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  Kia Rutherford-Stanton opened the door to her penthouse suite and stared at the man on the other side. Dressed in dark slacks and a gray dress shirt, he appeared far more

  dangerous than the clothing and the handsome, quiet features would suggest.




  Thick black hair was pulled back from the honed, strong features of his face and secured at his nape. He looked wicked, forbidden, and dangerous. And, unfortunately, he was the very man she had

  hoped wouldn’t be knocking at her door despite the fantasies she’d often had of him in the past.




  She knew him. Everyone knew who Chase Falladay was, and those who didn’t soon learned. According to her bastard husband, he was also the one man she didn’t want standing on her

  doorstep.




  As though she should be frightened of him. Perhaps that was her mistake. It was never fear that filled her whenever she was around Chase. Wariness at times. Uncertainty. And since her marriage,

  an awareness that she shouldn’t be anywhere near him.




  But fear had never been one of those emotions.




  “What do you want?” She wondered if the bruises on her face were still apparent. She didn’t think so. She’d spent forever on her makeup that morning.




  It seemed her husband, Carl “Drew” Stanton, hadn’t been pleased when he found out that his wife had no intentions of taking him back, or of retracting the information spilling

  through their social set that he had not only attempted to rape her along with another man, but that he and that man were part of a club created for just such morally questionable acts.




  As though she wanted that to get out. As though it didn’t humiliate her as much as it did him. That didn’t mean she had to do anything to help him. And the backhanded blow he had

  given her in response had strengthened her resolve that she didn’t care if he fried in society. She could weather any gossip because, frankly, she didn’t give a damn.




  But, as her husband had warned her, Chase Falladay had a reason to care, and here he was. Her husband had also warned her that if Chase did show up, then they all needed to be very

  frightened.




  “I’d just like to talk to you a moment, Kia.” His voice was like smooth, rich brandy. It curled over the senses and reminded her, no matter how much she wished otherwise, that

  she was still a woman, and a voice like his was guaranteed to get a response.




  “As if I’m not perfectly aware of what you want to talk about.” She stepped aside as he moved into the apartment, his tall, hard body somehow at odds with the stark atmosphere

  that surrounded him now.




  She turned and led the way from the wide foyer to the living room, tossing him a glare over her shoulder. Drew, her soon-to-be ex-husband, had called her the day before, warning her to expect a

  visit from the goon squad.




  The son of a bitch. Fury rose inside her like a vicious flood; it filled her with betrayal and anger, it stamped a trembling sneer on her face as Chase Falladay stepped into the room.




  “Kia, I don’t want to battle with you.” He turned to her, staring back at her, as though he understood, as though he were compassionate. “It seems to me that you’ve

  been through enough.”




  “Then why are you here?” Her lips trembled as she let herself meet his cool, light green eyes. They pierced her, had her throat thickening with the gentleness in them.




  “Can we sit down?” He motioned to the chairs.




  Kia sat down warily, watching as he took the chair across from her, their knees nearly touching, his gaze brooding and heavy as he watched her.




  “Drew told you about the club,” he finally stated softly.




  Kia flinched and looked away. Like the bastard had a choice.




  She licked her lips nervously and turned back to him.




  “Did he tell you what he did, too?”




  “He didn’t, but others have. I’ll tell you, his membership is being investigated. He’s facing losing it, as well as a hefty deposit he paid. But there’s more at

  risk here than the deposit he could lose, or his membership. The risk, Kia, is in the gossip, which came from you, which is now spreading through Alexandria.”




  She tightened her lips. “Do you think I wanted that damned gossip?” She came to her feet in a rush of anger. “It seems I can’t trust my husband, nor the few friends I

  believed I had. And now, you’re here?” She waved her hand at the room. His presence was the ultimate betrayal. “What are you going to do, Chase? Kill me for it?”




  According to Drew the secret of the club had been maintained for more than a century. Until she told a friend what he had told her the night he and his friend tried to rape her.




  She pushed her fingers through her shoulder-length blond hair before shaking her head wearily at his patient look. Chase was never ruffled. He was always calm.




  “You’re not denying the gossip,” he pointed out.




  Hell no she hadn’t. She had thought she could let her husband strangle beneath the weight of it, hoping he twisted in agony as all eyes turned to him. She had thought she could. How wrong

  she had been.




  “Two of your members tried to rape me, in my own home, Chase,” she informed him bitterly. “And you’re here to what? Berate me because I told a friend and she spread the

  rumor of all those little perverts you protect?”




  He sat back in his chair, his arms lying comfortably on the heavily cushioned arms as he stared back at her. Those eyes, they seemed to sink into a woman, made her soften, made her want to

  please him. What a dangerous talent for a man’s eyes to possess.




  “You’re not denying the rumor,” he stated again.




  “Neither am I upholding it,” she argued.




  He watched her carefully, silence stretching between them as she paced back to her chair and sat down wearily.




  Her father was pacing at home, she knew. He had called that morning, torn between loyalty to his daughter and the knowledge he had just learned, that his entire life, the holdings four

  generations of Rutherfords had possessed, could come crashing to his feet. All because of Drew. Because he had dared to threaten her with that club, and when she had spilled all her hurt and anger

  to the person she believed was a friend, it had begun to spread.




  “My father called,” she finally said. “He’s received phone calls from major stockholders.” She knew this game. She had been born and raised within the dirty little

  social set that thrived on power and threats. “Drew was right, wasn’t he? You have enough power to destroy all of us.”




  “Kia, I’m here to help you,” he promised her.




  “Yes, of course you are, how could I have ever believed otherwise?” she stated tearfully, mockingly. “What do you want me to do, Chase, take out an ad in the newspapers that I

  lied? That Drew never brought in a third from your damned club and tried to rape me?” Her voice rose in humiliation and pain. “Tell them he never threatened to destroy me with the power

  that club wields? Did you bring a list of the papers? Should I stand on the street corner and proclaim it to the world?”




  The tears didn’t fall, but they wanted to. She wanted to sob in fury.




  “I want you to call your friend and tell her the club doesn’t exist. That you were trying to hurt Drew. When you’re asked about the club or anything he told you concerning it,

  I want you to deny he ever mentioned it. You didn’t give names, Kia. At this point, it’s all speculation based on the few single members known to share their lovers. Help me fix this

  now, and I’ll make certain you’re protected.”




  She gave a very unladylike snort. “And how will you do that, Mr. Falladay?”




  “Will you trust me, Kia?” He leaned forward, his elbows braced on his knees as he watched her. “Will you trust me to keep my word? That you’ll be protected, not just in

  any retaliation against Drew, but from Drew as well?”




  The bruise at the side of her face burned.




  “I don’t know what you mean.”




  “There’s not enough makeup in the world to hide that mark on your face, or the fear in your eyes, Kia. I don’t want to add to that. No one is going to hurt you physically. Drew

  will never touch you again, period. When the time comes, he’ll pay for what he’s done to you, just as he’ll pay for using the club to attempt to threaten you into a relationship

  you didn’t want.”




  She stared back at him in shock.




  “Why would you do that?”




  His expression hardened. “Kia, we’re not just a club filled with members who share an agreement on a lifestyle. That club, that power base and that protection, wasn’t created

  for its members alone. It was created for their women.”




  She shook her head. That didn’t make sense. None of it did. “I’m divorcing him, though.”




  Something flared in his eyes, something she didn’t dare delve into too closely. Something that had her tensing, reminding her of long dark nights and fantasies she didn’t dare think

  about.




  “It doesn’t matter. He and another member hurt you. He bruised you, Kia, and he frightened you. And that isn’t tolerated. Trust me. Work with me, and before you know it, Drew,

  and the pain, will be behind you.”




  It wasn’t such a large request, and she knew it. The gossip would truly never be squelched but it would never be considered more than an amusing tale without her backing.




  She looked down, staring at the toes of her very stylish shoes that matched her very tasteful silk dress and wished she had worn her jeans instead.




  Her world was exploding around her—what did this matter? And what did his request matter? It was for her benefit as well as that damned club’s.




  “I’ll take care of it.” She lifted her chin and shrugged as though it didn’t matter. “I never should have lied about Drew. What he did was bad enough.”

  Humiliation flamed through her. “Perhaps I was just trying to excuse him.”




  Anger flickered in his gaze with such a rush of intense light that it surprised her.




  “Perhaps the friend so determined to tell the tales put her own lies to the story?” he suggested quietly his voice hard.




  To that, Kia shook her head. “No. I’ll take the blame. I trusted her. That was my mistake. I’ll deal with it.”




  Chase watched her, so vulnerable, her hair covering her face, hiding the tears he knew must be filling her eyes. Coming here had been the hardest decision he had ever made. It was the only time

  he had regretted fulfilling this part of his job as Ian’s private investigator and the first defense against society’s knowledge of what the club actually was.




  Wounding this woman’s pride made him feel like a damned animal.




  “Kia.” He whispered her name gently, the urge to take her into his arms, to hold her against him, to shelter her from that pain almost impossible to resist.




  When her head lifted, he saw her eyes. Bright blue, damp with tears, but fierce with pride and with anger.




  “Why did he do it?” she suddenly asked. “Why try to get me drunk and rape me? Why not just ask me?”




  He would beat that explanation out of the bastard.




  All he could do now was shake his head. “I don’t know. But a divorce is the least of what he deserves from it. And demand a high settlement. I promise, you’ll get it.” He

  would make certain she received it for this blow to her pride.




  “Why do you do it?” she asked him then, her expression vulnerable, a need for answers swirling in her eyes.




  She made him feel like a bastard with that look.




  He reached out to her, touched the hair that framed her face, and tried to smile back at her. “For the pleasure, Kia. For my lover’s pleasure. For my own. Only the pleasure. And

  there’s no pleasure in rape or in humiliation.” He dropped his hand from the soft, warm silk of her hair and rose to his feet, staring down at her.




  “There was no pleasure in what they tried to do to me.” Her voice was choked with anger and with pain.




  Chase nodded slowly, his expression tightening, anger pulling at him. “And he’ll find no pleasure in the consequences of it, Kia. I promise you that. Help me fix that, and I’ll

  make him pay, for you.”




  He left then. He couldn’t stand there any longer and watch the tears fall from those sapphire eyes or see the evidence of that bruise on her face any longer.




  He’d begin the process to take Carl Drew Stanton out of the club, and he’d do it as painfully for the other man as possible.




  And one of these days, he swore, he’d show that son of a bitch how it felt to be backhanded across the face. And he’d add a punch just for the sheer pleasure of it. If he

  weren’t careful, once he got started on the spineless little bastard he might not stop.




  Drew Stanton had backhanded his pretty, delicate wife, and Chase wanted to kill him for it. The club had rules against this. No club member abused his wife, period, neither sexually nor

  physically. Those women were the basis for their greatest pleasure, for their satisfaction. They were not to be harmed.




  And Drew had dared to hit his wife.




  His teeth clenched as anger surged inside him, dark and savage. An anger he fought to keep contained, simply because there were other emotions, just as intense, just as dark, that came with

  it.




  As he left the penthouse he drew in a hard, savage breath and promised himself he was going to stay as far away from that woman as possible. Because she made him want, and what he wanted, he

  knew, she could never give him.
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  He watched, and he considered what he saw. Chase Falladay wasn’t a man known for his weaknesses, and he wasn’t a man known for his stupidity. He had proved that

  many times, over and over again. He was a man who would be very hard to destroy.




  Destroying Chase was imperative. Bringing him to his knees, forcing him to suffer. That was all that mattered.




  But where was the best place to strike?




  At the brother, perhaps? The brother was no better. Cameron Falladay was as much a blight on the world as his brother Chase was. At least, at one time he had been. Cameron had stopped his

  depravity, though. Cameron no longer shared his woman with his brother—otherwise, Chase wouldn’t be keeping company with that half-Arabic bastard Khalid.




  No, striking out at Cameron would be wrong. What Chase had done wasn’t Cameron’s fault. What Chase had done rested solely on his own shoulders and he was the one who would have

  to suffer for it. He had to suffer for it; there was no other option.




  Chase wasn’t a man who knew remorse. He wasn’t a man who understood the suffering others had to deal with. Because he cared for no one but himself. If only, if only there was a

  weakness to be found. Then justice would be done. Then, Chase would understand the blight he was on this world.




  Destroying Chase Falladay was the objective. Now, to find the tool.
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  TWO YEARS LATER




  It was snowing. Of course, it was December in Washington, D.C., and it was bound to snow eventually. The fat, fluffy flakes drifted like a wintry cape from the dark,

  cloud-laden sky. There was little wind, so it fell and piled, and in the time it took Kia Rutherford to escape from the hotel and the very boring party she had attended and to go to the little

  corner bar, it had covered the sidewalks.




  The salt trucks were already running, their plows lifted for now. The heavily traveled streets of Alexandria would stay clear for a while yet. The sidewalks were another matter.




  She stepped carefully in her three-inch heels. They were perfectly safe to wear in the hotel, but here, on the slick sidewalk, was another story. She held the skirt of her winter white velvet

  dress to her ankles and wished she had just tried to grab a cab and risk going home rather than attempting to hide for a while.




  There were few places she could hide where she wasn’t well known. The bar was one of those places. She had been inside it several times in the past year. It was close to the hotels she was

  forced to attend events in, and those events invariably included her ex-husband, Drew.




  She lowered her head as she ducked into the bar, pulling the wrap that was much too light for this weather around her cold arms.




  She waved to the bartender and he nodded quickly as she headed to the table she always snagged. In the corner, where it was dark and shadowed and she could watch. Just watch the patrons as they

  chatted, laughed, joked.




  Friends came in with friends or business associates. They could get a little loud, but they laughed and slapped each other on the back and had fun.




  “It’s a little cold out there tonight, honey.” The barmaid, a young woman named Andrea, sat a chilled bottle of beer in front of Kia and smiled back at her in concern as she

  let her eyes rove over her evening gown.




  Andrea was quiet, a dark brunette with laughing gray eyes and a smile for everyone. Her sweater and jeans attested to the fact that the chill in the air outside often seeped inside here as

  well.




  “Yes, it is,” Kia agreed as she accepted the beer. “They’re saying several inches of snow tonight and much more in the morning.”




  “Ten inches, last I heard,” Andrea agreed. “We should all just hunker down with a hot man and a hotter fire.”




  Kia smiled as Andrea turned away.




  The pub wasn’t very full tonight. It was only the middle of the week, after all. She sipped at her beer and pulled the wrap closer around her shoulders, repressing a shiver as she looked

  around.




  From where she sat, most of the room was visible to her. Only the two back corners were as shadowed as her own. They were private, cocooned with darkness.




  She sighed deeply as she played with the chilled bottle of beer, stared down at her fingers, and wondered why the hell she had come here. She could have gotten a room at the hotel. Drew would

  have known, of course, and getting her room number would have been easy for him, but he couldn’t have gotten in. She could have just called security. Except she preferred to avoid a fight.

  Drew wasn’t above causing a scene, and he hadn’t yet realized that she didn’t give a damn.




  All fear of society’s gossip had been burned out of her the day she was forced to retract her knowledge of exactly what her husband was, and what he had been a part of.




  In two years, she hadn’t forgotten that moment for even a single day. Or night. Some nights, she dreamed of it, and the dreams were much different than what had happened in reality.




  She smiled at the thought. How brave she was in her dreams. And in those dreams Chase Falladay had tempted her to acts that her ex-husband could never have persuaded her to become a part of.




  She picked at the paper label on the beer bottle and tried to tell herself that it was only the loneliness brewing inside her that made those dreams seem so very intriguing.




  Two years. She had divorced and now she had no friends. She had learned that lesson quickly. She had had only a few friends, and once one of them started the gossip concerning the club she still

  wasn’t certain about, the others had taken up the cause and added to it. By the time she managed to do the damage control Chase had requested of her, it had blown so far out of proportion

  that no one would have believed it anyway. And Kia had decided “friends” were more liability than advantage.




  She had learned valuable lessons from her divorce. She had learned to trust no one. Except, perhaps, Chase. She almost smiled. She’d done as he told her and sued for a high divorce

  settlement. She’d gotten it easily. But it hadn’t compensated for the pain, the humiliation, or the knowledge that her marriage had been a lie from the first day.




  She tipped the beer to her lips once again, her gaze straying across the room. As she lowered the bottle she frowned, her eyes narrowing on that back corner.




  It couldn’t be him, she told herself. That devil’s black hair reflecting in a sudden spear of light, a profile that was as strong and as determined as the man himself.




  But it was him. She knew it was, and he had company.




  She wasn’t going to wonder at the sudden trip of her heart, the knowledge that her greatest sexual fantasy was in this bar with a man everyone in the free world knew had no problems

  whatsoever getting wild and depraved.




  Chase Falladay and Khalid el Hamid-Mustafa, the bastard of some little-known Middle Eastern prince. He was in the news often, the gossip columns even more often. And he was sitting there with

  Chase.




  As she stared, Chase’s head lifted, his eyes narrowing through the smoky gloom, finding her instantly.




  The breath left her. He couldn’t know it was her. There was even less light here than there was in his corner. Then Khalid turned as well, his black eyes amused, his expression sensual as

  he lifted a glass and toasted her.




  Shock raced through her. There was no way to run now, no way to hide. This wasn’t a society ball or event where all she had to do was drift to another pocket of guests to avoid either of

  them.




  Chase, because he was a temptation. Khalid, because he was known to help Chase tempt the women they had shared in the past months.




  News of the club of men who shared their women may have died down over the years, but there were certain men rumored, always rumor only, to enjoy that particular pleasure more than any

  other.




  Only a few, as though those brave, hungry souls relished the gossip they caused.




  She took a long sip of the beer to ease the dryness in her mouth as she turned her gaze away from them. They couldn’t truly know who she was, she assured herself. She had to assure herself

  of that, otherwise she’d never be able to force herself to stay in place.




  Chase stared into the corner, wondering if Kia had any idea how the light spilled from the bar and glistened over the winter white velvet wrap and dress she wore. She looked like a snow princess

  fallen from the cloudy skies. Soft creamy flesh, champagne blond hair, blue eyes, wide with a hint of nerves and fear. And something else.




  Hell, he had to be drunk. That something else couldn’t have been there.




  “I wondered how long it would take her to get curious,” Khalid remarked as he turned back to Chase.




  “Curious about what?” Chase asked, watching as the lights caught the twinkle of diamonds in her upswept hair.




  “About you, my friend, and the pleasures you could give her. I’ve watched her gaze sweep over you for two years now. And wondered what she hid beneath those lashes that swept over

  her eyes each time,” he explained.




  Chase snorted. “Hatred?”




  Khalid shook his head. “Never that.” His smile was hard, curling with knowledge. “The two of you tiptoe around each other as though you’re terrified of the electricity

  flashing between you. She knows what you are.” He leaned forward. “And still, she’s curious. I, of course, would be available if you needed a third.”




  “You’re horny,” Chase growled. “Who says I’d pick you for my third anyway?”




  Khalid chuckled at that. “Who cares? A woman such as that one, you would have no hardship in finding a man willing to provide that service. But I would know immeasurable pleasure in being

  so chosen.”




  The amusement in Khalid’s black eyes had Chase shaking his head at the other man.




  “Perhaps it is fear that holds you back?” Khalid grinned then. “Your brother Cameron I have learned is floating in monogamous bliss where his woman Jaci is concerned. Perhaps

  you are afraid it is contagious?”




  Chase tore his gaze from Kia. She looked cold. She was too close to the door to manage any warmth dressed as she was. As soft, as delicate as she looked in her outfit, she had to be

  freezing.




  She tugged the wrap more firmly around her shoulders when Chase realized he hadn’t torn his gaze from her for long. Perhaps a second. Maybe.




  “Why not ask her to join us for a drink?” Khalid suggested. “She would be well hidden here with us.” He waved a broad hand at the corner next to Chase. “And I have

  no doubt she would be warmer.”




  Chase was rising to his feet before Khalid was finished talking. He ignored the other man’s laughter and moved across the room. She would join them, or he would take her home. Any other

  option was out of the question. She was tempting him to the point that his back teeth ached at the thought of touching her, and he wasn’t thinking about the erection pounding beneath his

  slacks.




  She watched him as he approached. He felt her eyes on him, raking over him, nervous little looks that made him tense in arousal. She’d been doing this to him even before her ex-husband had

  tried to force her into a ménage. And he’d been furious that Drew had chosen to try to draw her into that lifestyle without her knowledge beforehand.




  “You look a snow fairy,” he said, leaning against the heavy post that supported the ceiling, only a few feet from her table.




  Her gaze lifted, her slender neck rippling as she swallowed tightly.




  “Well, it is snowing tonight.” She cleared her throat.




  It was there between them, he could feel it. He could see it in her eyes, almost taste it in the air around them. If she left that table to join him, it was going to be for much more than a

  drink.




  He glanced away from her for a moment, acknowledging that every attempt he had made to stay away from her had just flown the hell out the window.




  When he turned back, his jaw clenched.




  “I’m not playing games with you, Kia. I have too damned much respect for you for that.” He held his hand out to her. “Would you like to join us?”




  She looked over to where Khalid had turned in his chair enough to watch them. His dark eyes gleamed with sensual, sexual knowledge. Just as Chase’s did.




  She stared at his hand.




  She had wondered for two years what being with him would be like. What the pleasure could be. The knowledge in his eyes when he told her it was only for the pleasure.




  “What if I can’t?” she whispered, knowing what he meant. “What then?”




  “Then you can’t.” He continued to hold his hand out. “It’s your choice.”




  It was her choice. She hadn’t been offered a choice before—she had nearly been raped by her husband instead.




  But this wasn’t Drew. This was the man who had been honest with her from the start. He had, in small ways, perhaps, but in ways impossible for her to miss, protected her.




  She looked at his hand again, remembering the dreams, the fantasies, and all the lonely nights when she had assured herself, if this night ever came, she would have the courage to take his

  hand.




  She stood slowly, holding her wrap around her shoulders with one hand as she saw Khalid rise from his chair at the back of the room.




  “The limo’s outside.” Chase took her hand in his, broad, warm fingers wrapping around her smaller, paler ones. “Are you going home?”




  Where she was alone? Where she could dream about him rather than taking her courage in both hands and becoming the woman she had been wishing she could be?




  Bold. Courageous.




  She was breathing harshly. She could feel her breasts rising and falling, felt his gaze flick over them as he began to pull her to the door.




  “I don’t want to go home yet,” she finally whispered.




  His arm went around her back, his hand cupping her hip as her velvet dress swished about his legs.




  “I won’t take you home then.” They reached the door to the bar and stepped out as the limo, a Hummer no less, pulled up to the sidewalk.




  Snow covered the sidewalk now, a good inch, and she barely noticed it.




  She didn’t worry about the hem of her dress, because suddenly she was being lifted in his arms, her eyes widening, her wrap slipping as she clutched at his shoulders.




  “I don’t want you to slip and fall,” he stated as the chauffeur opened the door smoothly. Chase ducked inside the warm interior, holding her against him as he moved into the

  sumptuous limo and sat down by a narrow bar counter, in one of the thickly padded, wide leather seats.




  Khalid followed and the door closed behind them, the tinted windows hiding them, securing them against curious eyes.




  The interior of the Hummer was incredible. The seats were wide, the dark leather was probably comfortable, but as Chase held her, she was betting he was more comfortable. Even with the thick

  wedge of his erection pressing into her hip.




  She wasn’t certain what she was getting herself into now. She leaned back against Chase’s shoulder and drew in a hard breath. She was only seconds away from requesting that they take

  her home after all.




  She couldn’t do this. She thought she was brave. Thought she was courageous.




  “Khalid, this limo is insane, you know.” Chase glanced around the interior, his hand stroking comfortingly down Kia’s back as the vehicle moved smoothly through the

  streets.




  “So I told my father when he had it delivered.” Khalid shrugged. “But it came with free petrol from his stations, so who am I to complain?” Khalid winked at Kia

  playfully. “I’m, of course, a bit more conservative with my own wealth.”




  “Yeah, Khalid buys horses instead.” Chase chuckled.




  “Fine beasts.” Khalid grinned. “But one thing this is good for is the viewing pleasure of all the beautiful lights through our fair city as it snows. All the comforts of

  home.” He waved to the windows that surrounded the seats. “And we don’t have to worry about getting stuck for quite a while.”




  “Khalid likes to run his security detail ragged in the snow,” Chase told her with a hint of laughter.




  “It’s not the security detail I have such fun with,” Khalid drawled, the faint Middle Eastern flavor of his voice tinged with his own amusement. “It’s those damned

  special agents they keep on my ass. You’d think I wasn’t a U.S. citizen.”




  “One tied to a very rich, fairly powerful sheik,” Chase pointed out.




  Khalid winked at her again, and Chase felt her relax, not a lot, but enough that perhaps she wasn’t gearing up to demand to be taken home.




  “I assure you, Ms. Rutherford,” Khalid announced. “It is Rutherford now, yes?”




  “Yes,” she breathed out faintly.




  Chase had been unaware she had returned to her maiden name.




  “As I was saying, I assure you, I’m related to the sheik by only the thinnest of bloodlines and a father that has more money than any true connections. Though he does enjoy spending

  the money on his youngest bastard son.” Khalid’s lips quirked mockingly.




  Kia inhaled slowly as Chase continued to rub her back. Damn her and her bare back. Her wrap was barely hanging to one shoulder now, the velvet dress held to her shoulders by thin straps, the

  velvet covering her breasts doing very little to cover the firm mounds.




  She was incredible. Beautiful. Several strands of hair had slipped from the diamond pins that held it in place, the blond strands framing her face and neck.




  A light flush mounted her cheeks and her sapphire blue eyes, were filled with vulnerable curiosity and courage. He’d known, somehow over the past two years, it would come to this. And he

  had pushed it, pushed her, made her more curious each time he’d pursued her for a dance at a party or a moment to chat at an event.




  “The lights are pretty tonight.” She swallowed tightly again and found her fingers curled over Chase’s forearm, where it lay across her thighs.




  She stared out the window across from her as the limo wove through traffic, stopping smoothly at traffic lights, moving more slowly past the elaborately lit areas.




  “The lights are gorgeous this time of the year, especially during a snowfall.” But Khalid wasn’t staring at the lights, he was staring at her.




  His voice was low, smooth, and charming. It was sexy, but it lacked the true warmth she heard in Chase’s voice.




  “Jaci and Cam are putting up the Christmas tree tonight.” Chase grunted. “One of the reasons I ended up in a bar rather than reading comfortably in my apartment. They

  threatened earlier to make me help.”




  “You don’t like Christmas trees?” She risked looking up at him now, and the light green orbs held her, mesmerized her as they always did.




  Each time his gaze caught hers, she wanted to sink into it, live within it forever. There was something mysterious, something completely male and forbidden each time he held her gaze with

  his.




  Of course, she knew the forbidden. It was here, in this limo. Chase and the third he had obviously chosen, and they were nothing compared to the husband and the third who had terrified her years

  before.




  No, it hadn’t been terror, it had been rage. He had attempted to get her drunk and when he thought she was, he had then snuck another man into their bed.




  “I love Christmas trees,” Chase finally told her softly. “But some things, Jaci and Cam need to do alone.”




  It was said gently, as though a message was hidden there. Was he telling her he no longer shared his women, or just his brother’s woman?




  She had wondered, she admitted. She had often wondered if Jaci Wright enjoyed each night what Kia was too afraid to reach out for.




  “I haven’t decorated a tree in years,” she told him then, attempting to smile, almost lost in the memory of the last time she had done so, at her parents’ home.




  “No?” He brushed a strand of hair from her cheek as the fearful tension receded, only to be replaced with something darker, more heated.




  “I don’t have a tree,” she said. “There’s just me.”




  “You buy presents?” he asked her.




  She shook her head. “Just for my parents. They don’t require a tree in my apartment.”




  Her life had become barren in the past two years. A desert landscape that still had the power to hurt.




  “Friends?” He tensed a bit, as though anticipating the answer.




  “Friends are busy with families for the holidays.” She shook her head. “I don’t need a tree.” She didn’t buy friends presents because she didn’t allow

  herself to have friends.




  “You need a tree,” he breathed against her ear. “A very tall one.”




  “I’d never be able to decorate it.” Her head tilted to the side, almost without her permission, her neck suddenly tingling to feel that little breath. “I’m

  short.”




  “You’re exquisite.” He kissed her behind her ear. A soft brush of his lips that had her lashes drifting closed and pleasure streaking through her.




  Khalid was watching. She could feel him watching. She could feel the tension rising in the back of the monstrous limo and the heat of sexual desire beginning to move over her flesh.




  She should move. She should be frightened, as she had been earlier. Instead, she felt that strange courage rising inside her again. No, not courage, insanity, because she knew she wasn’t

  going to deny them. She was going to be wild and wicked and do the forbidden. Here, in this decadently large limo, she was going to let Chase have her, Chase and Khalid.




  She opened her eyes and turned her head to stare back at him. This man, he was her fantasy, and whatever he wanted to give her tonight, she would allow him. As much as she could.




  “It’s only for the pleasure?” she whispered.




  His eyes dilated in surprise, as though shocked she had remembered what he had told her.




  “Just for the pleasure,” he promised her.




  “Just between us?” she asked then.




  One finger caressed her cheek. “Do you ever hear of the women I’m with, Kia?” he asked her.




  “Not like this. But it’s known that you do it.” She shook her head, glancing at Khalid as he watched, waited. Relaxed, assured that he would touch her.




  “And you won’t,” he promised her. “Where is the pleasure in allowing your lover to be gossiped about? Or your woman to be embarrassed?”




  She was breathing roughly now. She could feel her clothing rasping against her flesh, the curling tendrils of anticipation rising inside her.




  “I was only with Drew,” she whispered. “That’s all.”




  He had been her only lover. She had come to him a virgin and couldn’t remember a single time they had been together that her pleasure had mattered much to him.




  Chase knew what she was telling him. He could see the edge of uncertainty, her desire and her confusion over her desires rising inside her.




  He knew what she was doing. This wasn’t about the pleasure or the ménage, it was about the temptation he had offered her the day he came to her apartment. It was about the

  temptation he had held out to her every time he had seen her after that.




  He let his head move lower, let his lips brush across hers, aware of Khalid moving silently, opening the door beneath the bar’s counter to draw free the requirements of pleasure.




  Lubrication, massage oil, condoms. Khalid was a true sensualist. Nothing was hurried when he was involved. The pleasure was all that mattered. He gained his pleasure from the pleasure of the

  woman he touched. Or helped to touch.




  Kia’s lips parted beneath Chase’s. Her breath, softly scented with a hint of the beer she had drunk earlier, and the clean soft taste of the woman herself. They parted slowly. He

  watched her lashes drift over her eyes and his lips caressed hers. He didn’t take her kiss. He wanted to take nothing from her. He wanted to give to her. He wanted her lost in the pleasure,

  giving herself to it until nothing existed but the touch, the need, and the hunger for release.




  Kia assured herself that was all it would be for. Just the pleasure. She wasn’t going to allow herself to care for anyone again. She had made that promise to herself two years before, and

  she wouldn’t break it now.




  But she needed this touch. Chase’s touch. His lips brushing against hers. She was certain that when Khalid touched her, she would be wild and wanton then as well.




  She had never been wild and wanton, though she had often wondered what it would be like. She was going to find out tonight. Now. She had dressed for it. She had longed for it.




  “Okay?” Chase’s voice was darker now, deeper.




  Kia opened her eyes to see that the light green of his eyes had darkened. There was a stain of red against his dark cheekbones and his lips were sensually fuller than before.




  Lust suffused his expression. For a second, just the barest second, she wished there was more than lust in his eyes, before she pushed the thought away. She had no right to want more, to need

  more.




  She obviously had no concept of how to choose friends or lovers. Chase was safe, and if he wanted Khalid there, then she trusted his choice.




  Chase hadn’t lied to her. He had kept his promises to her, he had made certain Drew never struck her again, and she knew it was by his hand that her divorce had come so easily.




  As she felt his lips nipping at hers, watched his eyes as his hands stroked her bare back and her arm, she let herself become immersed in the sensations. His calloused palms stroking her, his

  strong lips taking small, greedy kisses from her.




  Her arms twined around his neck. She turned to him, needing more, aching for it. A deeper kiss, a longer kiss. She wanted to feel him taking her lips, controlling her passion as she had no idea

  how to control it.




  As though he knew, sensed what she needed, his lips did just that. His tongue delved in to tangle with hers, and his hands tightened on her.




  A moan whispered past her lips as she shuddered at the sensations.




  This was all she needed. Just the pleasure.
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  Kia stared into Chase’s face as she laid back in his arms, her head resting against a cushion that Khalid slid beneath it.




  Chase’s hand moved slowly down her arm, gripped her wrist and lifted it above her head, where Khalid’s fingers then encircled it.




  “If you want to stop, you have only to say so,” Khalid whispered as she stared back at Chase. “This is only for you, sweet Kia.”




  She trembled as Chase’s lips quirked at the obvious uncertainty she knew was reflected in her face.




  “I’ve never . . .”




  Chase laid his finger over her lips. “No experience required, sweetheart. Just let it feel good.”




  Chase had known, even while she was married, when he faced her with the knowledge of what she had to do, that she had the courage inside her, the sensuality inside her, to come to this.




  Drew, her ex-husband, had known as well, unfortunately, but he had been too damned selfish to bring it out in her. The sensualist that lay inside Kia was a hot, vibrant core of pleasure just

  waiting to be tapped.




  She flinched, not in fear or in pain, but in surprise, when Khalid laid his lips against her inner wrist. Khalid was a connoisseur of women. He loved the female form with a dedication that often

  amused other members of the club.




  Chase stroked his hand down her side, over the thin velvet of her evening gown, watching the tops of her breasts as they flushed, the little glow matching her cheeks now.




  The scalloped edge of the bodice was snug against the upper curves of her breasts, revealing the cleft between them and the shimmer of perspiration as it began to dew her skin.




  His lips lowered to hers once again, feathered over them as the scent of Egyptian oil teased at Chase’s senses and the hand behind her found the tab of the zipper that held her dress snug

  over her breasts.




  It was going to be like unwrapping the prettiest Christmas present he had ever known, weeks early. Taking her out of this gown, feeling her come alive with pleasure, it was going to burn the

  night down around them.




  She moaned into his kiss as he lowered the zipper, her upper body arching as she reached for a deeper contact, for that kiss that would sink into the senses.




  He gave it to her, his gaze moving to Khalid, where he was stroking her bare arm, the sheen of oil dressing her flesh as long, dark fingers worked over the tensing muscles.




  Sharing a woman with Khalid was a unique experience, no matter how many times Chase had done so. As much as the other man loved women, as much as he loved touching and teasing them, he was

  really quite picky about the women he shared.




  Chase’s senses became submerged in Kia’s kiss then. Her tongue flicked greedily at his lips, the soft moan that fell from them demanding, rich with feminine need.




  Kissing her. Damn, it was good.




  He lifted her closer, his lips slanting over hers as he felt Khalid lowering her arm, and he knew the other man was licking at the delicate oil that now covered it.




  Her other arm curled around Chase’s neck, tried to hold his head closer. She needed this kiss. She could feel it sinking inside her, drawing free parts of her that she only suspected lived

  within her.




  As he kissed her, as his lips and tongue drew that heat inside her to the surface, what Khalid was doing seemed so natural, so much a part of this particular pleasure, and this man. Kia felt it.

  Sensed it.




  The oil he rubbed into her arm warmed her, then his lips and tongue seemed to singe her flesh with sensation when he began kissing and licking the inside of her wrist.




  She moaned at the pleasure, because there seemed no other way to deal with it. It rose from inside her, a need within herself that she almost feared.




  There was nothing to hold on to now, except Chase. She held on to him with one arm, her fingers buried in the thick, black strands of his hair. As Chase kissed her, as he tasted her, pleasured

  her with his lips and tongue, she felt the strap of her evening gown ease down her shoulder, the shift of Khalid’s body as he moved closer.




  Kia whimpered, drawn into a swirling mass of sensation. Chase had one hand at her back, inside the loosened material of her dress, while the other was slowly drawing the fabric up her legs,

  easing the velvet over the creamy silk stockings she wore.




  Heated and slick, Khalid stroked his hand over the flesh above her breasts. He caressed her collarbone, his fingers stroked to her opposite shoulder and back, but he went no farther.




  She knew the material slipping down her arm would reveal her swollen breasts, her hard nipples.




  The velvet was dragging at her nipple, rasping over it, a bit at a time, as the shoulder of the gown was pushed lower over her arm.




  Khalid’s lips were following its path. His teeth raked against her skin, his tongue soothed the little burn. Kia cried out into Chase’s kiss and she shocked herself. Shocked him as

  she drew back and nipped at his lower lip.




  “Are you going to get wild for me, Kia?” His voice was harsh, hoarser now. “Show me what you need, sweetheart. I’ll give it to you.”




  Her lips pressed into his again, hungry and fierce. She needed his kiss like she had never had one before. There was a need rising inside her that made no sense, one she couldn’t

  vocalize.




  Chase knew what that hunger was. One hand clasped the side of her face to hold her still, and the kiss he gave her was as wild as the fever burning inside her now. He nipped at her lips, soothed

  the small pleasure pain and groaned as he pushed his tongue into her mouth, dueling with hers, tasting her.




  She twisted in his arms, desperate to have more of him now. The strap of her gown slipped lower over her arm, and a second later she jerked her lips back from Chase’s to cry out at the

  incredible eroticism of what she felt.




  Khalid’s lips surrounded her nipple. He was drawing on her, his tongue flicking against the hardened bud as she arched involuntarily to the pleasure.




  Chase slid the other strap down, bared her other breast, and lowered his head to her as well.




  “Chase!” She shuddered, staring down at the sight, two dark heads bent to her, lips drawing on her at the same time, cheeks flexing, tongues licking.




  She swore she was going to orgasm from this pleasure alone. Never had she felt those hard, heated strokes of feverish sensation racing across her nerve endings, from her nipples to her womb.




  She writhed beneath them, her arms pulling up, stretching back as she arched to them. It was exquisite, so much pleasure racing and pulsing through her body. She felt like a live wire,

  electricity sparking from nerve ending to nerve ending, and she was helpless to stop it.




  The spasmodic flexing in her lower stomach was a pleasurable pain, the deep convulsive arcs of sensation tearing through her womb nearly had her screaming.




  “Chase!” She cried his name as her hands found the padded rail of the bar counter and gripped it.




  She needed something to hold on to, something to hold her in place before she began splintering apart from the needs tearing through her now.




  “Easy, baby.” He had pulled his lips free of her nipple. Now he licked over it, then pressed his forehead against the mound as his hand, his fingers moved over the bare flesh

  displayed at the top of her stockings.




  The lacy band ended just below her thighs, thighs that were revealed to their hands, their eyes. White velvet pooled around them as Khalid lifted her leg, dragged it to him, and let it rest over

  his knee.




  She was splayed open now and they were more than willing to take advantage of the revealed flesh.




  “You should have her waxed,” Khalid whispered as heavy fingers whispered over the silk and lace panel of her panties.




  Kia whimpered at the sensation. She could feel that the curls he would have removed were slick, wet against her panties.




  “Maybe.” Chase stared down at her, his eyes darkening as her lips parted and she fought to drag in more air. She couldn’t seem to breathe in deeply enough. Couldn’t seem

  to find enough to hold on to, to center her.




  “I want to undress you, Kia,” he told her, his hand cupping her face, his thumb brushing over her lips. “Can we take this pretty dress off?”




  He was asking, but they were already moving to undress her. The bodice slid to her waist as Chase lifted her, then Khalid was drawing it farther, lifting her hips, her legs, working the fine

  velvet from her body and leaving her clad in nothing but the white heels, stockings, and next-to-nothing panties.




  He was careful of the dress, though she only barely acknowledged it. He laid it smoothly over the small seat at the back of the obscenely long limo and turned back to her.




  Chase spread her thighs, opened her, arranging her legs until there was nothing hidden. She would have closed her legs, but Chase slid his hand over her mound, cupped her, and whispered,

  “Don’t worry Kia. Everything’s good. So good, baby.”




  And it was good.




  He eased her onto the wide seat, laying her back, the leather warm against her back as he stroked his hand along her perspiring stomach to the band of her panties. Below, Khalid was stroking his

  oil-coated hands over her bare thighs, working his fingers and thumbs into her flesh until the resulting sensations striking into her vagina had her fighting to lie still, to keep from writhing

  beneath the pleasure.




  That oil was destructive. It warmed the flesh, then when his lips, his tongue, connected with it, it heated, flamed, and twisted over her nerve endings.




  “So pretty.” Chase lowered his head to her nipples again, sucked at them slow and easy before lifting his head. “So sweet.”




  He began moving down her body as Khalid moved up it, pushing her thighs apart. He stretched out on the lower end of the seat as Khalid lifted her until the padded arm of the counter and the

  surprisingly thick pillow cushioned her head.




  Kia lifted her gaze from Chase as his lips licked over the oil Khalid had rubbed into her skin until she stared up into the foreign features watching her with such gentleness.




  He bent his lips to her ear. “He has waited for you. For this,” he whispered, causing her to tremble as she felt Chase’s breath against her mound.




  Khalid’s hands, slick now with oil, moved along her shoulders and then to her breasts. He massaged the oil into the sensitive flesh as she felt Chase removing her panties. Slowly. He drew

  them from her hips, over her thighs, and along her legs until he pulled them from her feet.




  He lifted her foot, still in the high-heel shoe, and kissed her ankle through the stocking as she shuddered, trying to catch her breath through the haze of desire within her.




  His tongue laved her flesh through the ultra-sheer silk and had her foot flexing with the pleasure.




  “Look at his face,” Khalid crooned in her ear, his hands massaging the oil into her breasts, her nipples, tweaking the hard points as she gasped at the sensation. “He knows

  your taste is going to be exquisite.”




  She watched as Chase straightened, his fingers moving to the buttons of his shirt, parting the material quickly and shrugging it off




  He was undressing as she watched. She whimpered. She wanted to moan and couldn’t. When he was nude, completely naked, the thick, hard length of his erection straining from his body, she

  lost her breath.




  Her eyes widened. She shuddered, trembled as his hands smoothed up her legs, his lashes lowering over his eyes as he bent to her.




  Calloused male fingers parted her curls and a second later the first stroke of his tongue had her flinching. She cried out as Khalid chose that moment to grip her nipples sensually, tugging at

  them.




  Her head turned, and she felt besieged. She felt lost in a world of sex with nothing to hold on to now. She would have held on to Khalid, she would have, but as her head turned she was

  face-to-crest with Khalid’s erection, and he was already naked.




  “Oh God,” she whispered.




  Courage. The word flashed through her mind.




  You’re not woman enough for one man, let alone two. Drew sneering those words at her.




  Her hand lifted, her fingers running beneath the fierce, hard length of flesh.




  “Ah, little one.” Khalid almost groaned. “Fingers like the softest silk.”




  The iron-hard length was thick, heavily veined, the head wide, dark. There were things she had never done. She had never taken what she wanted. She had never asked for what she needed.




  She curled her fingers as far over the width as she could, parted her lips and lifted her head.




  Her tongue met the hot, eager cock headfirst. It throbbed, and she may have heard Khalid whisper a curse.




  Between her thighs, Chase grew hungrier. His tongue licked through the juices she felt easing from her body, a ragged groan vibrating into her flesh as she milked the head of Khalid’s cock

  into her mouth.




  She sucked him. She had never gained pleasure in this before because Drew had always given her instructions as she did it. Khalid wasn’t giving instructions. He bent over her instead, his

  tongue racing over a nipple, his mouth enveloping it and drawing on her erotically as she arched her hips closer to Chase’s lips.




  Oh yes. She opened her lips wider, took more of him and moaned at the heat, the raging sexuality and the hunger beginning to build inside her.




  “Exquisite.” Khalid groaned. “Ah, sweet, your mouth. So beautiful.”




  He lifted himself from her breast, but she didn’t release him. When his hand buried in her hair, clenching in the strands, she tensed.




  Wasn’t she doing it right? Was he going to try to force her to do it his way?




  He didn’t. He stroked her scalp, his nails raked over it sensually but he stayed still within her grip. He didn’t thrust, simply waited. And when she began moving again she heard the

  low, drawn-out moan that passed his lips.




  She was crying out as she tried to pleasure him. Between her thighs, Chase was driving her mad. His tongue stroked, and his fingers. His fingers were diabolical and left no doubts as to exactly

  what they intended for her tonight.




  As he licked, stroked, his tongue flickering inside her vagina before moving to her clit, his fingers were destroying her senses.




  His fingertip pressed at the entrance to her rear as he suckled at her clit, taking her to the edge of the peak before pulling her back, forcing her to strain into his touch, her movements

  opening that hidden entrance and allowing his finger to slide inside.




  Cool and slick with lubrication, his finger worked its way slowly inside as she shuddered again. She would have worried. If the pleasure hadn’t been tearing through her, she might have

  hesitated.




  “Ah sweet. Such warmth and generosity.” Khalid’s voice was harsher now. “You’re destroying my control.” His hands pulled at her hair erotically “Ah

  fuck. Yes, suck the head, sweetheart. Just like that.”




  His thighs tightened as she drew the head in deeper, sucked and flicked her tongue over it, then she arched and screamed against it as she felt the intrusion in her rear. Thicker than one

  finger, he was using two now stretching inside her, parting the tender tissue as waves of screaming pleasure began to race through her.




  She was arching to Chase’s tongue, driving his fingers deeper. The ache building inside her was too much. Chase was making her crazy, his tongue flickering over her clit, through her pussy

  and drawing more of her dampness from inside her, tearing her apart with the sensations.




  She couldn’t focus on the pleasure she could give, because she was racing toward the pleasure she was being given.




  “Here, little one.” Khalid drew back, easing her mouth from him as she realized her nails were digging into his thigh. “There. It is all good. Yes?”




  Khalid poured oil into his palms, rubbed them together, and began caressing her again as she stared back at him, dazed. He rubbed her breasts, her belly, his hands running close to her mound, as

  Chase peered at her with diabolical greed.




  Below, deep inside the forbidden channel Chase was stretching penetrating, she felt his fingers scissor apart again, felt that burn that pierced her sex and had her gasping, shaking.




  She was so close.




  “Chase.” Her head dug into the pillow as she tried to arch closer. “Please, Chase.”




  “Pleasure, Kia,” Chase whispered back, his voice strained as his fingers slid from her.




  “Enough pleasure,” she cried, bucking against them as Khalid’s head bent, his lips surrounding a nipple once again.




  He was sucking her nipple. Chase was sucking at her clit. His fingers, he was working his fingers inside her again. The fit was tighter, and she whimpered at the burn, the pleasure pain.




  “Ease for him, sweet,” Khalid whispered, lifting his head from her nipple, his hand flattening on her stomach. “Ease for him. Let his fingers inside you. So slow and easy. Feel

  how the pleasure burns, Kia. How it races through your body, how it fills you like a drug.”




  That particular drug was pumping through her bloodstream, racing to her clit, circling it, and tearing across nerve endings she had never known she had.




  “So simple,” Khalid whispered as Chase eased his fingers from her and slid back.




  She stared back at Chase before moving. She ignored his curse, his surprise. She had had enough. She was torn apart with the need for release, with the hunger burning in the deepest parts of her

  body. She went to her knees, bent and let her mouth cover the head of his cock.




  This was the flesh she wanted in her mouth. Chase’s. She sucked him inside, wrapped her fingers around the shaft and heard his sharp, hard intake of breath.




  She was a creature of pleasure now. She worked her mouth on the hard cock head, worked her tongue around it, teased him as he had teased her.




  Behind her, Khalid’s fingers were piercing her rear, and she didn’t care. She spread her legs for him, filled her mouth with Chase and heard his strangled groan as her name tore past

  his lips.




  She thrust her hips back against Khalid, felt his fingers moving inside her.




  “Now.” She lifted her lips from Chase’s cock, licked the head, and stared up at him. “Take me now, Chase. Please.”




  “She’s ready.” Khalid kissed the cheek of her rear, raked his tongue over it, and pressed his fingers into her. “She can take us both now.”




  Chase stared down at her. “Both of us, Kia.”




  He wasn’t going to let her misunderstand. He wasn’t going to let her feel betrayed later.




  “Yes. Both of you.” There was no hesitation in her voice, or in her dazed, sensual eyes.




  Chase took the condom Khalid handed him, rolled it quickly over his cock, and pulled Kia to him. He brought her lips to his, kissing her, devouring the taste of her as he turned her until he

  could lie back on the wide leather seat, dragging her over him, pulling her into place until she straddled him.




  He didn’t have to guide his cock to her—she did it for him. Silken fingers wrapped around the shaft and her hips lowered, the slick folds parted and she stilled.




  Chase pressed upward as Khalid moved behind her, his teeth nipping at her shoulder as she shuddered and more of her juices spilled over the sheathed length of his cock.




  Chase had to fight to hold on to his control. Kia’s pussy was nearly as tight as her ass. The muscles clenched around him as he eased inside her. Hell, he might as well not be wearing a

  condom to begin with. She was so sweet, so hot and tight he could feel every ripple of the contractions around him as he worked inside her.




  Kia felt the stretching burn, the impalement, even as she felt Khalid behind her, his lips moving down her spine, tongue licking, his hands clenching on her rear, rocking her on Chase’s

  cock.




  She was burning.




  “So perfect,” Chase groaned beneath her.




  “A treasure,” Khalid agreed as he pressed her to Chase’s chest.




  Muscular arms came around her, light green eyes darkened to near moss stared back at her as she fought to focus.




  He was buried fully inside her now. She was stretched tight, and Khalid was easing his fingers from her, shifting behind her.




  “Don’t hurt me,” she whispered, shaking, touching Chase’s face. “Please don’t hurt me.”




  He paused beneath her, and behind her, she felt Khalid pause as well.




  “Would I hurt you, Kia?” he asked as his hands stroked her gently.




  Chase stayed still inside her, stretching her, ignoring the tight little movements she made, the need to have him thrusting inside her.




  She was trying to breathe. Pleasure and fear and the unknown tore through her.
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