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Chapter One

 


Ember hadn’t known much about pool before
her date with Kenny Winthrop, but now, after two rounds of watching
him beat Mr. Sexy over there, she had a pretty good idea of the
rules.

She stood in the corner, her feet aching in
the three inch heels. The last thing she’d thought she’d be doing
after working at the coffee shop all day would be standing on her
feet. Kenny had been one of her customers, coming in every morning
and ordering a large non-fat vanilla cappuccino. He’d flirted,
complimented her, and when he’d asked to go out, she’d said yes.
She knew who he was, of course. The Winthrops were one of the
oldest families in New England, and the name graced a lot of
buildings on the nearby college campus.

She’d been expecting dinner, candlelight,
and romance. After all, his family was worth millions, so he could
easily afford the best. A part of her had been thrilled when he’d
asked her out because she’d grown up having to count pennies. Not
worrying about how to pay for a meal was like taking a step into
heaven. She’d worn her best little black dress that both gave the
illusion of sexy but still managed to keep her demureness.

Instead of a beautiful dinner, however,
Kenny had taken her here … to a college dive bar to play pool. She
was starving, uncomfortable, and cold since she didn’t have
anything on her arms. She’d tried urging Kenny to leave, but he’d
met a few friends, and, well, that was that. He’d begun drinking,
and every once in a while he’d grab her to plant a sloppy kiss on
her lips. Right now she’d pay someone to take her home, but
thinking Kenny was going to be a gentleman all night, she hadn’t
brought any money.

And then … well, then he showed up. A
handsome piece of hotness walking on two legs, flashing his white
smile and winking one emerald eye at her. He’d challenged Kenny to
a game, throwing down a hundred dollars, but had promptly lost.
He’d thrown down another hundred only to lose again and now five
hundred dollars, the current bet, rested in the middle of the
table. Ember’s heart pounded because she’d figured it out. Mr. Sexy
was a hustler, and he was luring an inebriated Kenny into one more
game. She knew what was going to happen.

Kenny’s friends crowded around him,
whispering. Ember glanced over to the hustler, and her wide brown
eyes met his glittering emerald gaze, and for a moment, the world
faded away. He was tall, perhaps six one or two, and muscular. He
wore all black, and truthfully, he didn’t look to be the type of
man who would wear pastels. Dark, powerful, with a hint of danger.
She had no doubt that he knew how to throw a punch and how to take
one.

And he caused butterflies to erupt in her
belly. Warmth flooded through her body as her heart rate sped up,
causing her juices to dampen her panties. Never before had she had
such a reaction to a man, something so potent that she could
envision herself at his mercy, falling to her knees in front of him
and sucking him down while his hands buried in her hair. She’d
never really been the type of girl who liked giving head, but there
was something about this man that made her body stand up and sing.
She wanted to taste him so badly that she was salivating.

The few men she’d been with had been nice.
Pleasant. But instinctively she knew this hustler wasn’t any of
those things. She didn’t think he’d hurt her, at least not
physically. She didn’t get the vibe of psycho killer, but
emotionally … well, she had a sneaky suspicion that this man had
caused a lot of heartbreak to the female population.

She snuck another glance toward him and saw
his cool green eyes focused on her. Oh lord, her heart just about
pounded out of her chest. Her mouth went dry, and suddenly, she
wasn’t as cold as she’d been just a moment ago. One corner of his
mouth lifted, as if he knew her thoughts.

Kenny turned back and accepted the bet by
placing five hundred dollars of his friend’s money down to match
what the stranger had anted up. Kenny was strutting around like
this was going to be an easy win. She watched him rack the balls,
and then Mr. Sexy bent over, wiggling his perfect ass in her
direction, breaking with a solid crack. The balls scattered, a
solid sank into a pocket, but he missed the next line up. Confused,
she watched as Kenny edged him out, although Kenny wasn’t playing
that great either. She had thought for sure the hustler would wipe
Kenny clean. After all, a thousand dollars rested on this game. And
then, just as she thought Kenny was going to win, Mr. Sexy managed
to hit in his last one before sinking the eight ball to win the
game. Kenny and his friends stood there, staring with their mouths
hanging open like schmucks.

“What the hell just happened?” Kenny
demanded.

“Come on,” Ember murmured, touching his
shoulder. “I’d like to go home now.”

“Shut up, bitch,” Kenny growled at her,
tossing up a hand, which knocked hers away. She blinked and took a
step back. Kenny’s friends sniggered at her, and suddenly she felt
very uncomfortable being around them. She would have to figure out
some other way home because her instincts were screaming at her to
get away from this creep as soon as possible. He may have money,
but he sure didn’t have class.

“I’ll play you one more time,” Mr. Sexy told
Kenny.

“We don’t have any more cash on us,” Kenny
snarled.

“We’ll play for her,” he said, pointing at
Ember.

Ember eyes widened in fear and took a step
back, but Kenny grabbed her arm and dragged her forward. She
ineffectively slapped at his arm, trying to dislodge his hold, but
his grip was unbreakable.

“The thousand dollars against her? Sure!”
Kenny said gleefully, and she looked at him like he was a maniac,
and with every second that passed he was truly turning into one.
She tried to jerk away, to run, but his fingers dug into her arm,
and she winced, knowing there’d be bruises. He thrust her to one of
his friends to hold onto her, and she turned fearful wide eyes
toward the hustler. His gaze narrowed on the fingers wrapped around
her upper arm. Anger turned them into green fire. This next game
would determine her fate, and she almost hoped Mr. Sexy would win
because at least she would have only one man to contend with
instead of Kenny and his friends.

Talk about the worst date ever.

This time Mr. Sexy racked the balls since it
was Kenny’s turn to go first, and he broke with a loud crack, and
two balls sank, a stripe and a solid. He decided to go after
stripes and knocked his next intended target in. Ember’s stomach
was a pit of nerves. Kenny missed the next shot, and then it was
Mr. Sexy’s turn.

She looked at him, and he winked. She really
didn’t know how to interpret that wink, but as she watched, he
proceeded to clean up the table. Ball after ball, he made shots
that had to be nothing short of magical. Some curved, some bounced,
for the first time she saw his skill with a pool stick, and it
impressed her that he was able to hold himself back so much to rake
up the money. They all watched spellbound as he lined up the eight
ball and sank it. While Kenny and his goons stared with their
mouths open, Mr. Sexy laid his stick onto the pool table, grabbed
up the money and put it in his pocket. Then he walked over to where
Kenny’s friend held her and grabbed the man’s shirt at the throat,
pulling upward until he began gasping at the tightness of the
collar.

“Let her go,” he said so softly it sounded
menacing.

Kenny’s friend let her go immediately, and
Ember stumbled away. Mr. Sexy pushed the man away and pinned the
others with a blazing glare, his hands fisting at his sides. “I
take it, gentlemen, that you won’t bother this young woman again,
right?”

“You’re welcome to the frigid bitch,” Kenny
snapped. “I’ve been trying to nail her for a week now, but she
wouldn’t put out without a date. But when can we play again for the
money?”

In the blink of an eye, the hustler hauled
back and punched Kenny across the jaw, causing him to crumble into
a heap. Both of Kenny’s friends looked at each other and then
slowly backed away. And with that, Mr. Sexy gently took Ember’s
hand and led her away from the pool area. In fact, he didn’t stop
until he led her out of the bar to a black Dodge Challenger. With
its black hubcaps and black grill, it looked just as dark and
mysterious as its owner.

Ember pulled on his hand, halting him.

“I’m not … not … collateral for that
asshole,” she whispered.

“Do you want to go back to him?” he asked,
raising an eyebrow.

“Hell no,” Ember stated emphatically.

“My name is Saber.”

“Really? That’s your name?”

“That’s the name I go by. What’s your
name?”

“Ember.”

He smiled, his lips curling on the ends to
give him that devil look. “Is that really your name?”

Something deep inside her flared to life,
and before she realized what she was saying, her answer came out a
bit flirty. “It’s what I go by.”

He laughed and linked their fingers
together. Heat traveled from their touch, up her arm, to infuse her
whole body. Holy moly. Just touching the man made her
panties wet. Who the hell was this man that he could turn her on by
just a look or touch? Lust rolled through her, and she saw
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