it.

      The scream pierces my ears, it’s much louder this time, and my fingers hover to unlock my cell as I look up. I can’t see anyone, so I step away from my building. No street lights shine down on me here, and I’m thankful that the night sky is dark and whoever’s doing this possibly won’t see me.

      My hand touches the edge of the building, it’s rough. The brick pierces my skin as I clutch it tight and something wet touches my finger. Lighting up my phone, I can see a small trail of blood appears on the surface of my finger.

      I notice a man on the ground, two men standing above him. One leans down whispering, the venom he speaks is repulsive. The man on the ground begs for mercy again, and I gasp.

      My hand grips the brick building so hard it pierces my skin again, making me drop my cell. I freeze, and so do the two men hovering above the guy not too far from me. They both look my way, I step back into the darkness.

      Reaching down, I pick up my cell and turn to run. My footsteps are loud colliding against the sidewalk as I try to make it back to my building’s entrance without one of them catching up to me.

      I dig into my jacket pocket for my keys. My hands shake uncontrollably. Opening and shutting the door, I try to catch my breath before I manage to turn around. I see one of the men, standing on the side of the street opposite me. I still can’t make out his features, they’re covered by the night.

      Looking down at my cell I press three buttons. When I look back up, he’s gone. And no one is around as I check up and down the street.

      After I tell emergency services what I saw, I manage to make it to my room, hands still shaking and my body cold.
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      “Stop walking home by yourself,” Tracey says on the phone. She’s attempting to yell but with her raging hangover she’s failing miserably.

      “I’m fine. I’m always fine.”

      Tracey doesn’t know about last night, what I saw. She doesn’t need to know. If she did, she’d force me to move, but I simply can’t afford it. And a part of me is hoping it was only a dream. Maybe it was, and I won’t have to think about it. I waited up most of the night listening for sirens, but none came. After I’d calmed down, I peeked out my window to see if there was anyone around, any sort of sign that something wasn’t right. Nothing.

      “Don’t do it again.”

      I laugh as I look through my window again, just to be sure.

      “I had this dream last night, or so I thought. Did you hear of any more bodies being found?” I ask Tracey.

      “No, the last body was over a month ago. Why? Did you hear something? Oh my God, you did, didn’t you? No more walking home by yourself.”

      “I didn’t. I was just wondering,” I lie.

      “Okay, at least start catching a cab. Or Uber. Damn it, something!”

      “Maybe,” I tell her honestly. Maybe on those nights where the streets are too quiet and I can hear myself thinking, I will. But I doubt it, since on my wage you can’t afford to be picky, you do what you have to do to survive. And for me, it’s walking to and from work.

      “I’ll see you tomorrow night?”

      We say our goodbyes, and I sit up in my window seat. It’s daytime now, people are milling about at the restaurants and the shops are all open. Grabbing my nearest outfit, I slide it on then grab my keys from the table. Walking the same direction I did last night, my hands do exactly what they did last night, gripping hold of the building. Even with the sun shining, my heart still pumps hard. I turn down the side street where I heard the noise—there’s nothing there, it’s like nothing happened. I expect to see blood, some evidence. Maybe even a roped-off area.

      Stepping away, I really hope it was a dream. Maybe it was all in my imagination, but my cut fingers tell me otherwise.
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      I swear to God if he grabs my ass one more time, I will shove my heel in a place he’ll never be able to retrieve it from. Taking a deep breath, I try my hardest not to do something I shouldn’t do, because I really, really, need this job. Walking back to the bar, Tracey smiles because she knows I’m close to losing it. I’m on my last and final warning, if I lose my shit again with a paying customer my ass is fired, and I really need this job.

      “Just take a breather, go out back to Billy. He always makes you smile.”

      “I got this,” I say with a nod.

      Tracey shakes her head. “No! No, you don’t. Go.” Her thumb points over her shoulder to the kitchen.

      I place my tray on the counter and follow her advice. Billy’s making a dessert, it smells divine back here—like chocolate and cake. Everywhere. I moan and my stomach rumbles. Billy laughs, tapping the counter for me to sit. What can I say, I’m a regular in these parts.

      “Strawberry or chocolate?” he asks. He’s young, too young to be the master chef. He’s great though, I haven’t met anyone who can create half the things he can with minimal effort.

      “Do you have to ask?” I laugh.

      “You’re right, you always choose chocolate. But one day I’ll get you tasting other flavors.” He winks, and it’s cute. His feelings for me are clearly visible, but I try not to play into them. He may be the cute boy that I should date, but honestly, my track record is absolutely terrible—those bad boys suck me in every time. Then break my heart. Well, not literally. More like a day’s worth of sitting on my couch eating too much ice cream and watching too many horror movies. Great times.

      Billy presents me with the most beautiful chocolate lava cake I’ve ever seen, decorated with small petite flowers.

      “If I could do dirty things to this cake, Billy, I would.” I take the first bite and it’s heaven in my mouth.

      Just then Tracey opens the door, and I take another bite as she looks at me with her eyebrows scrunched. “Elicea, you better come, some of our elites just walked in.”

      I haven’t served them before, only heard about them. Tracey speaks of them like they’re untouchable. That they should be whispered about and not spoken to. They are the highest-paying customers we have, they just don’t come in as often as the boss would like. When they do, though, we make a week’s takings in one day.

      “Do I have to?”

      Tracey shakes her head and laughs as she walks out. Getting off the counter, I pull my skirt down, the one that rides up when I walk. Our dress code is ‘Sluts Are Us.’ We make all the hard-working lawyers, judges, and rich pricks happy to come here and see beautiful women on display, but not enough where they think they can have us. The boss calls us the tease factor.

      I look up to thank Billy and catch his eyes on my legs. He quickly looks up, cheeks reddening, and he averts his eyes while busying his hands.

      “Wish me luck, Billy. I need it. Don’t want to kill anyone.”

      He laughs nervously but doesn’t look my way.

      Pushing the door open, I notice the place is busier now. A group of ten men just walked in, going straight to the bar. I grab my tray.

      “Best behavior, El,” Tracey warns. “They’re our elite customers. Boss’ll be mad if we lose them.”

      I nod.

      The guy who’s grabby, though, I don’t think I can be civil if he touches me again. Walking past grabby hands, I head straight to the large group of men. They’re sitting in black leather seats—our bar is considered high-end with dark wood countertops, large dark tables and subtle lighting.

      “What can I get you, gentlemen?”

      A voice which I barely hear, and certainly have no idea what he said, comes from the man closest to me. I look up with a smile etched on my face, but he doesn’t hold my interest. Then my eyes rest on the man next to him. My eyebrows pull together, and I think, it’s not right, right? I mean, he can’t be that good looking and have friends to match. Were they bred in some factory I wasn’t aware of, each one better looking than the last?

      “Miss.” Before I finish surveying the group, the gentleman next to me brings me back to his attention.

      “I’m sorry, what did you say?”

      “Bourbon, straight. All around.”

      “Got it.” The smile on my face is starting to hurt it’s so bright. These men. Holy shit. Don’t get me wrong, we get some good-looking men in here often. We are a high-profile bar who caters to the perverted upper-class. But these men? They don’t need to be in a place like this. They could walk down the street and women would stop and drop their panties without hesitation. Me included.

      “I’d like to order.” A voice so intoxicating it sends shivers down my body and I haven’t even seen him yet. No man has done that to me. Afraid to turn, I do so slowly, scanning to identify the source of that voice, the one affecting my body with merely a few words.

      Most of the men are talking to each other, except this one. He’s watching me intently.

      Something flies within my belly, almost like when you get your first crush in high school and the boy you always wanted finally notices you. I feel like that looking at this man. His dark eyes train in on me.  His suit fits him like a damn glove. He beckons me with a nod, there’s no resisting as my feet pull my body toward him, cutting straight through the middle of his friends until I’m standing directly in front of him.

      “What do you suggest I order?” Oh God, that voice. Alluring. Sensual. It’s dark, so fucking dark. I want to open him up and see if he has any light in there.

      “I’m a tequila girl, myself.” My voice sounds high-pitched. That isn’t my voice. I’m not liking the way he makes me feel. His lip twitches up at me. His friend nudges his arm and whispers in his ear, but his eyes stay trained on me the whole time. Those dark, concentrating eyes. His friend looks to me, then turns back to the conversation he was in.

      “I’ll stick to bourbon,” he says dismissing me.

      I almost want to say something smartass. It sits on the edge of my lips. Instead, I lick them to stop myself. His eyes follow that movement. Sitting back in his chair I realize I’m still staring and watching him, well after he’s finished ordering. I turn and walk away without a look back, stopping to see Tracey who just smiles.

      “Pretty impressive, aren’t they?” Tracey says. I look over my shoulder, all of them are still in conversation—except for him—he’s watching me.

      Turning away, I tuck my hair behind my ear as I look to Tracey. “Intense. He’s intense.” The words come out fast.

      Tracey looks over my shoulder. “He’s the interesting one. He never speaks when he comes in. Never orders. Just gets them to do it all for him.” She pauses. “Did he speak to you?” I nod, unsure if I can speak clearly. Grabbing the tray, I don’t look back his way as I serve my other customers while Tracey makes their drinks.

      Walking past pervy Tom, he gropes me. Again. Damn it! His hand finds my ass, touching it without my permission. It’s the last time he’ll do that to me. I know I’m bound to lose my job as I lift the tray and slam it over his hand. He screams in pain, while I step back and smile.

      Everyone goes silent. All eyes are on me.

      Walking back to the bar head held high, I hand over the tray and wave to Tracey as I grab my bag from under the counter and walk out the front door. I quit, instead of being fired which I know is bound to come.

      Stepping out the front, I lean back against the building, the sun almost set. My whole night was to be preoccupied working, now I have nothing but time. And probably no place to live soon because I can’t pay rent with no job. Groaning loudly, I wish I were a small-tempered person, I wish my mother didn’t raise me to defend myself and not take any shit. Pulling my cell out, I check my bank account balance when the front door to the bar opens. Heavy footsteps come close, but I don’t look up. Until those shoes are standing right in front of me. Black shiny shoes at my feet, almost touching the tip of my heels.

      He smells like the ocean and smoke, and the minute I look to those dark whiskey eyes with hints of green, I know it’s a mistake. I should have excused myself and walked the other way. Instead, my breathing becomes erratic and my chest rises up and down fast as I look at a jaw that’s chiseled from stone, perfect cheekbones, like the gods made them for just him, and I can’t even imagine what he looks like under that suit.

      “You quit your job?”

      “I did,” I say in one heavy breath.

      “Would you like another one? That pays double?”

      I try to take my eyes off him, to look anywhere else. He’s all I can see, he has me hypnotized. What is fucking going on?

      “Yes,” I say as I nod my head as well. His lips quirk then stop as he watches me. He steps back, so he isn’t in my space, taking his scent with him, so it only lingers now as he isn’t as close.

      He offers me his hand, and my heart stutters at what I see in it—a white business card. Taking it, I look at it, flicking it over. Before I get a chance to read the card, he speaks, “Come to this address tomorrow. Six p.m. We can talk employment.”

      I watch him walk away, but he doesn’t walk back in the bar. Instead, he crosses the street and disappears into the night.

      My heart starts regularly beating again, the erratic beat that happened when he was too close slows. Catching my breath, I shake out of my daze. Just then Tracey walks out, her hand clutching mine. “Come back, I’m sure he won’t fire you. That guy deserved it.”

      I laugh and shake my head. “I assaulted one very high-paying customer, Tracey. Quitting is the better option. Trust me.”

      She leans over, hugs me while I tap her back. Hugs make me uncomfortable, and she knows it, that’s why she squeezes a little extra longer before she pulls back smiling.

      “You can’t afford to lose this job.” She’s right, but my eyes look to the card in my hand.

      “I just got offered a job, actually.”

      “What? Who?”

      I look at the door, then to Tracey’s brown eyes. “One of them. He was intense, Trace. Too intense.”

      She smiles and the smile hits her eyes. “I like that look in your eyes right now, El. I like it a lot.” Then she disappears, leaving me at the side of the building and daydreaming about a man who has whiskey-colored eyes with a hint of green.
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      I’ve never met a woman with so much fucking flair as her, and that’s saying a lot considering my choice of work.

      Echo walks in the door, his blond hair almost covering his face. His blue eyes look up to me, narrowing as he stares. “Something’s different.” He waves me off, not letting me say a word, not that I was going to anyway.

      Soft, sexy, sultry music infiltrates through the club below. My hands scrunch at my sides. Biting my inner lip until it bleeds, I manage to move to go down there. This is the part I hate the most.

      We all have a position here. All four of us.

      Myself—in charge of the girls and recruiting them.

      Echo—in charge of security.

      Falcon—handles the money. Plus, finds our Elite customers.

      Darby, mainly known as D—who runs everything else.

      We came from money, each and every one of us. We attended an elite school and it was only fair our business went that way as well. It’s how we came together, it’s how we will continue.

      The business, though, that wasn’t my idea, it was Darby’s. Which is why he runs most of the business and owns a higher-percentage share than the rest of us.

      This club, though, it isn’t like your normal bar, or even strip club for that matter.

      This is not a place you can walk into from the street—our doors are locked tight, our security even higher.

      Everything needs to be perfectly managed with the number of people thinking they can break in. What happens to them after they do so, well, let’s just say, they don’t walk away with their limbs intact.

      “I’m fucking off, I can’t deal with this anymore. You fucks deal with the club,” Echo says as Darby walks through the front door. I left them at the bar where they see our high-profile customers, Echo followed me back with Darby soon to follow.

      “What the fuck are you talking about?”

      Echo shakes his head at Darby, then looks to me. “I’m going. I need to go. I can’t deal a second fucking longer. I’m going mad. I’m going to kill someone if they ask me one more time how the fuck I’m doing. Do you understand?”

      I don’t, but I nod anyway.

      Echo turns and walks out the front door leaving Darby and myself standing on the red carpeted floor.

      “I assumed he would have blown up way before now,” Darby says walking away.

      Echo was in love, something we thought we’d never see. Then he lost her, to his brother of all people. She left him broken, and some even think unrepairable.

      “He’ll be heading to the beach,” I say to Darby. He nods his head. We don’t live near the beach, we only go because Echo fucking makes us. Why he lives in the city we don’t fucking know, it’s not like we can’t afford to cover his job. This business, well let’s just say, we don’t do badly. We do great.

      “You followed her?” he asks me. I pin him with my eyes. One thing you have to learn about Darby is he watches everything, even when you think he doesn’t notice. He always does. I nod my head, he shakes his. “Girls like her will only break your heart. Just like Echo.”

      I slap him on the shoulder as I walk past him to start the set-up. “That means you have to have a heart to break, Darby. That’s something I don’t have,” I say.

      “That’s true,” he states then he’s gone to his office. He basically lives in it. His social life is practically non-existent.

      The girls start coming in, followed by security. Red lights shine over the dark furniture as a girl takes a secluded room waiting for our guests to arrive.

      You see, you’ve just entered the most expensive, elite club in the southern hemisphere.

      Once you’re in, you are in.

      Once you’re out, you are dead.

      Let me introduce you to our very private, very exclusive club.

      Crimson Elite.
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      Finding an outfit is next to impossible, I hate it. Nothing fits right, sits right. Maybe I shouldn’t go. No, I shouldn’t. You don’t go somewhere because a stranger on the street gives you a card offering you your only means of survival and to keep my small apartment over my head.

      Tracey comes in with a wine glass in hand and sits on my bed.

      “You shouldn’t be drinking, you have to work today,” I tell her, taking the glass and drinking what’s left of it.

      She laughs then falls back onto my bed. “Anything you wear will do. Stop stressing. It’s not like it’s a sex club and you have to walk around in your lingerie.”

      My laugh is fake. Then I realize I don’t even know what this place is. On the card it only reads Crimson Elite and there’s an address.

      “What if it is?” I ask sitting down next to her. Looking down at all my clothes which are currently piled on the floor. There are never enough options. She laughs, sitting up and pouring herself one more glass.

      “Yeah, right, don’t you think if something like that existed, we’d know about it? I mean, this city is small.”

      “You’re right. I mean it could be an accounting firm for all I know.” Getting back up, I put on a small black skirt, one I can pull down if necessary. Then slide on a baby-blue blouse that shows just the right amount of cleavage, which can also be done up to hide the girls if need be.

      “Perfect, you must wear that. Just show some more boob.” I don’t listen to her, though. Tracey loves boobs, that’s why she went and paid for hers to be done.

      “I have to go or I’m going to be late. Can I swing by after?”

      She nods her head, already dressed in her work clothes, as she gets up and walks out with me. “Boss isn’t in tonight. Plus, I’m sure Billy would love to see you.”

      I roll my eyes as I grab my purse, following her out. “Nothing happening there, Tracey. Now or ever.” She gets into her car and waves as she drives off.

      The address on the card is close by, so I end up walking the short distance. But it takes me a moment to find exactly where the entrance is located. It’s a large building, not what I thought it would be. Maybe it’s a factory? I go to pull my skirt down as the front door opens. Music filters out and hits me, making me stand tall.

      He’s standing there, watching me with intent in those eyes. The green spots stand out under the light of the door, and I can see him even clearer now. If I thought he looked good in the dark lighting, now under the bright light I have to look away. His vest clings to his white shirt and his black slacks fit him like a glove. A red handkerchief is tucked into the pocket of his vest. He doesn’t smile or offer me a warm greeting. His eyes graze me over from top to bottom. “That should do,” is all he offers while holding the door open, indicating for me to enter.

      My feet start walking before I can process what I’m doing. The music is loud, but not so loud that you can’t hear yourself. The red lights hit me first. Then the door behind me shuts with a loud bang and I jump forward. His hand touches my waist. I feel like I’ve been caught doing something I shouldn’t be doing. His fingers burn straight through my clothes and set my skin on fire. The heat is intense. Afraid to move, I wait for him, his breath near my ear and neither of us speaking. Stepping back, I can’t stand it anymore, he consumes me with those hands on my body. Turning around then back to him, his hands are now at his sides, his eyes to the floor, forehead scrunched and lost in thought.

      He’s intense. Too intense. I know if his hands were to touch me again, I’d give in to whatever he wanted. Even if I didn’t fully understand what that was. And that thought scares the hell out of me. I wait for him to look back up, to tell me what it is he wants me to do. Just as I think it, it happens, and he steps forward into my space.

      “Name?”

      “Elicea.”

      “El-ic-ea.” He lets it roll off his tongue. The way he says my name makes it sound as if it’s pure sex.

      He should never say my name again.

      Ever.

      “Yours?” I ask, nicely as I can. His head drops to the side, the music melody changing to a slow, more sensual beat.

      “Creed,” he tells me.

      “Thanks for the job opportunity, Creed. What is it that you’ll have me doing?”

      He nods behind me. I look around the room. It’s busy. Far more so than the place I was previously employed. The decor is red with only a few splashes of gold. There’s a bar at the far end with mirrors and so much crystal glassware. In front of that and to the side are beds, rooms, and more beds. One of those beds makes me step back, but this time he isn’t there to catch me as he watches for my reaction.

      “You see what we do.”

      I nod, fast. I’ve never seen so many people having sex in public. You can even see people in the rooms, there’s only a red-tinted glass wall separating them.

      He takes a step in the direction of one of the beds, where handcuffs are clipped to the head of the bed. A curvy woman with blonde hair watches us as an older man with thinning hair lays between her legs, tenderly biting her inner thigh. She smiles at me, and I can’t seem to look away. Not even when I count to myself. The man lifts his head to look at her and gently slaps her breast. She closes her eyes, finally breaking the contact as he crawls up her body, positioning himself between her legs. He pulls on her restraints and she opens her eyes, then he looks at her in earnest and hungrily kisses her. I’ve never witnessed a couple having sex, never even watched a porno, yet here I am—transfixed by the real thing.

      I can feel the heat from Creed near me. I don’t know exactly where he is since I’ve been mesmerized by the heat in the room. Yet I can feel him. And dare I say it, I’m turned on. What kind of person does that make me?

      Laughter starts to bubble up. Tracey was right. Gosh, she’s going to laugh when she finds out she was right. I’m so nervous I can only laugh.

      “Do you find what we do here amusing?”

      Shaking my head, I stop laughing, turning to find him watching me with curiosity written all over him. Then it bubbles up again and I can’t help it as I blurt out, “I won’t have sex with strangers. You have the wrong girl.” I turn to walk out, but like magic the door’s not there. How is that possible?

      “I wouldn’t let you have sex with strangers.”

      My body freezes. Slowly, I turn back to find he’s watching me. “You aren’t here for that service. That service requires vigilant testing. You won’t need that.”

      I nod my head, afraid to look around again—I may stare too long. “What is it you’d like me to do?”

      “Bar.”

      I smile. That I can do.

      “You’ll also be my ears for the girls, and inform me if any guy gets to be too much for them.”

      “Can do.” Taking my eyes off of him for a moment, I look to the bar. There’s one guy behind it right now by himself. “Would you like me to start now? Or—”

      He starts walking toward it, and I follow him, making sure to stay a safe distance. He nods his head to the bartender who leans over to listen to Creed as he speaks. The bartender looks to me, offers me a small but friendly smile before Creed walks off. Leaving me with nothing else.

      “He isn’t big on words. To some anyway.” He laughs, opening the door to let me behind the bar.

      “I definitely may have noticed that.”

      “I’m glad he hired someone else. We’ve been too busy for me to keep up with it all.”

      “How long have you worked here?”

      He looks around then back to me and smiles. “Two years now. Pay is the best I’ve ever made. This job put me through school with no debt. I’m Johnny, by the way.” He offers me his hand which I shake gladly.

      “El,” I say smiling. He goes to the end of the bar where a man walks up dressed in just a robe. When Johnny finishes serving him, he steps back to me.

      “I know it’s different, and most don’t know about this place because it has a very strict policy. But most of the time it’s a great place to be. The guests are too scared to do anything wrong, and the girls are amazing.”

      “Is Creed the owner?” I ask.

      Johnny starts showing me where everything is as we talk. He has no shirt on and he’s ripped. But I have a feeling he doesn’t bat for my team. The way he looked at the man he served earlier, yeah, he was flirting with him.

      “No and yes. He’s one of them.” I look up, dark tinted windows are all I can see. Johnny stands next to me. “Those are their offices. You won’t see too much of them. Maybe Echo who runs security and sometimes Darby who runs almost everything else.”

      “What does Creed do?”

      “Recruits all the beautiful women. He’s the prettiest, wouldn’t you say?” He wiggles his eyebrows. “All those dark and stormy features.” Johnny starts fanning himself and I can’t help but laugh.

      “So, I was just recruited?” I can’t help but wonder out loud. His hand falls on my shoulder.

      “Sorry to say, pretty lady, but yes.”

      I suck in a breath and let it out. Johnny doesn’t have to show me much, I know how to bartend and I know how to serve. The girls come up throughout the night, all nicer than the next. None seem to have any troubles, and the guys don’t even notice me which is great, they’re too preoccupied with who’s waiting for them. I could get used to this. Very used to it.

      The end of the night comes around fast, and soon it’s just us packing up and closing the bar. Creed walks down as we sit on the counter having a drink. Johnny jumps down and walks away, leaving me there by myself.

      Getting down as well, I offer a smile. “Thank you, I enjoyed tonight. If you need me again—”

      “You want the job?” he asks.

      My head nods faster than I anticipated. He slides a white envelope over to me. “Read it before you leave. Sign before you leave.” I nod like that’s all I know how to do as he disappears back up the stairs which lead to his office.

      Johnny walks back out as I start to read the contract.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      You shall not, under any circumstances, tell another living person what happens behind the doors of Crimson Elite.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      I keep reading and reading—it’s all about the privacy of this place. I look up at Johnny. “What do you tell people you do?”

      He laughs, looking down at the contract. “Oh, don’t worry, it says what you should say.” He flicks to the last page where it states: My employment is a privately owned bar.

      I start to sign—what other choice do I have right now?

      “I have to head out to get some rest. You fine by yourself? Creed should walk you out.”

      “Yes, of course. Thanks for tonight.” He waves me off as he leaves. Taking the contract, I go up the stairs where I saw him retreat earlier. Reaching the top, there are offices one after the other, but only one has its door open. Walking to it, I notice Creed sitting behind a large dark wooden desk. He looks up as I enter, then nods his head to the seat opposite him. Not sitting, I pass the contract over to him, and he passes me another white envelope. Opening this one I expect another contract but instead, I find cash, lots of cash. The same amount I would earn after more than two weeks at my previous job.

      “It’s too much,” I say putting it down on his desk. He stands, and his presence takes up all the space. All I can see and feel is him. I chant in my head, ‘You aren’t special. He recruits the girls. You are a girl,’ as he picks up the envelope, handing it back to me.
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