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Luther pushed at the ornate gold doors. They
swung open easily, the door’s hinges squeaked lightly in protest.
He noted his surroundings. The club hadn’t changed much since he’d
been there last. He pulled a palm down his face and dropped his
overnight bag. The leather case hit the marble tiled floor with a
sharp crack that reverberated through the cavernous room. John must
have been desperate to ask him to come, that or his other brothers
were way out of control. If that were the case, then he’d help John
get them corralled and be gone in no time.

“The club is closed. You need to leave.”
Luther turned toward a softly lyrical voice, threaded with steel,
and saw the black boot encased feet first. He raised his head,
following the lines of the body attached to the enchanting
voice.

Her legs seemed to go on forever. He smiled
when she shifted and parted them to take a stand. He touched on her
waist and lingered on her breasts, with his eyes. The damn shirt
was deceptive, so Luther couldn’t be sure how big her tits were. A
handful or mouthful, what did it matter? He was a breasts man
anyway.

“Hey, my face is up here.” Her annoyance,
evident in her tone, garnered the attention of both his shaft head
and the one on his shoulders. Luther reluctantly continued his
perusal up her body when she crossed her arms, cutting off his line
of sight and covering his view. He looked up and met sharp,
coffee-colored eyes gazing back at him. Her skin was the color of
deep dark chocolate, the kind that left a sweet aftertaste long
after the last piece had been savored. She sported a short haircut
that framed her heart-shaped face in black hair. With high
cheekbones, generous lips and a determined chin on a long graceful
neck, the picture she made standing before him was inspiring
illicit nude images of their bodies molded together in rapturous
lovemaking to roll through his mind.

Luther didn’t bother hiding his attraction
since his dick wanted to be persistent, pushing at the button fly
of his jeans. One side of his mouth kicked up higher than the other
when her eyes flickered to the crotch of his pants before meeting
his eyes again.

“What’s your name, sugar?” He needed to put a
name to her face.

“Excuse me. Did you not hear me? The
club is closed.” She stood her ground.

“I’m not concerned about the club right now.
It’s been here for years. You, on the other hand, well, you’re
totally new to me and I certainly wouldn’t mind getting to know you
better.” Luther took a step forward.

“Is that your best mack daddy pick up line?
Cause I have to tell you, it’s lacking.” She shook her head and
lowered her arms.

He couldn’t help it. His laughter burst from
him as he contemplated the serious look on her face. She wasn’t
budging. Luther had to admit he liked the fact that she stood her
ground. He eased closer, keeping the smile on his face.

“If you come any closer then I’ll be compelled
to remove you from the premises by force.” She cocked an
eyebrow.

“Ya know, sugar, I don’t have a problem with
you trying.” He raised his arms and slowly turned completely
around. “But wouldn’t you feel bad manhandling an unarmed
man?”

“Not really, since you shouldn’t be here
anyway.” She shrugged. “Why don’t you make both our lives easy and
leave?” She took a step toward him.

“Make me, baby girl.” Luther’s voice dropped
along with his arms and he moved into her space. The sudden urge to
touch her had become a driving, physical need. He reached out to
caress her cheek.

His mystery woman shifted, evading his grasp.
Sliding to the side she gripped his wrist and brought it behind his
back, awkwardly bending his arm. Luther swept his foot, catching
her heel. She let go as she fell backwards and he swung around,
surprised when she threw her hands behind and did a backflip,
landing in a crouched position. She rose swiftly and charged him,
bobbing and weaving as she moved. Catching him by the shoulders,
she climbed his body. The steel toes of her heavy boots dug into
his heavily muscled thighs, using his legs as a jump-off point. He
was caught off guard by her prowess when she placed her thighs
around his neck and arched her body to fall back, flipping
him.

Luther twisted his body mid-air and his back
hit the floor with a smack. He closed his eyes and expelled the air
in his lungs as he felt the light weight of her body on his chest.
He opened his eyes. From the angle he lay in he got a better look
at her chest, as her breath sawed in and out of her body. She
definitely had a handful. She looked down at him with cold
eyes.

“Ready to leave now?” She placed her hands on
his shoulders, using her weight to pin them.

“Sorry, but I ain’t going nowhere until you
tell me your name.” Luther bucked, lifting his torso. Grabbing her
arms and locking them to her sides as they rolled, he landed on top
of her. Flanking her waist with his thighs, he moved his hands down
to her wrists and raised them to hold above her head.

“I hate to interrupt this…ahh…very interesting
scene, but you need to let Tanya go, Luther.” Completely wrapped up
in his wrestling match with the agile woman beneath him, he hadn’t
heard anyone else enter the room until words drifted over to them
from the doorway on the other side of the area.

“Hey Lex, what are you doing here? Last time
we spoke you were in Europe somewhere.” Keeping a tight grip on
Tanya’s hands, Luther raised his head to look at his
sister.

“Oh you know. I had a minor issue with a
stalker, but Adam took care of that. So here I am.” Lex walked
further into the room and perched her behind on the edge of a
table.

“Cool, glad you’re okay.” Luther lowered his
head, touching his hair-roughened face against Tanya’s. “Not bad,
Tanya. You won’t catch me off guard again.” He dragged his lips
across her cheek and raised his head, citing his Marine mantra to
give her an indication of who she was dealing with, he whispered,
“Oorah.”

Rising to his haunches he jumped back and off
her, offering his hand to help her up. She grabbed his palm and he
tugged her to her feet. Tanya pursed her lips. “Should have known
you were another brother. Y’all are like damn ants: if you see one
coming, you can bet there are a hell of a lot more already
there.”

She shook her hand free from his and walked
toward Lex, stopping long enough to mumble something. Lex’s laugh
drew his attention away from Tanya’s butt. He wasn’t usually an ass
man but with her body it was a definite toss-up. He watched Tanya
depart, rolling her hips in a slow saunter. He decided this trip
back home might not be so bad after all.

Lex stood and walked over to him, shaking her
head. She threw her arms around him. “Hey, little brother, I missed
you.” She released him from the bear hug. “How long are you on
leave?”

“I’m out, did my last tour. I guess John found
out because I got the summons to be here and the plane ticket in
the mail my last day on duty.” He looked down at his sister. “I
have two questions. What does John want and who exactly is Tanya?”
Luther walked back to his bag and swiped the handles, lifting the
case from the floor. Coming back to Lex, together they continued
over to the employee exit he’d seen Tanya disappear
through.

“No clue with John. You know he plays
everything close to the chest. As for Tanya, she’s one of the
security guards for the club. You may have problem though. I think
she and Tate have a thing.” Luther stopped. Lex kept talking and
walking, paying no attention to the fact that her brother was no
longer next to her. Luther ran a hand through his dark curls. He
knew Tate, called the man a friend. Luther had never poached on
another man’s claim. But for Tanya he was seriously considering
it.

He knew he should go find John and see what
was up but suddenly he really wanted to see his old friend
Tate.

****

Tanya stalked down the empty hallway. She was
one of the few people in the club early. With Adam out for another
few weeks she’d drawn the short stick in the guard pool and had to
cover the shifts that were low on personnel.

She stopped in the middle of the hall and
looked both ways before resting her body against the wall and
bending over to grip her knees. Tanya gulped deep lungfuls of air.
She needed to review her training regimen. The stitch she’d
developed while fighting Luther became a sharp, stabbing pain along
her side. Her luck, he was a Lexington. Tanya straightened,
pressing the back of her head against the cold concrete wall. The
tinkle of her laughter echoed down the hall. At least she wouldn’t
lose her job for fighting one of her boss’s brothers. It was a
known fact that John only tolerated them.

Tanya closed her eyes, going over their fight
in her mind, critiquing her mistakes. Somewhere in her thoughts she
lost track of the movements and focused more on the man. Lex called
him Luther. If she remembered the tidbits she’d heard correctly, he
was the baby of the family. He certainly wasn’t built like a damn
baby. When she walked into the main dance hall of the club and saw
him standing there, she was momentarily stunned.

The man was fucking gorgeous. He was tall, at
least six foot five, with a lithe, swimmer’s build, muscular but
not overly so. His strength could be felt when he held her arms to
her sides. Tanya was willing to bet he was a lot stronger than he
let on. His cock was impressive and he definitely had the Lexington
arrogance, considering he didn’t try to hide his obvious
attraction. His most striking feature was his gray eyes, which
seemed to see right through her. She pondered, maybe a toss-up
between them and those thick, black, riotous curls that covered his
head. The kind a woman would have to fight herself not to run her
hands through. With his aquiline nose and wide smile set in a
square jaw, if she weren’t careful she’d be happy to watch him all
day long. She couldn’t afford distractions, not if she wanted to be
prepared to fight next week.

The coolness of the wall seeped through her
clothes and into her body. The cold felt good against her warmed
skin. She gently rapped her head against wall. Just a few more
fights, that was all she needed. Tanya didn’t doubt that she would
win—she couldn’t afford that luxury. With the winnings from the
fights and what she’d managed to save from this job, it would be
enough to save her grandmother’s house from foreclosure. She opened
her eyes and pulled away from the wall when she heard footfalls
coming her way. Pasting a smile on her face she walked in the
direction of the noise.

“Hey, Tanya, glad you’re here. Tate said to
tell you to come and find him when you got in.” Samson, the
easygoing Polynesian man, stopped and smiled at her.

“Thanks, Samson. Do you know where he
is?”

“He was up on three observing the workers
getting the showroom ready for Saturday’s event.” Samson turned
away and continued walking in the other direction.

Tanya took off in a light jog toward the staff
elevators. The ding announced the cab’s arrival. Before stepping
on, she looked up and right into the gray eyes of the man who was
taking up way too much time in her recent thoughts. Double
damn. Lex moved and she honed in on her friend and ignored
him.

“Hey, Lex, I’d have thought you would be with
Adam by now.” Tanya joked with the woman who was quickly becoming
one of her best friends.

“No, he’s with John around here somewhere.
Luther wanted to see Tate, so we’re on our way to the
showroom.”

“What a coincidence. I was on my way to see
Tate too.” Tanya spoke, ignoring the way Luther bristled at the
name.

Suddenly the little metal box had gotten small
and hot. She swallowed. Rubbing her hands on her jeans, she risked
a glance Luther’s way. He watched her through narrowed eyes. She
raised her chin in challenge. A slow smile spread across his face.
The air grew heavy with tension from the sparks flashing between
them. Tanya knew Lex continued their conversation but she didn’t
hear a word the woman said. Her body started to hum under his gaze,
her nipples tightening to sharp points. She casually crossed her
legs at her ankles to press her thighs together.

Tanya jerked when the bell chimed to announce
their arrival on the third floor. Luther, the bastard, laughed as
if he knew exactly what was on her mind. When the doors slid open
she jumped out of the cab, making a beeline for the Showroom
Lounge. His robust laughter followed her through the
room.
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