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Raquel DaCosta grimaced as she downed her drink before sliding off the stool. 

It was Friday night and Club M was packed to the rafters with people, all swaying to the loud music bursting from the speakers. Dim lighting made visibility poor, but no one seemed to care. In fact, it was the perfect setting for letting down one’s hair and dancing their problems away.

And that was exactly what Raquel wanted to do. She wanted to dance like the people around her—mindless and carefree. She wanted to throw her hands up in the air, and let the music take over her body. 

She’d only imbibed one glass of whatever the bartender had poured her, but it was already taking effect—filling her with courage that she didn’t have, but desperately needed. Delicious heat sizzled through her entire being, easing the tension that had plagued her for days. Her blood began to thump in sync with the loud music, and her feet moved on their own accord, carrying her toward a group of women who were dancing like there was no tomorrow. 

She began to move her hips, raising her hands over her head, not caring that the action lifted the hem of her brown dress up to her thighs, the material stretching across her well-rounded buttocks. The seductive music wove a spell over her, and she willingly surrendered to its call as she began to dance in earnest.

Raquel didn’t know how long she danced but when someone grabbed her hips and pulled her against a hard body, her eyes flew open. 

“No.” Immediately her hands flew out, slapping the meaty paws off her hips.

The beady-eyed man grinned wolfishly before reaching for her again. Raquel jumped back, only to be grabbed again.

“Hey!” Slapping his chest, she tried to push him away, but he didn’t budge. Instead, he jerked her toward him, grabbing her arm.

With a gasp, she fell against his chest, crying out when he squeezed her bottom. Fear shot through her. “Let go of me!” Raquel punched his chest, eliciting a curse from the man but his hold on her didn’t loosen. She struggled in his embrace, panic bubbling in her veins as his arms tightened around her. 

Suddenly, she was torn out of the man’s arms and pushed behind a tall body. 

While she squinted at the back of her rescuer whose broad shoulders blocked her view, she heard a man’s cry, followed by the sound of punches before a couple of bouncers gathered around her savior. When the bouncers dragged her unwanted admirer away, she sighed with relief.

Anita was right, Raquel thought. It wasn’t wise to stay alone in a place like Club M where, it was whispered, after midnight the party became an orgy. She should have gone home with Anita, who as soon as they arrived at the club, had to return home because her mother had suddenly become ill.

“Are you alright?” The deep bass of the man’s voice sent a hot shard of heat scything through her as Raquel stared up at her gorgeous rescuer. 
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Alexandre Monteiro surveyed the woman in front of him. 

He’d noticed her the moment she had stepped inside the club, arriving with a woman who left as soon as they arrived. 

Something about the way she stood at the bar, slouched and unsure of herself, had piqued his interest. From the vantage point of the VIP lounge, he’d watched her take stock of her surroundings before climbing onto a stool. 

Her dress was dull brown and loose-fitting, the hem climbing up her thighs when she hoisted herself onto the stool. She was awfully short, he observed, wearing vertiginous heels to add some height to her short stature. 

From the distance, he hadn’t been able to discern her features but her long, wavy hair fascinated him. It fell to her waist like a rippling waterfall, and he itched to feel its texture against the roughness of his palms. 

Alexandre had had his share of women—so many in fact, that he no longer indulged freely in what was enthusiastically offered to him wherever he went. Thanks to his good looks and money, women were always willing to grace his arm—and bed, and he’d indulged in the pleasures of the flesh to his heart’s content. 

Some of the most beautiful women in the country had graced his bed—models, actresses, socialites—but none had captured his attention like this little woman who downed a drink in one gulp.

He grimaced when she downed the liquor without any finesse before joining the gyrating crowd around her. Emulating the actions of those around her, she swayed her hips provocatively.

Sweat broke out on his brow as he watched her dance, for there was a certain seductive quality to the way she moved. With her hands up in the air, and her head thrown back, his mind conjured up a vision of her moving sinuously above him as she rode him with mindless abandon.

He’d become instantly hard—his reaction both swift and surprising, shattering his self-imposed abstinence. 

The thrill of a chase, the pleasure he found in a woman’s body had begun to lose its appeal over the past few months, and Alexandre had feared he was becoming jaded. But his libido had made a stunning recovery watching the mystery woman dance.

He’d stood watching her, his eyes sliding down her body, taking in her small breasts, the narrow waist, flared out hips, and a well-rounded derriere which made his mouth water.

Without pausing to think, Alexandre left the VIP lounge, and ran down the stairs, wanting to get to her—this mystery woman who had jolted his waning libido awake. 

But when he drew close to where he’d seen her last, the hair on his nape stood up. Something was wrong, he knew immediately, his heart pounding rapidly as adrenaline pumped through his blood. Pushing people out of his way, he caught the eye of one of the bouncers who nodded at him and together, they moved toward his woman. 

Suddenly, a sharp cry rent the air and Alexandre knew something terrible had occurred.

The crowd parted for him and the scene that he stumbled upon, curdled his blood. Some drunken pervert had dared to put his grubby hands on his woman—in his own club! 

Alexandre saw red. Grabbing the woman out of the bastard’s clutches, he pushed her behind him, then proceeded to beat the man to a pulp, not caring that the people around them had stopped dancing and were staring at the horrific event unfolding in front of their eyes.

One of the bouncers succeeded in convincing him that they would take care of the sick bastard who had dared to touch a woman in his club without her permission. 

When the bouncers removed the man from his presence, he turned around to look down at the woman who had not only managed to arouse his libido but had also managed to bring out his protective instincts. 

For as long as he had lived, Alexandre didn’t remember ever feeling protective about another person—not his mother, or his grandfather, or even his older half-brother whom he dearly loved. He didn’t know who this woman was and why she stirred up such powerful emotions in him.

“Are you alright?” he asked in English and when she didn’t respond, he repeated the question in Hindi and Konkani, the two languages widely spoken in Goa. 

The woman blinked up at him before nodding. She was shaken—her eyes were wide in her small heart-shaped face, her lips opening and closing wordlessly as she struggled to make sense of what just happened.

“Come with me,” he said, taking her elbow and leading her away from the crowd.
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Raquel let the man lead her away from the dance floor, her brain cells temporarily offline. Everything happened so fast—one minute she’d been dancing without a care in the world, and the next, some pervert had thought it was okay to grab her. Despite her clear objection to being touched without her permission, the man had simply proceeded to maul her as though her no had indeed been a yes.

Having been sheltered all her life, Raquel didn’t really have any experience with men—and certainly not with men who thought every woman was fair game. 

She shuddered as shock began to set in. What if her savior hadn’t arrived when he had? Would anyone have heard her cry above the din of the party music? Would she have managed to escape that horrible man?

She began to shiver uncontrollably as tears sprang from her eyes. A curse sounded beside her, and the next thing she knew, she was swung into the arms of the man who had come to her rescue. She buried her face in her savior’s neck as tears broke free, soaking his collar but she couldn’t stem the waterworks as she continued to tremble against a hard chest.

A faint musky scent pervaded her nostrils as long strands of hair teased her nose. Her hand fisted on his chest while she kept her face buried in the man’s neck, unable—and unwilling, to leave the security his embrace offered. 

It was so different from what she had just experienced.

Her attacker had terrified her with his forceful actions—his intentions glaringly obvious, while her savior’s actions filled her with a sense of security that she couldn’t comprehend. She didn’t know this man, and yet, why did she feel safe in his arms? 

“Here we are.” The man’s voice was delicious, like thick chocolate syrup on ice cream. 

Carefully, she was set down on a plush sofa before her hands were gently removed from broad shoulders which she wanted to cling onto for reasons she couldn’t explain. 

Raquel blinked, letting her eyes adjust to the bright light that filled the room. 

What was this big room—lined with lush sofas, brilliant lighting and a glass wall that overlooked the dance floor below?

Turning her head, she looked at her savior. 

He was tall—gorgeous, with a broad forehead and sharp cheekbones, and eyes as dark as the night. His eyes were deep set above two straight lines of thick eyebrows. A thick stubble covered his jaw above which was a nose that had evidently been broken at least once. He had luscious lips that women would kill to have, but his most beautiful feature was his sable-colored hair—curly, with long strands falling to the top of his shoulders. 

A previously unknown feeling settled low in her belly as her eyes slid down his body, taking in the long, thick column of his neck above wide shoulders that she had wrapped her arms around. A snow-white shirt covered his torso, but Raquel felt sure he would be chiseled underneath. 

Illicit heat swirled inside her and settled in the spot between her legs as her eyes raked over the length of his body, skipping hastily past his crotch for she couldn’t bring herself to stare at the most private place of a man, and a veritable stranger at that. Savior or not, this man was a stranger, and Raquel blushed at the lascivious thoughts she’d just entertained.

Quickly, she tore her eyes off him and looked down at her hands that were clasped together in her lap.

“Thank you for coming to my aid.” The whispered words were lost in the loud music which filled the room.

“Did you say something?” her rescuer asked, forcing her to look back at him.

“Thank you,” she said again—loudly this time. “For rescuing me from that man.”

Nodding, he sat down beside her, handing her a glass which appeared out of nowhere. “Drink this,” he suggested. “It’ll help with the nerves.”

Raquel, who had never imbibed before tonight, stared at the cut glass in his hands. “I...” She wasn’t sure if she should take the glass, but the zing in her veins from her first glass of alcohol had died a sudden death after what happened. 

And she had loved that zing—the liquid courage which had made her dance boldly. It made her feel happy—and free. And she wanted to experience that feeling once more—desperately. 

Tonight was the only time she would truly be on her own because, in the coming weeks, she would be busy with preparations for a wedding she didn’t want but had accidentally agreed to. A shudder ran through her at the thought of her impending marriage. 

No, she wouldn’t think about it tonight. 

Grabbing the glass extended to her, she downed the contents in one gulp. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw her rescuer, wince.

“That’s no way to treat good liquor.”

“It tastes awful.”

He laughed and she colored furiously.

She waited to see if the alcohol would light up her blood with the delicious zing that had filled her body mere minutes before. It had helped her forget her predicament for a little while. But she didn’t think she could pick up where she’d left. Disappointed and sad that she couldn’t even have one night of carefree happiness, Raquel stood up.

“Thank you again for saving me. I think I will leave now.”

She turned to leave but stopped when her rescuer spoke. “Don’t go.” Looking over her shoulder, she arched an eyebrow in question.

“Why did you come here tonight?” he asked, his eyes dark with an emotion she couldn’t name.

“To have a good time.”

“Then let me show you one.”
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Alexandre stood at the bar watching his mystery woman dance like she didn’t have a care in the world. Two hours—that’s how long she’d been dancing, and she still showed no signs of stopping. 

What was it about her, he wondered as he collected their drinks before making his way back to her, that had him captivated? 

She wasn’t stunningly beautiful like the women who frequently graced his bed. In fact, she was nothing like the tall, busty, bold women he preferred. Alcohol lent her some courage and she was riding on its high, but he saw a vulnerability in her brown eyes which had him transfixed. 

She had an aura of innocence that he found alluring, but there wasn’t anything innocent about the way she moved. Her movements were pure poetry—sexy and provocative. 

Hadn’t she gyrated at his front, rubbing her bottom against his crotch when a particularly raunchy song had blasted from the speakers? And hadn’t her breasts brushed against his back when she twirled around him, keeping her hands tethered to his hips? Hadn’t she pushed back eagerly when his shaft lengthened against her bottom?

Were such moves the actions of an ingénue?  

Bold, experienced women had enticed him with far more erotic moves and yet, his shaft hadn’t hardened as quickly and swiftly as it had in this woman’s presence. His length jumped in his jeans, desperate for relief after being in a state of almost constant arousal. 

Alexandre groaned softly. 

When was the last time he had sustained an erection for so long? Had it been any one of his other women, he would have taken them up to the room discreetly situated behind the VIP lounge and slaked his lust, but something about—what was her name anyway?

Disbelief filled him as he stared at the sexy nymph in front of him. How had he not got her name yet when they’d already spent hours dancing with each other?

“Hey,” he said, seeking to remedy his oversight, handing her a drink, fruity concoction with just a dash of rum.

“Hi.” She smiled up at him, her lips parting to show a set of beautiful teeth.  

Alexandre scoured her heart-shaped face, committing to memory her twinkling brown eyes, her small nose and her full lips above the pointy chin. Thick strands of hair stuck to her cheek which she brushed back before taking the frosted glass from his hands.

“Don’t just gulp it down. Savor it,” he advised, watching her as she took a careful sip before smiling widely at him.

“Love it,” she said before going back to her drink.

Alexandre also took a sip of his drink. “I didn’t get your name.”

Brown eyes widened at his statement. “Oh my God! And we’ve been dancing together for hours!” she exclaimed, slapping her forehead. “I’m Raquel.” Immediately, she held out her hand to him, which he encased in his.

“Alexandre.”

“Beautiful name,” she said almost without thinking, blushing when his smile widened. 

****
[image: ]


Raquel looked away shyly, suddenly aware of the heat in Alexandre’s gaze. 

After she had agreed to him showing her a good time, he brought her down to the dance floor where she danced her heart out. 

He was a brilliant partner—light on his feet and easy on the eyes. His moves were sensual as he danced with her, his hands grazing over her curves but never really touching her. 

She hoped he would touch her, a thought that shocked her just as much as it excited her. What would his hands feel like on her body? She wished he would grab her and crush her against his hard body, wished he would do something more than just tease her. Every time his shoulders brushed against hers, heat poured into her veins, igniting every cell in her body. A fine layer of sweat coated her skin, and it wasn’t just from dancing. She was literally burning up! 

Was it the alcohol that she’d consumed or was she drunk on this sexy hunk whose eyes openly devoured her while keeping his hands strictly off her?

When the music turned into something downright heavy and dirty, and couples around them began to dance intimately, she wished he would just take her in his arms. Instead, he put some distance between them, watching her with eyes that shone with an emotion she didn’t recognize.

Bolstered by the heat which sizzled through her, she twirled around him, brushing her bottom against his crotch. A sharp hiss escaped him, but she didn’t stick around to catch his reaction. Dancing around him, she boldly rubbed her breasts against his broad back, her hands snaking around his hips, keeping him close, fearing that he would step away.

Strong hands clapped on her waist when she danced around to his front, stilling her, holding her flush against his rock-hard body. Something hard prodded her bottom and she squirmed only to stiffen when a vile curse filled her ears. It was then that she realized that Alexandre was aroused. 

Color flooded her cheeks as heat and pure lust drenched her, dampening the soft flesh between her legs. She reached back to cup his length when suddenly, the music stopped. It had the same effect as a cold shower, immediately jerking her out of the sexual stupor she was in. 

“I need a drink,” she blurted, surprising him with her request, but he simply nodded. When he was gone, Raquel let out a shaky breath.

What was she thinking, grabbing a man’s private parts in a crowded club? And how could she behave so wantonly with a man she knew nothing about. 

But he rescued you, a voice whispered inside her, as if that gave her the right to grope a man in public! 

She’d never been so strongly attracted to a man before. Not one man, in all her twenty-seven years, had caused such powerful reactions within her. 

Had a man ever looked at her with such untamed lust in his eyes before? Had her breasts ever swelled and hardened at the thought of rubbing against a hard chest? When had she ever felt such a throbbing need between her legs before?

Sipping the strange concoction Alexandre brought her, Raquel looked around. People were taking a break, just like the DJ, and the music switched to a slow song.

“I think I will sit this one out,” she muttered, gulping down the rest of her drink, wincing when it immediately gave her brain freeze.  

“Dance with me,” Alexandre said, grabbing her hand.

Raquel watched him flag down one of the uniformed waiters before handing over their drinks to him. She wasn’t tired. In fact, she was pumped full of adrenaline—and lust. 

A man wanting to be with her? It was a new thing to her, and she wanted to make the most of it. 

She wanted to step back and examine the new sensations she was experiencing, but if Alexandre wanted to stay with her, who was she to say no? After all, after tonight, would she ever see him again?

So she went into his arms willingly, sighing when he drew her close. His scent filled her nostrils—heady and musky, and it filled her mind with images of tangled limbs and sweaty bodies. 

Her cheeks flooded with color as her breasts swelled and the tips hardened. A delicious languor swept through her, and they moved together as one—her head on his chest, her hand clenched tight in his grasp.

They danced for a long time, not caring that the song changed, and a dance number had the party animals crowding the dance floor again. 

Raquel felt cocooned in his arms. She felt safe and—wanted. Her skin tingled and blood pulsed. The throb between her legs intensified as moisture gushed out, signaling her body’s readiness to be possessed.

It felt right when Alexandre gently released her hand and cupped her face. Her eyes fluttered closed as soft, firm lips touched hers, sending sparks skittering over her body. She gasped when his tongue came out and licked her lips, gently probing them apart to slide into the heat of her mouth. Her heart stopped for a second and then began to thud rapidly. 

Her first kiss! And one on the lips at that! 

Strong arms wrapped around her waist as she was lifted to the tip of her shoes. Boldly, Alexandre’s tongue probed into her mouth, teasing and tangling with hers, sending heat flooding through her entire being.

She trembled as need shot through her, moaning into his mouth, sucking his tongue back into her mouth when he began to withdraw. Raquel didn’t know what she was doing, but she’d read enough about kisses and decided to put everything she learned into action. 

She kissed him harder—tasting his lips and his tongue, loving his heat and taste. It was a powerful aphrodisiac—his taste, something spicy and utterly mind-blowing. Her fingers clutched his shirt as she pushed herself closer to him, loving the hardness of his chest against her soft breasts. She reveled in the knowledge that he wanted her, as evidenced by his pulsating length against her belly.

Their tongues mated as the kiss became fevered, their breathing becoming harsh as they fought for dominance, wanting the upper hand in a kiss that all but incinerated them.

Finally, after what felt like hours, Alexandre tore his mouth away from hers.

His loud, ragged breathing filled her ears as his taste and smell filled her senses and set her body on fire. Rough palms cupped her face, forcing her to look up at him.

“Come home with me.” 
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Chapter Three
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Alexandre watched a host of emotions dart across Raquel’s face—shock, disbelief, and then hesitation. Her eyes which, until then, had been glazed over by lust, suddenly cleared and he could see her mentally debating the next course of action.

Irritation swamped Alexandre, but he didn’t let it show. He wanted Raquel in his bed and would have her—at any cost. And if it meant he had to do some persuading, then he was open to it.

The evening had begun dismally for him because he’d received news of his half-brother’s wedding. He wasn’t upset that the heir to the Monteiro fortune was getting married, no—but the fact that their grandfather had orchestrated the entire thing bothered him. A lot. 

Carlos Monteiro, Alexandre’s paternal grandfather, had always taken a keen interest in his older grandson, Leandro, hardly ever paying any attention to Alexandre—the illegitimate grandson whom he merely tolerated. 

In the beginning, Alexandre had done everything to please the old man, but then he realized that no matter what he did, Carlos would always find fault with him. Eventually, he stopped trying to please his grandfather and ended up doing things that would publicly embarrass him instead. 

To this day, his grandfather couldn’t tolerate his only son’s bastard child, born to a woman who was a singer by profession but moonlighted as an escort. 

Alexandre thought maybe, just maybe, Carlos would berate him for humiliating him in public, and tainting the precious family name. Maybe at least then, his grandfather would have something to say to him, even if it was bad, but that hadn’t happened. Instead, Carlos had turned his back on him, not even stopping him when he left the family business to start out on his own.

Carlos’s indifference cut like a serrated knife—had left him with a wound that bled perpetually. His grandfather’s rejection of him had brought home the fact that he was, despite all his achievements, not wanted, and definitely, not loved.

The news that Carlos had secured a suitable bride for his half-brother only went on to prove how invested he was in his heir’s future, while he hadn’t even bothered to show up at the hospital when Alexandre lay in coma, after deliberately crashing the Lamborghini which he’d gifted his favorite grandson.

Seeking relief from the crippling pain of rejection, Alexandre had come to the club, intent on drowning his grief in alcohol when Raquel had stumbled into his life. 

And as he watched her chew her bottom lip in consternation, he knew he had the antidote to his pain. A night filled with passion in the arms of this sensual woman would cure him of the anguish he experienced. Surely it would be heaven to lie with her?

He leaned down and kissed Raquel again, taking the decision out of her hands. 

“Let’s get out of here.” 
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Raquel’s steps faltered when she stepped inside Alexandre’s apartment, shivering as the cold, air-conditioned interior caused goosebumps to break out on her skin. 

“Do you want a drink?”

“Water, please.” She didn’t need more alcohol. Of course, she’d had only two glasses of it and a fruity drink, but her defense was already down. 

She was giddy at the thought of spending more time with Alexandre, but was apprehensive at the same time. She didn’t know what possessed her to go home with a man she barely knew. Hadn’t her mother warned her enough about the sins of the flesh? Hadn’t she been taught that a woman had to be as virtuous as the Holy Virgin? 

Toeing off her shoes, she walked toward the glass doors beyond which was a balcony. She could see the tops of trees which surrounded the apartment and wished she could peek outside, but she wasn’t in a mood to explore. Not when her blood buzzed with need and her body burned with desire. Words of caution swirled around inside her head, warning her to walk away from Alexandre, but she merely pushed them all aside.

Tonight, she wasn’t going to be the staid woman that the real Raquel DaCosta was. 

Tonight, she was simply Raquel—the woman who had managed to snag the sexiest man she’d ever laid her eyes upon. 

“Here.” A glass appeared in front of her, and Raquel took it, downing the liquid to cure her
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