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Praise for Ronica Black

“Ronica Black’s debut novel In
Too Deep has everything from nonstop action
and intriguing well-developed characters to steamy erotic love
scenes. From the opening scenes where Black plunges the reader
headfirst into the story to the explosive unexpected ending, In Too
Deep has what it takes to rise to the top. Black has a winner with
In Too Deep, one that will keep the reader turning the pages until
the very last one.”—Independent Gay
Writer

In Too Deep is “an
exciting, page turning read, full of mystery, sex, and
suspense.”—MegaScene

“[A] challenging murder mystery—sections of this
mixed-genre novel are hot, hot, hot. Black juggles the assorted
elements of her first book with assured pacing and estimable
panache.”—Q Syndicate

“Black’s characterization is skillful, and the sexual
chemistry surrounding the three major characters is palpable and
definitely hot-hot-hot…if you’re looking for a solid read with
ample amounts of eroticism and a red herring or two you’re sure to
find In Too Deep a satisfying
read.”—L Word
Literature

“Black is a master at teasing the reader with her use
of domination and desire. Black’s first novel, In
Too Deep, was a finalist for a 2005 Lammy…With
Wild Abandon, the author continues her winning
ways, writing like a seasoned pro. This is one romance I will not
soon forget.”—Just About Write

“The sophomore novel by Ronica Black is hot, hot,
hot.”—Books to Watch Out For

“Sleek storytelling and terrific characters are the
backbone of Ronica Black’s third and best novel, Hearts
Aflame. Prepare to hop on for an emotional ride with this
thrilling story of love in the outback… Wonderful storytelling and
rich characterization make this a high
recommendation.”—Lambda Book Report

“This sequel to Ronica Black’s debut novel, In
Too Deep, is an electrifying thriller. The
author’s development as a fine storyteller shines with this tightly
written story. …[The mystery] keeps the story charged—never
unraveling or leading us to a predictable conclusion. More than
once I gasped in surprise at the dark and twisted paths this book
took.”—Curve magazine

In Flesh and Bone, “Ronica Black
handles a traditional range of lesbian fantasies with gusto and
sincerity. The reader wants to know these women as well as they
come to know each other. When Black’s characters ignore their
realistic fears to follow their passion, this reader admires their
chutzpah and cheers them on…These stories make good bedtime
reading, and could lead to sweet dreams. Read them and
see.”—Erotica Revealed

“Ronica Black’s books just keep getting stronger and
stronger… This is such a tightly written plot-driven novel that
readers will find themselves glued to the pages and ignoring phone
calls. The Seeker is a great read, with an exciting
plot, great characters, and great sex.”—Just About
Write

“Ronica Black’s writing is fluid, and lots of
dialogue makes this a fast read. If you like steamy erotica with
intense sexual situations, you’ll like Chasing
Love.”—Queer Magazine Online
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Synopsis

 Lillian Gray thinks she's got
it all under control. Work, sobriety, church visits, and aching
over her ex take up most of her time. But her long-time friends
insist on seeing her and continuously invite her to the local
lesbian bar The Griffin. Lillian agrees to go, unknowingly placing
herself in the path of someone who will shake up her carefully
controlled world for good.

Personal fitness trainer Audrey McCarthy is a
heartbreaker. Love is the last thing on her mind despite the
concern from her married friends. So when she collides with Lillian
Gray in the "midnight room" one night at The Griffin, she's left
shocked, breathless, and hopelessly smitten. But Lillian isn't
willing to let go of the past or admit her feelings, especially for
a heartbreaker like Audrey McCarthy who seems unwilling to change
her gallivanting ways.

Can repeated trips to the midnight room change them
both?


THE MIDNIGHT ROOM

© 2012 By Ronica Black. All Rights Reserved.

 


ISBN 13: 978-1-60282-817-9

 


This Electronic Book Is Published By

Bold Strokes Books, Inc.

P.O. Box 249

Valley Falls, NY 12185

 


First Edition: December 2012

 


THIS IS A WORK OF FICTION. NAMES, CHARACTERS, PLACES,
AND INCIDENTS ARE THE PRODUCT OF THE AUTHOR’S IMAGINATION OR ARE
USED FICTITIOUSLY. ANY RESEMBLANCE TO ACTUAL PERSONS, LIVING OR
DEAD, BUSINESS ESTABLISHMENTS, EVENTS, OR LOCALES IS ENTIRELY
COINCIDENTAL.

 


THIS BOOK, OR PARTS THEREOF, MAY NOT BE REPRODUCED IN
ANY FORM WITHOUT PERMISSION.

 


Credits

 


Editor: Cindy Cresap

Production Design: Stacia Seaman

Cover Design by Sheri (graphicartist2020@hotmail.com)


By the Author

In Too Deep

Deeper

Wild Abandon

Hearts Aflame

The Seeker

Chasing Love

Conquest

Wholehearted

The Midnight Room


Acknowledgments

Heartfelt thanks to my wonderful friend Connie. And
to Cait, my love, for always being so patient with the process. A
special thanks to everyone at Bold Strokes, especially my editor,
Cindy. Thanks so much for the continued support.


For Cait


Chapter One

Lillian Gray turned into the wind and stared up at
the cold rain flecking her face.

“There are some that come broken, but they’re
repairable,” the stranger next to her said, seemingly oblivious to
her presence.

The night wind blew harder, causing Lillian’s
already chilled skin to tighten further beneath the mist of rain.
She shoved her hands into her pockets and took the unusual weather
on full force, a part of her liking the way it felt, the way it
punished and yet awakened her.

The cell phone conversation continued next to her
with the woman huddling down into her pullover.

“No, I don’t care. I want them. I can fix them,” she
said.

Lillian stared into the half-full parking lot,
lulled by the heavy-looking cones of light breathing down upon the
cars. The woman’s conversation reminded Lillian of her job, her
life, and her heart. By day, she did her best to mend people’s
relationships, and by night, she did her best to not break down
completely over her own broken and shattered existence.

Some things, she mused, couldn’t be repaired despite
what the stranger thought. As if driving the point home, a group of
laughing women shouldered and bumped their way past Lillian as they
hurried toward the entrance of the club, anxious to escape the
rain. She held her ground, but the contact felt cold and brutal,
just like the world itself. Hard shoulders and rough bumps
happened, and you had to do your best to remain standing. But how
much more could she take? Her eyes stung at the threat of
tears.

There are some that come broken, but they’re
repairable.

The woman had disappeared into the club with the
others, leaving Lillian to wonder about the conclusion to her
conversation. What had she been talking about? Could she fix
Lillian? Her own phone beeped as if to answer. She pulled it from
her pocket and read the text. Her friends were looking for her.
Time to face the music. She listened to the muffled sound of the
banging beats. The Griffin was hopping as usual but not full to the
brim as it had been the night before. She’d bypassed it on her way
to volunteer at the church, and she’d been glad to have a valid
excuse as to why she couldn’t stop. An excuse would be great
tonight, but evening church service was long over, and her friends,
who frequented the club nearly every night, knew it.

She turned to head inside, leaving the rain behind
save for the press of it upon her hair and skin, which she did
nothing about. Let it remain. Let it soak into her hair and run
down her face. Who cared? She didn’t. Not tonight or any night, for
that matter. It wasn’t that she didn’t care how she looked or what
people thought. But at The Griffin it was different. The club was
all about one thing, and when she pushed through the door and
breezed by the silent bouncer, she was at once visually assaulted
by it.

Everywhere she looked she saw it. Bodies slithering
together on the dance floor, bodies entwined in dark corners,
bodies huddled together at tables watching, wishing they were as
engaged as those around them.

Lust at The Griffin was like prayer at her church.
It seemed to permeate the air, and suddenly, she missed the
polished wood and new carpet smell of her favorite chapel. Missed
the peace and tranquility, the polite gentleness of her fellow
churchgoers. They were people who didn’t want her, who didn’t come
on to her or expect her to leave her ex, Holly, in the past. At
church, she could wallow safely in her grief and huddle warmly in
her prayers for Holly’s return. But at The Griffin, all was laid
out on the table, on the dance floor, and even at the bar. The
Griffin wanted to expose her insides, her sexuality, her most
savage needs. It didn’t play kindly to her need for healing and
self-preservation. In fact, it laughed at the whole notion.

She wound her way through carefully, avoiding
glances, walking quickly away from the moan of the club that seemed
to be calling her name again and again. She wanted to tell it to
shut up, to screw off. To scream at it and tell it she wasn’t a
prude. She was just…finished. Sad. Lost. Defeated.

But the neon green stripes lining the interior
pressed upon her, kissing her with the lustful light, trying to
penetrate her skin just like it seemed to penetrate the polished
wood of the walls. Women eyed her, nodded, spoke, turned away,
danced, and drank. There was laughter, thumping bass, bottles and
glasses clanking, and the smell of beer, sweat, and perfume in the
air. Women in top hats, bow ties, and not much else edged through
the clusters of bodies balancing drink trays on long-fingered
hands.

Her own fingers skimmed the dark wood of the bar as
she moved, as if the bar were base and if she kept touching it,
she’d be safe and shielded from the hungry libidos of others and,
most importantly, her own.

Though she thought about it often, she had no need
for sex, much less another woman. The mere thought of dating or
even a dance made her stomach tighten with anxious knots. And the
knots always led to that immediate craving for alcohol. Her mind
groaned wickedly, and she had to push away from the bar.

Oh God. Oh, yes. The
yearning came warmly and swiftly from seemingly nowhere. A drink.
How she would love a drink. Jameson, no ice. Ice got in the way.
Ice melted and ruined the whiskey. Fucking ice.

“No.” She stopped mid–dance floor and pressed on her
temples. “I’m not going to do this to myself.” She’d quit drinking
six months before and she wasn’t going back. Holly or no Holly. She
set her jaw and readied herself for a dozen more nos before the
night was over. The Griffin brought them out in her just as it
seemed to bring out the lust in others.

“No?”

Lillian nearly gasped. Audrey McCarthy was staring
at her, covered in a thin sheen of sweat, looking as drop-dead
gorgeous as ever. In fact, she was the one, the only one, Lillian
ever allowed herself to stare at.

“I…”

Audrey raised an eyebrow. God, she had great
eyebrows. They were as dark as her short, shaggy hair and they
stretched wickedly over her black-as-ink eyes. Those eyes flashed
at Lillian as Audrey smiled again. This time coyly as she gently
pushed the woman she’d been dancing with away from her.

She’s so…sexy. This is why I stare at her. And stare
and stare and stare.

Yeah, me and everyone else.

Lillian tried to shake her off, not bothering to
return the smile or to dwell any longer in her attractiveness.
Audrey was a player with a capital P and everyone knew it. She was
the most-wanted woman at the club. And it seemed with the coyness
and then confidence in her smile, she knew it too.

“You were saying something,” Audrey said, placing a
strong hand on Lillian’s hip. “And I think it was going to be
something very bad.” The corner of her delicious-looking mouth
turned up as she spoke.

Lillian flushed, and she told herself it was because
she knew she looked a mess and not because of Audrey. She thought
briefly about running her hands through her hair, but then she once
again chided herself for even worrying about it. She didn’t care
any other night. So a simple touch from The Griffin’s hottest woman
wasn’t going to change that. She’d be damned.

“I wasn’t talking to you,” she said as she tried to
turn.

“You should be.”

Lillian blinked at her forwardness. “Why is
that?”

“Because I know what you want.”

“Is that so?”

“Oh, yes.”

“And what is it that I want?”

Audrey smiled, and Lillian fought the urge to melt.
“Me.”

“Ha.” She glanced away, her nerves getting the
better of her.

“Tell me I’m wrong.”

“I’ll do you one better. I’ll leave.” Lillian pulled
away, but the knots inside twisted, tightening. I
am not interested. I am not interested. Holly reentered her
mind, and she nearly stopped and bent, hand on her stomach. When
would the pain go away? When would Holly’s face vanish from her
mind, never to torture her again? She straightened as one of her
friends hopped up from their table near the wall and came to her
side.

“Are you okay?” It was Rain, and her blue eyes were
big and round with frightened concern. The freckles on her nose
seemed to be analyzing her as well. “Lil?”

“I’m fine.” She took Rain’s hand and walked slowly
to the table.

“The pains again?” Carmen asked, rising to come to
her side. She had obviously gone beyond concerned and right into
pissed off, based on the look she was giving Lillian.

“I’m fine,” Lillian said.

I lose it in front of my friends too often.

“No, you’re not. You look like an alien’s going to
come tearing out your gut at any second,” Carmen said.

Lillian scoffed. “Stop it.” She sat and put on her
best smile. Please don’t let me tremble; please
don’t let me tremble. Her friends worrying only made the
knots worse and the call for alcohol louder. “I said I’m okay.”

Carmen sank back into her chair while Rain went for
more drinks. Lillian almost cringed, knowing an assault from the
no-nonsense Carmen was coming. It seemed that lately the verbal
tirades were happening more and more frequently. Lillian wondered
why.

The look Carmen was giving her was preemptive, as if
Carmen were marinating her with her stare, waiting for just the
right moment in which to sink her teeth.

“This bullshit’s gotta stop.”

“Carmen—”

“I mean it, Lil. Holly’s gone. She’s never coming
back. She doesn’t want to be with you.”

Lillian felt the first tooth sink in. “You think I
don’t know that?” She brushed back her hair nervously, finding it
damp and tangled, just as she’d feared.

Carmen’s beautiful Latin skin crimsoned at her
cheekbones, making Lillian feel all the more unattractive.

“Do you? Because you’re still pining for her.”

“I am not.” But the words came out softly, with
little conviction.

“She’s ruining your life and she’s not even
here.”

“She’s not ruining my life.”

“You were never good enough, Lil, remember? It was
always something. You need to just let her go and realize that you
were too good for her.”

“But I wasn’t, Carmen.”

“Bullshit. She brainwashed you with all that
criticism. Can’t you see how wonderful you are?”

Lillian wanted to laugh. “Wonderful? I’m a therapist
and I let my relationship fall apart right in front of my
face.”

“Don’t blame yourself, Lil. Look around. Other
people think you’re wonderful. Because you are wonderful.”

“I don’t know.” But the knots weren’t easing up.

“You have to believe that and stop letting Holly
ruin your life.”

“Carmen, she’s not ruining my life.” Couldn’t they
just let it go? She’d screwed up, she hadn’t been good enough,
Holly had left.

“What about the pains? You literally just looked
like you were going to pass out.”

“It’s—just anxiety.” She should know. It was one of
her specialties. What would she tell one of her clients to do? She
shook her head, unwilling to think about the fact that her own
problems sometimes mirrored those of her clients.

“What is?” Rain asked, placing a club soda in front
of Lillian as she slid into her chair. The music kicked up again,
and they had to speak louder and lean in closer. The thumping
caused Lillian to roll her eyes and rub her temples.

“Lillian’s stomach pains,” Carmen explained. “She
says they’re just anxiety.”

“Oh.” Rain studied her as Lillian continued to
massage her head. “That’s good, right? I mean at least it isn’t
because you need a drink.”

Lillian closed her eyes. Dear God,
help me get through this night, and I swear on everything holy I
will never ask for another thing.

“Lil?”

“Hmm?” She opened her eyes and downed her club soda
in a single shot, praying it would burn away all her worries and
memories. When it did nothing, she slouched and pushed the glass
away. Walking into The Griffin was difficult enough, but having to
face the lure of alcohol could sometimes be torturous. Just one
more thing her friends couldn’t quite understand without
experiencing it firsthand. She’d tried to explain, but The Griffin
was their favorite haunt. She couldn’t ask them to hang with her at
church, and getting coffee was, well, boring. At least here there
were distractions. Here her friends could focus on women and
dancing and get all excited about the rumor mill rather than
focusing on her mundane existence. At least most nights they
could.

She caught Carmen’s stare as she chewed a piece of
ice. She was still looking at her with contemplation and anger, so
she decided to change the topic.

“Where’s Rain?”

“I don’t know. She took her beer and said she’d be
right back.”

Rain bounded back up to them with a smirk on her
face.

“What’s that about?” Carmen asked, ever the
intuitive.

“Oh, nothing.” She tugged on her beer with a hungry
mouth. Her lips smacked as she pulled the bottle away. “Just had
something to take care of.”

Carmen pushed out a frustrated breath. “I’m getting
too old for this shit. Anyone else feel that way?” Her gaze fell to
Lillian, where it locked. She knew Lillian felt the same. They’d
discussed it many times. But it always came back to Rain. And
Carmen didn’t exactly have anyone to go home to.

What would happen if one of them actually met
someone worthwhile? Would it go back to the way it was when she was
with Holly? The one who was involved staying home with her lover
and 2.3 dogs?

Lillian nodded and pressed her lips together. She
was tired of the single atmosphere and seeing her friends parade
and often times stumble through it. What she wanted was Holly and
their fireplace with Coda and Mink at their feet as they watched
television. She sighed heavily. She missed Coda and Mink. Holly had
even taken them.

She rested her cheek in her hand and fingered the
sweat resting on the bottom of her glass. Home sure beat The
Griffin. At least it used to.

“Well, you and Lillian don’t have to come here,”
Rain said. “I mean, don’t come on my behalf.”

Carmen studied her nails. “Oh, knock it off. You
know we come for you and we will always support you. Even though
you chase your own tail like you did when you were nineteen.”

“I’m not chasing my own tail,” Rain said. “In fact,
I’ve got my eye on—”

“A P.E. teacher. Yeah, we know. When are you going
to ask her out, Rain? Never?” Carmen was sinking her teeth into
everyone tonight. Lillian again wondered why.

“I’m biding my time,” Rain said. “I still have five
pounds to lose.”

Lillian closed her eyes again. Dear God—

But Carmen wouldn’t allow a silent thought. “Come
off it, Rain. If she doesn’t like you now, she’ll never like you.
Meet her, find out, and move on, for Christ’s sake.”

“I have a plan,” Rain said. “I’m going to ask Audrey
McCarthy for help.”

“Audrey McCarthy?” Carmen laughed. “Yeah,
right.”

All eyes shifted to the dance floor where the
five-foot-ten, raven-haired McCarthy moved in rhythm with another
woman. Lillian felt like shrinking as her name resounded in her
mind. Her heart fluttered despite itself as she recalled the heat
of her touch and the press of her gaze. Eyes as black as ink had
stared into her soul, flashing in the light of the strobes. She’d
done her best to ignore her, but seeing her sway seductively on the
dance floor brought her attraction once again to the
foreground.

“She’s…” Lillian started, unsure why she was
speaking aloud.

“Hot,” Rain finished.

The only woman I allow myself to
stare at. Lillian continued to watch her, captivated. Her
short dark hair seemed to melt into her tan skin, especially when
the sheen of sweat glistened off her jaw and neck as it did now.
Lillian rose to get another club soda, forcing herself to look away
from the lithe muscular body dressed in worn jeans and a tight
black tank.

“She’s a personal trainer,” Rain said, nodding in
excitement. “I recently hired her.”

Lillian walked toward the bar, leaving the
conversation behind. Audrey McCarthy was a tigress, the whole world
her prey. She’d chew Rain up and spit her out with her head still
spinning.

She leaned on the bar, laughing, causing the
bartender to saunter over.

“Enjoying yourself tonight?” she asked, wiping her
hands on a towel.

“Not really.” She laughed again, trying hard not to
look over at Audrey as she continued to move on the dance floor.
This time she had two women dancing with her, both of them moving
seductively against her thighs.

“Could’ve fooled me.” Her smile seemed broad and
genuine.

“It’s not a fun laugh, trust me. It’s an ‘Oh my God,
I’m losing my mind’ laugh.”

“I see.” She planted muscled arms on the bar and
followed Lillian’s line of sight. “That one drives everyone out of
their mind.”

Lillian jerked, unaware she’d even been staring. She
felt the flush start at her feet and burn her all the way up.

“I wasn’t—”

The bartender raised a palm. “Don’t even.”

“But I—”

“I’m used to it. She’s hard to compete with.”

Lillian fought to speak, but no words came.

The bartender merely chuckled and straightened her
broad back. She was cute in an extremely built kind of way. “Club
soda?” she asked Lillian.

“I come here that often?”

“’Fraid so.”

Lillian sighed.

“Like it’s a bad thing?” the bartender asked,
grabbing a glass and filling it halfway with ice.

“It is for me.”

She squirted in the club soda and handed it over.
“You know we have other sobers here.”

Lillian felt her eyebrow rise. She’d never
considered that possibility.

“Me, for one,” the bartender said. “Six years.”

“Wow. I’m only six months.” Would she be as calm and
cool as this woman when she was six years in? At the moment, it
sure didn’t feel like it.

“Good for you.”

The club soda was cold and refreshing. She tugged up
some more through her tiny straw.

“Cocaine,” the bartender said, opening a bottle of
beer. “It about killed me.”

“Oh.”

“We have other recovering alcoholics here too,
though. You aren’t the only one.”

“How did you know I was—”

“The club sodas, the panic attacks, the ‘get me the
hell out of here’ looks.”

“I guess I need to work on being less obvious.”
There was a brief silence as Lillian considered just how obvious
she really was.

“Can I ask you something?”

Lillian nodded.

“Why do you come here if you’re so
uncomfortable?”

“My friends.”

“Is that all?” She shifted her eyes toward Audrey on
the dance floor.

“Yes, that’s all.”

“Well, then, how about having coffee with me
sometime? Outside of here?”

Lillian was surprised, and though she should be
pleased, she felt exposed and vulnerable. As if just by being
asked, she’d somehow opened herself up for hurt and betrayal. Had
she been too friendly? Said too much?

“I can’t,” she stammered. “I mean, I don’t
date.”

The bartender glanced away and then nodded
slowly.

“It’s not because of you,” Lillian blurted.
“You’re…very attractive…I just—”

“It’s okay.” She said it lightly, but she busied
herself wiping the bar.

“No, it’s not.” Lillian sat very still, heart
pounding. She could feel the disappointment and disbelief misting
off the woman. God, she hated this, this place, this whole
atmosphere. “Maybe sometime soon, okay?”

The bartender studied her for a moment and then
nodded as if she didn’t quite believe her. “Let me know when you
need another club soda,” she said just before turning to walk
toward another customer.

“Great,” Lillian said, swiveling on the bar stool to
stand. “Just great.”

She stalked back to her seat and sulked, sliding her
glass away. Her friends asked questions, but she ignored them,
watching the bartender instead.

“I think I’m going to go,” she finally said.

Rain jerked forward. “No! You can’t, not yet.”

“Why not?” She was mentally drained and embarrassed.
There was nothing for her here.

“What happened?” Carmen asked, obviously bored.

“I saw Brea talking to you,” Rain said. “She’s
nice.”

“Yes, she is,” Lillian said.

“So what’s wrong?” Carmen slugged her beer bottle
back for an angry swig.

“I don’t—it doesn’t—this whole place doesn’t feel
right.”

Carmen laughed. “She asked you out, didn’t she?”

“Oh my God, she did?” Rain squeezed her
shoulder.

“And let me guess. You said no,” Carmen said.

“Sort of,” Lillian countered, growing just as angry
at Carmen’s attitude.

“But why? She’s so nice and she can probably
bench-press me. That’s hot,” Rain said.

“Doesn’t matter,” Carmen said. “Doesn’t matter how
hot she is. Little Miss I’m Pining Away for Holly doesn’t give a
screw. She’d rather go home and take a cold shower.”

Lillian felt her anger grow and burn just beneath
her skin. “I would not.”

“Would so.”

“What gives you the right—”

“Because I’m your friend, Lil. That’s why. Because
I’m tired of seeing you act like some high-and-mighty prude when I
know deep down inside, you want to date. You want to have fun and
experience passion, and more than that, you want to find love
again.”

Lillian said nothing. Just sat and stared. She
wanted to argue, to tell Carmen to get lost, but she just didn’t
have the strength. Especially when Carmen was bordering on the
truth.

“You don’t know me,” she finally managed to say.

Carmen stood and slid her beer across the table.
“Yeah. Right.” She wound through the crowd and disappeared into the
back where the restrooms were. Lillian slumped, feeling completely
drained. The call of the drink was torturous now, and she needed to
leave. Her hands shook with nerves, and she so badly wanted Holly
to hold her and whisper in her ear, to tell her everything was
going to be all right. But Holly wasn’t there. Holly didn’t care.
Holly had fucked her over.

Lillian pushed back from the table and stood. Here
she was. Doing just what Carmen said she’d do. Pining over Holly.
Shit.

“You can’t leave,” Rain said once again, gripping
her arm.

“Why—”

But the music stopped and the deejay spoke into the
mic, spotlight shining brightly on her booth.

“Ladies, it’s that time again,” she said and the
crowd went nuts. “Time for two lusciously lucky ladies to take a
trip into the Midnight Room.”

The crowd whooped, and several women whistled.
Lillian sank back into her chair and sighed. She’d never make it
out now that the dance floor was jam-packed with excited, waiting
women.

“I hate this Midnight Room shit,” she said to Rain.
“I mean really. Who wants to go make out with a complete stranger
in some sex room?”

“It’s not a sex room. Well, not really. It’s just a
place to go to get to know someone better.”

“Come off it, Rain. It’s a sex room.”

The deejay cut them off again as one of the cocktail
waitresses slinked up to the booth with her top hat in hand. The
hat was no doubt full of the names of eager young women anxious to
be plucked out for a good make out session with a stranger. Lillian
couldn’t be paid to drop her name in for such a drawing. The whole
thing was frivolous, asinine, and—

“And our first lucky lady is Lillian Gray!”

Lillian jerked in her seat. Rain went crazy,
grabbing her shoulders and arms, yanking her to a stand.

“What?” She squinted into the spotlight as it found
their table. “What’s going on? Why was my name called?”

The deejay continued talking over the whooping
crowd. “And our other lucky lady is…Audrey McCarthy!”

The crowd roared and the deejay started playing
“Let’s Get It On.”

“Come on, you two. Time to head off into the
Midnight Room.”

Lillian stumbled as Rain tried to lead her from the
table.

“No. I’m not going.” Her heart pounded and her brain
was trying desperately to catch up. What was happening? How did
this happen? Audrey McCarthy? No, she couldn’t. She couldn’t
possibly go into the Midnight Room with Audrey McCarthy. No
way.

“You’re going,” Rain said, laughing. “Come on,
move.”

Lillian pulled away and took several steps toward
the dance floor, intent on leaving. But Audrey McCarthy stepped
into her path and smiled that coy smile.

Lillian’s breath caught once again at her dark
beauty.

“Lillian?”

Lillian said nothing, just fought melting under the
obvious approval of Audrey’s wicked gaze.

“Yes, she’s Lillian,” Rain offered, sounding
eager.

Audrey held out her hand. “Shall we?”

Lillian remained still and silent.

Carmen walked up slowly, stopping at Lillian’s side.
Her eyes were huge, her face hard.

“Lil?” Carmen asked, looking into her face. “You
don’t have to do this.”

Lillian hesitated, searching Audrey’s face for
purpose. She saw nothing but pure passion, passion that called to
her. She was tired of hearing about how she was letting Holly do
this and do that. No one thought she could live without her. She’d
show them.

Lillian stiffened her jaw. Her hand nearly sizzled
in Audrey’s, and her heart was damn near beating out of her chest.
And as her nose caught the scent of the masculine cologne coating
Audrey’s gorgeous body, Lillian knew what she must do. What she
wanted to do.

Looking away from Carmen, she nodded at Audrey and
said with stern determination, “Yeah, let’s go.”
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