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What the fuck? I came to a jerking halt the instant I opened the door and stepped into the bar. The first thing my eyes lit on was the woman who was standing behind the bar. She was fucking tiny—couldn’t have been five feet tall—and had a wild mass of curly hair the color of fire. Even from where I stood, I could make out the vibrant green of her eyes as she flirted with some asshole named Martin at the end of the bar. Tommy knew better than to hire anyone under-age, but fuck if she looked a day past eighteen. Muttering with annoyance, I made my way to the end of the bar where Tommy was counting out the cash drawer. 

He glanced up at me and smiled. "Hey, boss."

I grabbed him by the front of his shirt and jerked him halfway across the counter that separated us. "What the fuck, Tommy, are you sure she's legal?" I growled close to his face. I didn't need to go into any explanations of who I was talking about. She was the only other person working behind the bar. "Fuck, don't make me regret giving you the task of hiring a bartender."

"Chill, boss," he laughed, pulling his shirt out of my hand and dropping back to his feet. He cleared his throat. "She's twenty-five."

No fucking way! I whipped my head back in her direction, narrowing my eyes on what I'd failed to notice before. She was stacked, as in Sophia Vegara curves. The loose flowery blouse she was wearing had camouflaged the size of her tits from the front, but a side-view showed their size off perfectly. And fucking perfect they were. Mouthwatering perfect, the kind a man could get lost in in a number of creative ways. I slowly shook my head, looking back at a smug Tommy.

"What the fuck were you thinking hiring someone who looks like her?" I snarled. "The customers are already hitting on her." 

He shrugged. "We have strippers and sexy servers, so what's the difference?"

I released a sigh of irritation, knowing that he was right. I glanced back at the woman. She was fucking stunning and oblivious to my inspection because she was so involved with Martin. I didn't like it. The Naked Lady was a rowdy bar that catered to outlaw bikers, truckers, and the like. Sure, we had strippers and sexy, half-naked servers, but most of them were mouthy and tough and could handle themselves. I'd made sure of that myself. If the servers couldn't handle a little bit of groping to get bigger tips, and were too timid to put a drunk in his place, they were out. The strippers earned extra by giving out private lap dances in one of the back rooms, but that was their choice.

Most of the women were older, too. I didn't hire young girls who were looking for their first job. Staring at the curly redhead, she didn't look twenty-five, and she didn't look all that tough. She looked like the kind of woman men fought over to get inside her pants. And I didn't need the headache. I should have been clearer with Tommy about what I was looking for in a bartender, and not given him free reign.

Fuck. It looked like Martin was already smitten with our new bartender, and she was so caught up in him that she was ignoring other customers. I frowned, pinning my gaze on Tommy. "Fire her ass."

His expression fell, and he went from a thirty-year-old man to a seven-year-old child just like that. "What? Why? I just hired her two weeks ago! And she's been doing great!"

"I don't care. Let her work out the rest of the night. Pay her off and kiss her ass goodbye. I don't want to see her here after tonight." I swung around and left to go to my office, not giving Tommy the chance to argue with me. He knew better, anyway. My bar. My decision. 

As I walked past where she was flirting with Martin, her gaze lifted to mine. Fuck, I'd never seen green eyes like that. Effervescent, captivating, as sparkling as an emerald. Her complexion was pale except for the freckles across her pert little nose, her lips too full for her small face, but sexy as fuck in their lusciousness. And that hair. Christ, those cork screw curls seemed to have a life of their own when she moved, falling down her back in a tempting waterfall that beckoned a man's hands to tame them. My fingers curled with the thought.

She was eye-candy that was for fucking sure. 

I pulled my eyes away and continued to the back. The sooner she was out of there, the better. Her kind didn't belong here. She looked too classy, too inexperienced, and she sure as shit didn't know bikers. If she had, she wouldn't have returned my gaze as brazenly as she had when I'd walked by. She would have looked away with unease. Another man would have taken the quiet interest in her eyes as an invitation to take her out back. 

Not that the thought of taking her out back and fucking her up against the wall didn't hold appeal. Hell, I could just imagine those big tits bouncing up and down while I plowed my dick into her. When I wanted a woman, I just took her. I'd fucked just about every woman who worked for me at least once. I hadn't forced them; they'd wanted it, even after they'd heard the rumors about me.

I was a mean, cold-hearted bastard, and I fucked all women the same—without emotions and the mushy stuff. That shit grabbed a man by the balls and didn't let go. Been there, done that. Women were nothing but an outlet for me. They knew the score, and what to expect, and that made shit less complicated. So I'd forget about the little redhead with the big tits and stick to my usual type. 

And speaking of my usual type, a tall, leggy blonde had just emerged from the ladies room as I walked past. Cindy Baxter had been after my dick for a long time, but I'd drawn the line at fucking married women. Even I had fucking scruples. Still, that didn't mean I couldn't look. And Cindy was a prime piece of ass. She'd married well. She was always put together, always with perfect make-up and hair, always smelled good. And tonight was no exception. She smiled when she saw me. I smiled back.

"Hi, Moody. I haven't seen you in a while." She stopped right in my way, giving me the droopy eyed, pursed lips gaze, her trademark seductive look.

"Haven't been around," I said. I didn't make a habit of coming to town, preferring to stay home when I wasn't on a job. Tommy was a good manager, except for his lack of judgment in the last order I'd given him. 

"Well, I'm glad we ran into each other tonight." She stepped closer to me, so close that her tits, which were barely covered, brushed against my chest. 

She was playing her usual game, and I didn't have the patience for it. She knew I wouldn't touch her with a ten-foot pole as long as she had a ring on her finger. There were too many other women out there who didn't come with complications. For some reason the redhead came to mind.

"Notice anything different about me?" Cindy cooed, holding up her hand. I raised a brow and waited. "Robin and I are legally separated." 

The invitation in her smile made my dick twitch. Without words, I grabbed her by the hand and pulled her with me to my office. It wasn't going to be romantic. It wasn't going to be sweet. I fucked to get off, and she was about to find out for herself that the rumors going around about me were true. I didn't even bother closing my door. She wouldn't be in there long.

I pulled her in front of me and pushed her face first down upon my desk. She let out a squeal of protest when I lifted her skirt and ripped her panties off.

"Moody!"

I didn't say anything. Just grunted as I forced her back down when she tried to get up. I kept a hand at the small of her back and used my other one to undo the front of my pants. Then, after reaching for one of the condoms that I kept in my desk drawer, I slipped it on my already hard dick. Cindy was still wiggling in an effort to rise from the desk, making all kinds of sounds of protest and disbelief. She wanted candy and flowers? Fuck that shit. If she was under the impression that I'd been pining for her all this time, she was about to get a rude awakening. She was nothing more to me than a warm hole for my dick.

I slammed forward and impaled her with my dick. She cried out, just like all the others did when I first entered them. Not giving her time to adjust to my size, I began to fuck her. I didn't play with her tits, I didn't reach around to thrum her clit, and I didn't kiss her. I felt nothing but the warm, wet sheath that hugged my dick. I fucked her without touching her anywhere except for the place where my dick slid into her body. Little puffs of air rushed out of her with every thrust. 

I stared straight ahead as I fucked her without emotion. Movement at my door drew my gaze there to see the little redhead paused in the threshold, her shocked eyes focused on what she'd walked in on. And then her eyes darted up to mine. It didn't occur to me to stop. If anything, her standing there watching added an element of excitement that I'd been missing. Her little tongue came out to lick her bottom lip and I almost fucking exploded. 

When she tugged on her bottom lip and I pictured those plump lips circling my dick, I did lose it. I whipped my dick out of Cindy's pussy, ripped off the condom, and came all over her ass. Barely a grunt left me as I pumped my seed out, my eyes glued to a woman's whose name I didn't even know. Curious green eyes were focused on what my hand was doing, and as soon as I was pumped dry I put my dick away and stepped away from Cindy.

"God damn you, Moody, what the hell was that?" Cindy screeched, standing up straight. She turned to me with an angry, red face. It was clear from her tone that she was less than satisfied.

The woman at the door seemed to wake up from the daze she'd been in. She blinked, met my eyes one last time, and then rushed off. I turned my attention back to Cindy. "I'm done with you. Get out." I moved around my desk to my chair.

Cindy stood there frozen, her eyes large and mouth opened with disbelief. She pushed her skirt down. "What about me?"

"What about you?" I sat down. "You've been wanting me to fuck you. I fucked you." I glared at her coldly, until she grew nervous and began to look away. 

"You're a cold bastard," she uttered.

"So now you know what you've heard about me is true."

She began to sputter. "How . . . how . . . how did you even get a hard-on?"

Red hair, green eyes, and big tits came to mind. "By thinking of someone else." Her jaw dropped and her face turned redder with anger. "Do you need help leaving?" I asked without feeling. I began to look at last month’s books.

I knew that I was being cruel, but it was a vicious cycle that I couldn't seem to break. Ever since Maggie...I pushed her memory away. I could fuck a woman but I didn't want her, and I made sure that she didn't want me by treating her like crap. Women went with their emotions; they often confused intimacy with commitment and love. I couldn't afford for another woman to get close to me. Once in my lifetime was fucking enough. 

I didn't have it in me to love again. 

The women who were interested in me were intrigued by the tatted-up, outlaw biker they'd heard whispers about through town, the mysterious loner who lived in an old adobe fortress in the desert. They were curious about where I went and what I did. Why was I so cold and withdrawn? It wasn't a secret; it was just the way I was. But for some reason, women were both drawn to and frightened of me at the same time. 

Like a moth to a flame.

I heard a noise and looked up. Cindy was still standing there, indignation in every pore.

"You still here?"

"You're ah—" She halted, as if realizing that she'd been about to go too far. Then, with a humph, she spun around and stormed from my office.

I expelled a deep breath and sat back in my chair. She wouldn't be back. I could always tell when a woman was okay with the way I treated them and was just in it to get off like I was, or if they'd been holding out some kind of messed up hope that they would become “the one,” that special someone who would crack the ice around my heart and ride off into the sunset with me.

There'd only ever been one woman special enough to get inside my heart.

And she was dead. 
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Bailey

"Don't worry, honey, everything will work out."

I glared at my roommate and best friend, Holly. She was leaning over the sink, close to the mirror, applying mascara. "Easy for you to say. You still have a job!" 

"And you'll find another one. If not here in Boulder City, then maybe in Las Vegas." Nothing fazed Holly, which was one of the reasons why I loved her. She always managed to look at the bright side of things. 

"I don't want to work in Las Vegas," I mumbled. I pulled my hair up for the umpteenth time, trying to tame my curls into some semblance of control. No matter what I did with my hair, there were always curls that escaped confinement and did their own thing. "I give up!" I yelled at my reflection.

Holly laughed. "Honey, just leave it down. You have beautiful hair, reminds me of Merida in Brave. Come to think of it, you remind me of Merida."

I rolled my eyes. "A Disney princess? You're not helping."  

Holly laughed, fluffing her brown bob. 

"I don't know why I'm going out tonight. I can't afford to spend the money." I'd been fired from my job the day before, and for no apparent reason. At least, none that had made any sense. Why would there have been a job listing in the paper for a bartender if they hadn't really needed one?

"You're going out because you need to. It will help lift your spirits." She slipped on black stilettos that raised her five-foot-five-inch frame to five-foot-nine-inches. "And maybe the owner will be there so you can ask him why you got fired."

My mouth turned down as I remembered the hot sex scene between the hot biker and the beautiful blonde that I'd walked in on the day of my firing. I'd seen other people fucking before in movies, but never in person. I'd been mesmerized at the sight of the man's big—and I'm talking huge—cock sliding in and out of the woman's pussy. He'd been fucking her from behind, completely clothed, but when he'd pulled out of her I could clearly see the length and size of his shaft. 

Neither one had seemed to be enjoying it. As far as I could tell from the blonde's actions, she'd hadn't come, but he had. And a lot! And other than a single grunt at his initial release, he hadn't made a sound either. Strange. The way he'd locked eyes on me, I'd gotten the impression that he'd pulled out and come on her ass for my benefit. 

It had been hot.

I had no idea if he'd been the boss that Tommy had sent me in to talk to, and I hadn't been about to hang around to find out after that. So I'd left, frustrated and a little angry. I'd liked that job. I'd been there for two weeks and had already made enough in tips to pay off my car. Now I would need to save that money for rent and food until I found another job.

"How do I look?" Holly spun around like a ballerina. 

She was gorgeous. Her brown hair, brown eyes, and olive-toned skin made my alabaster skin look almost ghostly. She had an hour-glass figure that her bright yellow linen dress outlined perfectly. Only Holly would wear a bright, eye-catching dress out bar-hopping. She would definitely not go unnoticed.

"Perfect as always," I smiled, putting the finishing touches on my eyes. 

Releasing a breath, I stood back and gave myself a critical look. Normally I went casual when we went out, a blouse and a pair of jeans, maybe boots. But for some reason I’d felt like dressing up tonight, wearing a body-hugging leather dress that fell to mid-thigh with a bustier top. I wore the tiniest panties that I owned because the skirt was so tight. Sexy stockings were rolled up to where the hem of my skirt stopped, exposing just a sliver of naked thigh. 

Stilettos completed my outfit, but they only put me at five-foot-four because I was a shorty, which also meant that I was curvy, and not by choice. I'd inherited my red hair, green eyes, and big boobs from my mother and grandmother. My Irish temper came with the territory of having a name like Bailey O'Brian, along with the fact that I’d been raised by a set of hot-headed parents. 

"You look hot!" Holly exclaimed with a big smile. "I bet if you run into the boss at the Naked Lady tonight he'll hire you back and give you a raise."

I rolled my eyes at her enthusiasm. It had been her idea to go to the Naked Lady, convinced that if I ran into Beckett James that I could talk him into hiring me back. I thought about the hunk that I'd seen in Mr. James' office, and I wondered if he was the owner of the bar. Tommy had said that he was there that afternoon, but that didn’t mean anything. After all, I'd been there for two weeks and hadn't seen him once.

"You do know that this is a bikers' bar, right?" I brought up again, wanting to make sure that Holly understood what that meant. 

"You don't think I can slum it for one night?" she joked. She would be slumming it, too. Bikers and truckers? Not our usual type of dating material. 

"I just want to make sure you know what you're getting into, honey. There will be dancing there and plenty of men to buy us drinks, but they may expect a little something in return."

"I'm game. Besides, I'm tired of the usual haunts and the preppy college boys. I'd like to meet a real man for a change."

I couldn't help but laugh. She wasn't going to be disappointed. A lot of "real men" frequented the Naked Lady—rough around the edges, tough, dirty-talking men who didn't know the meaning of the word “no”. Holly was a black belt, though. She could take care of both of us if it came down to it. She'd taught me a few moves, but I hadn't practiced them in a while. 

"Okay, let's go." She grabbed her small handbag and headed for the door, assuming that I was following behind her. "You remember our signals?"

"Of course. Twirling our hair means we're bored with the man we're with and need rescuing. The peace sign means we've met someone and we're either bringing him home or going to his place. If that's the case, we ask to see his driver's license, and then we text his name, his address, and his phone number. A regular wave means we're heading to the restroom and will be right back. And a finger wave means we're ready to go home."

"Good girl!" she laughed, opening the front door to our apartment. 

We decided to take an Uber, since we were both drinking and it was a given that we'd end up a little tipsy. The Naked Lady wasn't far from where we lived. It was a Saturday night, and when we got there the parking lot was full with mostly bikes and trucks, with the semis parked in the back of the lot. The noise of rock n' roll music could be heard from inside the bar when the Uber pulled up to the door. Holly handed the driver a tip before turning to take a look at the bar.

"This doesn't look so bad," she said before we went inside. "Remember our number one rule—stay within eyesight of each other."

We stepped inside the bar and I stopped because Holly had. The place was packed. As far as I could tell, all of the tables had been taken. It was hard to see the bar because some men were standing around it, but I was willing to bet that the stools were all occupied as well. Between the overloud music and the sounds of laughter and chatter, the noise was deafening. I could see three of the five stripper poles from the door, the naked girls doing their thing and driving the men wild. The dance floor was also crowded. 

Holly turned to me, putting her hand on my arm. "Okay, change of plans. Try to stay in eyesight of each other if we get separated. Definitely don't leave here for any reason without contacting the other one first. Okay?"

"Okay!" I yelled to be heard.

As soon as Holly walked into the crowd we became separated. I didn't even try and follow her, much less keep up with her. Too much was going on, and I decided to make my way to the bar where I saw Tommy working furiously. I managed to squeeze in between two guys who were facing away from each other.

Tommy caught my eye. "Hey sweetie! I sure wish you were working tonight!" 

"Me, too!" I smiled, watching him move around like a demon with a fire on his tail. "But someone had to go and fire me."

His face turned sad. "Not my call, sweetheart." His friendly blue eyes dropped down my body. "You look hot tonight!"

"What do you mean I look hot tonight? I look hot every night!"

He laughed good-naturedly and continued pouring drinks faster than my eyes could keep up with. Alex, Marnie, Jackie, Alisha, and two other servers that I wasn't familiar with were literally running drinks to their tables and then coming back for more. I felt bad for Tommy. He could barely fill his orders fast enough. Sweat was running down his face, and his white shirt was plastered to his torso. I shook my head, confused more than ever as to why I'd been fired. They clearly needed another bartender. 

I made a snap decision and made my way around the bar.

"What are you doing?" Tommy asked with slight panic on his face.

"Relax; I'm just going to help you get through the mad rush. I'll handle Mr. James if he shows up. Maybe this will convince him that you do need another bartender."

He looked at me with confusion for a minute. "Oh, oh, Beckett James." He laughed nervously. 

I didn't question his odd behavior, there wasn't time. I began filling drink orders for the girls, and before long Tommy and I were working side-by-side and splitting the work. Two hours flew by before a slight lull allowed me to take a bathroom break.

"I'll be right back," I smiled, meeting Tommy's eyes. God, I had to pee! 

I did a little dance on my way to the ladies room, looking for Holly along the way. I'd kept watch for her while I'd been behind the bar and I’d noticed that she'd taken up residence at a table of partying ladies. Leave it to Holly to crash a party in a bikers' bar. The way she was acting revealed that she might already know one or two of them. That didn't surprise me either. Holly made friends fast.

She glanced my way and I gave her the regular wave before ducking down the short hallway that led to the ladies room. I came to a stop. Crap! There was a line leading up to the door. I did a little jig, about to wet my pants; I had to go so bad. I glanced at the men's door, there wasn't a soul there. Should I? I looked back at the six women in line. Yes, I should. I couldn't wait. I rushed to the men's door and pushed it in, closing my eyes as I walked into the room.

"I'm not looking! I'm sorry, but I've got to go so bad, and there's a line for the ladies room!" I was mortified because I could hear the obvious sound of a man peeing in a urinal. He grunted. I kept my eyes closed and felt my way to a stall. "I'm so sorry about this!" I rushed out again, pushing in the stall door. "But if I don't go now I'm going to have an accident." I was so freaking embarrassed! But what else could I do? 

I slipped my panties down and did my business, groaning at the close call, and then I was groaning at how loudly the sound of my peeing echoed off the walls. I heard the sound of a zipper being zipped outside of the stall and then the sound of running water. I’d hoped that the man would be gone by the time I was done, but I hadn't heard the door open to indicate that he’d left.

Great! Just great! What was he waiting for? I pulled up my panties, straightened my skirt, flushed the toilet, and opened the door. "Martin!" I was slightly relieved to see him standing in the bathroom, and not some stranger. 

"I thought it was you," he grinned after giving me the once over. “Not used to seeing you all sexed up," he joked. 

I laughed, going to the sink to wash my hands. "It's such a good disguise," I teased back. "I'm not working tonight. Well, I'm helping Tommy out, but I was fired yesterday. Holly and I just came to have some fun." I was rattling on and I hadn't even had a drink yet. "I'm hoping to run into Beckett James and try to talk him into re-hiring me. Honestly, I'm confused over why I was fired in the first place."

"Beckett James?"

I glanced up from the mirror, noticing Martin's frown. "Yeah, the owner of this place." I reached for the paper towels, turning to face him as I dried my hands. "Do you live here?" It occurred to me that he was always there.

His laughter sounded a little forced. "I know it seems that way. Actually, I'm doing research for a story I'm working on."

That's right. I seemed to recall him mentioning that he was an author. "So, what kind of romance are you writing?"

His laughter seemed genuine this time. "Funny. I'm a non-fiction writer."

I threw the paper towels away. "Oh, yeah? What have you written? Maybe I've read you." I was joking with him. The only reading I did was the occasional romance novel. 

The look that crossed Martin's face gave me a weird feeling. "I doubt it," he said seriously. Then he took me by the arm. "Come on, I'll buy you a drink."

He went to open the door at the same time that someone pushed from the other side. I jumped back just in the nick of time to keep from being hit by it, and ended up in Martin's arms. I caught my breath. The man stepping into the restroom was the same one that I'd seen with the woman the day before. Our eyes clashed in an instant of recognition. The man was even sexier up close, in spite of the hardening of his firm jaw. I'd never seen black eyes before, and his were frightening in their intensity, freezing me in my spot.

The man was big, and not just tall. He was wearing clothes that identified him as a biker. My gaze shifted over the muscles in his arms that seemed to be straining even though he appeared relaxed. Veins bulged along his muscular forearms. I took in the thickness of his neck and shoulders, the strength in his face, and the sensual smoothness of his tight mouth. His hair was short, dirty blond. 

Everything about him was cold, hard, and scary.

His gaze shifted over my head to look at Martin. "Since when do you bring women into the men's room to fuck?" 

I gasped, at first too shocked to acknowledge his crude comment. But then I felt my Irish temper rising and I pulled myself together. I pulled away from Martin's arms and raised my hand to the hulk blocking my way, poking his rock-hard chest with my finger. I was suddenly glad that I had long nails. "You shouldn't jump to conclusions, asshole!" I hissed, poking him for each word. Then I squeezed past him and left the restroom.

What a jerk! 

A hot jerk!

But a jerk none the less!
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Bailey

I was still fuming as I made my way back to the bar, practically mowing people over in my mini wake. Okay, maybe that was an exaggeration, but I swear it seemed as if the sea of people parted eagerly when they saw me coming. I'd forgotten Martin was behind me when I stormed behind the bar to begin filling drink orders again.

"I wanted to buy you a drink, honey. I didn't expect you to make it, too," Martin joked, managing to find a vacant barstool.

Martin was a nice man. He was tall, around six-feet I gauged, and I could tell that he had a nice build beneath his white button down shirt and jeans. His sleeves were rolled up to his elbows, revealing the nice shape of his slightly muscular forearms. Clean-shaven, his black hair was cut short and neatly combed. He had a nice face, too. Not too handsome, but definitely appealing. His brown eyes were always watchful and suggested that he may have a secret or two. He seemed safe and easy-going. I could tell that he was interested in me, but for some reason he was holding himself back. Flirting was as far as it had gone between us. 

In my dreams I went for the bad boy with the badass traits of growliness and messy bed hair. This was probably why the asshole that I'd just left in the men's room was attractive to me—his looks, not his attitude. I could tell that he was a dangerous man, someone who went through life doing what he wanted, taking what he wanted, and saying what he wanted, a man with no filter. That had been obvious. The man was a bonafide asshole, and I didn't like him, attractiveness aside.

I gave Martin a forced smile, still stewing over what had occurred in the bathroom. "I'll take that drink, but I'm going to help Tommy out for another hour or two. 

"You don't have to, honey," Tommy said, overhearing me.

I shot him a smile. "I want to, it's not your fault you have a jerk for a boss." I turned back to Martin. "What will you have?"

"Whisky, and fix the lady whatever she wants."

I gave him a wink and turned to pour him a whisky and a beer for me. Tommy moved up next to me and whispered into my ear, "Jerk alert."

I met his eyes. "Really?" I began to look around the bar, a fruitless effort since I didn't know what the man looked like."Do you see him?"

Tommy started to do the same thing I had, his smile fading. "Oh, yeah, I see him, and he doesn't look too happy."

I froze. "Does he see me?"

He nodded. "I'd definitely say that he sees you." Our eyes met. "Maybe you'd better run out the back door. He's scary when he's mad."

I couldn't tell if Tommy was joking or serious. I frowned. "Why should he be mad? I'm just helping you out." I pretended that nothing was wrong when I turned back to set Martin's drink down. I took a sip of my beer, my gaze moving around the room in search of the man who was apparently giving us the evil eye, but the only one my eyes noticed was the sexy bad ass biker I'd nearly broken a nail on.

He was stomping straight toward us with a look on his face that was beyond angry. He was furious over something, his expression hard as stone, a cold glint in his black eyes. I froze, slightly alarmed as his eyes settled on me. I looked back at Tommy, but he was busy filling drinks again. Martin was sipping his drink, and looking at something in the mirror behind me with a weird look on his face, as if he were waiting for something to happen that he was going to enjoy.

Suddenly the mean-faced biker was behind the bar and snapping, "I want to talk to you." He grabbed my upper arm in a painful grip that made me flinch.

"Ouch!" I tried to pull away. "I don't want to talk to you, I don't even know you!" I attempted to pull away again. I tried to draw Tommy's gaze, but he was rushing around filling the trays the servers had dropped off. 

"What, you going to fuck Tommy next for those free drinks?" His growl should have been a warning, but it did nothing to curb my own rising temper. "You were fired."

What? My eyes flew to Tommy as I was being dragged out from behind the bar. "Tommy!" I screamed so he could hear me, my tone clearly demanding an explanation.

He spared me a quick glance as he was filling a beer mug. "Sorry, honey. Meet the boss!" 

Boss?! I met the fierce eyes of the boss. There was nothing friendly in his glittering eyes. "You're Beckett James?" I asked in disbelief.

"I'll deal with you later," he snarled back to Tommy, while totally ignoring my question.

"Martin, I'll be right back!" I called behind my back as Beckett James continued to drag me down the short hallway to his office, the very office where I'd caught him fucking a woman the day before. As he pulled me away, I had to wonder why Martin wasn't making a move to interject, or at the very least to question what was going on. Maybe he wasn’t as interested in me as I'd thought.

"Do you mind?" I hissed as soon as we were in his office. I jerked my arm away from him, conscious of the fact that he'd let me get away. "You have a lot of nerve!" I rubbed where his hand had circled my arm. "You've insulted me twice tonight. Are you going to try for a third?"

He slammed the door behind us, and I was too pissed to recognize the danger in that. "Your ass was fired. What the fuck were you doing behind the bar?"

"I was helping Tommy out, for your information."

"Looked like you were drinking beer," he sneered.

"Well I'd already put in two hours and thought I deserved a break. Besides, Martin was paying for that beer."

"He should, after you fucked him in the bathroom."

I slapped him. I'd never slapped anyone before, and I stood there in stunned shock, feeling the sting on my palm. Before I had a chance to do anything else I was walked backwards and trapped within his arms against the very door that he'd just closed. He was beyond furious. His jaw was clenched so tight that it was a wonder it didn't crack, and there was a promise of retribution in the eyes narrowing down at me. His nostrils were flaring like a race-exhausted stallion, and I felt a moment of real fear. I didn't know this man. I didn't know what he was capable of, and I was alone with him. 

"I don't hit women," he gritted down into my face. "I have other ways of punishing them."

I brought my arms up to push him away. "I'm sure you kill them with kindness," I hissed, angry when he caught my wrist and brought my arms above my head, pinning them to the cool surface of the door. "What—" That's as far as I got before he slammed his mouth down on mine and I found out what exactly what his form of punishment was.

There was nothing soft, tender, or even lustful about his kiss. His mouth was punishing, rough, cruelly grinding against my softer one and causing me to whimper in pain. I felt my teeth cutting into the inside of my lips and tried to rear back to lessen the pressure, but I had nowhere to go with the door at my back. I tried to push him away with my body but he had a hand against my hip and held me still. Damn him! What did he think he was doing? He should know better than to piss off an Irish woman.

I tasted blood and brought my knee up, but he intercepted that, too. Groaning in frustration, I opened my mouth and bit down hard on his bottom lip. He wasn't the only one who could draw blood. He growled and jerked back as if in surprise, and I watched as his tongue came out to lick at the blood gathering there. 

"Now we're even!" I hissed. "Now get off me!"

We were both breathing heavily. We were both angry. And while his expression still reflected fury, I watched as something changed in his eyes. I saw an emotion in them that sent panic through my system, because I thought I'd recognized it as lust.  

"You should know better than to piss off a man you don’t know."

"You should know better than to piss off an Irish woman."

That comment seemed to bring attention to my red hair. His gaze moved over it, which I knew was crazy wild. Then he explored my face, entrapping my eyes until the heat filling my cheeks forced me to glance down. But not before I'd seen the corner of his lip curl up in what could be considered a tiny smile—no, more like a smirk, for a man like him. An arrogant smirk.

"Why did you fire me?" I asked after a while. I was genuinely interested in his answer.

He expelled a heavy breath and released me, stepping away. "You don't belong here." His gaze moved down and up my body, missing nothing, and leaving me melting inside. "In spite of how you're fucking dressed."

I slammed my hands on my hips, about to challenge his statement. "What does that even mean?" I snapped in frustration. "How do I not belong here? I'm a good bartender, and I need that job." 

He moved to his desk and leaned against the corner. "You're too fucking innocent, and I don't want to have to worry about some drunk trying to get inside your pussy."

I let out a huff. "Do you have to be so crude?" I really wanted to call him a pig. "And I'm twenty-five and not a virgin, so I think that takes my innocence off the table."

"Not good enough. You look like a fucking teenager, and you're too tiny to hold your own against a man." He crossed his massive arms.

"I've been here for two fucking weeks and nothing has happened!" I said heatedly. "And I seemed to hold my own against you." I knew that was a mistake as soon as the words left my mouth. It was an exaggeration. We both knew that he'd controlled every second of that situation.

He grunted. "I'm hiring a male bartender." 

I snorted. "That's discrimination!" 

He shrugged. "It's my bar."

I thought for a minute. "You employ other women," I pointed out, trying to control my anger. 

His eyes moved over me long and hard, until I was squirming uncomfortably. I got the feeling that he could see right through my clothes, and my body began to react accordingly, against my will. I didn't want to be attracted to him, he was an unfeeling brute. But I couldn't deny that my nipples were hardening and a fire was building in my core under his dark, lustful look. 

"You want to strip?" 

"Sure," I said, lying through my teeth. 

"Then strip and show me what you got."

Ohmygod! I hadn't expected that. What had I gotten myself into? I wasn't a stripper.  I would never take my clothes off for money. But something in Beckett James' smugness, the dark challenge in his cold eyes, had pushed my buttons and caused me to react without thinking. Now I'd backed myself into a corner, and I could either tell him to go to hell and stomp out of there, or I could take my clothes off. The longer the silence stretched between us, the more I hated him and the self-satisfaction on his rugged features. 

And then I thought of something, tossing his smugness right back into his face. "Are you hiring me?" I challenged.

His mouth quirked. "Not without checking you out first."

Asshole! "What about as a server?" 

"I don't need another server, but I can always use another stripper."

Major asshole! "So let me get this straight—you'll hire me as a stripper, but not as a bartender or a server? What happened to my being innocent and unable to fend for myself?"

"I just reminded myself that you fucked Martin in the men's room. You're right. You're not as innocent as you look. And strippers are willing to give a little extra. You wouldn't need to go to the men's room, though; we have special rooms in the back for that."

Oh, my God, I was going to explode! I knew about those private rooms but I'd never go into one for what he suggested. The man was insufferable. I no longer cared about getting my job back. I wouldn't work for Beckett James if he was the last man on earth. There had to be other jobs in Boulder. I opened my mouth to tell him once and for all that I hadn't had sex with Martin in the restroom, but then snapped it shut again. He didn't deserve the truth, or any more of my time.

I whirled around, opened the door, and left with as much dignity as I could manage.

I ran into Martin right outside the door, literally. Gasping, I stepped away from him and met his eyes. "Oh, Martin!" I rushed out, laughing nervously. "Were you looking for me?"

There was a slight frown between his eyes as he took me in, focusing on my mouth, which I was certain looked swollen and slightly bruised from Beckett James' rough kiss. "Yeah, are you okay?"

I glanced back at the door, pressing my lips. "Yes. Considering that the man in there is a big jerk!" I grabbed his hand. "Someone needs to knock him off his high horse, and teach him a lesson." 

"Hmm, good to know," he said, following behind me. 

At the time, I didn't think twice about his comment. 

I should have, though. 
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Moody

I watched the little spitfire storm out of my office, satisfied that she'd be gone for good. Bailey O'Brian and that fucking red mane lived up to her Irish temper. Her fighting spirit, and the lively sparkle of green fire in her eyes, had given me a fucking hard-on. I'd enjoyed our little back and forth sparring, even though she could never win against me. What had scared me was that fucking kiss. I'd meant it as a punishment for her slap. She wasn't the first woman to hit me, but she'd been the first one to pull something out of me that I hadn't felt in a long time.

Normally when I punished a woman with a kiss, I didn't feel anything other than the need to cause as much pain and humiliation as I could. I kept it cold and impersonal, refusing to let it turn into lust. I didn't touch them except to subdue them. Most women hated that I could remain in control, thinking that my anger and roughness would eventually turn into hunger, believing that they were seductresses and that I couldn't resist them. 

But I always did.

It took a lot to break through the self-control that I kept over my mind. Years of resisting my baser needs—except when I didn’t want to—was so engrained into my makeup that my response to Bailey's biting me had shocked me to the fucking core. When I'd felt her little teeth sink into my lip and I’d tasted blood, it had caused a spiral of sharp arousal to unravel in my gut. I'd recognized it, and for the first time in a long fucking time I'd been afraid. 

Because I’d wanted to give in to it.

To her.

And that just couldn't happen. 

Never again would I let a woman weaken me. Never again would I let a woman become so fucking important to me that she was all I thought about, all I wanted. All I needed. I would never again get to the point where I would do anything for a woman, where I would give her everything that she wanted, where I would give her so much power over me that I couldn't see the destruction coming until it was too late. Every time I felt an inkling of anything for another woman, I squashed it immediately, reminding myself of the woman that I'd lost my life to. Because that's what Maggie had taken from me the day she'd taken her own life.

She'd fucking destroyed me.

Bailey O'Brian would have become trouble, one way or another. I was already thinking about her and Martin fucking in the bathroom. The thought that he'd already had a taste of her, that he’d been inside her body, fucking pissed me off, mainly because I didn't like him. There was something about him that didn't sit right with me, but fuck if I knew what it was. The fact that he hadn't fought for Bailey when I'd been dragging her off showed me that he didn't deserve her. He knew my reputation and what it usually meant when I dragged a woman off to my office.

I decided to go back out to the bar. My mouth turned down when I saw how rushed Tommy was filling orders. Fuck, he did need help, so I headed behind the bar. "Have you had a break?" 

He grinned. "You're not going to yell at me for letting Bailey help me?"

I glared at him. "Don't press your luck. Take ten."

"Thanks, boss." 

I watched Tommy take off for the break room, and then glanced out at the dance floor. I spied Martin and Bailey. She was facing me. He was behind her, his arms around her waist as she moved her backside against the front of him. It'd be a fucking miracle if he wasn't hard and grinding his dick against her ass. I got hard just from watching them, and that loss of control pissed me off. I wasn't going to let my dick run my life.

She slowly lifted her eyes, the dreamy softness on her face revealing that she was fully into the music and the dance. She didn't know that I was watching them, but Martin did. The bastard nuzzled the side of her neck, shooting me a fucking grin. If he thought I was going to lose it and go after him, he didn't know me. I didn't care that Bailey was in his arms. I didn't care if he was rubbing his dick into her fine ass. 

I didn't care period.

"Hi ya, boss." Alex, a perky little brunette that had been with me for eight years, set her tray down with a smile that showed off her perfect white teeth. She'd just recently got her braces off and was proud as shit of her new smile. I'd fucked her a few times in the beginning, but she was married with two kids now. Strictly off limits.

I gave her a grunt and grabbed the drink order and started filling it. It was an easy order, a pitcher of beer and four mugs. I pushed the tray to her two minutes later. 

Marnie and Jackie both came up next. Marnie was my lead server, and she also did the schedules for the other staff, including the dancers. She'd been with me since the beginning. To look at her you'd never guess that she was a grandmother of four. Tall, slender, her platinum hair always perfect, her nails always manicured, she took good care of herself. She didn't have to work, her husband had left her a hefty life insurance policy when he'd died, but it gave her something to do, and she enjoyed the attention she got from the lonely truck drivers. I set her tray up with four beers and two whiskeys and sent her on her way.

"Been busy tonight, but I've made good tips," Jackie said, trying to make conversation. She was new, so I gave her a pass. Most of the girls knew that I didn't do conversation. I fucked them if I wanted to and they were down with it, but talking was overrated. "Will you be here later tonight, boss?"

Her tone got my attention. The seductive smile on her face backed up the invitation in her blue eyes. I hadn't gotten around to fucking her yet. Hadn't really felt the urge, but a look back at Bailey and Martin on the dance floor helped get me in the fucking mood. Jackie was pretty like all the girls working for me were, short and petite. Her small tits barely made a dent in the cropped top she was wearing. But that didn't matter, I never fucked facing them, and I didn't come inside them, even with a condom on. I did everything I could to keep it cold and impersonal, to show them that it was nothing more to me than a way to get off.

‘Course, the shit I'd done with Cindy I'd done because Bailey had been watching. I'd come looking at her, imaging what it would feel like sinking into her cunt. Fuck, I shook the thoughts from my head and gave Jackie a glare. "Do your job; you'll know if I want you later." She knew better than to press me. She flipped her bottle blonde hair over her shoulder and took off.

Truth was, my dick was hard as fuck, but it wanted a little Irish redhead. 

Not going to happen, I said to myself, for the simple fact that I wanted her.

I should never have kissed her.

"Thanks, boss, I got it now."

Ten minutes went by fast. I finished the order I was working on for Layla, another server who'd been with me for a while. She was a curvy little mocha-colored beauty who could give Halle Berry a run for her money. She was a single mother raising two sons on her own. "Thanks, boss." She took her tray and walked off. I watched the bounce of her ass as she moved through the crowd. Too bad she'd drawn the line of no hanky panky with the boss early on. 

I scanned the bar, noticing that it had cleared out some. The clock read one, another hour to go. Because of the type of bar we were, and because we were located just off the interstate exit, we were busy every night. Bikers that frequented the bar knew it was a safe zone, and if they couldn't refrain from fighting they were kicked out and banned. Long-haul truckers were allowed to park their rigs at the far back of the lot for the night, two nights max. After that, they paid a fee. I didn't have bouncers; we weren't a fucking night club. The regulars knew me, knew I'd fucking hunt them down and take care of them myself if they caused me or any of my employees trouble.

A flash of red caught my eye, and I zeroed in on Bailey. She'd joined a table of women who were clearly celebrating something. I'd seen some of the women dancing, but they hadn't come with any males. I watched her interact with them, drinking in her sweet smile and infectious laughter, remembering how soft and full those fuckable lips had felt beneath my attack. She had no idea what she'd awoken inside me. 

Martin was a fucking fool for leaving her alone. If he wanted Bailey he'd better make his move fast, because I wasn't above taking a woman away from another man, as long as there was no ring. I'd use her and send her back to him. And the way I was feeling right then, there wouldn't be much left of her. She made the mistake of looking up to where I was staring at her from behind the bar. I held her eyes for a full minute before she looked away nervously.

That's right, little girl. You know, don't you? Know what I could do to you. Know that you'd let me, too. You're running scared. But you know you couldn't escape me if I didn't want you to. Just be glad I'm willing to let you go tonight. Because if I ever lay eyes on you again, I'm going to take you and fuck you until you burn with the way my dick stretches out your pussy. Until I've put so much cum inside you, you can't wash my scent away. 

Yeah. Thinking filthy thoughts about what I wanted to do to her tight little body was keeping my dick hard enough to pound concrete.  

Hopefully after tonight I'd never see her again. 
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Chapter 5
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Bailey

It had been two weeks since I'd lost my job at the Naked Lady. Two weeks of pounding the pavement and going from one bar and restaurant to another to inquire about jobs advertised in the paper and online, only to find out each time that I got there that the position had already been filled, or the position had been put on hold, or the manager was out sick and could I come back? Blah, blah, blah! Okay, maybe I hadn't been pounding the pavement, because there were plenty of jobs out there, just none that I was interested in taking. I liked working in the restaurant and bar industry. I liked the fast pace, the people, and the money was good.

If I wanted to take off my clothes, I could have found a job the first day.

It was beginning to look like I'd have to venture outside of Boulder City, which wasn’t the best idea, because my car wasn't the most reliable. I'd bought it at a buy here, pay here lot and should have known better, but they'd had the Volkswagen beetle that I'd been looking for—a green, nineteen seventy-one little beauty that had been cosmetically refurbished by the prior owners. Apparently they'd skipped the engine, or anything else that kept the classic running properly. I'd had plans to start working on the engine after I'd paid it off and had the extra money. 

“Live and learn” had become my mantra the last few years. 

Suddenly, there was a knock at the door, and I was glad for the interruption even as I wondered who it could be. I checked the peep hole, surprised to see Martin on the other side of the door. We'd met up a couple of times for dinner and drinks since I'd lost my job at the Naked Lady, but nothing serious. He hadn’t made any bold moves on me. I couldn't figure him out. And now I was wondering how he knew where I lived, because I hadn't given him my address. What was he doing here? 

I opened the door with a smile. "Hi, what are you doing here?" I was a little taken aback at how serious his expression looked. 

"Can I come in? I need to talk to you." He was acting nervous, as if he didn't want to be seen.

I frowned, because he was already pushing his way inside. "Sure. What's wrong?" I moved aside and closed the door behind him. "Come on in and sit down." I led him to the living room and the sofa, ignoring the warning tingle at the back of my neck. "Sounds serious."

"It is. I'm afraid this isn't a social call." My grin disappeared at the sound of his words and the coldness in his tone that I hadn't heard before. "Is your friend Holly around?"

I found it odd that he would ask. Maybe he wanted to make sure I was alone
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