
        
            [image: cover]
        

    





LIAISONS

BOOK 1







Liaisons Book 1

H. Elizabeth Austin

Published by H. Elizabeth
Austin

Distributed by Amazon KDP

Copyright 2021 by Heather
Austin






Coverart design
credit: Canva and H. Elizabeth
Austin






License Notes






This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your
favorite ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this author.






This is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either
the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious
manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or
actual events is purely coincidental. Additionally, some liberties
were taken with technological ability and ethical guidelines for
some professions for the purpose of the story.







Table of Contents

Dedication

Dear Reader

Welcome to
Liaisons

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Epilogue

About the
Author

Other books by H.
Elizabeth Austin












Dedication


This story could not have happened without the
support of you readers. I want to thank you for reading, talking
about, and sharing my books.






The usual big thank you to
Beth C. and Jana S. for editing.

A huge thank you to Ashley
R. for not only editing but helping me plot and giving me ideas
that get my creative juices going.






Finally, to my handsome,
handy hubby who set aside all stigma and read the book, edited it,
and is talking it up to everyone he meets. Your support is greater
than I could ever ask for.







Dear Reader!


This book has been one that started out simply
from a thought about one scene. I honestly can’t remember what I
was doing when that thought formed, but I do remember thinking,
hmmm, that’s an interesting idea. That morphed into something so
much more and birthed the idea of the Liaisons Series. This series
currently has 24 books in the plans—whether that happens or not
remains to be seen. However, I do know at least 8 of the planned
books will happen. You’ll meet some new people along the way, but,
as you will see, some past characters will show up. The first four
books will center around the 4 original horsemen you’re about to
meet: Jon (this book), Steven (book 2), Ransom (book 3), and Mac
(book 4). After that, we’ll have some additional stories on
Maverick, Ray, Dean (someone you haven’t met yet and does not work
for Jon) and finally Tank. The order of those remains to be seen
except for Tank’s story. I know I want his to be book 8 of the
series.

This was a very fun book to write. I
did a lot of research, and even blushed some in that research to
bring you something a lot steamier than my usual stories. Which
reminds me, I probably need to go clear my interest browsing
history! In the meantime, I’m working on the Because of You Series,
book 3, which still needs a title. Watch for it and Liaisons Book 2
in 2022!

For now, back to writing and I wish
you happy reading!

H. Elizabeth







Welcome to
Liaisons. A place where your wildest dreams come
true.

Please review the rules in your
membership package. Failure to follow these rules will lead to the
immediate termination of membership and legal (criminal and/or
civil) consequences.

Your membership includes access to
the bar and lounge seven days a week. The playrooms are first come,
first serve.

The club allows each member one
non-member guest per week (a week is Sunday-Saturday). The member
is responsible for the behavior of their guest. Non-members must
sign a release upon arrival that ensures confidentiality of the
members of the club. Any guest who attends over three times must
apply for membership.

Each member and non-member set
their limits in the playrooms. These limits are not up for
negotiation. Violating the limits of other members or guests will
lead to the immediate termination of membership along with criminal
and/or civil charges.

The club does not tolerate illegal
substances or illegal acts on the property and use of these
substances or participation in these acts on club property will
lead to the termination of your membership and criminal and/or
civil action.

All members of the club and their
guests must be twenty-one years of age or older. There are no
exemptions to this policy. By signing below, you submit to a
background check. Your membership is contingent on a background
check.

Tell me, what secrets do you
hide?
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Jon Vargas sat at a high-backed booth nestled
in the shadows of Liaisons, a membership only sex club in
Charleston, South Carolina that had an above average bar. He came
here often just to have a drink and sometimes dallied in sex with a
fellow member or members depending on his mood.

It was nine o’clock Friday evening, and he was
questioning whether he wanted to finish his drink and head home or
stroll through other areas of the club to see if anyone made his
dick jump to attention. He could use a release.

He unconsciously surveyed the club. It had
been an exceptionally long week, and it looked like he was going to
have to revisit a job. He was the head of an international security
firm that provided security personnel, background checks,
surveillance system design and monitoring, and private
investigations to a wide variety of clients. Unfortunately, a case
that was closed appeared to reopen and now the best security
company in the world had to step back in.

The question was, should it be him or could he
send someone else in his place.

Staring across the room, he allowed his mind
to return to the case—one that involved a somewhat unsavory
character who’d made the life of a young couple a living hell
because he wanted the man’s wife. He hated psychopaths; but because
of them, he was rich and successful. He designed the surveillance
system in their home and mentally reviewed what they had done and
the possible changes. So focused on reviewing and tweaking the
system, he didn’t consciously register the woman at the bar he was
staring at until she turned and surveyed the dark room. His eyes
drifted from her strappy lace up sandals to the hem of her dress.
He judged her legs, her greatest assets. Well-toned and tanned,
although they weren’t especially long. As his gaze traveled further
up her body, he amended that; the dress displayed her best two
assets: her legs and her perky breasts.

Their eyes met, and he was instantly hard as
an electrical current passed between the two of them. He saw she
felt it too as her eyes widened and her lips parted, and nipples
suddenly strained against the dress. He lifted his glass to his
lips and took a leisurely sip of the aged scotch in his glass
without breaking eye contact. He’d never experienced that before.
They maintained eye contact for several seconds until her friend
distracted her. Okay, her legs and tits weren’t her only best
assets. She was gorgeous. He’d never seen her there before, so
obviously she was a new member, under consideration for membership,
or simply a guest of the woman she was with. His company provided
the background investigations that all members had to agree to
initially. He would know who she was in a matter of hours if she’d
applied for membership. He transferred his gaze to her friend and
recognized her. Mandy or “Randy Mandy” as she was more widely
called because she was up for just about anything sexual a member
proposed to her. He had been with her a few times, along with
Steven Cavanaugh, Jeremiah McAllister (called Mac for short), and
Montgomery Ransom (called Ransom because he hated Montgomery). All
four of them had pleasured her for hours together. When her tastes
turned to areas he really wasn’t interest in, he’d forgone future
liaisons.

Jon’s gaze strayed back to the woman by
Mandy’s side. She’d certainly captured his attention tonight. He
studied the blonde hair that brushed her shoulders—at least he
imagined it would, since she had it wrapped up in some fancy twist
and a few tendrils had escaped and rested against her skin. Rising,
he decided he’d have Mandy introduce him to the
newcomer.

Angela Bennett, or Angie to her friends,
didn’t understand the electrical charge she felt when she made eye
contact with the man in the shadows. She couldn’t see him clearly,
but knew he was a man who appeared to have wide shoulders. What in
the hell was that jolt of electricity? Her gaze drifted around the
room again, searching for him to see if the same thing happened. As
she casually scanned the room, her gaze fell on the corner where
he’d been. He was no longer there.

The dim lighting was perfect for the quiet
murmurings she could hear around her. The high-backed leather
covered booths curved around the tables and provided some privacy
for the occupants. There were a few tables scattered between the
bar and those booths. The color scheme of the club was a subdued
burgundy, a particularly dark grey, and black. She appreciated the
subtly the owners tried to reach. No distractions, no loud thumping
music. She cocked her head to one side and tried to figure out what
she was hearing on the sound system. Jazz, or was it one of those
acoustic stations that simply played instrumental covers of songs?
Of course, it really didn’t matter.

The door at the other side of the room led to
the playrooms. That she knew because Mandy had already told her
that. The décor in those areas was different, according to Mandy.
Angie sighed softly and struggled to bring her attention back to
Mandy, who was talking again. Suddenly she remembered one reason
she hadn’t wanted to go out with Mandy. Mandy would talk to
anything that took a second to listen, and that second became an
hour.

Suddenly she felt the same electrical pulse.
It was the strangest thing. She’d never encountered that before.
She felt a slight stirring of the air on her exposed legs. Someone
had just walked very close to her.

No, not someone. Him.

“I don’t believe we’ve met,” he whispered in
her ear. The deep baritone voice raised the hair on her neck—and
not in a cautionary way.

Angie attempted to conceal the shiver of
arousal that raced down her spine when his breath touched the
sensitive skin surrounding her ear. She realized she was
unsuccessful when he quietly chuckled. She felt the air stir as he
moved from behind her to stand between her and Mandy and spoke in a
more normal tone. “Mandy, introduce me to your friend. Tim, put
their drinks on my account.”

Jon had to step back from her. Her scent
surrounded him. She smelled like summer and sunshine and made his
erection painfully bigger. The scent was light, not overpowering,
but obviously suited her. The tangy undertones of citrus and sweet
filled his nose when he leaned close. He couldn’t tell if it was
coming from her skin or her hair. And he wanted to know—he wanted
to know if all of her smelled like that. He wanted to know if her
blonde hair was as soft and thick as it looked. He needed to know
if her responses to him were just as intense as his were to her.
This was something he couldn’t place, but it felt so
natural.

If an electrical charge could feel
natural.

“Jon! Where have you been hiding?” Mandy
exclaimed and spun around to take a better look at all of him.
“This is Angie,” Mandy said with a wave of her hand in Angie’s
general direction. “It’s her first time here, and she needs to get
laid,” she stressed.

“Mandy!” Angie exclaimed.

“Well, it’s true. You’ve been a cranky bitch
since you and Devon broke up. I think you just need a really good
roll in the hay, and Jon is one of the best,” Mandy purred as she
stared into his eyes. “Are the other horsemen here? The four of you
might be a better option,” she asked referring to Steven, Ransom,
and Mac. They were more commonly referred to as the four horsemen
by the club members because they were noticeably well-endowed, like
horses.

“They are,” he paused and let his green eyes
meet Angie’s blue-green ones, “they’re in the usual room. I’m not
certain they’re alone, however. Hi Angie,” he greeted, lowering his
voice again and watched as she worked to repress the shiver again.
He mentally smiled at her effort.

“I’m going to see if Mac and Ransom are up for
a romp. Who knows, maybe I’ll invite Steven to watch. You two sit
and chat. I’ll find you when I’m done wearing them out.”

“Mandy,” he called as she walked away. He
never broke eye contact with Angie. “If you have designs that we
might initiate Angie, take it easy on them.”

“We’ll see,” she laughed over her shoulder and
continued walking.

“I haven’t agreed to anything,” Angie paused.
“Yet,” she flirted.

Wait, flirted! I’m not a forward
flirt. What was happening tonight?

“Tim, will you send our drinks over to the
table when they are ready? I’ll take another when you get a
moment.”

“Sure thing, Jon.”

“Why don’t we have a seat and chat a while. I
won’t bite, well, until you ask me to.”

He flashed a smile at her that stunned her for
a moment. He was handsome. Easily a few inches beyond six-foot-tall
and towered over her even with the four-inch heels she presently
wore, which without the heels she was barely five foot five. He was
broad shouldered, narrow-waisted, with neatly trimmed black hair
and striking green eyes behind a pair of glasses that made him look
incredibly smart and sexy at the same time. “Randy Mandy will be
awhile if she can convince Steven to watch her with Mac and Ransom.
She’ll wear out Mac and Ransom and then she’ll move on to
Steven.”

“Randy Mandy?” Angie blinked as she turned
towards the table he gestured to. It wasn’t back in the shadows
where she originally saw him, but in plain view of the few people
in the room. How had he realized that would make her feel better
than sitting back in the shadows? “You make it sound like she’s
devouring them.”

“It’s her nickname around here. She earned the
randy part because she’s up for just about anything anyone might
want to do. And some days I think she would suck the life out of
them if she had the chance.”

“I know she has certain tastes, but we talk
little about her sex life.”

“So why are you here?”

“Mandy has been nagging me to accompany her
for some time. She insists that I join the club. She claims I’ve
hit a dry spell as you heard. I disagree; I just need time to heal.
Devon and I were engaged when he admitted he’d met someone else and
didn’t love me anymore. I’m not sure how I feel about this whole
concept,” she waved her hand around the room. “I know I’m not
interested in an open relationship, but there’s a sense of
curiosity and time to consider it all while I’m single again. How
about you? Why are you here?”

“I got bored, I guess is the easiest part of
it. My work schedule can be erratic sometimes and difficult on a
relationship. I still wanted sex and masturbation only satisfies
the release, not the pleasure of the act. I also didn’t want to
just pick up some woman at a bar. You never know what you’re gonna
get there in several ways. I met Steven one day at a restaurant, we
were both sitting at the bar eating and he mentioned this place. We
got to chatting, eventually became friends, and one evening he
brought me here. I joined the first night, and it’s my usual
watering hole now. I come in often just for a drink. You don’t have
the crowds or the college kids banging back shots and beers. I can
relax a little. If I feel the desire for sex, there’s usually
someone interested around.”

“You need variety?” she questioned, mentally
already lumping him in with most men she’d encountered and
concluding that maybe she wasn’t up for this type of
arrangement.

“Variety? No, I wouldn’t call it that. I
haven’t been in a relationship since I joined the club. And I don’t
know if I’d remain a member should I start a relationship with
someone. Thanks Tim,” he paused when the bartender brought their
drinks over. “Tell me, Angie, what do you do?”

“I’m a nurse. You?”

“To put it simply, I own a security
company.”

For the next half an hour they chatted about
the familiar get to know you stuff people traded when they first
meet. The entire time they talked, the peculiar electrical current
hummed between them. The jolt wasn’t as severe now, but an odd
connection persisted as a slight tingle.

“So, Angie, what are you up for
tonight?”

Jon was still hard and had to relieve the
pressure in his pants and figured why not with the woman who caused
it. He’d refrained from touching her because he knew he might just
explode if he did. His reaction to this woman was unprecedented.
Masturbation would not satisfy the need. Someone else wouldn’t help
either. He wanted her. He needed her.

She considered him intensely for a few minutes
and genuinely seemed to debate what she wanted to do against what
she should do. Every thought flashed through her eyes—he saw
desire, trepidation, need, and something else he couldn’t label.
She had such expressive eyes. He could hide his thoughts. She
definitely couldn’t. She wanted him but was trying to reason
herself out of it.

Angie really wanted to take him up on it.
Still aroused since the initial connection between them, she just
wasn’t sure if she should. She’d never had a one-night stand. In
fact, Devon had been her first and only lover. Sex between them had
been good, but it always left her feeling like something was
missing, and she suspected the man sitting across from her knew how
to make her feel sparks. After all, hadn’t Mandy claimed he was one
of the best? Maybe she should go for it. She’d done nothing wild in
her life. A one-night stand with a guy that looked at her like she
was the best thing he’d ever seen certainly was a boost to her
self-esteem after what happened with Devon. He wasn’t offering
anything more than right now and, at this exact moment, she
suddenly realized that was all she wanted.

Finally, Jon saw the decision in her eyes. She
was going to let go.

“What do you have in mind?” she propositioned
in a seductive tone.

His erection twitched in
anticipation.
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“I think you and me and see where things go
after,” he said and gently brushed the back of her hand with his
forefinger. The first touch of skin sent electrical energy whirling
between them again.

The club was slow for a Friday night; they
didn’t have to take advantage of one of the rooms available; he
knew a dark corner in the back where he could press her up against
the wall and satisfy this intense desire. He flicked his eyes
towards her glass. “Are you finished?” When she nodded, he picked
up her hand and said, “Come with me then. Let’s create some
sparks.”

Her laugh was soft and low. “I think we
already have.”

“Then let’s blow a fuse.”

He gently tugged her up from her chair and
towards the door that led to the playrooms. She felt strangely
comfortable with him. There were no alarms going off that she
shouldn’t go anywhere private with this man. Some instinct her told
her she could trust him.

Jon held the door open for her, and Angie saw
a hallway with several closed doors. As soon as the door closed
behind them, he pulled her in until her back rested against his
abdomen and chest before he leaned his head down to whisper in her
ear, “There’s a short corridor to the right, I want to have you up
against the wall.” His hands rested lightly on her waist. “Are you
okay with that?” he asked, lightly brushing his lips against her
ear.

“Yes,” she whispered and surprised herself by
gently pushing his hands up to her breasts. She’d never been this
forward in her life.

Jon needed no better invitation than that. He
kissed her neck and the sensitive spot where her neck and shoulder
met while his fingers teased her nipples through the fabric of the
dress. He nudged her forward, and they slowly walked towards the
short hallway while becoming accustomed with her scent—that
intoxicating scent came from her skin—and breasts.

When they arrived at the corridor, he
continued to walk her to the far corner. He spun her around and
captured her mouth in a heated kiss.

He gradually lowered the straps of the dress
to bare her breasts to him. She wasn’t wearing a bra, but the dress
didn’t really lend itself to one. He kissed her while his fingers
teased her pert nipples. Then kissed his way down her neck and
while massaging one breast, he drew the other nipple in his mouth
and sucked and teased with his tongue. She moaned quietly and held
his head to her breast. Then he transferred his attention to the
opposite one and gave it the same treatment.

When he lifted his head, he discovered her
eyes open, studying him. He saw desire, pure and simple in their
depths. Slowly he lowered his mouth back to hers and watched her
eyes close as her head tipped back so her mouth met his. He kissed
her hungrily. The moment had moved from passionate to desperate. He
needed to be in her. He needed to fill her.

Jon forced himself to move his hands away from
her and reach into his pocket for a condom. Angie’s fingers flew to
his belt and unbuckled it. She was busy unfastening his pants while
he opened the condom wrapper. When he felt them drop to the floor
around his ankles, and before she could grip his erection, he broke
the kiss.

“Help me put this on,” he said handing her the
opened condom packet. He saw the twinkle in her eye as she reached
for it. He pulled it just out of reach, “With your hands. I won’t
be able to last if you use your mouth.”

Her smile was seductive. “How did you know?”
she asked as she took it from him and removed the sheath from the
foil.

“Your eyes,” he groaned when she gripped his
erection in her hand and gently stroked twice before placing the
condom at the head and rolling it down his length. “They’re very
expressive.”

She leaned forward and whispered against his
lips, “Did my eyes tell you I’m not wearing panties,
eith—”

He cut off her with a scorching kiss. His
tongue surged into her mouth, and he pushed her against the wall.
He tore his mouth from hers long enough to reach down and tug her
dress up. He reached one finger between her legs and discovered she
was wet and ready, and as she declared, not wearing panties. He
picked her up and plunged himself into her wet warmth and groaned
as her muscles closed around him.

She gasped in surprise.

“Okay?” he asked.

At her nod, he ordered in a dark, rough voice
full of need, “Wrap your legs around me. Let’s blow that
fuse.”

He moved in and out of her in short, rapid
strokes. He held her up with his hands clasping her butt and her
back rested on the wall. She attempted to match his movements, but
it was hard with him supporting her. She faintly moaned, and he
increased the rhythm.

“Do you feel it?” he murmured.

All she could do was nod in response, knowing
he was referring to the electrical current holding them hostage and
the intense pressure building within her. He moaned with her and
stepped up the pace further.

“Come for me, baby,” he urged and added a
minor rotation with each thrust to make certain he offered her as
much pleasure as possible. He increased his speed and felt her
muscles tighten, and her moans became louder. “Come for me, baby.”
He felt her orgasm before he heard her loud moan. “That’s it,
baby.” With a few more thrusts, he exploded within her as he kissed
her. When he pulled back from the kiss, they made eye
contact.

“I think we did more than blow the fuse,” she
sighed.

“We disrupted the whole damned grid,” he
chuckled and leaned forward to place a tender kiss on her swollen
lips. Yeah, he recognized it was cheesy, and the whole electrical
thing was probably old now, but he couldn’t help it. Something
about her made him want to be cheesy. He held her for a few moments
longer, then pulled out and stepped back, holding her steady until
she was firmly on her feet. “There’s a bathroom right there,” he
nodded at a door to her right, “If you want to freshen
up.”

“Thank you,” Angie said, sliding past him and
feeling a little awkward.

Inside ladies’ room, she studied her
reflection. “What do you say now, ‘Thank you for the amazing sex,’”
she said to her reflection. But she couldn’t believe the image in
the mirror: bright eyes, glowing cheeks, swollen lips, and mussed
hair. She looked extremely satisfied.

Angie wondered what to do now as she
straightened herself back up to a presentable woman who had not
just had mind-blowing sex up against a wall in a dark corner with a
total stranger. And it was mind-blowing. He had her body humming
faster than Devon ever had. Jon’s quiet urging told her he’d been
trying to get her there first, which she also appreciated. Being
there in the hall had only heightened the moment. She’d never been
the type to have sex anywhere but in a bed, thoroughly concealed by
blankets, and in the dark. In a dim hallway where if anyone looked,
they would have seen them, while standing like that—well, she’ll
just say that despite reading romance books, she never actually
thought it was that exciting. Now, wow.

The other side of her conscience spoke up
then. What have you done? it shrieked. She’d never been that
forward, flirtatious, or even daring. Splashing water on her face,
she considered what to say to him.

No! I’m not listening to you right
now. Mandy was right, I needed that. She mentally told her
conscience. You can have your turn tomorrow. I’m sure I’ll feel
guilty about this then.

While Angie was in the bathroom, Jon still
faced the corner where they had come together so exquisitely. He
disposed of the condom, and pulled his pants up, but hadn’t moved
yet. He was struggling with a decision. He wanted her again—God,
how he wanted her again—, but he didn’t think he wanted to share
her with the others, at least not tonight. Maybe in the future. But
tonight, he wanted to keep her to himself, and didn’t want to
explore why just yet. Straightening, he turned towards the men’s
room to clean up and figure out what to do now.

He let himself reflect on the moment he slid
into her body. The strangest that had happened. He felt like she
was his. Like being buried deep inside her was a requirement for
him to survive. He shook his head. He’d just been without sex for
too long. He’d been out of town for a few months and during that
time, he hadn’t been with anyone. He’d starved his body. That’s all
it was.

Sure, that’s it, a part of his conscience
whispered. And I’m Santa Claus.

Five minutes later, they met back up in the
hallway, both slightly uneasy in the other’s presence for the first
time that evening.

“So…” Jon said.

“So…” Angie repeated.

“I know this great pizza place that’s open
late. Do you want to get something to eat and chat
more?”

Relief flooded her eyes. She wasn’t ready for
anything more than what they’d just done; he was glad he thought of
getting food instead of herding her into bed again.

“I’d really like that.”

“Come on, beautiful. Let’s go grab something
to eat,” he said. She took the hand he’d extended her and followed
him out the back door of the club towards a waiting convertible. He
opened the passenger door and held it as she climbed in.

“Thank you,” she smiled up at him. “What kind
of car is this? I’m very car challenged.”

He laughed and met her eyes as he slid into
the driver’s seat. “It’s a 1962 Porsche 356 convertible. I have a
Porsche problem—I love them.”

“This looks amazing for a car that
old.”

“I recently had it restored and then shipped
here to Charleston.”

“You didn’t drive it here?”

Jon laughed. “No. This is not a car you do a
road trip in. It’s a tooling around town car. This one,” he said as
he gently patted the dash, “my father brought for my mother. They
married in 1962. I lost them both five years ago. They were what
many would call soulmates.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” Angie said. “I lost
both of mine two years ago.”

“I’m sorry. What
happened?”

“Electrical fire. The smoke detectors never
went off. They both died in their bed of smoke inhalation.
Yours?”

“My parents were both in their fifties when I
was born. I was quite the surprise. Mom should have been in
menopause. They never thought they’d have children. We lost dad to
prostate cancer. Mom followed him a few weeks later. They suggested
it was a broken heart.”

“I’m sorry. Where they in
Charleston?”

“No. They lived in California. I was with them
both when they passed. I haven’t lived in Charleston long. About
six months and three of those I was out of town again. But I’ve
visited here often over the past five years or so. What about you?
Are you from Charleston?”

“Born and raised.”

“Big question that people keep asking me:
Clemson or Carolina?”

“Carolina every day of the week!” she laughed.
“You?”

“I don’t really have a college team I pull
for. Most of the sports I follow are professional, and I support
the teams of some guys I know.”

“You’re friends with professional
athletes?”

“They’re technically clients, but I suppose
over the years, we’ve become friends. They’re good people,” he
added as he stopped for a red light. “Favorite drink?”

“Vodka martini with a twist. You?”

“Scotch on the rocks or neat; it depends on my
mood. But with pizza I prefer a good cold beer.”

“I’ll have beer with pizza, too, occasionally.
I’m not a big fan of most beers, so I generally stick with
vodka.”

“What about wine? Most of the women I know are
wine drinkers,” he stated.

“Depends. I consistently get an awful headache
with wine, so I avoid it. There’s one that a friend of mine will
have from time to time that doesn’t seem to produce as bad of a
headache.”

“I have a friend who recommends wines that
don’t have a lot of added sugar. So go for smaller wineries,” he
advised. “They don’t add sugar to quicken the fermentation. Sure,
it’s gonna cost you a bit more, but that might help.”

“I’ll see where this bottle comes from that
Evie usually brings. She says a friend of hers gets it to her. Her
friend’s a famous author.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. Her friend also recently moved back to
Charleston and is dating Taylor Michaels.”

Jon laughed. “You’re talking about Elizabeth
J. White?”

“Yes!”

“Would you like to meet her? They’re friends
of mine.”

“I love her books.”

“Taylor’s pretty busy right now. He’s trying
to open a division of his production company here in Charleston.
I’m looking at some buildings with him in a few days to give him
some specs on the security side of things,” he said as he parked
the car in front of the pizza place. “That is, if you’d still want
to see me again after dinner.”

She cocked her head to one side and studied
him.

Jon grinned at her. “It’s just a little
forward of me to offer to introduce you to some friends of mine and
we are just now having dinner together.”

She giggled. “True. Let’s see how this pizza
thing works out first.”

They entered the restaurant and claimed a
booth.

Jon asked, “Next question: sauce or no sauce
on the pizza?”

Angie laughed again. “Sauce? Why are you
asking about sauce?”

“It’s a frequent argument with those friends’
wives and sister.”

“I guess the Goldie Locks method,” she said.
When he cocked an eyebrow, she explained, “Medium sauce. You know,
not too heavy, not too light, just right.”

Jon laughed.

It was a great laugh, too. Deep, a little
smokey, and contagious.

She grinned in return and asked,
“Toppings?”

“I can agree on the sauce. Toppings, anything
for me. I’m not picky about that. You?”

“I’m not a fan of onions, olives, or
anchovies, but I’m good with everything else.”

“Why no onions?” he asked.

“They just change the way it tastes. The
flavor sinks into the crust and it changes the taste of it
completely. I’ve never liked olives.”

“Is that why a martini with a twist and not a
dirty martini?”

“Exactly,” she smiled.

The waitress interrupted the conversation when
she wandered over to their table to take their order. After a brief
discussion, they opted to split a pizza, and each ordered a
drink.

“If you recently moved to Charleston, how long
have you been a member at Liaisons?” Angie asked.

“For about three years. I joined before I
moved here permanently. I have several clients in Charleston, so I
spent a fair amount of time here. The city sort of grew on me. I
wanted to visit more and more often. What about you? Why did you
stay?”

“It’s home,” Angie answered with a shrug of
her shoulders. “My brother’s stationed at Kings Bay, so he isn’t
far.”

“Subs?”

“Yeah. We go weeks without talking sometimes
because of his job.”

“Interesting.”

“Submarines fascinated Mitch since he was a
kid. I guess he’s got his dream job.”

“And you, do you have yours?”

“I stumbled into nursing. I wasn’t sure what I
wanted to do when I finished high school, so I worked for a while
in a nursing home as custodian and then later as a CNA. After
working as a CNA, I decided nursing might be fun. When we did
clinicals, I spent some time in the ER and loved it. The energy,
the cases, the fast pace just suited me perfectly. Downside, I work
twelve-hour shifts, but my schedule is nice. I do three days on and
then four off. The hospital is great about putting those days
together if we prefer it that way, and I do. I can get so much more
accomplished when I’m not bouncing back and forth. My days off
rotate, though. This week I worked Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday,
then off Thursday through next Monday and then I work Tuesday,
Wednesday, and Thursday. The week after that will be Wednesday,
Thursday, Friday. They push it back a day each time. So technically
I probably work three and am off five.”

“It sounds like they’re trying to keep it
fair.”

“Yeah, that way some of us don’t regularly
work weekends. There are some who are more set in their schedule
than I am, but I’m used to it now. I can generally figure out what
my schedule is months in advance, so if I want to travel, I know
when to schedule it. If I do it right, I can avoid using
leave.”

“How long have you been in the ER?”

“Two years.”

“How old are you?” he bluntly demanded. He’d
been trying to guess. He knew she was at least twenty-one, or she
wouldn’t have been able to enter the club, but she looked closer to
eighteen.

Angie choked on a swallow of her water.
“Didn’t anyone ever explain you shouldn’t ask a woman her age?” she
asked.

Jon laughed. “They did, but I’m
curious.”

“Tell me how old you are first,” she
challenged.

“I’m thirty-five,” he said.

“I wouldn’t have pegged you a day over
twenty-five,” she complimented. “I’m twenty-six.”

The conversation lagged when the server
returned with their pizza. They dined in silence for several
minutes.

“This is excellent pizza,” Angie
said.

Jon nodded.

“I’ve lived in Charleston my entire life and
have never been here. I have no clue how I’ve missed it,” Angie
said, looking around the hole-in-a-wall place. It wouldn’t hold
more than four other couples, but there were people coming and
going the whole time they chatted.

“They do a lot of carry out.”

“Do they deliver?”

“Not until recently. They partnered with one
of the food delivery apps.”

“I’ll have to find out which one. I
tend to eat out a lot.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, with the schedule and all, there are
many other things I’d rather do than stay in the kitchen all
evening. Do you cook?”

“Rarely,” he said. “With mom and dad being so
much older when I was growing up, Mom did most of the cooking and
honestly enjoyed it. She wouldn’t let me do anything in there
besides wash dishes. When I moved out on my own, I discovered that
I’d rather let someone else do the cooking.”

“All three meals?”

“Nah, I have some basic breakfast stuff and
lunch is often leftovers from one of the recent
dinners.”

“I keep the essentials for breakfast too. My
eating habits are a little different compared to others. I don’t
eat three meals a day, I eat five to six because sometimes in the
ER you have to eat when you can. I find myself doing that on my
days off too. I call them mini-meals. For example, if I had this
pizza left over, it would be like three of those mini-meals. Then
the others supplemented with an apple or something else. My days
off, I stick to the same pattern, but generally have better
balanced meals.”

“Makes sense,” Jon said.

Their conversation continued as they finished
the pizza. By the end of the meal, Angie felt like she’d known him
for some time. It was nice to have someone share information so
candidly about themselves.

After he paid the check, Jon said, “I enjoyed
this, Angie. Can I take you out tomorrow night?”

She smiled, “I’d like that.”

“Did you drive to the club?”

“No. I rode with Mandy. I can call a cab
though.”

“Nonsense. I can drive you home,” Jon said.
“Come on,” he said as he stood and held his hand out to her. “I do
plan to pick you up tomorrow for a proper date.”

“Well, when you put it that way,” she
retorted.

He held her hand as they walked out of the
restaurant and didn’t let go until he’d opened the car door for
her.

“Where to?” he asked.

“I’m renting the carriage house from
Liz.”

“I know exactly where to take you then. I
thought you’d never met her?”

“I haven’t. Her friend Evie works at the
hospital and hooked me up with the house. I had to vacate my
apartment because they were turning them into condos, and I
couldn’t afford to buy in. I’m looking forward to meeting her
though. We’ve missed each other this week because of my schedule.
Yesterday and today, I had some appointments scheduled that kept me
out all day. When Mandy picked me up, Liz and Taylor weren’t
home.”

“What happened to the caretakers that were
living there?” Jon asked as he drove down some side streets in the
battery’s direction.

“You know Liz and Taylor are basically moving
here?”

“True, but I figured they would keep the staff
since they’ll still spend some time in L.A.”

“From what Evie says, no. I’ll just monitor
things while they’re gone until I find someplace else. Truthfully,
I really like the space and she’s giving me a hell of a deal on the
rent. Where are you?”

“I’ve got a loft near downtown. I’ve had it
for years. When I’m not here, I put it in the Airbnb pool. But
since I’m spending more time here, I took this one out of that pool
and put the one in L.A. in it.”

“Do you have places all over?”

“I also have residences in New York, Paris,
London, and Rome and a few other cities.”

“You own them all and rent them
out?”

“Yes. I’m seldom in New York anymore, though.
But I’m making money on renting them, so I kind of hate to just cut
them loose. When I go overseas, I’d rather use my own place because
I frequently have to work long hours and need my computers. It’s a
lot easier to have my own space already equipped with what I need,”
he responded as he pulled up in front of Liz’s house. “Looks like
Liz and Taylor are home.”

Angie saw the soft light that came through the
windows. It appeared they were watching television. “I figured
they’d be asleep,” she said as she peered at the clock and noticed
that it was close to one in the morning.

“They’re probably still on L.A. time, which
means it’s only ten there,” Jon said. “Come on, I’ll walk you back
to make sure you get in okay.”

They walked in silence through the gate
protecting the private garden. Once they stopped outside the
carriage house, he said, “I’ll pick you up at six, if that
works.”

“Sure. I suppose we should exchange numbers
just in case something crops up.”

“Good idea,” he said already removing his
wallet from his back pocket. “It’s simpler to do this,” he declared
as he handed over a business card with his contact information on
it. “Just text or call me and I’ll have yours.”

“I’ll text you once I’m inside.”

“Good night, Angie,” he said as he leaned in
and placed a kiss on her cheek.

Pretty chaste considering what they’d been
doing earlier, Angie thought.

“Good night, Jon,” she whispered and then let
herself in.

Jon turned and strolled down the walkway
again, only to run into Taylor.

“Hey. I was wondering who parked at the curb.
What are you doing back here?”

“I met Liz’s renter this evening. Small world.
I just dropped her off,” he said intentionally leaving out where
they met. Liaisons was something none of his clients knew about. He
once thought about inviting Taylor to visit it but decided against
it. There were some things you kept to yourself, and sex was one of
those things.

“Oh. Liz went looking for her when we got
back.”

“I’m picking Angie up for dinner tomorrow at
six, so she should be home before that,” Jon shared.

“A date, huh?”

“Shut it, Taylor.”

Taylor chuckled, “I would have bet money that
the love bug would get Derrick first but looks like it captured you
first.”

“It’s just a date.”

“Mm-hmm,” Taylor said, turning away. “Make
sure the gate latches after you leave.”

A few seconds later Jon heard, “Liz, you’ll
never believe who I just ran into in the garden.”

A window was open. Jon wondered if Taylor
opened it just so Jon could hear. He was positive the window wasn’t
open when they’d walked past a few minutes ago.

“Jon? Really?” Liz asked when Taylor told
her.

Jon walked faster and fled through the gate
before he could hear any more of the conversation or for Liz to
come out and stop him. Just as he started the car, he saw her in
the window waving at him. He waved back as he pulled away from the
curb.
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“Dish honey. Was I right about Jon and his
skills or what?” Mandy demanded early Tuesday afternoon. Angie was
sitting at the desk in the ER working on some paperwork. Mandy was
there to see a patient pending admission to the psych
floor.

“Shh,” Angie said. “How did you
know?”

“I didn’t until now. So, where? One of the
playrooms? Tell me everything,” Mandy urged.

Angie blushed to the roots of her hair. “I
don’t kiss and tell.”

“Ransom said that Jon had a date Saturday
night with someone he met at the club. Was that someone
you?”

“It was. Who’s Ransom?”

“One of the horsemen. Don’t worry about it.
Jon asked you out?”

“He did.”

“Where did he take you?” Mandy
demanded.

Angie studied the other woman after the tone
of the question grabbed her attention. Was Mandy
jealous?

“He made reservations at that new seafood
place over on Market Street.”

“Yum.”

“Then we went back to my place and hung out
with Liz and Taylor.”

“You spent the evening with Taylor
Michaels?”

Angie regretted that snippet of information
the moment it left her lips.

“I did. Both he and Liz are friends with
Jon.”

“Are they? I wonder if they know about his
sexual preferences.”

“Mandy, stop. Not everybody is as candid about
their sex life as you are.”

“Quit being a prude. So, at least tell me
this. Did Jon end your dry spell?”

Angie blushed.

“I’m going to take that as
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