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Chapter One

 Kell Raintree sat high above the dance floor in his
tower watching the
happenings down below. The tower
took up half the second floor and had a wall of
windows that overlooked the dance floor, the bar and the private
booths of club Obsidian. Off to his left was a table that held six
surveillance monitors that watched, and recorded, everything in and
out of the club. Across the room, there was another table that also
held six monitors, but these kept an eye on what was happening in
the other two clubs he owned. Nothing happened in or immediately
outside of his clubs that he wasn’t made privy too by the
monitors.

Obsidian was his baby though. More
often than not, he could be found in his main office, overseeing
his empire. Clubs Obsidian, Jade and the Pearl had made him the
multimillionaire he was today. Obsidian was by far the most popular
of the clubs but Club Jade and The Pearl could hold their own. The
clubs were clean, secure and guaranteed participants a good time.
Obsidian tended to entice more of the city’s elite and was widely
known for Kell’s policy on privacy and discretion, especially when
it came to the rooms on the top floor. Those rooms were for the
personal enjoyment and satisfaction of very select members of the
club.

He was momentarily distracted by the
group of five women who entered the club and headed for the bar.
They didn’t fit the prototype of the usual Obsidian clientele. That
could only mean that one of the women below must be the little
sister of his head of club security, Draven. Kell remembered that
today was her birthday and she’d asked for a pass to the club so
she and her girlfriends could party. He’d approved her request but
told Draven he was responsible for them.

Speaking of the devil, Draven walked
across the crowded club and met his sister at the bar with a big
hug. He escorted them to their private table and called over one of
the waitresses to take care of his guests. His sister hugged him
once again and Draven left them with a wave. He did after all have
a job to do tonight besides babysitting and Kell expected him to do
both without fail.

Kell looked over the women with a
critical eye. He’d been told that they were all early thirties.
Draven’s sister was the youngest at thirty. They were all pretty in
their own way, but he was sure they hadn’t spared any expense on
hair, makeup and dresses for tonight’s party. After all, Club
Obsidian had a very strict dress code.

One of the girls, however, caught his
eye. She didn’t look like she quite belonged with the boisterous
young women who were dancing and acting up. She wasn’t trying to be
flashy like her friends. She stayed in the background and just
watched. When all the other women hit the dance floor, she stayed
behind at their table and observed her surroundings. When the
waitress came back with their drinks, he noticed that she’d ordered
a soda. He could tell by the white straw sticking out of the glass,
while all the other women had ordered cocktails. Was she the DD for
the night? He was sure Draven would have taken care of
transportation for his sister and her friends.

He sat at his desk of monitors and
started hitting a series of buttons. One of the dance floor cameras
zoomed in on the young woman sitting alone at the table, sipping
her soda. She had black curls that hung low down her back. Big
brown eyes, pouty lips and full cheeks, completed her face. Her
makeup was subtle, subdued. She was also rather full bodied, not
bone thin like most of the women in the club. She was curvy without
being overweight. She was sexy as hell, innocent looking, and he’d
bet his last dollar she was sweet as candy and well mannered. Every
time the waitress came to check on the group, she’d thank her. She
fascinated him and he felt drawn to her. The women he came across
in this business were nothing like her in personality or looks.
They were usually well experienced, greedy and out only for
themselves and for whatever they could get out of him during their
time together. They sure as shit never thanked a waitress for
bringing them their drinks.

The ladies came back to their table
and reached for their drinks. Within moments of their return, a
group of men approached them. The leader of the pack, Draven’s
sister, god, what was her name? Desiree, ah yes. Desiree acted as
hostess and introduced her guests to the young men. One by one they
formed couples and wandered off to the dance floor. The one guy
that was left looked around the table for another woman of the
group. The only one left un-partnered, was the brown eyed
beauty.

She smiled politely at the guy and
leaned in to hear what he was saying. Kell watched embarrassment
sweep across the young woman’s face. It royally pissed him off to
see the sparkle in her eyes grow dull. After a second of hesitation
she lifelessly smiled at the guy, then pointed to the dance floor
and spoke to him. He nodded then turned and walked away, heading
toward the birthday girl. Even though Desiree was already dancing
with one of his buddies, the guy danced up behind her and put his
hands on her hips, swaying with her to the music. She gave him a
bright smile, circled her arm around his neck, and kept on dancing,
not giving her friend left alone at the table even a backward
glance. Kell felt his frown deepen.

Back at the table, his Beauty gathered
her small bag and walked away. Kell moved the camera keeping her in
his sights as she approached the women’s bathroom. The phone on his
desk rang, distracting him from his stalking. When he turned to
answer it he purposely left the camera trained on the women’s room
door so he’d notice when his Beauty came back out.

~~~~~~

Lilly Lockwood exited the women’s room
and looked around the massive club. The pounding music filled her
ears and gave her a headache. The sight of grinding bodies made her
ask herself why she’d ever agreed to come to this party. She didn’t
know the ladies she was with very well. Two of them waitressed at
the same pub where she worked but the other two she’d only met
tonight. She felt like a fish out of water. This wasn’t her scene
at all.

She wasn’t quite ready to head back to
the table so she thought she’d explore a little and maybe find a
quiet spot to store up her defenses once again. She saw a staircase
right in front of her so she headed for it and started her trek up.
Hopefully she wouldn’t trip and kill herself with the heels she had
on. Her feet were still sore from the double shift she pulled the
night before and it had taken everything in her to slide her poor
abused feet into the heels for tonight.

As she climbed the staircase the
volume of the music lessened, much to the relief of her ears. She
came to a dimly lit hallway with several doors. She tried the
handles on each but all were locked. The last one she came to
opened so she slipped inside and leaned against the closed door
closing her eyes, relishing the sudden quiet. The tears she’d been
holding in, broke free and ran freely down her cheeks.

She’d thought when the five men had
approached their table that she’d be included in the group and be
asked to dance. The guy left without a partner had looked
desperately around, letting his eyes skip over her. When he
realized that all the other girls were taken, he had turned back to
her and told her he didn’t do big girls. She desperately wanted to
snarl at him that she didn’t do jerks, but instead of making a
scene she’d swallowed her pride, smiled, and told him that Desiree
was the birthday girl and wouldn’t mind dancing with two guys. He
quickly retreated and she felt her self-esteem plummet.

“You ok there sweetheart?” a deep
voice asked from the corner of the room. Her eyes popped open,
eyelashes glowing in the dark with tears that sparkled like
crystals. She looked around seeking the disembodied voice. She
could make out a shadowy figure, but his features were blurred by
the darkness.

“Oh my god, you scared the hell out of
me,” Lilly said breathlessly holding her chest.

“I would say I’m sorry, but, after
all, this is my office,” the voice said gruffly.

Lilly quickly wiped at her eyes then
clasped her hands together tightly. “I’m so sorry. It was the only
door that was unlocked and I was just looking for a quiet place,”
she babbled nervously.

“The rooms are for members only, they
have keys. I don’t want just anyone wandering up here and utilizing
my rooms. Quiet spaces are hard to find in a nightclub. Why are you
looking for one?” the guy asked, standing up from behind his
desk.

She looked up when she sensed him
walking toward her. As he entered the light she caught a good look
at him and involuntarily took a step back, bumping into the door.
He was huge. At least six and a half feet tall with shiny, pitch
black hair that rested well past his wide, wide shoulders. Even in
the dim light she could make out a pair of the greenest eyes she’d
ever seen. The suit he was wearing didn’t disguise the muscle
beneath it. He wasn’t smiling. He looked displeased and
disapproving.

“Whoa sweetheart, I won’t hurt you.”
He put his hands up and seem to try to temper his voice but she’d
guess it was naturally deep and gruff. Her eyes widened with
uncertainty when he took another step toward her. He was a big
bastard and he was scaring the hell out of her. She was after all
in a dimly lit room with a huge stranger.

“I’m just going to leave now,” she
said sidling to the door. “I’m sorry I disturbed you. I didn’t
realize this was an office.” Lilly half turned and reached for the
knob while keeping an eye on the behemoth in front of
her.

His hand reached out and pulled her
fingers from the knob. “You aren’t bothering me. Tell me why you
were crying when you ducked in here.”

Lilly shook her head. The man’s hand
was warm and engulfed her own small one. He held onto it, gently,
giving it a light squeeze. She lifted her gaze to his and froze
once again. Sweet Jesus the man was hot. Though he looked gruff and
a little bit mean, he was the hottest guy she’d ever come
across.

“I won’t ask again Beauty. Tell me why
you were crying,” he insisted with a bite of command in his voice,
which had her eyes widening.

The nickname surprised her but she
answered the gruff command. “It was nothing really. A guy on the
dance floor hurt my feelings a bit. I guess I’m just being overly
sensitive,” she tried to downplay her hurt.

The behemoth lightly tugged on her
hand till she followed him to the couch. He sat and pulled her down
next to him. She looked at him like he was crazy. “I really should
be going. My friends are going to wonder where I am,” she rushed to
say.

“Stay,” he commanded getting up from
his seat on the couch. He walked over to his desk and pulled out a
device that he slipped around his ear. He then pushed a button she
couldn’t see and began talking.

“Draven,” he bit out. “Tell your
sister and her friends that,” he tapped the earpiece again looking
over at her, “what’s your name sweetheart?”

“Lilly, Lilly Lockwood,” she responded
automatically.

He hit the button and began speaking
again. “Tell them that Lilly is having dinner with me and that I’ll
see that she gets home. Call the kitchen and have them deliver two
steak dinners to my office.” He tapped the hidden button again
disconnecting from Desiree’s brother.

Lilly fidgeted on the
couch. “I didn’t know until tonight that Desiree’s brother worked
here. She just told us he was able to get us a pass and a private
table,” Lilly told him. She was nervous as hell so she was
babbling, which she did when she was nervous. Get a grip she commanded herself
silently.

“He’s head of my club security,” he
informed her with a half-smile. “Hope you like steak. It should be
up in about ten minutes.”

“What’s your name?” she asked watching
him closely as he sat back down next to her. He laughed. It was a
deep rumbling laugh.

“You have no idea who I am?” he asked,
laughter still evident in his eyes.

Lilly shook her head. “No,
sorry.”

“Kell Raintree.”


Chapter Two

 His Beauty’s eyes widened once again and her mouth popped
open. She looked like a deer caught in headlights. Yeah, she may
not have recognized him right off the bat, but he was sure she knew
of his business reputation and who he was. Talk did get around and
he was often the topic of the gossip rags and
newspapers.

“Surprised?” he asked smiling. And
what the fuck was with the smiling? He never smiled this much. Yet,
from the moment Beauty, Lilly, opened her mouth, he’d wanted to
smile. He loved listening to her talk. It didn’t matter what she
was saying. He just liked the light southern lilt that was so
subtle it was barely there. Her drawl was more pronounced on some
words, but he doubted she was even aware of it.

She nodded, not saying anything. She
looked down at her clasped hands again, a slight blush making its
way to her cheeks. She lifted her head and looked around the large
room. “Guess this is your command center.”

“You could say that. I can keep an eye
on everything from here and it’s big enough to hold business
meetings.” He waved toward the large conference room table and
chairs that sat against another wall. It could easily seat twelve
people.

“So, Lilly, until that asshole made
you cry, were you having a good time?” Kell asked curiously, though
he thought he knew the answer.

She gave him a lackluster smile,
wringing her hands together nervously. He reached out and put his
hand over hers to stop her fidgeting. “Not really,” she said with a
grimace. “But really, it’s not your club,” she rushed to reassure
him. “This just isn’t my thing. I’m more of a stay at home and
watch old movies type of girl.”

“So why did you venture out tonight?”
he asked wanting her to keep talking.

She shrugged. “I work with Desiree,
Draven’s sister, at Pirates Pub and she invited me. Wouldn’t take
no for an answer really, although we are not really that close. I
figured it wouldn’t hurt to have a night on the town for once, so I
said yes.”

“What do you do at Pirates Pub?” Kell
looked down at her feet and noticed she’d slipped her shoes off.
Her feet looked swollen. “Did you work before coming here
tonight?”

“I’m a waitress, sometimes bartender.
I pulled a double last night.” She noticed him looking down at her
feet and she blushed again. “Sorry, my feet are just really sore
and those damn heels aren’t helping the matter any.”

Kell’s looked down at her feet again
and swore, making her jump. Pirates Pub had a ridiculous dress
code. It made the waitresses wear heels with their corseted skirt
uniform. She probably looked hot as hell in that get up but working
sixteen hours in a corset and heels was downright
abusive.

The elevator pinged making her turn to
see where the sound came from. In the far corner of the office two
doors that were disguised as paneled walls opened to allow a
kitchen staff person to push a cart with covered dishes into the
room.

“Set up on the conference room table
Mindy,” Kell instructed. Mindy nodded, doing as she was told, going
over to the large table and laying out two place settings. She
pulled a bottle of wine from the cart and poured two glasses before
lifting the lids off the plates and exiting just as quietly as she
entered.

Kell got up and curled one arm around
Lilly’s back and another under her legs. He lifted her from the
couch and she fell against him with a little thump. Her mouth
popped open and he couldn’t help but smile. He walked her across
the room to the conference table and sat her carefully down in one
of the leather chairs.

He took the seat across from her and
indicated the food in front of her. “Eat,” he commanded cutting
into his own steak. Her stomach grumbled right on cue, making Kell
shake his head. “You came out tonight without eating? Didn’t anyone
ever tell you not to drink on an empty stomach?”

She pulled a face, giving him a little
glare. He had to bite the inside of his cheek to stop from
laughing.

“I wasn’t drinking. I was going to
make sure all the girls got home ok. I was only having soda,” she
explained a little curtly while cutting into the steak. She took a
bite and moaned. He knew the steak just about melted in her mouth.
His cook was excellent and their steaks had a reputation of being
one of the juiciest, tastiest ones in town.

Kell held back his grin. So, his
Beauty had backbone. Nice! He stopped chewing and just watched her
eat. His dick hardened at the sound of her moan and when she did it
again, he thought he was going to come in his pants. She licked her
lips and his fingers tightened on his utensils. He felt the fork
slightly bend in his grip.

“Oh my god, your chef is an amazing
cook Mr. Raintree. This is the best steak I’ve ever had, not that I
have a lot to compare it too. Hands down, this has got to be the
best.”

“My name is Kell, Lilly. Not Mr.
Raintree. I’m glad you like it. I expect you to eat it all,” he
said in no uncertain terms. Lilly’s lips puckered and she bit into
her bottom lip. He thought she’d argue with him but after a moment,
she just shrugged and took another bite of steak. He was
tremendously pleased by her acquiescence.

They didn’t talk much as they finished
the meal and half the bottle of wine, but he enjoyed watching her
eat. She was so well mannered and delicate. He was turned on just
by watching her chew. He mentally shook his head at
himself.

“Thank you for the dinner Kell, though
I’m not sure why you went to the trouble,” she said a little
perplexed.

Kell shrugged, a small smile crossing
his lips. He finished off his wine and stood up from the table,
holding his hand out to her. She hesitated just for a second before
putting her much smaller hand in his. He pulled her to her feet and
close to his body. He walked them over near his desk, where he
pushed a button and suddenly the club music could be heard as clear
as day but at a much-muted level. It was a moody, jazzy
number.

“Dance with me,” he said, although he
really didn’t give her much of a choice. He pulled her tightly
against him, molding her much softer body to his hard one. Her head
barely reached his chest. He began to slowly move them to the beat
of the music and she followed perfectly, not once missing a step.
She danced fluidly, beautifully, sensually. He felt her trembling
in his arms and he wondered if it was fear of him or if she was
attracted to him? Was she getting as turned on as he was dancing so
slowly and so closely together?

He bent his head till his mouth was
near her ear. “Are you afraid of me Beauty?” he asked
softly.

She shook her head slightly, then a
whispered, “no,” left her lips.

“Good, because you are the one person
on this earth that I don’t want to ever frighten. You and only you
never have to fear me baby,” he told her huskily, pressing his lips
to the shell of her ear, then to her nape. She shuddered against
him, her hold on his hand tightening. He could feel the fingers on
his shoulder flex through his suit jacket.

She closed her eyes when his lips
traveled from her nape to her almost bare shoulder. The small strap
holding up the little black dress she had on, was no deterrent to
his lips. He gently nipped her skin making her shudder.

“Kell…” she whispered
breathlessly.

“I’m going to kiss you Beauty and I
want you to kiss me back,” he informed her just before his lips
descended upon hers. He licked at her lips, seeking entrance to her
mouth and she gave it to him, willingly. He felt her body relax
into his. He tangled his tongue with hers, exploring the crevices
of her mouth. A guttural groan left him, and she trembled in his
arms. He deepened the kiss and a soft moan escaped from between her
lips.

Kell pulled her tighter against him,
letting his hands roam over the silky little dress she wore. His
hands found her curves and he liked what he was touching, so damn
much. He backed her against the wall, trailing his lips from her
own to her neck and the mounds revealed by her push up bra and low
cut dress. He lightly nipped her, making her cry out, her hands
flexing on his shoulders once again. He began pulling the dress up
and over her hips. He had to taste her. Before she left him tonight
he had to get a taste of his Beauty.

He went to his knees before her and
looked up at her. Her eyes were glazed over and she was panting.
“Kell, what are you doing?” she whispered.

“I want to taste you Beauty,” he told
her, hooking his thumbs on the sides of her thong and pulling them
down her legs. He gently lifted one foot and then the other to
completely remove the lacy material. He then lifted her dress up
again and held it gathered at her waist.

“Hold your dress,” he commanded
gruffly. Lilly quickly removed her hands from his shoulders and
held her dress at her waist. She looked down at him with eyes at
half-mast and a pretty flush on her cheeks.

“I don’t think…” she began.

“You don’t need to think baby, just
feel.”

Kell bent his head and licked her from
clit to entrance making her cry out in pleasure. He used his thumbs
to pull her pussy lips apart and began to lap her like a starving
man. He circled her clit with his tongue, playing and plying the
nub ruthlessly. He pushed two fingers deep, amazed at how tight she
felt around his fingers. Her body trembled and she cried out again,
making his dick pulse with the need to come. He finger fucked her
gently, slowly, extending her pleasure. Her shaking limbs let him
know though that she was about to come. When he pulled her clit
into his mouth and sucked on it she came long and hard calling his
name. Damn that was too fast for his liking. He wished he had all
night to savor her. He lightened his touch, easing his pumping
fingers from her too tight pussy. He gave one final kiss to her
nub, grabbed her thong from the floor and pocketed it then stood
up. He pulled her fingers from the death grip she had on her dress,
allowing it to fall back down her thighs.

“You are the sweetest thing I’ve ever
tasted,” he told her with a soft kiss to her lips, watching her
closely. She licked her lips and blinked up at him, finally coming
back down to earth.

He reached up hitting the comms button
at his ear. “Harley, come to my office, I have a task for you.” He
pushed the button again disconnecting from his crew. Usually he
left the earpiece on all night so he had a first-hand account of
what was going on but tonight he had other business to attend to.
Mainly his Beauty.

He pulled her away from the wall and
back over to the couch, where he bent and slipped her heels on her
feet. The elevator pinged and Harley walked out.

“What’s up boss?” The man asked with a
slight Australian accent.

Lilly turned to see who had arrived
and she took a step back. Kell grinned. Harley was just as tall as
Kell and just as built but he was bald and had a full beard. He had
several hoops adorning his ears and two in his left eyebrow. He
looked badass and just a bit dangerous.

“Harley, this is Lilly. Please see her
home,” he instructed the man standing ready at the elevator. He
then looked down at Lilly. “Harley will be by tomorrow night at
eight to pick you up. He’ll bring you back here to me,
understand?”

She didn’t respond right away, just
looked at him with a dumbfounded expression. She blinked twice in
obvious confusion.

“Beauty? Got it? Tomorrow night, Eight
pm?” Kell repeated looking directly at her. She stammered and
swallowed whatever words were trying to break through her
compressed lips then nodded.

“Good. See you tomorrow.” He kissed
her forehead and led her to where Harley was waiting. He handed
over her small handbag with a slight smile.

Lilly followed Harley into the
elevator and turned to look at him. “Goodnight,” she said softly as
the doors closed. Kell smiled and rubbed his hands together. He
needed information on Miss Lilly Lockwood before tomorrow night and
he had just the man to get it for him.


Chapter Three

 Lilly followed Harley out of the club through a back
entrance. The big man whistled at another man standing next to a
black Town Car. “Need a ride, mate,” he called to the driver of the
car as they walked toward him.

“Where we headed?” the driver asked
opening the back door. Harley looked over at her for the
information. She gave the address of her apartment to the man and
he raised an eyebrow at Harley. Harley just shrugged as if to say,
“not my problem.”

“Not the safest neighborhood in town,”
Harley said climbing into the back seat after her.

“No, but it’s affordable,” Lilly said
a little defensively. Yeah, she couldn’t afford to live in the best
of neighborhoods but she’d never had any trouble where she was. She
knew her neighbors and they were hard working people who kept to
themselves but also kept an eye out for each other. She carried a
can of mace for the twelve block, late night walk home from the
pub. She also eked out some hard-earned cash to take a few
self-defense classes. She knew no one else was going to take care
of her, so she was determined to not be defenseless.

Harley smiled over at her, letting her
know she didn’t scare him in the least. Nothing probably scared the
behemoth. She turned her head to watch the city lights pass by. It
had to be well after midnight already and she was dead tired. She
just wanted to crawl into her twin bed, pull the covers over her
head and sleep for the next fourteen hours. The memory of what Kell
had done to her brought another flush to her cheeks and she
suddenly felt overheated. So much so that she pressed the button on
the window to bring it down a bit.

“Did you have a good time tonight?”
Harley asked. He’d probably noticed that she wasn’t quite as
animated as her girlfriends had been. They were a boisterous group,
but she’d stayed mostly in the background.

Lilly turned to look at him and he
seemed genuinely interested. “Yeah it was ok. Not really my thing
but I’m sure the girls had a great time. Draven had promised to
foot the bill for Desiree.”

“Ouch! I’m sure his wallet will not be
happy in the morning, but hey, she’s family so I’m sure it was
worth it for him.”

Lilly smiled although his words caused
a pang inside of her. Family, what would that be like? To have a
big brother who cared and watched out for his sister. Someone to
call when you just needed to talk or were in a bind. Hopefully
Desiree and Draven didn’t take each other for granted.

Harley surprised her by taking her
hand in his much larger one. “Hey I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to make
you sad,” he apologized. The expression on his face told her he was
sincere. She gave him a wan smile pulling her hand from under
his.

“You didn’t. I just…” she began but
clamped her lips shut. She would not tell this stranger her sob
story.

“Just what?” Harley pushed, looking at
her with tenderness.

She shook her head ruefully. “I was
just thinking how nice it must be to have family.” Lilly couldn’t
believe she was confiding in this stranger but she hadn’t had
anyone to talk to in so long and he was so damn nice. A complete
contradiction to the hard ass he portrayed outwardly.

“No family here?” Harley
asked.

Lilly shook her head. “No, no family
here. None anywhere else either. The woman who raised me died last
year.” Lilly wiped away a stray tear that had fallen.

“Sorry, didn’t mean to bring up bad
memories,” Harley apologized again. “So, what do you do for work?”
he asked changing the subject. They still had a little way to go
before arriving at her apartment complex.

“I work at the Pirates Pub on Seventh
Ave. I’m a waitress and sometimes bartender. It’s how I know
Desiree. She works there too.” Lilly decided that she liked Harley.
He may be scary as hell but he was kind and polite which meant a
lot to her. He wasn’t treating her like a nuisance the boss had
hoisted on him.

“Ah, ok. That explains this
neighborhood, but where’s your car? Did you take a taxi to the
club?” When she laughed at his question he cursed making her quirk
a brow at him.

“No car, just my own two feet, but
yes, I did take a taxi to the club tonight and waited for the girls
outside. Desiree had the pass so I wouldn’t have been let in
anyway. Club Obsidian seems to have a very distinct policy on who
they let in.”

Harley frowned at that but nodded in
agreement. She knew she wasn’t flashy enough, or rich enough to
garner being allowed into the club on a normal basis.

The driver pulled up to the curb in
front of her apartment complex and Harley cursed again. The place
had seen better days, much better days, she knew, but it was what
she could afford.

“Well, thanks for the ride Harley,”
she said trying to open the door and finding that it wouldn’t
budge. What the hell? Was she really locked in?

“I’ll come around and walk you to your
door Lilly.” Harley said in no uncertain terms. Lilly just shook
her head and sat back in the plush seat. Like a good girl she
waited till Harley rounded the car, opened her door, and reached a
hand inside to help her out.

“There’s no elevator so you are going
to have to walk five stories up,” Lilly warned him as they
approached the front doors. Harley looked down at her feet and let
out a series of vicious curses again. She almost laughed. This was
the third time he let out a volley of expletives at her
situation.

“I’m used to it Harley. Really,” she
reassured him when he looked at her doubtfully. He just shook his
head and opened the door for her. She gave him a smile and began
the climb up the five flights to her apartment. Truth be told she
hated having to make the climb after a long night at the pub but
she had no choice. She typically had on a pair of runners to make
the trek home instead of the heels though. Tonight she didn’t want
to appear weak willed in front of Harley so she didn’t slip off the
uncomfortable shoes. She just ignored the pain and
continued.

By the time they made it to her front
door, she was a little winded but Harley wasn’t even breathing
hard. When she pulled her key from her little hand bag, he took it
from her and opened the door, peering inside.

“I’ll be here at eight p.m. to pick
you up,” He told her sternly.

Lilly gave a salute and sassed, “Sir,
yes sir.” Harley laughed, tweaked her nose then started his trek
down the stairs.

With a huge sigh of relief, Lilly
pulled off her heels immediately upon stepping into her apartment.
She then turned, locked her door and headed for her bedroom. As she
pulled
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