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Saving the Grace—My
Memoirs

By Graycee
Alexander

 


November 11,
2005

Today is my thirteenth
birthday. Mom, Dad, and Morgan threw me a family surprise party. My
very favorite Hershey’s “Perfectly Chocolate” cake with creamy
vanilla frosting and homemade chocolate chip ice cream tasted
better than ever after Mom’s famous chicken tacos and spicy
guacamole for dinner. Mom and Dad bought me a new stereo for my
room, with a programmable CD player and radio with twenty presets,
along with 50-watt speakers that I can pound out my heavy metal
music on. Of course, Mom had to read me the riot act about keeping
my music clean, ending the conversation the same as every
other.

“Be a good girl,
Graycee.”

Like every other birthday,
Morgan got me a journal for next year, this one reading “Graycee’s
Godforsaken Goofiness” printed on the front. She makes fun of me
for keeping it, but that’s okay. What she doesn’t know is that one
day I’m going to do something special with all my notes. Maybe
write a novel. Maybe turn it into my own personal biography. And if
I do, it’s going to be a bestseller. Who will laugh
then?

Goodnight for
now…




Antisocial Personality
Disorder: When one feels no empathy toward others.

Seemingly referred to as a
Psychopath … Sociopath.

 


 


 



Chapter One

 


Reese

We all have unexpected experiences in
our day-to-day lives. Some are memorable, some easily forgotten,
and some so outrageously sublime and unexpected, that by the end of
that mind-blowing day, we’ve already become someone we weren’t only
a few short hours ago.

When I ventured through the door of
Blue Martini, welcomed by some of the city’s most beautiful
strippers, my hopes were nothing more than leaving with a nice
signed contract in hand. Not on walking out a changed man. Not
meeting a dark-haired, blue-eyed beauty that left my head spinning
with a serious notion that one day soon, she would change every
semblance of my life. I wasn’t looking for anything except a
wind-up to my next business deal.

I guess life had its own
plans.

“Well I’ll be goddamned,”
Ken Morgan says. Years of heavy smoking are discernible when the
middle-aged real-estate mogul lifts his vodka and tonic, draining
it, and the fine lines around his mouth wrinkle up, showcasing deep
smoker’s lips.

“Two redheads at once,” he
says while crunching on ice.

Long-time duet
Lightly Dark enters the
stage, rubbing their overly-implanted breasts against each other as
“Crush” by Jennifer Paige blasts over the stereo speakers. The
ginger slides a nearly snow-white toned hand across the
olive-skinned thigh of Dark before sliding a finger between the
thin strap of the scarlet redhead’s thong.

I’ve seen this gig before, more than
once. Not by choice so to speak. I couldn’t care less about being
in a damn strip club, but like a half-dozen other times, clients
seem to disagree with me on this.

When the fingers of the ginger tease
the folds of an obvious bald pussy on the olive-skinned scarlet,
Ken Morgan adjusts himself, mumbling, “Holy fucking hell,” before
reaching in his pocket and bringing out a neatly folded wad of
cash.

The real estate broker I’m
working this deal with wears a diamond-encrusted wedding ring on
his finger. Still, he’s nonetheless close seconds from what looks
like blowing a wad in his pants. Not the first time I’ve seen him
pop a load watching the beautiful dancers in Blue Martini, but I
hope this will be my last. Desperate fucking idiot.

“Goddamn gingers turn me
fucking rock hard. What I’d give to know if either of them are
natural redheads.” Natural or otherwise, watching naked chicks make
out with each other is hot as fuck, but I’m here to work. Negotiate
a fair price on a two-year-old strip center that’s ninety percent
leased.

Make money.

Sign contracts.

Not look for pussy.

“If you’ve got enough cash
in your pocket, you could be staring where the sun don’t shine, you
oblivious idiot,” I mumble to myself because I’m a pompous
know-it-all, growing more frustrated with this fucker by the
minute.

Get laid,
brother.

Rhett senses my agitation, my
expression visibly seething, knowing damn well I don’t want to be
here. With a frustrating shake of the head, his brows lift in
amusement for a quick instant when two well-known criminal defense
lawyers in front of us pull cash from their pockets as the two
redheads drop to the floor in perfect unison. When both arch their
bodies and start sliding backwards toward the stripper pole
mid-stage, over a dozen men, including the two attorneys, start
stacking bills on the duet’s stage.

The last year, I’ve been to Blue
Martini a dozen or more times to conduct business. Amazing how many
corporate big-wigs insist on meeting at this place to negotiate.
Though I respect watching a beautiful woman as much as any other
red-blooded man does, if I had it my way, we would nevertheless be
sitting inside a quiet office, or in a corner table at a quaint
restaurant.

But I love closing a deal.

The two redheads carry on with their
act while I read over a few numbers and net yields, debating
whether or not we have the available capital right now to actually
close on this deal, and if being located so close to a proposed
sanitation facility might hurt us in the long run.

Seconds later, the music stops, and
Rhett and I both waste no time attempting to discuss comps and
lease projections. Just as expected, we get absolutely
nowhere.

“Jesus fuck,” he mutters.
Sweat lines Ken Morgan’s brow as the scarlet known as Dark starts
heading our way. Sure enough, she recognizes us.

“Always nice to see the
two of you.” She’s made it known to my brother and me in the past
that she’d gladly offer up a lap dance and definitely her pussy,
hinting at a threesome more than once. We’ve both
declined.

The stripper winks at Morgan when he
leans over, stuffing a large bill in the elastic waist of her
thong. “Thank you, sweetheart,” she says, before walking a few
steps ahead and taking the hand of a beefed-up guy who looks like a
Marine. The couple head toward the VIP room where she’ll probably
be dancing on his dick in the next five minutes.

“Can we get back to
business now?” I ask, my tone even, my patience wearing thin. Jack
and water in hand, I’m ready to wrap this thing up with this nitwit
who has twice my experience but half my talent in the commercial
market. Yet, it’s imperative that we discuss lingering rumors of
this waste facility being potentially planned only a few miles
away. It’s quite possibly a deal breaker. When delicate, sweet
laughter fills my ears, my gaze lifts to the bar, and holy shit,
all other thoughts suddenly cease to exist.

Ken Morgan’s mumbling is nothing but
annoying babble.

I’m certain that her piercing eyes are
as blue as any ocean and as bright as the clearest sky, and my
balls start to tighten. Long, dark waves of hair encase a beautiful
heart-shaped face and cheeks that seem to be turning a bright pink,
scream innocence and angelic, while a curvy, lush body fills out a
cock-thickening, short, overly-tight black dress, radiating a whole
other scenario, tempting every part of my body. Every aspect of my
willpower. Fuck … that damn dress. Those tits. That ass. That
motherfucking giggle.

Her body needs to be mine.

This dark-haired beauty that I want to
make come, may very well be the most stunning sight I’ve ever laid
eyes on. But, it’s more than that. Beautiful women are a big part
of my life, and I enjoy female company more often than not. This
particular woman, who happens to be gazing right back at me with a
brave, cutting stare, looks like someone who enjoys a challenge,
and while the man in me ponders on just how many different ways I
can fuck her to prove I also enjoy my own throw down, there’s
another thought flying through my mind. For once, a woman has
struck me in a way no other has, and I feel that I may very well be
looking into a set of blue eyes that I could lose myself
to.

Her challenge may very well be the
beginning to my defeat.

With her fixed stare sending a charge
of something unbelievably powerful through my chest, she’s left me
for quite possibly the first time, at a loss for fucking
words.

I need to know her.
I will know
her.

Holy motherfucking
hell…

 



Chapter Two

 


Graycee

“Two months? You’ve been
seeing this jackass for that long?”

“Rodney, can we not talk
about Reese right now?”

“No problem, Grace. But
I’m always here for you. I’ll always have your back.”

“Okay,” I breathe, opening
up both sides of the refrigerator and staring absently at the usual
water bottles, two-week-old milk, and some white wine. “Well,
unfortunately it looks like either Lean Cuisine Asparagus Ravioli
or Honey Nut Cheerios with skim milk outdated since last Friday.
There’s also cheap Chardonnay in a box if you’re interested. After
all,” I say with a quick wink, “it’s your favorite.”

I’m not the least bit surprised to see
Rodney scowl at the mention of soured milk, cheap wine, and
processed foods. My highballing study pal is meticulous about his
diet to say the very least, and I love teasing him, especially
about my inexpensive wine. Funny thing is, I actually like the
stuff and prefer it way better than some of the more expensive
brands he’s brought over. Rodney comes from money. Used to nothing
but the crème da la crème, cheap isn’t in his repertoire, so I
don’t even bother asking him to sample my fifteen-dollar Franzia.
But I’m used to him venting disgust in his one-of-a-kind whacky
overdramatic manner.

His sense of humor is one of the
things I love most about him.

Rodney looks at me with a scowl on his
face. “All the above sound equally nauseating. And how the hell
does a person not have milk in the house?” Already lifting his
phone to order pizza, he flashes another dimpled smile, complete
with nice, thick lips and perfect, shiny white teeth.

“You know why. Because I
hate nasty ass milk, chocolate included. It’s just a texture kind
of thing. Believe it or not, I didn’t even like it as a
child.”

“Yet you can choke down a
pint of Ben & Jerry’s or a large chocolate malt like flies on
honey.”

“Shut up,” I tease. “You
know it’s not the same.”

“Pepperoni or sausage,
Grace?” Clearly knowing what I’m going to say before he asks,
knowing my aversion to sausage, he asks anyway. Ordering out when
we study at my condo is a given, pizza or Chinese weekly staples
since he refuses to eat my dry cereal and most definitely the
frozen foods I survive on.

“Pepperoni with mushrooms.
Oh!” I spin back around. “Green olives, too. And make sure you
order extra thin crust instead of that thick poison-to-my-ass stuff
you got last time, pretty please.” I reach for two bottles of water
and set them down on the kitchen table, then teasingly wave a hand
up and down his torso. “Good freaking thing I totally love you.
Otherwise, you and that whole tennis body physique you’ve got going
there may give this girl a big ole Texas-sized case of low
self-esteem. Then I might have to hate you.”

Rodney cracks his knuckles one by one
as his gaze slides over my body, which I pretend not noticing.
“Offer’s always good. I can have you swinging a Babolat Pure Drive
Plus like a champ in no time. And I can promise you, my little
Grace Kelly … there’s not a damn thing wrong with your
body.”

A chill chases up my spine. Something
in Rodney’s expression seems off. Probably just my hare-brained
imagination, but his eyes look different today. Plus, I absolutely
hate it when he refers to me as his “little Grace Kelly”, or even
just plain Grace. I’m far from being any innocent princess, and the
only person I’ve ever liked calling me Grace was my
daddy.

I grab the water bottles and settle on
the couch, pulling a throw blanket over my lap, despite the fact
that it’s warm in here. “Think I’ll just stick to my running. As
uncoordinated as I am, me and that fancy schmancy racket would
likely end up with me flat on my ass. But I still want to see some
of those pictures from your days at Baylor. Try and remember to
bring them next time.” Far from athletic like Rodney or my older
sister, who played high school volleyball and had scholarship
offers from all over the country, when it came to sports, I stuck
to simple running for exercise. I was more concerned with being a
straight-A student in school than being involved in curricular
activities, and my grades clenched me an academic scholarship,
allowing me to pursue nursing. And today, running still manages to
keep the extra pounds off. Plus, it’s free.

“You know what I say,
Grace. No pain, no gain.”

“Right.” Staring down at a
text from my boss, I sigh as I read over the week’s new
scheduling.

Flashing me a sympathetic look, Rodney
says, “You seem extra quiet tonight. Everything okay?”

Like always, Rodney’s
protective, trying to come across as the brother I never had with
promises to always protect me. Nearly two months into this
certifiably far-fetched affair I’m having, I know he’s one-hundred
percent spot-on in his perception of this thing between Reese and
me, but it kills me to hear his opinionated words of advice.
Or admit they’re true.

“It’s just … well you
know. This thing with Reese.” I pull my knees under my chin,
shivering at the thought. “The man rocks my freaking world, Rodney.
I know you don’t get it, but I can’t even explain what he does to
my body. I don’t think there’s really proper English to describe
it.”

“Sure there is,” Rodney
counters. “Super Stud fucks you three ways from Sunday, Grace. He and his majestic
cock leave you walking with a nice little achy limp for the next
twenty-four hours. Doesn’t get more proper than that.” He winks,
grinning, that strange look resurfacing in his gaze again. “He
still hasn’t told you his last name?”

Shaken and wishing I’d avoided this
conversation entirely, I guzzle down water. Something about that
particular question stirs my stomach.

“Nope. Same as always.
Hot, sweaty sex, a little cuddling afterwards, and then
Super Stud leaves. Most
likely returning to a wife and kids.” My chest tightens with
flashbacks of less than forty-eight hours ago. Touching me like there’s something there. Smiling at me with
his beautiful blue eyes. Groaning deep down in his throat when he
pushes inside me.

Perfect timing, there’s a knock on the
door.

“I got it,” Rodney says,
just as he does every other time we have food delivered. Born with
a nice silver spoon, struggling financially isn’t an issue with
him, and he refuses to even let me cover the tip. Strangely, he
wants to go into nursing making pennies on the dollar when he could
be working for his family’s investment company and earning big
bucks. Yet, he’s adamant about avoiding a career with them,
insisting that caring for people, as opposed to screwing them, is
his true calling.

“Greedy goddamned
motherfuckers.” Rodney stares down at the open pizza, a vein in his
neck bulging. “Once again, they didn’t put the extra parmesan or
red pepper inside the box like I asked.” He frowns, fuming, and I
head to the pantry, grabbing three packets of each.

“No need to get all riled
up. I saved these just in case.”

“That’s not the fucking
point, Grace.”

Ten minutes later, I’ve eaten two
slices of thin pizza and Rodney’s inhaled his half. When I pick up
the box to carry back to the kitchen, his good mood has returned
and he grins, grabbing at the two remaining pieces.

Two more water bottles in hand, I plop
back down beside him, tucking my legs underneath me. “Might as well
get started. This phlebology test is going to be a true ass-kicker.
Well,” I say with an overstated roll of my eyes, “for some of us it
is.”

“Okay, but hey.” With a
hard-piercing gaze, Rodney settles his hand on my knee. Another
awkward feeling races through my mind for some reason. His eyes
just look different. “Don’t rely on false hope, Grace. Don’t let
this guy hurt you. You deserve so much better.” He squeezes my knee.

Shit. Don’t let him hurt
me? He already has.

“A few rolls in the hay is
okay, but if this fucker isn’t offering up his last name or asking
for yours, there’s a reason, Grace Kelly. And every princess
deserves hearts, flowers, and all that other bullshit women
want.”

Maybe I was worthy of
more, but I hadn’t exactly earned a golden badge of respect either.
Reese wasn’t the only one who hadn’t given up his last name.
Neither had I. Maybe he thought I
was the one who didn’t want to share any personal
information. Jesus, maybe I needed to change that scenario. Next
time, maybe I would. “There’s a reason all right,” I say
matter-of-factly, his advice striking a raw nerve. “I just
wish…”

I don’t finish what I’m saying
because, really, why bother? Plus, if anybody knows what he’s
talking about when it comes to non-committal relationships, it’s
Rodney. The ex-Baylor University tennis player goes through women
like a newborn and baby wipes. Monogamy isn’t even a term in his
vocabulary, and I can’t really blame him. Not with the constant
number of texts and phone calls he gets. Still, his reasoning
doesn’t make any of this easier. Doesn’t give me the strength to
walk away from Reese.

I don’t know if anything
can.

“I know you’re probably
right, Rodney. Sometimes though, he just doesn’t act…” Again, I
halt mid-sentence because I can’t find the right words. Or maybe
because I’m just afraid of what those words actually
mean.

Why does life have to be so
complicated?

Eyes full of sincerity and warm
concern, Rodney blinks up at me. “They never do, Grace. It’s all
part of the game, sweetheart. Never forget that.”

While I respect Rodney’s words of
caution, gloom pulls at me, so I halt this conversation before I
end up in tears. “Okay. How about we forget about him and
concentrate on you teaching me how you retain every damn thing you
read when I can’t remember something from five minutes
ago?”

He throws an arm behind my neck. “You
got it, princess. Let’s hack into that brain of yours and get this
show on the road.”

Three hours later, I’m staring down at
names of veins that I can barely spell, much less pronounce. My
vision is blurred, my eyes too tired to look at another single
medical term. Rodney settles in on the couch for the night while I
head to bed. Before I close my eyes, I jot down a few words. Barely
able to see straight due to fatigue, tonight I’m only adding a
couple of sentences.

Damn, I’m tired.

Another night spent
studying my ass off. Writing down words twenty-five times, then
twenty-five more, Rodney swears it works. And as always, talking
about “Super Stud” in between. Thank God for Rodney and his
brilliant mind. Easy for him but pure fresh hell for me, I think
I’ve at least finally accomplished brachial, radial, femoral,
dorsalis pedis, and posterior tibialis veins. Guess that’s a pretty
good accomplishment for one night.

Goodnight for
now…

 



Chapter Three

 


Graycee

Mocha iced coffee with cream, sugar,
and an extra shot of espresso could be considered a splurge to
some, but for me it’s a necessity on days like today. School first,
work second, I need the jolt of caffeine more than my next
breath.

My ass is dragging.

Busier than usual for a Thursday
night, Blue Martini is rocking it. Rowdy and drunk, there’s a group
of young twenty-something year olds just feet from the stage that
are more than likely visiting a strip club for the first time.
Slinging back drinks as fast as I can make them, they’re also
shelling out cash like loose pocket change. They’re probably all
rich college boys living off Daddy’s dollar, and I hate to think
how bad they’re going to feel in the morning.

Exhaustion streaking long ugly strides
through me, I sip on what’s now become lukewarm chocolaty coffee
that I haven’t had the chance to enjoy, and turn on my happy face,
serving drinks with a smile to the men who leave me these stellar
tips. Bartending part-time at a gentlemen’s club has actually
turned out to be okay, giving me night hours so I can attend school
during the day. When I’m not slinging drinks, it can actually be
entertaining to watch all the strong men become powerless once the
beautiful women begin turning their sexuality into acts of exotic
pleasure. Men who come to Blue Martini are anything but greedy.
Laying down twenty, fifty, or even hundred-dollar tips to each
dancer isn’t uncommon. I’ve watched more than one shell out two
grand in a single visit on their favorites. Lucky for me, they’re
also generous with the bartenders. Between my hourly wage and tips,
combined with what I still have in savings from my parents’ life
insurance policy, I’m able to live pretty comfortably in a small
condo only blocks from Bakerfield College of Nursing. Nine-hundred
square feet, one-bedroom with a decent kitchen, and walking
distance from the campus, make it the perfect place for me. It’s
also less than three miles from Lake Pines Medical Center, where I
have my heart set on working after graduation.

“Just can’t picture you
cleaning up puke and changing colostomy bags.” Daniel Simmons
pushes his scotch to the side, his eyes falling to my breasts. “If
you have a change of heart, hit me up. Simmons & Hill is always
looking for fresh new legal assistants. We have a class act
training program.” The wealthy attorney grins, laying down a
hundred-dollar tip, his crystal blue eyes playful, yet sensual in
the dim lighting.

“I appreciate it,
Daniel.”

Part-timing here, I’ve met dozens and
dozens of men. Most are nice, such as Daniel, a regular who always
takes a minute to come say hello. Some aren’t social at all. And
then there’s that whole other category of complete nastified
sleazers who feel the need to take out their sexual frustrations on
women they deem “less than”. Only here for the proverbial lap
dance, popping a boner the minute they sit down, if they’re not
kicked out before the night ends, they leave hours later shitfaced
and a sticky, wet mess.

“You good?” Jason Hearn
owns Blue Martini. The ex-Navy SEAL winks at me, opening up the
cash drawer and slipping in some extra ones and fives to make
change with. Great to work for and an outstanding bartender
himself, Jason understands I’m only here long enough to get myself
through nursing school. Totally cool about tweaking the schedule to
accommodate my studying needs, he’s become a good friend since I’ve
come on board. His biceps are about the size of my thigh, and we
have an ongoing love/hate relationship about me practicing
injections on him.

I reach over, squeezing at the
steel-hard top of his arm. “I’d be much better if you’d let me
perfect my injections on these guns of yours.” I can’t help but
smile as the strong as nails man shudders from head to toe at the
mere mention of needles. “A fearless Navy SEAL scared of a little
ole pin prick…” I roll my eyes and grin.

“Pin prick my ass! Not
happening, Graycee. Anything but damn needles.”

“Addicted”
by Saving Abel starts blaring through the
speakers as a new club favorite, Kitty Kate, appears on stage like
always—on all fours with her long hair blanketing her face. Dressed
in her trademark light-pink catsuit, she slithers across the floor
like a snake, her medium-sized natural breasts swaying with each
sensual drag of her body. Once she reaches the end of the stage,
she tosses her chestnut brown hair out of her face and rolls over
onto her back, stretching her legs and opening them up wide for a
teasing quick peek before closing them. The rowdy college boys just
about go ape, shelling out more cash. Big Jake appears in front of
the stage in a flash as one of the young boys tries getting too
close. More like a cuddly teddy bear behind closed doors, once it
comes to protecting the dancers, he turns into the badass, six-foot
seven-inch cooler Jason hired him to be. Grabbing the elbow of the
young kid, he whispers only God knows what in his ear just before
he touches the dancer, whose real name is Kathryn, who’s oddly
enough a bashful, introverted single mother of two. Like nothing
ever happened, she quickly returns to her stomach and pushes her
full butt back toward the audience, rising to all fours to head
toward the stripper pole.

Bobbing to the music and
singing every word to these songs I know in my sleep, I’m washing
shot glasses and cutting up lemons and limes. That’s when my heart
begins racing and the hair on my neck lifts. He’s here—the man who
radiates complete, sensual, testosterone-plagued male, too
drop-dead gorgeous to describe in ordinary
English. The
stunning, clear-eyed, exquisitely dressed businessman whose
soothing wispy voice and touch of power and dominance start a warm
burn deep in my belly.

Far from an angel, I’ve been with
other men. They’ve made me warm before. Brought on that need deep
between my thighs. But the very instant I looked into his sky-blue
gaze and watched it darken right in front of me, all past times
seemed chillingly cold.

I feel him in every feminine inch of
my body, even though I don’t yet see him. He’s close enough that I
can sense the scent of his earthy cologne. Smell his natural
all-male aroma. Taste his warm minty breath. For a quick
nanosecond, I feel aroused and unsettled, questioning what I’m
doing, asking myself if succumbing to his controlling moves is the
smartest thing to be doing, or if it’s the stupidest. I already
like this man way too much. I love the sex. His demanding attitude.
His hand marking my ass, never too hard, never inflicting real
pain, but bringing on silken, intense lust that has me begging for
more. I adore the way he looks. Completely get off to the way he
rules my body. Yet, I hate walking away every time with my emotions
at bay, feeling cheap and used. Lonely and wishing for
more.

Nearly three months ago,
Reese walked up to the bar in his swank tailored suit reeking
power, money, all-man. Control.
Dominance. Short dark-brown hair styled to
perfection showcased sculpted cheekbones and breathtakingly
striking blue eyes. When I served him what would be the first of
many Jack and waters with exactly two ice cubes, I’d fallen hard
and quick, the ice becoming a conversation piece between us. I’d
teased him the next few times I saw him. Even added three cubes
just to get a rise out of him. And watch
his face bend into that damn toe-curling smile of his.
The vibes between us were instant, and once he
told me he felt like he was going to die if he couldn’t kiss me, I
agreed to accompany him to a hotel for what I thought was going to
be a one-time hour or two of meaningless, hot and dirty sex. What I
felt confident would be a single occurrence, quickly turned into a
weekly and sometimes twice a week meeting.

Reese is the kind of man women dream
about. Classy, intelligent, beautiful, a master in the sheets. Each
time he comes to Blue Martini alone, he does the same thing. Sits
in a corner table, sipping on Jack and water.

Waiting for my shift to
end.

Reese is a professional.
That much I’m certain of, though I know little else about him.
Always dressed in a sharp, slim-cut suit that I’m positive doesn’t
come off a rack in any department store, he radiates power and
influence, strength and importance. Every look and conversation we
share is sexual and suggestive. He’s more beautiful than any other
man I’ve ever seen inside the walls of this gentlemen’s club, or
anywhere else. From the first instant his eyes met mine and his
lips curled into the most wicked, sensual, seductive smile I’d ever
seen, I was a walking mess of weakness when it came to this
beautiful creature. And a creature he is. So controlling and
domineering that all he has to do is give me that look and I do what he wants.
When he wants it. Wherever he wants it.

Immoral or unprincipled to some, what
Reese and I have together is flat-out crazy and improper in every
possible sense. Yet, the sex is beyond belief, most likely a once
in a lifetime experience. And hey, we only live for a short time.
Then it’s all over.

“Be a good girl,” my
mother always told me. And I always was. But sometimes even good
girls need their own dirty secret.

I’ll do anything for my sexy mystery
man.

And he knows it.

Which I love.

And hate.

Or maybe a little both.


Chapter Four

 


Graycee

Minutes later he’s in front of me,
leaning against the bar, radiating pure carnal lust and sex with a
large side of greed and pretension. I release an anxious breath as
his brilliant blue eyes watch my every move, confident a dozen
butterflies are fluttering in my belly. That gaze, those pretty,
thick lips, along with his commanding poise, makes everything else
in the room non-existent, the air thickening, heating. His stare,
full of pride and sexuality, drops down my body. He arches a brow,
taking in the black thigh-splitting dress I’m wearing because I
know he likes it.

“Hi,” I
whisper.

“Hi,” he responds. Not a
shred of warmth in his tone of voice, it still makes my belly
rumble.

As always, Reese’s calm, yet
controlling expression offers me nothing, so I pour his double-shot
of Jack with a splash of cold water, and add two ice cubes, then
give it a quick slide toward him. The thick corner of his lip
curves as he catches the glass between long fingers just as it hits
the very edge of the bar, the scent of his musky cologne rushing
over me. Blasts of heat spark between my thighs and up my spine as
our hands touch for a brief second, my imagination running wild.
Will the night end up being harsh and unyielding, or sweet and
sensual? I never quite know because Reese is a mystery, difficult
to read. But one thing I’m
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