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Snow-capped mountains stretched towards the horizon, while at their base, trees could just about be seen through a fresh layer of white powder. It was all bathed in a pale blue under the weak daylight, the sun not warm enough to melt any of the ice currently streaking the wide windows of the opulent building that Sam Greene was currently standing in.

Squinting closer at the screen of her laptop, Raelyn could just make out several figures gliding down the steep mountainside, watching one on what appeared to be a snowboard, clear a snow mound before making a sharp stop, apparently looking back up the path they had taken, to see where their companions were.

“It looks amazing,” she breathed, awed by the majestic beauty that he was able to enjoy but not appreciate. “It’s a shame you couldn’t bring anyone with you.”

Her view shifted from the beautiful scenery to be replaced by dark hair and a pair of gorgeous baby blue eyes as perfect white teeth flashed in a grin.

“I’m not sure you’d like the cold so much,” Sam laughed and Raelyn’s nose wrinkled at the thought of freezing her nipples off in such a cold climate.

“I’m sure I could’ve found some way to keep warm,” she countered lightly. He smirked.

“I have a feeling it would involve less clothes rather than more,” he teased, his voice lowering as his eyes twinkled.

“Of course. You don’t use the spa fully dressed,” she gasped in mock horror, bur she couldn’t hide her grin. “Don’t you know places like that have an amazing spa and sauna? Plus the skiing, the hot chocolate...”

“I’ll try remember that the next time I have to go on a business trip,” he chuckled.

“Hey, pretty boy, do you fancy joining me?” a woman giggled off-screen, her accent foreign, and his gaze flickered to whoever had spoken, raising an eyebrow.

“Join you?” he repeated quizzically.

“I’m heading to the spa before my next shoot,” the woman continued gaily, her flirtatious tone obvious. “It makes my skin so soft...”

“Sorry, Hayden, I can’t,” he declined with an apologetic smile. “I’m up next once the photographers have finished with Janelle.”

“Well, you know where to find me, pretty boy,” the woman – Hayden – laughed, the sound fading as she apparently walked away.

Raelyn simply picked at her nails as she listened to the blatant offer being made to her boyfriend halfway across the world.

Sam was a natural flirt himself, but they’d agreed to keep their hands to themselves outside of work, she mused idly.

She worked at the Club, which meant that there was always the potential for some form of touching from the clients, no matter how hard the bouncers tried to make sure they didn’t. And as a male model, Sam was surrounded by beautiful women practically every day.

They’d been together for five years and he hadn’t strayed in the slightest, not even when the drunk models had made passes at him during their work parties.

“Perks of the job?” she sniggered as Sam rolled his eyes.

“Seriously, I’m getting fed up with dealing with models,” he exasperated. “I dunno whose wise idea it was to do a photo shoot on New Year’s Eve.”

She just smirked.

“That’s what you get for being such a ‘pretty boy’, isn’t it?” she teased. “They call you out to be on-site at a moment’s notice.” He just snorted. “So, when do you think you’ll be back?”

He made a face, shrugging as his gaze travelled over whatever was going on in the background behind the phone.

“I’m not sure. They reckon it’ll only be a few days, but shit keeps going wrong,” he sighed. “First the cameras were late then when they did arrive, they were broken...the photographers keep changing their mind about where they want us and what they want us to wear...”

“Oh geeze.”

She grimaced sympathetically, but watched as he lifted his head at a man’s call, its tone displaying its owner’s obvious irritation.

Sam straightened from where he had been leaning against the window, shooting her an apologetic look, and Raelyn waved a hand unworriedly.

“Lemme know when you can,” was all she said.

He smiled gratefully at her understanding then the call ended, and she tucked her phone into her pocket.

Knock! Knock!

She looked up curiously at the sound then made her way to the front door.

“Surprise!” Helena cried with a grin as the door opened, Ohtli mimicking her words a moment later as he tried to copy his mother.

Raelyn laughed as she leant down to swoop the four year old up into her arms, making him laugh gleefully as she spun him around. She finally slowed as Helena entered the house, shadowed closely by her hulking fiancée, Drakantos.

“What’s the occasion?” Raelyn chuckled, rubbing noses with Ohtli before looking at her cousin with a smile.

“I wanted to see you, Aunty Rae,” Ohtli announced before his mother could, and Helena grinned, gesturing at her son.

“There’s your answer,” she laughed.

“Ohtli, we’re cousins,” Raelyn corrected with a smile.

The dark headed boy shook his head firmly.

“Aunty Rae,” he declared.

“Oquichconetl, she is your machicniuh,” Drakantos reproached.

Ohtli frowned at his father, gold eyes identical to the man narrowing on him.

“Aunty Rae,” he repeated stubbornly, gripping Raelyn’s shirt tightly, and Helena giggled at her son’s determination and the annoyance on her fiancée’s face as Drakantos sighed impatiently.

“Well, little pilotl...” Raelyn started airily.

Drakantos glared at her when she deliberately called Ohtli ‘nephew’ in his own native language, but she just grinned before returning to the boy in her arms.

“Since you’re lucky enough to have visited on a day that I’m not working, what do you wanna do today?” she asked lightly.

“Park!” he clamoured instantly, apparently having made the decision on his way to her house, and Raelyn laughed.

“Hmm, that sounds like a good idea, but it’s too cold at the moment,” she mused aloud.

His face scrunched up in a frown.

“It’s not cold, Aunty Rae,” he protested. “I’m super hot!”

“It is for me,” she disagreed. “It’s only just gone Christmas. A park would be too cold to be playing in right now.”

He looked disheartened at that and she cocked her head thoughtfully, pursing her lips.

“How about...the library first?” she suggested. “Then we’ll go check out the toy shops?”

“The library?” he repeated, shaking his head as he scowled in distaste. “I don’t like reading.”

Drakantos actually looked pained at that fact and Helena chuckled quietly, hugging him around the waist. He sighed dispiritedly but returned her hug, as Raelyn looked down at the boy.

“Books are great,” she told Ohtli firmly. “You can learn so much cool stuff from them.”

He pouted but she leant down to place his feet on the floor before straightening, cocking an eyebrow at him.

“I wanted to find something out about dinosaurs,” she explained. “I bet you couldn’t find it before me, because only big boys can do that...”

“I can do it!” he instantly protested, straightening indignantly as she apparently didn’t consider him a ‘big boy’. “I can find it!”

“But that means you’ve gotta read books,” she pointed out archly.

“I can do it!” he repeated fiercely before running towards the door determinedly.

Raelyn grinned at her cousin as Helena laughed, Drakantos seeming a little bemused by what had just happened.

“I guess we’re going to the library,” Raelyn sang, her hazel eyes twinkling.
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ONE WEEK LATER

(7th January 2022)

“Woo, baby. Shake that ass,” a man catcalled, his friends cheering him on.

Raelyn shot him a saucy wink before doing just that, and the electric-blue highlights in her shoulder-length black hair flashed in the dim lighting as she ‘shook her ass’ in front of her audience teasingly.

The Club was quiet tonight, or at least quieter than normal for a weekday, but Christmas had just passed and everyone was feeling the pinch in their wallets right then, she mused.

She let her gaze drift over the other working girls.

Sarah, Belle and Ana had left the Club nearly two years ago, and her cousin Helena had left in the past year, which ironically had been how a spot had opened up for her.

Luna had stopped working at the Club too, having decided to move in with her boyfriend, one who really didn’t like her getting groped at by strange men.

Raelyn snorted to herself, shaking her head mentally.

Since she’d recently given birth to twin boys, that wasn’t likely to change anytime soon, she drawled.

Even Aura had ended her employment at the Club all of a sudden, leaving David in more of a foul mood than normal.

Though that could be because his son just coming up to his second birthday. Children were really not David’s forte, she scoffed.

Her hazel gaze flirted around the room.

Just tonight however, the Club was down by two girls, although that was likely to soon be three in the next few weeks. Eleanor was graduating university soon, which meant that she was gonna be looking for a job in the field that she was studying in.

Raelyn paused, her face scrunched up as she tried to remember why Eleanor was still in education.

Actually, what was Elle studying?

She put the thought from her mind as she mentally shrugged.

Oh well. All these girls dropping out of the Club simply meant more tips for her.

She swerved aside when one of her male audience reached out to grab her, and wagged a finger at him playfully.

“No touching,” she laughed. “That costs more than what you’ve brought with you.”

He and his friends laughed good-naturedly.

“Can I get another beer over here?” one of the group requested, lifting his empty glass.

Raelyn nodded with an easy smile, sashaying over to accept it, and ‘accidentally’ fell into his lap, causing his friends to cheer loudly.

He grinned stupidly as he helped her to her feet, having a good fondle whilst he was at it. She pretended to pout at his boldness, but couldn’t resist winking as she took the glass from him, gathering the rest when his friends called out their orders.

She weaved her way through the tables to reach the bar and dumped off the dirty glasses before relaying her order to the barman. Whilst she waited for Steve to fill her tray, Raelyn let her gaze skim over the bustling room absently.

The bouncers were stood at the exits as an intimidating deterrent to any potential troublemakers, watching the crowd like hawks.

Eleanor was leading two men into a booth, whilst other girls that she couldn’t remember the names of, wandered the room with trays or danced for small groups at their tables.

None of the private rooms were taken yet, but the night was still early and it was only the middle of the week, she allowed.

They usually weren’t even offered during the week because of how quiet it was, unless enough money was offered in exchange. The working girls were busting their asses as usual and the customers all but drooling into their laps.

Actually, that man really was drooling, she realised as she spotted one man ogling Gabriella, the woman slinking gracefully across the stage like a feline stalking her prey.

A man stepped through the entrance into the room and Raelyn’s hazel gaze flickered to him contemplatively, automatically assessing how well he might tip and if he might be worth ditching her current group for.

She perked up when she recognised Sam, but paused when a pretty, leggy blonde followed him into the room with a girlish giggle, the sound carrying over the music as she clung to his arm like a limpet.

Raelyn’s brow creased in bemusement.

She didn’t recognise the woman from any of the work parties she’d attended with Sam.

Her expression cleared.

She was probably new. In his line of work, Sam was surrounded by beautiful women every day, most of them wearing very little clothing.

If she got jealous of every female that he spoke to, she’d have to give up her day job, Raelyn snorted

The pair made their way over to a table in the corner of the room, and leant close; hands linked and noses almost touching. Sam murmured something, making the woman giggle again, and Raelyn’s eyes narrowed.

She caught the arm of a passing girl, nodding at her readied tray on the bar.

“Hey, Summer, can you cover me for a few minutes?” she asked the honey-haired woman distractedly. “I gotta speak to someone real quick.”

Summer perked up and Raelyn mentally rolled her eyes.

The woman was still new and filled with all that hopeful enthusiasm that came with starting a new job.

“Sure thing, Rae,” the woman chirped. “Where am I going?”

Raelyn pointed out the table with a faint smile.

Summer tugged her rich green outfit a few times before picking up the tray and making her way over to the group with a little bounce in her step that made her barely covered breasts quiver in such a way, that the men didn’t complain when they learnt that she was replacing Raelyn for their attention.

Raelyn regretted the loss of such good tippers, before putting them from her mind.

She’d make it up during the rest of the night. If not...well, there was always the weekend.

She wound her way through the tables towards Sam and his female companion, finding her way in the gloom with practiced ease.

“Fancy seeing you here, Sam,” she greeted brightly as she came to a stop beside their table. “If I’d known you were dropping by, I would’ve worn something a little nicer.”

Sam looked up with a grin that waned briefly before it bounced back into place.

“Hey, Rae,” he returned easily.

He didn’t kiss her in greeting, which was unusual, but she was at work after all, she allowed.

David had a problem with any touching of the girls, unless sufficient money had changed hands first. He didn’t care if they were a spouse, significant other, or just a customer. Whilst at work, money was always expected to be paid before any contact.

Her head tilted slightly.

“I didn’t know you were working tonight,” Sam added.

Raelyn frowned, but forced herself not to point out that they had been discussing her work schedule just a day or so beforehand, after he had returned from his photo shoot in Sweden.

Instead, she settled for rolling her eyes.

His memory had a tendency to be patchy when it was about anything other than him.

Her gaze turned to Sam’s companion, giving the woman a polite smile.

“Who’s your friend?” she asked quizzically. “I don’t think we’ve met before.”

“My cousin,” he dismissed, even going so far as to wave a hand unworriedly.

“You brought your cousin to a strip club?” she asked dryly, raising an eyebrow. He just shrugged.

“She’s never been to one before,” he grunted then smiled up at her blandly. “Aren’t you meant to be working?”

His question was an obvious brush-off and she stiffened before nodding shortly.

“Sure,” she said sweetly. “I’ll see you at home tonight.”

He didn’t answer, already engrossed in whatever the woman had murmured, and Raelyn bit her tongue, spinning on her heel to stride away.
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NEXT DAY

(8th January 2022)

Raelyn woke to the sound of a chainsaw revving in her ear and she grimaced, shoving Sam back over to his side of the bed before sitting up with a grumble.

He hadn’t been home when she finished work at six that morning and she’d assumed that he was still out on the town with his cousin. He must’ve returned when she was sleeping, obviously hoping that she wouldn’t bring up their encounter in the Club, she scoffed.

He always tried to avoid her when he knew that she was likely to hold an uncomfortable conversation with him.

Sam mumbled, tugging the blanket up to his chin and Raelyn snorted, shaking her head.

Hel was engaged to a man who doted on her like it was a hardcore religion, yet here she had a guy who refused to do anything if it wasn’t for his own benefit.

Maybe she should ask Hel if Drake had any good looking friends that she could possibly date, Raelyn muttered grumpily.

She grimaced as another loud snort reverberated through the air beside her.

She may as well get up since there was no point staying in bed, she sighed.
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Before long, she was showered and dressed, frying up bacon and waffles for breakfast, her morning coffee fix ready and waiting on the counter.

“Goddamn acid of hell,” she muttered, trying to avoid the hot fat spitting at her from the pan.

She hissed lowly when a drop landed on the back of her hand and she wiped it away quickly, a red blotch now marring her skin. She scowled and retaliated by stabbing the sizzling bacon with her tongs crossly, glaring at it.

“Morning, babe,” Sam grunted as he entered the kitchen.

Raelyn glanced at him distractedly, still battling the bacon.

His boxers hung from his slim hips haphazardly as he ruffled his messed hair groggily, shuffling over to her. She admired the tempting sight appreciatively before mentally cursing as another dribble of oil spat at her viciously.

Her attention returned to the angry pan on the stove and she switched off the heat with a grumble.

Sam kissed her cheek then stole a piece of bacon from her plate, before swiping her mug of coffee from the counter. Raelyn glowered at him before moving to fill another mug, scraping the fresh bacon onto her plate.

He could make his own since he stole hers, she huffed.

“Are you working today?” Sam asked around the bacon he was oh-so-charmingly eating.

She raised an eyebrow at the question, sipping her coffee with a mental sigh of pleasure.

“Yeah, why?”

“Just wondering,” he dismissed, shrugging. “What time you gonna be home? I was thinking, maybe we could grab some take-out, watch a movie...”

“Sounds good,” she agreed with a smile.

He evidently wanted to make up for the night before, and since apologising really wasn’t his thing, he showed it through his actions instead.

She sighed then.

“I don’t think I’ll be home until after ten though,” she apologised. He made a face but kissed her cheek.

“I’ll paint the bedroom instead then...” he muttered, his voice trailing off as he headed in the direction of the bathroom.

“Wait, you’re finally gonna do it after three months of me nagging you?” she called after him incredulously.

He just shot her a withering look over his shoulder, not deigning to reply as he disappeared.
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“Hey, I’m home,” Raelyn called as she closed the front door behind her, dropping her bag on the armchair as she passed.

Her shift had finished earlier than she’d expected, a full two hours early in fact, and she felt the flutter of excitement in her belly at being able to grab a nice evening with Sam after all.

It’d been a while since they’d done any of that romantic crap. They’d both been putting aside the smaller details of their relationship recently to focus on their work, she admitted grudgingly.

Sam’s job was actually the reason he hadn’t proposed yet, or so he’d said, wanting to wait until he was more settled in his career before taking that leap. He kept promising the ring and the family, and since she wasn’t in a rush for either of those things, she wasn’t worried about waiting.

Though that might change now that she’d hit thirty, Raelyn sighed. A girl couldn’t wait forever after all.

She cocked her head at the lack of response to her call.

“Sam?”

There was a thud as something fell from somewhere else in the house and she frowned. She caught the muted sound of music from upstairs and her expression cleared.

He must’ve actually been serious about painting the bedroom.

She smiled reluctantly, removing her coat to drop it onto the nearby armchair with her bag.

He could admittedly be an ass at times, as well as a bit of a narcissist, and it was frustrating trying to get him to keep up with any form of housework, preferring to let others clean up after him.

But he had rare instances of doing the odd job spur of the moment, usually after he’d come back from a business trip. It was barely noticeable, but he tried. Or at least that’s what she told herself.

Her nose wrinkled in distaste.

Personally, she blamed his mother. From what he’d told her, his mother had basically done everything for him, even once he’d grown old enough to do it for himself.

He denied the accusation that he was unable to take care of himself, but then he’d throw a tantrum like some overgrown child, sulking and pouting for a few hours before behaving as though it had never happened.

Then there were days where he would have sweet moments like this, where he did odd jobs about the house while she was at work, just so she could relax when she got home.

She smiled reluctantly.

It was times like this that reminded her why they were still dating.

There was no reply and she realised that he must not have heard her over the music.

He must be really focused on what he was doing.

She ambled up the stairs to the bedroom and opened the door with a smile that froze when she saw what was going on.

Sam was certainly focused on the task at hand, just not the one she’d expected.

“Fuck!”

She heard Sam curse, but didn’t stop to wait for any sort of explanation or excuse. Instead, she spun on her heel and stormed back downstairs, leaving the bedroom door swinging wide open to reveal Sam scrambling for his clothes.

“Rae!”

She ignored his shout and grabbed her bag as she stormed out of the house, slamming the front door shut behind her hard enough to make the glass rattle in the frame.
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Music pulsed through the room, dim lights flowing over the dancing figures as they pressed against each other closely, the thick musk of sex and lust heavy on the air, and Adam leant back against the large seat of the private booth he sat in, his legs stretching out in front of him as he rested his arms along the back of the curved leather sofa casually.

The area was sectioned off for just him and Alistair, and whatever company they were entertaining for the night.

Adam exhaled impatiently.

Only tonight, he was left waiting for Alistair. The vampire had mentioned finishing up some paperwork before joining him.

Adam’s deep brown gaze flowed idly over the mass of people enjoying themselves on the dance floor as he perused the night’s selection contemplatively.

Bodies grinding together, the scent of arousal hanging thickly over the room...

He breathed it all in deep.

It only served to heighten his own lust, especially when he saw women rubbing against each other amidst the crowd.

He lifted the glass to his lips, sipping the amber liquid idly.

By the end of the night, one – possibly even two – of them would be sharing his bed.

Several eyed him like he was their next meal as they danced nearby, obviously trying to catch his eye.

Their outfits barely covered their intimate areas, clinging to them as closely as a second skin. Their faces were thickly made up and as fake as the extensions dangling from their hair, but men were still pressed up close to the trio, vying for their attention.

Their hot gazes remained fixed solely on him though, causing anger to flash across the faces of their male companions, but Adam just smirked and turned his gaze from them disinterestedly.

If he’d been in a mood to do so, he might’ve been tempted to really screw with the men who looked ready to fight him.

He sniggered to himself at the thought of deliberately antagonising the other men.

He could’ve invited the women over to join him, could flirt with them in full view, just to spite their ‘friends’. He could make them believe that they would be joining him, that they could be more than just a one-night stand, before tossing them back onto the dance floor like disused tissues.

That would piss Alistair off however, he grumbled mentally, making a face as he took another sip of his drink, feeling the heat burn down his throat.

The vampire was already irritated with him for getting into a fight with the husband of a woman that he’d slept with recently.

Sure, he’d claimed that he hadn’t known she was married, but Alistair knew that his sense of smell would’ve told him that she already had a partner, he exasperated.

Not to mention the very obvious wedding ring on her finger.

He made a face.

And sure, he could’ve avoided the entire situation with her husband by going to neutral territory such as a hotel, if he was really that desperate to fuck her, he allowed grudgingly.

But instead he’d allowed himself to return to her bed. Right where her husband had found him the very next morning, after returning home from a night shift.

Adam chuckled to himself at the memory, lifting his glass absently.

The night he’d spent with her had been well worth the resulting fight.

His hand paused halfway to his mouth when he saw a dark haired woman enter the club, his head cocking curiously.

He could tell that she wasn’t really sure about what she was doing, seeming distracted yet comfortable in the busy surroundings.

She was dressed somewhat primly compared to the scene around her; her simple white blouse and dark trousers professional, yet hugging her curvaceous form. Her short dark hair was drawn back into a hair tie, but as he watched, she freed it from its constraint, hiding her face from his direct view.

He couldn’t quite pick out the finer details of her face in the muted lights of the club, but he could still tell from the brief glimpse of her side profile, that she was a looker.

Perhaps she went dancing regularly, Adam hazarded idly, canting his head.

She didn’t seem like the women who were eyeing him up shamelessly, despite his obvious dismissal. She wasn’t made up like them either. Instead, she seemed to have come straight from work, or perhaps some event.

She looked like a businesswoman, but she was relaxed, as though it were a second home to her, he mused. Maybe that was why she was so comfortable in a nightclub.

She didn’t even glance at the people on the dance floor, but seemed to find what she was looking for as she made a beeline for the bar at the opposite end of the room.

It gave him a perfect view of her ass as she walked towards it, and he found his eyes gravitating there, his wolf perking up interestedly.

Perhaps he still had some time to get to know her before Alistair finished up with his paperwork and joined him there...

“Found a conquest for the night already?” someone drawled as they sat beside him on the leather seat. “I hope this one is not married.”

Adam chuckled, glancing at his business partner absently as he loosened the button of his suit jacket before leaning back with a quiet exhale.

Alistair was fairly decent for a vampire and they’d enjoyed a mutual friendship from the day they’d met.

They usually shared the women they enjoyed and not necessarily at separate times. They were both straight, but they were confident enough in their sexuality that they didn’t feel threatened by having another man in close proximity.

So long as they didn’t touch each other in certain ways during the fun, they were fine with most bedroom activities, he stated firmly.

He took another absent sip of his drink.

Sharing a woman was a preferred – and mutually beneficial – method for them both. Alistair was able to use him as a distraction for the woman, to Feed from her during sex, whilst Alistair biting her, caused her to behave more fervently with them both.

A good night was usually had by all involved and the women never remembered anything other than the great sex.

“Not interested in the Barbie wannabes?” Alistair asked mildly, nodding at the nearby trio, whose eyes had widened even further when the handsome vampire entered their view. “They’re human.”

“I’ll pass,” Adam declined shortly, his face scrunching up in distaste.

His gaze returned to the woman at the bar, almost as though pulled there, and he forced back a sudden possessive growl.

She’d only been there for a few short minutes, but someone else had already noticed her.

A young man in his early twenties was talking with a suggestive smile, standing far too close to her.

Even from across the room, Adam could pick up on her irritation as she pointedly turned away from the lad, not even sparing him a look. Another few minutes of him attempting to talk to her and her annoyance began to show, her shoulders stiffening.

“She does have a certain allure about her,” Alistair granted, following his gaze to study the woman himself. “Is she human?”

“I have absolutely no idea,” Adam grunted, his own body tensing in anger as he watched the lad continue his attempts. “Never seen her before.” His eyes flickered to Alistair quizzically. “You need to Feed?”

The flicker of red in the vampire’s usually blue eyes, betrayed his thirst, as Alistair canted his head in mild contemplation.

“Indeed,” he mused aloud, a faint smile tweaking his lips. “It seems we are in agreement about this one.” He suddenly chuckled. “It appears she knows how to look after herself too.”

Adam frowned then snorted when he saw the lad at the bar now cradling between his legs with a grimace of pain.

The woman, however, was calmly sipping from her glass, her back turned to him as though she had no inkling about what had happened.

The werewolf bartender glanced at Adam and Alistair questioningly when he noticed their attention fixed his way, and Alistair glanced at the injured lad, waving a hand shortly. The bartender nodded and moments later the lad was escorted from the building.

“We shall introduce ourselves shortly,” Alistair decided, turning to Adam calmly. “For now, we have business to discuss.”

Adam groaned dramatically, his head dropping back against the padded seat.
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Chapter 5
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Bzzz! Bzzz!

Her phone vibrated again, pulsating against her hip insistently, but Raelyn ignored it as she downed the remainder of the most recent in the increasingly long line of alcoholic drinks she had gone through so far.

She brought her empty glass down on the bar with a sharp rap and a low hiss as she felt the slow burn flow down her throat, earning her a look from the bartender.

She scowled.

Sometimes she hated her high tolerance to alcohol. She’d been trying to get drunk for the past hour, but she didn’t even have a buzz going, she frustrated.

Though it did mean she was able to remain clear headed when guys were hitting on her. Like that idiot kid barely out of college. He really didn’t know how to take no for an answer.

“Another please,” she ordered glumly, holding her empty glass up to the bartender.

He raised an eyebrow, but took it before placing another in front of her without a word, and she heaved a sigh as she lifted it to her lips.

As she tossed back the liquid, she felt two bodies move to stand on either side of her, their heat reaching out to caress her. She waited until she had swallowed her mouthful, before casting a disinterested glance at the one on her left first.

She gulped, glad now that she had swallowed.

She would’ve definitely choked if she hadn’t.

Sandy brown hair was cut neatly to the nape of his neck, curling slightly at the ends and leaving his face free to gaze upon. His features were as defined as that of a male model; his complexion flawless, his face pleasantly symmetrical...

He even sported noticeable cheekbones! Those things were never real except on models!

Perhaps that was his day job when he wasn’t hanging around bars looking for drunk women, she mused then snorted disdainfully.

He was probably in the same line of business as Sam, she scoffed. He probably even already knew Sam!

His eyes caught her attention though, a startling blue that seemed to glow in the dimly lit bar, almost hypnotic as he held her gaze, and it took a few moments of staring into them before she remembered that there was a second man on the other side of her.

She turned her head and blinked again, pretty sure that she was drooling now.

He was just as gorgeous as the first!

Dark brown hair fell to his broad shoulders in thick silky waves, his features more masculine than his companion yet no less handsome, the shadow of stubble darkening his cheeks and jaw.

His mesmerising brown eyes were fixed on her and just like with the other man, she found it difficult to tear her gaze away.

Both men wore suit jackets, but the brunette was wider than his friend, more visually muscled and his skin holding more of a tan, she noticed.

Yet the leaner, blue-eyed man held himself with a confidence that spoke of his capability in being able to handle himself, more than any bulging muscles did.

The top buttons of their white shirts were undone, revealing inches of firm skin beneath. It presented the opportunity for someone to innocently let their gaze travel downwards and Raelyn did so unashamedly.

She was always one to appreciate a fine looking specimen of manhood and there were two standing right next to her.

She allowed herself a moment to mentally drool, before turning back to her glass as she tried to control her sudden flush.

Perhaps the alcohol was finally doing its job and the beer goggles were kicking in, she decided.

“Rough day?” the brown eyed man asked softly, his voice as husky as a growl.

She felt a responsive shiver run down her spine as it teased at her ears, as she somehow heard him under the music. She forced herself to shrug neutrally, trying to ignore the way his voice had caused between her thighs to instantly dampen.

She forced her knees closed, pressing them together firmly to try stop the low throbbing that had started.

“I’ve had better,” she muttered, taking another gulp of her drink in an attempt to cool herself down.

“Mind if we join you?” the blue-eyed man asked politely, gesturing at the empty stools on either side of her.

“It’s a free country,” she answered after a brief pause, eyeing him guardedly.

She was flattered by their attention, of course – no sane woman wouldn’t be – but despite Sam’s disloyalty, she wouldn’t allow herself to be tempted by them.

Although because of his betrayal, she was now single, she realised, a small frown drawing her eyebrows together.

There was no way in hell that she was gonna be taking him back after that!

At the thought, her stomach churned as the image of what she had walked in on, unwillingly flashed through her mind.

Sam had been on their messed bed, beneath his so-called ‘cousin’. She’d been riding him like a bull at the rodeo, her head tilted back just enough for her to be looking up at the ceiling through half-lidded eyes.

She was just surprised that the woman hadn’t been hollering like a cowgirl, missing just the hat to fit the part, Raelyn muttered sourly.

Her jaw clenched before she exhaled slowly, relaxing her white-knuckled grip on her glass.

She could let herself enjoy the interest of this pair, she granted.

It wasn’t every day a woman found herself the direct attention of two gorgeous men. Not without money involved anyway.

“Boyfriend trouble?” the brown-eyed man guessed idly, interrupting her bad-tempered thoughts.

She glanced at him questioningly and he nodded at the glass in her hand.

“A beautiful woman only drinks the hard stuff to forget,” he reasoned then tilted his head to study her broodingly, his eyes hooded as though picturing her naked.

Instead of repulsing her, the look made her cheeks heat, and she fidgeted on her barstool as her eyes danced away from his with a faint blush. He smirked as though knowing exactly what sort of havoc he was wreaking on her, but raised an eyebrow, waiting on her answer.

“He not keep up with the housework?” he pressed when she didn’t speak, his question probing.

“Only never,” she snorted, rolling her eyes at the mental image of Sam actually doing housework.

“But that’s not why you’re here,” he mused aloud.

“No,” she agreed evenly. “I am here to not think about him at all.”

She looked at her glass pointedly, but they didn’t move away. If anything, they shifted closer on their stools, their bent knees pressing against her thighs.

A flare of heat rushed through her body at the touch, little sparks of awareness prickling along her skin.

“So, we should assume that there is no boyfriend in the picture who might take offence if we bought you a drink?” the blue-eyed male-model probed, a smile teasing his lips.

She paused, considering her options for a moment.

She should probably be worried, or at least a little concerned, that two gorgeous men wanted to buy her a drink with no catch.

Perhaps they were rapists, or sex traffickers, she imagined dramatically. Or they were just gonna straight up murder her.

She mentally rolled her eyes.

They didn’t feel dangerous, not in that way at least, and not towards her. She didn’t know where this certainty came from, but her gut hadn’t steered her wrong before.

It had even told her that Sam was wrong for her, but she’d ignored the feeling because he’d seemed to be doing everything mostly right.

Up until tonight at least.

Instead of answering, she just nodded shortly and he instantly gestured at the bartender.

The man set drinks in front of the three of them moments later, apparently already knowing the pair well enough to not need to ask what they were drinking, and placing a fresh one in front of Raelyn.

“My name is Alistair Hemmingway,” the first man introduced pleasantly, his blue eyes fixed on her face keenly. “This is my friend and business partner, Adam Reid.”

The brown haired man smiled sexily in greeting at the introduction and her belly flip-flopped. Again.

“Might we know your name?” Alistair queried, retaking her attention.

“Raelyn,” she found herself answering. “Rae for short.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Rae,” Adam murmured and she gulped as his gruffer voice teased at her senses.

Alistair’s tone was more...cultured than his companion but no less tantalising, and they both made her body do weird things, she gulped.

She exhaled, blowing out her hot cheeks.

“Say, have you sat in the V.I.P area before?” Adam asked idly.

She quirked an eyebrow at the unexpected question.

“You mean the area that costs a bomb to hire because the owners don’t like sharing?” she said dryly, tilting her chin in the direction of the open booth that was currently cordoned off across the room.

“That’s the one,” Alistair confirmed, though he looked amused at something she had said. “Adam and I were planning on heading there. Would you care to join us?”

She paused, considering the offer as she eyed them both suspiciously.

She doubted they were asking her to join them for just pleasant conversation. There was no way that they could know what she did for a living either, so they couldn’t be after a free lap dance...

Her nose wrinkled minutely.

She couldn’t deny that she was tempted; both by their looks and obvious charm, with a good measure of wanting to get revenge on Sam thrown into the mix.

The bartender seemed to know them too, and that offered her some sort of reassurance if something went wrong, she reassured herself.

As a bonus, her gut was telling her to go along with it, the sensation so strong that she was surprised that her body hadn’t thrown itself at them already.

Her gaze flickered to the women hovering around the pair, like flies ready to pounce on a fresh corpse, and giving her the look of death at the attention she was receiving from them.

Judging from the glares being sent her way, she should be damn grateful the pair were even breathing in her direction, she scoffed.

At one particularly venomous look, she couldn’t help but feel the need to tweak their noses a little.

“You know what, sure,” she decided airily, shrugging nonchalantly.

The nearest woman ground her teeth as she overheard her answer and Raelyn smiled brightly, deliberately raising her voice slightly to be heard over the music.

“Not often I get the offer, so I may as well do it while I’ve got the chance, right?” she accepted innocently.

Alistair chuckled as though knowing what she was doing, but he offered his hand like a proper gentleman, and she accepted it with a deliberately serene expression.

She breathed in sharply as his long fingers curled about hers, slipping down from her stool. She jumped when she felt Adam move to stand behind her closely, his large hands slinking forward to rest on her hips.

“I think you’ll like it,” he whispered, his lips brushing the soft shell of her ear.

Her lips parted as she wetted them, her body on fire from the sensation of having one man pressed to her front and another to her back.

“I’m sure I would like a good many things,” she returned, her voice shaking slightly.

“Chocolate being one of those things?” Alistair teased and she chuckled reluctantly.

“Exactly,” she confirmed. “Not many women dislike chocolate.”

“Hmm, I can certainly imagine licking that chocolate from your naked body,” Adam mused, his breath hot against the back of her neck.

A blush rose to her cheeks as she imagined exactly that, and Alistair lifted a hand to brush her hair from her face, his touch fleeting yet somehow lingering on her skin.

“Would you like that, Raelyn?” he asked in a soft murmur. “Would you like for us to taste you from head to toe? Make you forget that boyfriend of yours for the night?”

The throbbing between her thighs was now too insistent to ignore, but she squeezed them together determinedly. A small whimper of need left her before she cleared her throat.

“Ex,” she corrected and he raised an eyebrow questioningly. “Ex-boyfriend. I found him fucking another woman in my bed.”

She didn’t know why she was telling them her personal business, her mouth seeming to move of its own accord, but she felt the strange urge to clear up any misconceptions about her having a partner already.

“He sounds like an asshole,” Alistair scoffed disdainfully, disapproval flashing in his eyes. “And a very unintelligent one if he would choose another woman over you.”

As though to confirm his words, his hands moved slowly, sensually, up along the bared skin of her upper arms, leaving little goosebumps in his wake.

Her lips parted in an inaudible gasp, her wits scattering even more.

“Yet you want me out of everyone here? It does make a girl question your motives,” she drawled, forcing herself to remain focused as she gestured distractedly around them. “You have a wide range to choose from...”

“We want you, not them,” Adam said firmly, his hands tightening on her. “For anything and everything that comes to mind.”

He leant forward, enclosing her within their joint embrace, as their hard bodies kept her soft form well placed between them. His five o’clock shadow grazed the side of her throat and she quivered.

“That’s a rather vague description of the night’s plans,” she breathed as she fought to control her sudden surge of desire.

Alistair smirked.

“You will like it,” he promised huskily. “Do you still want to join us now that you are more enlightened as to what we desire?”

She hesitated.

She deserved this, to be lavished with attention that wasn’t work based, to have someone just want her.

She nodded firmly, making a snap decision.

“Make me forget?” she requested, a vulnerable tone entering her voice despite her bravado. “Please?”

Adam’s mouth found hers a second after the request left her lips, the hunger behind the fiery kiss evident, and she moaned lowly.

He drew back slowly and Alistair turned her head to claim her mouth for his own, his touch gentler yet no less heated, and for a breathless few moments all she was aware of was that moment.

Their hold on her body, their lips on hers, their bodies pressed firmly to either side of hers...

She was lost in them and leant into their kisses, craving more.

Alistair finally drew back with a smile, his hooded gaze meeting hers.

“Did you forget yet?” he asked lowly, a touch of roughness now rasping his refined voice, his beautiful blue eyes fixed on her.

“Almost,” she replied breathlessly, attempting a teasing tone as her heart pounded furiously.

She’d never been with more than one man before, but she was starting to find the situation oddly exhilarating.

Her body hummed with anticipation, almost making her body vibrate.

“Let’s get out of here,” Alistair murmured, taking her hand.

She just nodded wordlessly, letting him lead her out of the club as Adam followed close enough to be their shadow.
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NEXT DAY

(9th January 2022)

Raelyn woke with a grimace, lifting a hand to shield her eyes from the morning sunshine streaming into the room.

Her entire body ached, reaching from the tip of her toes to the very top of her head. Even her scalp was sore, she groaned.

She’d never suffered with a hangover in her life, but by the gods, she felt like she had one now.

The sound of running water came from nearby and she prised her eyes open, squinting grumpily at the brightness. She didn’t recognise her surroundings and sat up with a wince, clutching the bedsheet to her tender body as she tried to remember what had happened the night before.

Her mind was blank and she rolled the heel of her palm over her forehead, her head throbbing relentlessly.

She definitely remembered going to the bar to get drunk. That was clear in her mind, she recalled.

She remembered some just-out-of-college kid hitting on her before he’d been escorted out by a bouncer, after she’d made him understand what the word ‘no’ meant.

Her brow creased faintly.

She remembered meeting two of the most drop-dead gorgeous men she’d ever seen in her life, but most of what happened after that was a blank.

She groaned again.

Bzzz! Bzzz!

She turned her head slowly towards the sound with a pained expression, and found her phone on the nightstand, threatening to vibrate right off the edge.

She snagged it up with a smothered yawn and glanced at the caller ID blearily before answering.

“Hello?” she mumbled in greeting.

“Rae, where are you?” Helena demanded sharply and Raelyn winced at her cousin’s voice, the shrill sound piercing the fog in her pounding head.

“Shh,” she anguished in a loud whisper as her brain screamed. “Not so loud...”

“Are you okay?” Helena demanded.

“Hangover from hell,” Raelyn mumbled, pressing her forehead against her bent knees weakly. “Why wouldn’t I be okay?”

“Sam called last night, saying you just stormed out of the house for no reason,” her cousin explained anxiously.

Irritation flared as Helena’s words reminded her of why she had even been at the bar in the first place, and Raelyn scowled, her bad temper returning.

“I’m betting he didn’t tell you why I walked out,” she drawled acidly and Helena paused, sensing more to the story.

“What happened?”

“I caught him fucking another woman,” Raelyn answered sourly. “In my bed.”

“Bastard,” Helena muttered. “Dave did that to me too. Do you want me to have Drake get someone to beat him up? Because he could totally do that. He knows people!”

“Nah, it’s fine,” Raelyn chuckled reluctantly at the offer to have Drakantos hire someone to beat Sam up.

Though he certainly did seem the sort to know a hitman or two, she admitted, thinking of the intimidating man.

“So where’d you get to last night?” Helena asked curiously. “Since you obviously didn’t go back home.”

At the question, Raelyn looked around, trying to place where she actually was.

“Um...good question,” she confessed.

Hastily discarded clothes were strewn across the plush dark grey carpet, the walls a light grey. The steel-grey silk sheets she clutched to her chest were luxuriously smooth against her currently tender flesh and memories of sliding over them with two hard male bodies flashed through her mind.

Almost as though following her line of thought, the shower was turned off and a man stepped into the bedroom from what must be the bathroom, ruffling his wet hair absently.

A small white towel hung dangerously low about his hips, leaving his sinfully muscled body on show as it flexed with his movement, and Raelyn swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry as her jaw dropped.

Had she really touched such a body with her own hands?

His shoulder-length chestnut hair was made darker from the water, little droplets making his honeyed skin glisten and flattening the dark hairs of his chest to his still-steaming flesh.

Her eyes followed the hair down over his defined abs, to the happy trail that disappeared beneath his towel, and Raelyn bit her lip as she watched a bead of moisture dare to glide down from his hard chest, slipping over the dips and hollows.

“...Rae...?”

“Uh...I’ll call you back, Hel,” she whispered, a touch of awe in her voice as she ended the call distractedly before her cousin could reply.

A rich chuckle interrupted her daze and Raelyn blushed when she realised that she had been caught staring at him like a schoolgirl with her first crush.

“The water’s still hot if you wanna shower,” he said lightly and Raelyn squinted at him as she tried to recall his name.

Was it Aaron? Or Adrian? Alan perhaps?

“Adam...?” she guessed hopefully, dubious about her choice.

He grinned.

“I hope you remember what we did last night, better than our names,” he laughed richly and her cheeks heated.

Her memories of the night were slowly coming back and they were certainly a lot clearer than his name.

“Stop teasing,” another man chided as he entered the room with a tray, already dressed in a shirt and trousers. “She had a rough night.”

Raelyn glanced at him, recognising the blue-eyed man as her other partner of the night, and she held a hand to her temples, struggling to remember his name.

All that came to mind was the memory of his face below hers as she rode him, Adam taking her from behind.

“Oh dear god,” she mumbled, her cheeks heating further.

She brought her knees up to bury her face against them in mortification as a different sort of ache started between her thighs, one that craved the pair to be buried deep within her once more.

She heard Adam laugh again as the bed dipped by her feet, a quiet clatter of cutlery hitting ceramic sounding as something was placed down
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